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While you' re playing Wastel and, you'll be referring to paragraphs in
this book. W know that as a Desert Ranger who enjoys the best of
chal | enges, you wouldn't randomy read these paragraphs in search of
clues. But intense radiation, coupled with the blazing sun, can inpair
your good judgnent, rendering you totally unable to resist. Fight your
best fight here - try not to read a paragraph until you're instructed
to. You'll get a lot nore out of Wasteland this way. Once you
successfully conpl ete Wastel and, you can then kick back in your best

| ounge chair under a shady cactus and read the rest of the fictional

Vi gnettes.

1. You creep up to the window and, in the soft, nuted lights, you see
atall woman with long, blond hair. She sits before a mrror and
brushes her hair, then stands and wal ks over to the sunken tub off
to her left. She kneels and her blue, silken robe drops to the
floor. She turns the water on and steamslowy fills the air.

You watch in fascination as she reaches down into the tub, whirls,
and points an Uzi in your direction. "Stop readi ng paragraphs

you' re not supposed to read, creeps." She sighs deeply. "Next tine
I'"'mgoing to denand they put ne in a Bard's Tale gane, this
Wast el and duty is dangerous."

2. You have cone upon the rail-nonmads' canp. Onery | ooking | onghorn
cattl e wander anong dusty tents, fromwhich sullen faces peer. In
t he background, a ranshackle collection of railroad cars, attached
wi th wood, hide, and an odd piece of corrugated alum num sits on
arail siding. Two of the cars, the | oconpotive at the front and
the caboose at the rear, appear to be in better condition than the
theirs. As you approach, a strained silence falls over the canp
and you grow unconfortable under the collective gaze of the
assenbl ed nonads. Finally, one of the nonmads steps forward.

"Wl come, rangers. | amthe Brakenan of this train. | would be
honored if you would visit with me in the caboose before | eaving
our canmp. In the neantinme, please accept our hospitality." The
Brakeman turns and strides back into the canp.

3. The Hobo nods to you, and then drains the bottle of Snake
Squeezins. "Twi ns born by the sane hands," he intones sol emly,
"are twins no nore. Wake the sleeper to cure the sick."

4. "We have four clans here: the Chattanoogas, the Antraks, the
Conrails and the Hiders. You nay acquire provisions for your party
at our trading car or amuse yourselves in the casino car. You may,
of course, avail yourselves of the services of our Hobo oracle. If
you dare, you can try to reason with the Hiders, though finding
themis difficult. | amtold that you have already net our
Brakeman." At the nention of the Brakeman, a brief scow crosses
the Engineer's face, but his smle quickly returns and he adds,
"W feel safer with Rangers here, so stay as long as you like!"

5. You study the torn piece of paper in your hand. Originally witten
inred ink, the text has turned into large fuzzy bl otches of pink.
Though nostly unreadabl e, you nake out the word MORTAL foll owed by
H DEQOUT: TYRANNCSAURUS, but TYRANNOCSAURUS has been scratched out
and AZRAEL has been witten under it.

6. The diary tal ks about the |ast days during which the satellite

facility was operating. "Las Vegas is still intact. Needl es wasn't
damaged by bonbs, but sone flooding occurred when the river |eve
rose. Quartz suffered a lot of damage." In hurried script, the

| ast diary entry reads, "W're abandoning the satellite
installation so we can join the farnmers out at the Ag Station
W' ve deactivated the alarns and el ectroni c counternmeasures that
protect this place."

7. Once the introductions have been nmade, the Big Boss pulls out a
box of cigars and passes them around, explaining that it is his
speci al bl end, grown somewhere further north. Wen everyone is
confortabl e, and the bodyguards have taken up unobtrusive
positions behind you, he begins to talk.
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"You nust be the Rangers sent to help."

"What do you nmean?" you cautiously ask

"One of my men is mssing. We don't think he's dead, because he's
too valuable to kill. W think some other group in town has
grabbed him |If we don't get himback, the whole town will
probably be overrun by these dam death nachi nes that have started
to appear, because he's the only one in town with the scientific
knowhow to fight them He's the one who thought of the |andni nes,
and they' ve destroyed nore robots than anything else in town."
Brygo reaches into his desk and brings out a drawi ng of a rather
ordinary looking man. "This is Max," he explains. "He came to us
about a year ago fromthe Wasteland to the east. He was the
greatest hand-to-hand fighter we'd ever seen and he al so seened to
know a | ot about the science frombefore the War. He didn't
renenber where he cane from- at least, that's what he told us. |
qui ckly made himny right hand nan."

"When we began to hear runors of death nmachines coning out of the
west, and especially when the first of themreached the Vegas
borders several weeks ago, Max grew frantic. He began to talk

crazy, about how all life was in peril, and how only he coul d save
us. He said he needed special equipnent, and that sonmeone near
Vegas should have it. | should have put a guard on himthen, but

instead, | decided to send Ace out to | ook for help. One night Mx
di sappeared. W' ve been | ooking for himever since wthout
success. Now |'ve lost my best nan, and things are getting worse.
Newer and stronger robotic death machi nes are appearing all the
time. If we don't find Max soon, even a fortress like this may not
be able to hold out against the dearth machi nes. Go see Charnai ne
in the Mushroom Church. Tell her | sent you and she may be able to
hel p."

You nod your head. "Yeah. W've tangled with sone of these death
machi nes before, and we gotta stop whoever's making them Any

cl ues?"

"There are two ot her power-groups here in Vegas that we know of.
Fat Freddy runs the crimnal elenent. He'd |like to take over ny
position. There's also the Servants of the Mushroom O oud -
religious fanatics who won't be happy until every person in Vegas
has been converted to their own poisonous religion. There may be
others. Vegas is a big town. But those are the ones we suspect
nmost. | need you to go find Max. What do you say? WIIl you do it?"
The Desert Rangers huddle for a few mnutes. You decide that
taking on this mssion could be quite an adventure and decide to
go for it. Besides, your curiosity has been aroused. You are sure
that Max knows a lot nore than he has told Brygo. If you want

expl anations, he's the man you'll need to see.

"All right," you tell the Boss," we'll find himif he's findable.
In the meantine, you try to hold out here.”

The Bi g Boss stands up, shakes your hands, and wi shes you al

| uck. Then he shows you the way out.

Fat Freddy has | ong-since forgotten the concept of personal
hygiene. His dirty black hair clings to his face |ike dead ebony
vines. A thin, scraggly beard barely conceal s deep red pock narks.
Ef fl uvium that scrapes your nasal passages raw seeps from every
one of the fat man's pores.

"I amso glad to neet you. |'ve always admred the Rangers and
consi der you the only people | can trust with sone secret
information." The fat man's yell ow eyes slip side to side in his
obese face. 'Faran Brygo is trying to get $100, 000,000 i n di anonds
to York Isle on the east coast of the continent, and he needs
soneone |like you to nake the journey. |If he succeeds, he wll
destroy the econony of the world and we will all be thralls in his
new enpire."

Freddi e produces a handkerchi ef and wi pes the sweat from his brow
"I will let you keep the dianonds if you can stop his mad pl an
Find him kill him and you will save the world."
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The battered pewter 1D bracelet on Dewey's wist has had severa

| egends engraved and scratched out, but one remains clear. It
reads "27," and, judging fromthe | ack of corrosion on the nunber,
it was recently inscribed.

"Everyone is worried about Mayor Pedros but others are held
hostage too. Felicia Pedros, his wife, is our friend. W think she
has been noved to the outlaw hi deout. We hope you will try to
rescue her. And remenber what Ellen said when you go to the

St agecoach Inn." They smile and | eave.

"Yeah, sonme of the guys working in the base took sick. Mad Dog

Fargo and Metal Maniac are still in the back rooms, sicker than
dogs. "

A man sits up in his cell and stretches. "Rangers -great. | should
have known. | need you guys here like | need a hole in the head."
He stares at you for a second, then sighs. "Look, | guess | could
use your help. | need sone capable fighters in Las Vegas to help

me with a shipnent back east. Are you guys up for it?"

The book you find is a slimvolume witten in a light, delicate
hand. The work is titled, "Love Slave in Santa Fe." |t reads:

I recall the first tinme the invader chieftain called ny nane.
"Diana," he said softly, "are you not yet finished chewi ng the

| eat her to nake soft noccasins for me? A man has needs."”

I hung my head in shane. "Forgive ne, beloved Red Hawk, but | am
the |l owest of your 30 wives. How can you even think of nme when you
have so nany wonmen nore beautiful than me?"

Red Hawk smled. "Yes, | have 30 wi ves, each nore beautiful than
the |l ast, and each of themis insatiable. If | could find other
men to help ne take care of nmy wives, | would, but no one except
for the bravest warriors of Wastel and could satisfy them You, ny
newest wife, are the only confort | have in ny life..." The
account ends abruptly here, the last few pages of the book torn
out by a previous reader.

The Director, a handsone, slender man, waves you to chairs that
face his desk. Beyond his desk you see a window into an alien

| andscape. Through the wi ndow you see a red world with

strangel y-shaped plants. You see aninmals slinking through the
shadows and craw i ng across massive rock outcroppings. You
shudder. It just doesn't feel right.

The Director, Irwin John Finger, notices your stare and sniles
like a snake oil salesman. "I see you've noticed ny pet project.
This is howthe world will be when all nen are gone. It will once
again return to the pristine paradise it was before nan rose up
and destroyed it.-

He turns away fromthe wi ndow and sniles at you. "By the very fact

that you are here, | know you have recovered certain itens of a
technical nature. Whatever pronpted you to violate this base's
security, | do not know, but | amwlling to forgive it." He sits,
| eans back and steeples his fingers. "Because of the delicate
nature of our work here - all very hush-hush, you know - | nust
ask you to |l eave."

Suddenly he | eans forward and scows. "If you do not want to go,
well, we are not without neans to deal with even the |ikes of

dreaded Desert Rangers."

Max reaches up and gives his head a bit of a twist. You hear a
click and the android smles. "I cane down here to negotiate a
peace with the cyborgs and what do they do? They rip nme up and
start using ne for spare parts. lngrates!"”

He stretches and stands. "I have to get back up to Vegas and help
prepare for the next assault, but |'ve got a mission of great

i nportance for you. Head northeast from here and, across the
bridge, you'll find a hidden base. It is a journey you mnust
succeed at. There, you'll find |ost technol ogy and i nformation
that you can use to stop Cochise before it's too late."

A secret passage slides open in the roonis south wall. At the sane
time, a blast-proof security door slides down in front of the
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entrance to the room It short circuits, preventing exit. "Go

t hrough the secret passage to get out of here. One thing," Max
adds, 'it is possible you'll need to recover sone equi pment from
Project Darwin before you can conplete the rebuilding of the

sl eeper base. Be careful, though, and rebuild as nmuch of the base
as you can before you venture off to Darwin. | don't like the
things |'ve heard about it at all."

The old man stands in the shadow of the satellite dish and sighs

| oudly. "Rangers, thank the gods you have cone here." He thrusts a
bony finger at the red planet hanging | ow over the horizon. "The
Space Pirates from Phobos conme daily to steal our food. They carry
it off to their goddess, a harsh, cruel wonan who has no
appreciation for artwork and will tolerate no illumnation or
visual synbols in her edicts to subjects. You nmust find the rocket
ship and travel to that nmal evolent star. Trail the death bunny to
its lair and you will save the earth fromthis horrid invasion."
"W have three clans here: the Atchisons, the Topekas, and the
Sante Fes. You may acquire provisions for your party at our
tradi ng car or amuse yourselves in the casino car. You may, of
course, avail yourselves of the services of our Hobo oracle. | am
told that you have already nmet our Brakeman." At the nention of
the Brakeman a brief scowl crosses the Engineer's face, but his
smle quickly returns and he adds, "W feel safer with Rangers
here, so stay as long as you like!"

"Faran nust have sent you to | ook for Max. Last | knew he was
headed for the sewers. He built a special key to get down there.
It's called a Sonic Key. Max made a few of themand told ne that
he was hiding one somewhere in the old golf course. Didn't tell ne
where, though. Didn't do himany good, either. The Newren grabbed
hi m before he could do anything. If you return to ne the

Bl oodstaff fromthe Miushroom Church in Needles, | can show you the
way. Tell the bishop BUZZARD."

The screen flashes to life with Capt. Phil Thomas's personnel

file, Aside fromtest scores and other nonsense you read, "Capt.
Thonmas's performance in the village strafing runs was adnirable.
The AH 6503 attack helicopter performed at the height of technica
specs and destroyed two small Mexican villages before having to
return to base and reload. The AH 6503 is the ultimte weapon."”
The Prenmacorin Miral is a work of art which you have only heard
runors about. It records all human history in one vast display of
gaudy colors. At the beginning of the display you see the image of
Charles Darwin walking arm in-armw th an ape in a weddi ng dress.
Next to that you see a youthful Egyptian pharaoh in nmumy

wr appi ngs and a gold mask dancing on the stage of a place called
(according to the neon lights behind him Radio Gty Miseum of
Unnatural History. Proceeding along, you see a nasked man

brandi shing silver six-shooters on the back of a silver
Tyrannosaurus, hot on the trail of a nustachi oed man wearing a
swastika. Afat nman in a red uniformwith white trimflies through
the sky in a sleigh pulled by eight F-19 Stealth bonbers. He has
bags full of guns, ammb and bonbs, which he is freely dropping
down to King Arthur and his knights so they can battle Genghis
Khan and the Yellow Peril. Yet further on a man in a green and
gold uniform (with the nunber 12 enblazoned on it and a 'G on the
hel met) has just thrown a missile to a man vanishing in the white
gl ow of an atonic nushroomcloud. Finally, at the far end of the
wal |, you see the ape in its tattered weddi ng dress, squatting and
studying the fire-blackened hel net.

Fat Freddy is a genetic nightmare - a squanmous nass of sliny flesh
shuddering and twi tching before you |like sone ani mated bl ob of
flesh-colored jello. He snells like a swanp, a foul, choking

m asnma of rotting mastodonian flesh left to putrefy. H's presence
is overwhel ming - perhaps he has sonme nutant ability to contro
men's ninds, Wiile in his presence, you have to sternly control an
urge to salute or kneel. There is no doubt that he is a | eader of
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nmen.

When he speaks, his voice sounds |ike bubbl es of carbon dioxide
bunbling up out of a norass. It is difficult to understand him

but after the first few phrases of introduction, you begin to get
the hang of it. Fat Freddy is a man driven by anbition, and he has
an offer to make.

"Brygo thinks he controls Vegas," bunbles Freddy, "but he isn't
half the man | am Haw Hawl Haw! This should be nmy town, and it
will be. I've had your nmen watched since you got to Vegas. They
tell ne you are the best fighters ever seen in these parts. Wl
then, it shouldn't be too tough for you to do ne a favor. Kil
Faran Brygo, and bring ne the onyx ring he always wears. \Wen you
do that 1'll give you $25,000 and anything el se you want in this
town. "

You tell himthat you need a few nmnutes to think things over, and
go into a corner to confer anong yourselves. You have a very
strong feeling that Freddy doesn't want to hear any negatives out
of you.

If you read any further, Wastel and Thought Police will appear at
your door within three hours to conduct you to a cell in Needles
where your fingernails will be systematically renoved. You have

not been instructed to read this paragraph anywhere, hence so dire
a puni shnent .

"Things have been rather nasty in Quartz," you are told. "One of
the larger desert bands, led by a guy called Ugly, has taken an
intense interest in, ah, civic affairs. Normally a town of our
size could drive them off because the bandits don't try all that
hard when attacking, but this tinme they hit us with a vengeance.
It's alnmost like they don't want to renmain in the desert."

The bartender smiles at you. "Which one," he asks, "Hotspur or

Fal st af f ?"

Charnmai ne takes the Bl oodstaff and smiles. She begins to twirl it
and you hear the acol ytes hidden in the shadows behi nd her begin
to hum"On Wsconsin" as she marches back and forth. "Now we'l|
win the big gane. |If you help Faran Brygo get his dianonds to
Yor kt own back east, we'll be able to place sone big bets there on
the next Wrld Series. W have a four-armed pitcher who's
guaranteed to win for us." Charnaine sniles and points back the
way you came. You nust travel back to Cooperstown and get us the
bl essed Bat of the Sultan of Swat. Then you will be ready for the
trip with Faran."

Ugly's smile nakes you uneasy, as uneasy as staring down the bore
of his weapon. "It's really very sinple," he laughs. "The bonmb's
disarmcode is 1 1-27-57-0 30."

You unsnap the I D bracelet fromLouie's linp wist and run your

t humb over the worn silver surface. The nunber "99" is etched into
its tarnished face.

As you board the | oconptive you are met by a short, but solid

| ooking fellow. He is dressed in garishly striped overalls and
wears a rather battered and nuch patched engi neer's cap
"Greetings, | amthe Engineer of this train." The Engi neer nakes a
sweepi ng gesture that enconpasses the entire canp. "I hope your
stay with us will be a pleasant one."

Goi ng back to his work, Sam says, "I suppose you wannha know about
the Bloodstaff." He wi pes his hands on a greasy rag and si ghs.
"Don't mind telling you the nmurders have lots of fol ks worried.
Peopl e just up and vani sh. Then, when we find them again, they've
been drai ned of blood - every drop." He squints at you and his
voice drops to a tense whisper. "I seen one of the bodies and it
had a cut in the neck, just like a scar ny grandnother had on her
neck. She said once, when she was little, a priest used the

Bl oodstaff on her after she got snakebit. | think the Bl oodstaff
is involved, and that neans trouble."

The Junk Master speaks and tells you how to find Base Cochi se,
hone of the Deadly Robots. He sniffs and takes a pull on a snal
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bottl e of Snake Squeezins. "Qut in the mddle of nowhere, that's
where it is. Way up in the northwest. W've tried to scavenge
things out there, but the robots are deadly, so we backed off." He
| ooks at you rather strangely. "If you want to venture out into
those nmountains up there, fine, but don't expect any of our people
to go with you. W got nore sense than you Rangers."

The Guardi ans, as you have heard, are very friendly people who are
great admrers of the rangers. They have planted fl uorescent
orange flags to nark the outer edges of their mne fields. You' ve
been told by a Guardian that the only safe passage is to walk with
feet straight and breath held between the flags and the Citadel
wal | .

The bartender smiles at your question. "Wich one, Cretian or

Pr ot eus?"

"H . They call nme Crunb," he purrs as he noves closer to you and
starts to stroke your nanetag. You jerk himviolently by the
collar, and he squeals with delight at your show of night. "See
Faran Brygo! He's ny boss!" As you throw himdown onto a table and
head for the door, he yells, "Use the password PHOEN X. " Before
you can get out the door, he puckers his |ips and blows a kiss
your way.

"Darwin was a science base a long tinme ago. Supposed to be
hush-hush, but | grew up in its shadow, so..."

A man sits up in the cell and stretches his arns. He squints at
you as if you're brighter than the desert sun, then allows a snal
smle to grace his tan, weathered face. "Rangers, | should have
known. Listen, |I've been sent down from Vegas to recruit fol ks who
know the right end of a gun fromthe wong. Bandits ain't the only
thing crawling out of the desert, and we've got a war on our

hands. Interested in heading back with me?"

Capt. Andrea MIIls's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an

occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "Despite her having won the Nobel |ast year,
Andrea's been unable to finish work on the clone pods. She is
unsure they are safe, and the chances of a clone surviving
production is not thought to be that great."

You appear on what seens to be the lower half of a large
chessboard. A booni ng voi ce echoes through the gane grid. "Do not
stray fromthe path if you value your health." Spectators fill the
dark galleries to hoot derisive jeers at you and wager agai nst
your success.

"Everyone is worried about Mayor Pedros but others are held
hostage too. Felicia Pedros, his wife, is our friend. W think she
has been noved to the Tenple of Blood in Needles. W hope you will
try to rescue her. Renenber what Matilda said when you go to the
Whi pl ash Inn." They snmile and | eave | aughing.

The guard | ooks you over closely and then tells you to wait

outsi de as he disappears into the tent. You hear a brief nmuffled
conversation and the guard returns with another nan. The newcomner

i ntroduces hinself as the headman of the Atchison clan. He
under st ands that you have done a great favor for his brother. He
di sm sses the guard and notions you closer. He explains that they

keep no treasure here, but he will give you directions to a secret
cache. "Here, take this shovel," he instructs you. "Stand on the
south rail, west end. Take twelve paces to the south. Dig and you

shal |l be rewarded." The guard returns and the headnan bi ds you
good day.

Maj . Harrison Edsel's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma |l arge anount of test scores and other data, an
occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "The discipline problemwth Edsel has
resolved itself. Once he | earned he would be transferred to Base
Cochi se to programthat conmputer with his new artificial
intelligence routines, he stopped conpl ai ni ng about the prinitive
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rules restricting his creativity on this project.-

"I think Finster has something to do with the strange creatures
her eabout s. "'

The Director, a slender, handsonme man, stands as you enter the
room "Rangers, thank the heavens." He follows your gaze as you
stare out the wi ndow behind his desk and study the alien |andscape
bel ow. The Director snmles. "As you can see, that lurid, red

| andscape is the closest approximation we have to the surface of
Mars. We have Martian raiders conming to our world here and
stealing aninals and sl aves. W hope, by breeding hunter-killer
animals we can take the Martian starshi ps and nount a counter

of fensi ve against the extra-terrestrial raiders." He nods. "WII
you Rangers join our effort?"

As you pass the open doorway of this car you are al nost overcone
by the strong odor of fernented cactus fruit. As your eyes becone
accustoned to the darkness of the car you can nake out a
strawcovered floor littered with nunmerous bottles of Dr. B.

Bili ous Bal four's Snake Squeezins. At the back of the car lolls a
rotund bearded figure rocking back and forth as if the nmere act of
sitting offered a difficult feat of balance. Finally, seenming to
take notice of you, the shadowy figure issues an invitation

"Wl come to ny hunbl e abode, gentlefolk. Step on in.

The fetid, nusky scent of a dead animal oozed fromthe car in a

m asnmal cloud. Wthin, nunmified by the overpowering heat, you see
the dried remains of a flower-strewn old bum This is the oracle
the railroaders have referred to, and he's obviously | ong been
dead. You notice a large quantity of enpty Snake Squeezins bottle,
and you suspect that that vile liquor is the author of many of the
oracl e's pronouncenents.

The faded map on the wall shows the world well before the war. You
notice a star that roughly corresponds to your current |ocation

On a long, southeast diagonal you see another star. A third star
to the west and out from Needles, forns a shallow triangle out of
the three stars. Cbviously other bases are hidden at these sites.
You stare with utter disbelief as the Snake Squeezi ns vani shes
down his throat. The Hobo snmiles, his eyes glaze over, and he
burps. "Beware the man who has |ived |onger than the Wastel and."
Your oracle's eyes clear and he smles drunkenly.

As you scan over the large, nessy roomyou think to yourself,
"Early American pig-sty." Piles of dirt cover the |long-lost floor.
The earthen snell of conpost hangs heavy in the air. In the far
corner of this indoor barnyard you spot a square-shaped room

Lt. Russel Heller's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an

occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "I thought Heller would be a discipline
problem but | grossly underestimated the situation. He does not
get along with the other workers and considers the Al work being
done in Project Haskell the ultimte work. He even considered the
nove to Needles to finish Haskell a blessing."

You study the torn piece of paper in your hand. Oiginally witten
inred ink, the text has turned into large fuzzy bl otches of pink.
Though nostly unreadabl e, you nake out the word MJERTE fol | owed by
H DEQUT: THANATGOS, but THANATOS has been scratched out and KAPUT
has been witten under it.

Carved into the weathered hardwood you see, "The |aunch code is
MORTAR. "

The gane H gh /Low is played with two nucl ear warheads. Both

pl ayers toss a nuclear warhead into the air and the one whose bonb
expl odes higher in the air wins. This ganme is usually played by
people of low intelligence, hence the nane Hi gh/Low.

Col. John Smith's personnel file flashes up onto the screen. Aside
froma | arge anmount of test scores and other data, an occasiona
par agraph of interest slides by. One that catches your eye reads,
in part, "After the confrontation with Finster concerning the
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shift of Darwin's focus, Smith requested and got a transfer to the
Base 2 operation. He remained acting commander until the project's
conpletion in 1995."

"Finster forced all the sick ones out, to prevent the spread he
said, but it just |eaves themto die w thout help.'

The Brakenman tells you, -Take this visa card and give it to Head
Crusher in Quartz." As the Brakeman passes you the card, the
sunl i ght catches the dove hologramand glints brightly. You slide
it into your breast pocket as he turns and | eaves wi thout another
wor d.

After years of searching you've finally found it. You unfold the
pi ece of parchnent paper and read, "Wen you reach the martian
Base, quickly access the Navigational Laser Center on the left of
the entryway and type GACD. "

Cl oser now, you can hear the conversation of the nmen you saw when
you canme in. There is a short silence after each man voices his

t houghts. They speak of varmints who are inpossible to kill. The
varnmints are stealing their food faster than ever before and they
seemto be massing for a mpjor attack. The sinple weapons of the
farmers are not enough to stop them They have no i dea what to do.
One of them junps as he notices you and they all turn to face you
A stocky man they call M guel approaches.

Head Crusher says, "Thank you. Go to the Atchison's tent and tell

t hem CATERPI LLAR, "

The Martian Commander slithers forward on his coppery-scaled
stomach. "So, Rangers, you have found our secret starport."” Hi s

| aughter, hissed quietly and mal evol ently, crackles through the
speaker on his helnet. "It matters not. Qur robot warriors have
conquered your world. You will now cone and be our slaves..."

You snell the sweet odor of flowers as your sight dins and you
fall unconscious. .

The thin Martian at nosphere saps your strength, but you dash
across the maroon | andscape and dive at the Slavenmaster. He raises
a pseudo-pod and crashes it down upon your head. A sucker tears
your flesh, but you strike out and smash his withing purple lips
back into his needl e-sharp teeth. The Sl avenmaster reels back, but
you give himno pause, no chance to recover. You wap your hands
around a rock and, as your tortured lungs labor to pull in enough
of the oxygen-poor air to keep you consci ous, you crush the

Sl avenast er' s head.

You cast the green, gore-spattered rock aside and | ook at the

ot her slaves. "Cone," you grow breathlessly, "Now we fight for
our freedom and for our world!"

As you night expect from his surroundi ngs, the denon-priest is an
utterly corrupt individual. A flow ng blue robe covers his

di seased body, and a foul snmirk twists his face askew. He sniles
and teeth blacker than ebony glint in the half-1light.

Pal sey-w acked hands grasp the Bloodstaff tightly and threaten you
with it. "You will not have it," he whispers harshly. "You cannot
take ny life!"

This detective rem nds you of Hunphrey Bogart. As you approach, he
snicks a match with his thunbnail and lights a cigarette. An
overflowi ng ashtray sits on his desk beside an open bottle of
Scotch. H's eyes are cold and hard as he watches you. You note the
lunp of a roscoe in a shoul der hol ster under his gray suit coat.
He i ntroduces hinself as Spam Shade and points out that he will

not play the sap for you or anybody el se. That settled, he asks
what you want.

Torn and battered, your party drags itself through the
subterranean Martian titanium m nes. Your lungs burn fromthe thin
air, and you'd give your right arns to be back on earth. Then
suddenly, a vision of female |oveliness appears to you.

Tall and slender, with golden hair cascadi ng down over her

di aphanous gown of shimrering green and gray, she sniles and your
heart quickens. "Do not believe the Serpioids are the Martians
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because they are not. They conquered us a century ago to turn our
bel oved world into a staging area for their conquest of your hone.
Pl ease join with us and hel p repul se these invaders."

She gestures and a secret opening appears in the south wall of the
tunnel .

Capt. Phil Thonas's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an

occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "Thomas, a recent transfer from Project

Darwi n, has expressed reservations about Finster's experinents. He
voi ced sone of the same objections to themthat pronpted nme to

| eave Darwin | don't knowif he's on the level, or if this is sonme
trap set by Finster..."

Your Martian guide |eads you through a tw sting pathway of

| ong- abandoned tunnels that finally leads into a
beautifully-sculpted city, The artistry, though alien, nakes

har moni ous synbol s that give you a warm feeling when you | ook at
the buil dings. The architecture al nost sings, and you hear a

pl easant synphony of echoes as your booted feet click against the
cCity streets.

Your guide, her golden hair riding unfelt breezes, lead s you to a
massi ve door. You feel the power and you could swear the patterns
change, but you cannot put your finger on any particul ar change at
any one tinme. At about the tinme it hits you, the door speaks -
it's alive!

"Wl come, Earthnen,"” it boons, "Speak the nanme of your bel oved and
enter as friends."

The binding threatens to splinter apart as you take the book in
your hands. The pages have warped into stiff yell ow curves through
contact with liquids. Sone pages at the begi nning have been torn
out. Wiere the witing begins, it is a crude scraw, with sone
letters witten backwards. Deciphering it is no easy task. Luckily
it is fairly short, so you persevere.

"The Secrits of Las Vegas.

My nanme is Dave Dawkins. | found this old enpty book, and |'m
gonna rite down all ny secrits case | fegit them

I'"'ma gard for Fat Freddy. He is #2 is Vegas and he wants to be

#1. There is a big reward for anywun who can kill Faran Brygo, the
Bi g Boss. Brygo stays hidden nost of the tine.
My hare is starting to fall out. | wonner if its bucuz |I joind the

Servants of the Mushrum Cdoud. It gives nme a good feelin to be
with my new frends in the Tenple. They tole nme the secrit
password, It is 3 letters - NRC. Nurk! A lot of the Servants are
bal d. Maybe | will be 2.

Lately there has bin a lot of fitin. | try to hide, but ware is it
saf e? Robot Deth Masheens are the wurst. Ar guns don't always kill
t hem sukkers. Freddy sez we need better wepuns and thats why we
gotta find this Max guy. | dint say nothin. Imafraid to tell him
that the servants say Max is kapchurd by the Siborgs.

I amlookin at ny words in this book and | amproud. | dint no |
cud rite so good till | trideit. |I will rite agin later."

Here the witing breaks off. Fromwhat you know of the Vegas
situation, the diary can't be nore than a week or two ol d, but
Dave apparently didn't conme back

Al t hough you do not recognize it at first, the object before you
is massive and sends shivers up your spines. You study it,
splitting up to explore both sides at the sane tinme. Fromthe

ot her side soneone yells, "It's a missile - but the insides have
been renoved!"

The guard | ooks you over closely and then disappears into the
tent. You hear a brief nmuffled conversation and the guard returns
wi th anot her man. The newconer introduces hinself as the headman
of the Atchison clan. He under- stands that you have done a great
favor for his brother. He disnisses the guard and notions you
closer. He explains that they keep no treasure here but he wll
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give you directions to a secret cache. "Here take this shovel," he
instructs you. "Stand on the north rail, west end. Take four paces
to the east and seven south. Dig and you shall be rewarded." The
guard returns and the headman bids you good day.

Cl oser now, you can hear the conversation of the nmen you saw when
you canme in. There is a short silence after each man voices his

t houghts. They speak of Martians who are inpossible to kill. The
Martians are stealing their food faster than ever before and they
seemto be massing for a mpjor attack. The sinple weapons of the
farmers are not enough to stop them They have no idea what to do
about it. One of themjunps as he notices you and they all turn to
face you. A stocky man they call M guel approaches.

"He's an inhuman nonster. Just cuz he don't get sick he figures no
one el se should.”

Capt. Andrea MIIls's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an

occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "Despite her having won the Nobel |ast year,
Andrea's rel ationships with the other project nenbers have not
changed. She's still her affable self, and she's made others feel
through their work on the clone pods, they've each earned a piece
of that Nobel them selves."

"H . They call nme Crunb," he says with a nod of his head. After he
exchanges handshakes with everybody, he tells you "-see Faran
Brygo. He's ny boss. Be sure to use the password KESTREL." As you
| eave, he yells, "Tell himl| sent you!"

You bow deeply out of respect for the Martian Enperor, and he
smles graciously. He nods toward your guide and | ooks upon her

with love in his eyes. "I thank you, Al andriana. Once again, ny
bel oved daughter, you have served nme well."
He turns back to you. "I need your help to rid our world of the

Serpioids. W need to destroy their base on Phobos and can only do
it with a device you call a 'plasma coupler.' Your scientists
devel oped it after we sent themtel epathic transni ssions that
instructed themin its construction. W need to get it into the
heart of the Serpioid base, then detonate it. Qur problemis that
none of us Martians can withstand the radi ation the Serpioi ds need
to live." H's voice drops. "You, on the other hand, can live for a
while in that radiation bath. WII you help us?"

"Faran nust have sent you to | ook for Max. Last | knew he was
headed for the sewers. He built a special key to get down there.
It's called a Sonic Key. Max made a couple of themand told ne
that he was hiding one sonmewhere in the old golf course. Didn't
tell ne where, though. Didn't do himany good, either. The New nen
gr abbed hi m before he could do anything. If you return to ne the
Bl oodstaff fromthe Miushroom Church in Needles | can show you the
way. Tell the bishop PASTEL."

The Martian Warlord hands you a Firelance and sonme Verchitin
arnor. "l realize this is not as good as having a Red Ryder Range
Model Air Rifle with a conpass in the stock, but it's the best we
can do." He leads you out to the Onijetcopter and you board the
strange craft. "Good luck," he says. "Alwa nasci korliri das."

You frown and ask himwhat that |ast bit neans.

He smles. "It's an old Martian warning. It means, 'Keep your
powder dry."'"

Head Crusher says, "Thank you. Go to the Atchisons tent and tell

t hem LADYBUG. "

Charmai ne takes the Bl oodstaff fromyou and her face lights up

You cl ear your throat. "W've done our part," you say, "now do
yours. W need to find this character Max before all of Vegas is
overrun by these killer robots."

"Ah, yes, Max," she croons, "that strange flunky for Faran Brygo.
You probably don't know that he is a robot. -

The news hits you hard. "Things keep going frombad to worse,- you
mutter. "Qutlaws, Blood Cultists, Killer Robots, Bonb Wrshi ppers,
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and now Cyborg Robot nappers! Wat next?"

She inserts the Bloodstaff into a secret conpartnent and turns it.
You hear a low groan, as if sonme new doors were opening up. "The
way is now clear for you," says Charmaine. "If you survive your
encounter with the new nmen, look ne up in a couple of nonths.

m ght have another mission for you."

You can only grunmble and take your | eave.

A pair of Blood Guardians flank a conplex control panel, the like
of which you've not seen before in the Wastel and. One of the
guards | ooks at you and you hear himnmutter "infidels" under his
breat h. Beyond them you see a | arge area of painted floor that

| ooks very nmuch like a giant chessboard, but you can't begin to
guess at what it mght be for, or what it's doing in the middle of
a tenpl e.

The Martian Warlord hands you a Firelance and Verchitin arnor. "I
know you'd nmuch prefer a Red Ryder Range Mddel Air Rifle with a
conpass in the stock, but this is the best we can do." He waves
you toward the Ornijetcopter and says, "Wdpre rashi Karna das."
You frown, "Wiat?" He blushes purple. "It's an old Martian w sh
fromone warrior to another. It neans, 'Keep your powder dry."
You' ve entered a room where dozens of drills and saws are singing
an ear-piercing song. Blue and white sparks junp from wel ders and
cutters, dropping to the ground to bounce out their brief lives. A
robot torso passes before you as it lunbers its way across the
room on one of the countless conveyor belts. Even the robot repair
area | ooks in need of repair, with the roof and wall supports

| ayi ng exposed. In the far coner you notice a square-shaped room
"I'rwin John Finster, he runs Project Darwin. He still thinks the
world' s like it was before, you know?"

The Ornijetcopter takes off on an azure tongue of flame and shoots
toward Phobos. Suddenly, out of the brown shadow of Deinos, three
Serpioid fighters stoop on your craft and fire their mssiles.
Your craft shudders under the inpact. The blast rips the cockpit
away and shreds the controls beyond any chance of repair. Wth

bl ack, choki ng snoke pouring fromthe cockpit, the Onijetcopter
spirals into the dense Phobosian jungl e!

The inpact of craft hitting planet jars everyone aboard and, if
not for your Verchitin arnor, all of you would surely have

peri shed. Suddenly the door to your craft opens. Standing there,
dressed in a spotless white suit, is Irwin John Finster. "I
suppose," he begins, 'l owe you an explanation."

The pit boss sends a stream of brown saliva from between his front
teeth to the tip of your boots. He slowy sucks on the tobacco
pocketed between his cheek and gum as he continues to eye you.
Wirking a finger into his nouth, he scoots the chew around and
finally breaks the silence. "See Crunb, the manager," he says with

a long draw .
In the shadow of an enornous satellite tracking dish stands the
old man. Over 100 years old, he is still vigorous and bright of

eye, although he ranbles incoherently at tines. The farnmers renove
their hats as they approach and wait for himto speak. Frowning,
deep in thought, he stares at what appear to be the remains of a
15-foot tall carrot. He holds a | ong shaft of broken netal in one
hand and nunbl es sonet hi ng about wascally wabbits that he had to
beat away with his best rake.

M guel explains that you have cone to help. The old man studies
your weapons, and tells you that he doesn't think your peashooters
will do any good agai nst the arnored varmnts, but that you're

wel come to try. |If you succeed, he wants you to cone back and see
him There is sonething he would |like to show you

Free to roamthe veggie field, you head towards the carrot patch
From a di stance, your hear the old man warn you, "Watch out for
Harry, the Bunny Master!"”

You know the Guardians to be strange collectors of old itens and
as xenophobic fools who woul d not hesitate to kill strangers
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wi t hout ever seeing the whites of their eyes. You've teaned that
the flags are in place to nmark the closest an outsider may
approach the walls w thout being attacked.

"The Head Crusher likes visa cards.” The man snmiles. "He slathers
peanut butter on themand eats them" He shakes his head. "Wird,
but then, nobst everything is weird out here - present conpany
excepted, of course.”

The roomis enpty except for a small, square roomin the corner.
There is an oval pattern on the floor that rem nds you of alien
eggs just waiting for you to examine themtoo closely so they
coul d explode in your face. You hesitate, but then get on al
fours to study the pattern nore cl osely.

"Finster forced all the sick ones out, to prevent the spread he
said, but it just |eaves themto die wi thout help," grunbles the
bart ender.

Finster sits down on a Phobosian tree. "At birth the Serpioids
captured nme and educated nme to be a spy against ny fell ow humans.
| rebelled, but | cannot strike themdirectly." H s hands shake.
"You have to understand. Their queen is ny sister!"

Faded but still visible, you see a map tacked on the wall of the
area before the war. You see a small star that roughly
corresponds, as nearly as you can tell, to the base you now stand

i nside. Alnpst directly south you see a second star, and directly
west, at the nap's far edge, you see a third star.

Dr. Franklin Beans's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an
occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "Dr. Beans's assessnent of Edsel's obsessive
behavi or concerning the conputer and Al just works as anot her nai
in Edsel's coffin. The faster | can get himout of here, the
better. Let Cochise's boss deal with a fully-aware conputer.”
Head Crusher says, "Thank you. Go to the Atchison's tent and tell
t hem LI ZARD. "

The diary tal ks about the |ast days during which the satellite

facility was operating. "Las Vegas is still intact. Needl es wasn't
damaged by bonbs, but sone flooding occurred when the river |eve
rose. Quartz suffered sone damaged." In hurried script, the | ast

diary entry reads, 'W're abandoning the satellite installation so
we can join the farners out at the AgStation and defend the world
agai nst the newest threat ... the invasion from Mars!"

A speaker crackles. After a flourish of trunpets you hear: "You
have the privilege of an audience with His Brightness, the Suprene
Commander of Miushroom Forces, Western Sector. Unfortunately, our
Great Leader is away on urgent business. Aware that you will
require aid in your holy assault on the infidel Tenple of Blood to
steal the Blood Staff, he has opened our arnory for your use. Take
all you need. If you fail in your quest, you may return here to
conmt ritual suicide."

"Things have been rather nasty in Quartz," you are told. "One of
the larger desert bands, led by a guy called Pedros has taken an
intense interest in, ah, civic affairs. He even calls hinself
"Mayor.' Nornmally a town of our size could drive them off because
the bandits don't try all that hard when attacking, but this tine
they hit us with a vengeance. It's alnost like they don't want to
remain in the desert."”

Three Card Monty is played with three cards; one is a queen and
the others are 10's. The deal er shuffles the cards and places them
face down on the table. The player then has one guess to pick out
t he queen. The bet is $10.

You | eave the weeping Finster behind at the crash site. You can
synpathi ze with him and woul d have preferred to have hi m hel pi ng
you, but you can understand his reluctance to face his own fl esh
and blood. Still, his heart is in the right place. Onward you trek
to destroy the Serpioid base, and try to redeem Finster's soul.
The Brakenman tells you, "Take this visa card and give it to head
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Crusher in Quartz." As the Brakeman passes you the card, the
sunl i ght catches the skull and crossbhone hol ogramand glints
brightly. You slide it into your breast pocket as he turns and

| eaves w t hout anot her word.

Faran Brygo's office is nodest, yet clean and pl easant. Two
guards, one tall, blond and stern | ooking, the other shorter and
stockier, flank the desk. Brygo, a dark, handsone nan, snmiles at
you. "l understand you want to speak with ne, gentl enmen?"

Maj. Peregrine Cite's personnel file flashes up onto the screen
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an
occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "Peregrine accurately assessed the security
problens with the storage area. Wiile the base is not nmeant to be
an arned canp, his precautions are well noted and should provide a
surprise for unauthorized personnel operating in the base."

Lt. Russel Heller's personnel file flashes up onto the screen.
Aside froma | arge anount of test scores and other data, an
occasi onal paragraph of interest slides by. One that catches your
eye reads, in part, "I thought Heller would be a discipline
problem but he's not. His jokes relieve the tension as we work to
finish this base. Ohers worry about the news that Edsel's new
conmputer is helping to finish Cochise all by itself, but Heller
shrugs it off. Wio wants to work with someone who won't sit down
for a cold beer after the work's done anyway?' Perhaps manki nd
does stand a chance agai nst superior nmachines."

The Serpi oi d anbush al nbst takes you by surprise. The Serpioids
rise up fromthe underbrush, which you ignite with your
Fl anel ances, but their tactical advantage spells doom for you.
Thei r advant age evaporates, however, when Finster appears and
| aunches hinself at the Serpioid | eader. Finster's kick snaps the
Serpi oid's head back and drops hi mwhere he stood. The battle
begi ns and energy weapons burn to life around you...

The Mushroom Bi shop explains to you, '|I sent out ny
second-in-commuand to | ook into a series of nmurders.” You notice
t he bishop nervously twisting a ruby ring around his finger.

The panphl et contains two tips for the wise: "

1. Buy an AK-97 assault rifle.
2. If there's soneone hangi ng around your nei ghborhood you don't
know, shoot him™"

"No," Finster shouts. "W can't take any nore tine to skul k
around. We've got to go straight in. Don't worry, | know the
password. It is TRAITOR"

Your savage attack blasts away the eneny pillbox and you pour
into the heart of the Phobos defense. Finster blasts a control
panel . "Perhaps, with their defense system down, the Enperor can
aid us."

You lift up Louie's lifeless wist to look at his gold ID
bracelet. Twisting it over to view the underbelly, you see "27"
etched on the dulled surface.

Hi dden panels in the walls drop away and Serpi oi d sni pers open up
on you. Your Firelances rake the anbush ports with nurderous sheet
after sheet of flanes and you hear the screans of Serpioids as
they reel away in death.

"Finster, ook out!" one of you screans, but it is in vain. A pit
opens beneath his feet and he vani shes.

Avile, fermale voice fills the corridor. "Leave now, earthnen. You
cannot save himor your planet. At |east save yoursel ves."

The wall map is covered with scribbled remarks that are virtually
unreadabl e. A star over one building in the southeastern section
of town has the | egend "Bar -trouble spot" scrawl ed over it. A
skul | decorates another building in the central -eastern part of
the town. The word H DECQUT covers it. An arrow | eading fromthe
word draws attention to another building diagonally to the
sout hwest, though it has the word SEKRET painstakingly witten
beside it.
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The Hobo guzzl es Snake Squeezins the way an assault rifle gobbles
bullets. Hs eyes glaze over and his voice deepens. "Those who
guard the past guard the secret to imortality."

"Don't get your hopes up. W have to deal with the Bl oodstaff
murders first." You frown. "Wat nurders?" The robot clerk squints
at you. "You nmean you're not here about the nmurders? People are
found dead, drained of blood. W think it's sonme nutant vanpire or
sonmething fromthe desert." He |ooks at you very hard. "How do
know you're really Rangers? Just you keep your noses clean in ny
t own, hear?"

The glowi ng torchlight flickers across a horrific scene. Men in
torn and bl ood spattered robes struggl e agai nst the ropes binding
themto nmassive steel tables. The tables slope down at the head
and a catchbasin at the | owest corner is used to collect the dark
flow of blood dripping fromthe small wounds cut into each
writhing victim Priests rush fromone table to another, gathering
buckets the way a dairy farner gathers the bucket of nilk fromhis
cows. They pour the smaller quantities of blood into a hole in the
floor, but you cannot tell where the dark fluid drains away to in
this di m chanmber of horrors

"Where did you find that? Ch ny God, you've found the thief.
Wiere is he? Tell nme, | nust know "

"Well, victins get red-faced and all delirious." The bartender
shakes his head. "It's really odd."

Wt hout Finster and his know edge of the Phobosian Citadel you

can only stunble around blindly. You slink through corridors and
around corners, easily avoiding the inattentive Serpioid sentries.
Then you catch a flash of white froma wi ndow and, for a half
second, you see Finster.

You bl anch. The building he's in bears the legend "M nistry of
Genetic Rehabilitation."”

@unfire rips the Master CGeneticist in half. You slit Finster's
bonds. "W nust hurry," he urges, "The final invasion begins in an
hour!"

The Hobo quickly drains the bottle of Snake Squeezins and drops
into a trance. Then, uttering each work netronomically, he says "A
steel stormthreatens the Gty of Cold."

You see an enpty roomwith a small square roomin the corner. On
the floor is an intricate dianond pattern. You renove a nagnifying
gl ass fromyour back pocket, get down on all fours, and begin to
carefully study the pattern of dots.

Fat Freddie turns the ring over in his thick hands. A snile
creeps onto his face |ike scumover stagnant water. "I don't
believe it, you actually were foolish enough to kill him" He

stares at you with piggish eyes. "You are obviously too dangerous
to live."

Finster points out the window. "Dive for cover!" he screans. You
| ook UP, then suck tile as a kam kaze Serpioid in a fighter
corkscrews down into the hanger where you have taken cover

The bartender frowns. "Not much news since the plague forced
Finster to isolate the base.”

Three Card Monty is played with three WNWI generals. One pretends
he's Montgonery, while the other two are Bradl ey and Patton. A
German player then tries to figure out which one will |ead the
i nvasion. If he guesses right, the Fourth Reich gets to start with
bases in Gernmany, France and Engl and.

You peer at himover the top of your sunglasses. As you cock your
fist to counsel himon the error of his reticent ways, he blurts,
"The password is THERMODYNAM SM "

You see witten here: "The | aunch code is MOTEKIM '

The explosion rips the hanger apart, but a force shield projected
fromFinster's belt holds off the ocean of fire washing through
the hangar. "Quick," he yells, "Get to the fighter over there.

W' ve got no tinme to waste.”
Felicia snmles as you cut her bonds. She nearly falls as she
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makes her first attenpt to stand up. "Don't worry about ne," she
says, "Ace is being kept in the cells.”

You unravel the nessage fromthe leg of this massively strong
pi geon. "Boss," the note begins, "lI've tracked the bumto Needl es.
There's lots of ruins and abandoned buil di ngs here, so the search
is not easy. | know he's hiding in one of them and | hope |I can
find himbefore soneone el se does. | don't know if we want his
information to fall into the wong hands. Ch yeah, there's Rangers
about, so it looks like things actually can go frombad to worse."

The Hobo finishes the Snake Squeezins in record tine and smiles
wi sely at you. He burps. "One nan's dreamis another's nightnare,
but a nachine's dreamis everyone's nightnmare."

"Faran must have sent you to |ook for Max. Last | knew he was
headed for the sewers, He built a special key to get down there.
It's called a Sonic Key. Don't confuse it with the four keys of
the Citadel. Max made a couple of themand told nme that he was
hi di ng one somewhere in the old golf course. Didn't tell ne where,
t hough. Didn't do himany good, either. The Newnen grabbed him
before he could do anything. If you return to ne the Bl oodstaff
fromthe Mushroom Church in Needles | can show you the way. Tel
t he bishop DI PSTI CK. "

You're drawn into a large roomfilled fromfloor to ceiling with
countl ess conputers. The flashing lights and video screens bring
the roomto an eerie life. Through the glow of colors, you spot a
smal |l square roomin the far corner.

Once the introductions have been made, the Big Boss pulls out a
box of grenades and passes them around, all the while expl aining
that it is his special blend, nade sonmewhere further north. \Wen
everyone is confortable, and the bodyguards have taken up
unobt rusi ve positions behind you, he begins to talKk.

"One of my men is nmissing. W don't think he's dead, because he
was too valuable to kill. We think some other group in town has
grabbed him but if we don't get himback, the whole town will
probably be overrun by these dam death nachi nes that have started
to appear. He's the only one in town with the scientific know how
to fight them For exanple, he's the one who thought of the

| andni nes, and they've destroyed nore robots than anything else in
town. "

Brygo reaches into his desk and brings out a drawi ng of a rather
ordinary looking man. "This is Finster," he explains. "He cane to
us about a year ago fromthe Wasteland to the east. He was the
greatest hand-to-hand fighter we'd ever seen and he al so seened to
know a | ot about the science frombefore the War. He didn't
renenber where he cane from- at least, that's what he told us. |
qui ckly made himny right hand nman.

"When we began to hear runors of death nachines coning out of the
west, and especially when the first of themreached the Vegas
borders several weeks ago, Finster grew frantic. He began to talk

crazy, about how all life was in peril, and how only he coul d save
us. He said he needed special equipnent, and that sonmeone near
Vegas should have it. | should have put a guard on himthen, but

instead | decided to send Ace out to |look for help. One night

Fi nster di sappeared. W've been | ooking for himever since, but

wi t hout success. Now |'ve lost ny best man, and things are getting
wor se. Newer and stronger robotic death machi nes are appearing al
the tinme. If we don't find Finster soon, even a fortress |like this
may not be able to hold out. Go see Charnmine in the Mushroom
Church. Tell her | sent you and she nmay be able to help."

You nod. "Yeah. W've tangled with these death machi nes before,
and whoever is making them has gotta be stopped. Got any clues?"
"There are two ot her power groups that we know of here in Vegas.
Fat Freddy runs the crimnal elenent. He'd |like to take over ny
position. Then, there's also the Servants of the Mushroom C oud -
religious fanatics who won't be happy until every person in Vegas
has been converted to their own poisonous religion. There may be
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others. Vegas is a big town. But those are the ones we npst
suspect. You get Finster back in one piece, and I'l|l pay you

$20, 000 and give you conmmand positions in ny special forces. Wat
do you say.? WIIl you do it?"

The Desert Rangers huddle for a few minutes. Fromthe veil ed | ooks
and secret gestures you've intercepted between Brygo and his nen,
it's obvious that the only way you'll get out of this room w thout
a fight, is to take the assignment. Besides, your curiosity has
been aroused. You are sure that Finster knows a | ot nore than he
has told Brygo. If you want expl anations, he's the nman you'll need
to see.

"All right," you tell the Boss, "we'll find himif he's findable.
W nmay have to |l eave Vegas to do it. In the nmeantine, you try to
hol d out here." The Big Boss stands up, shakes your hands, and

wi shed you all luck. Then he shows you the way out.

A grow runbles fromthe bartender's throat. "The Martians forced
all the sick ones out, to prevent the spread they said, but it
just leaves themto die without help."

Each of you mans a gun station as the fighter bursts fromthe
flanmi ng hanger. Fingers tighten on triggers and nassive energy
pul ses coax sour, ozone vapors fromthe atnosphere. You bl aze away
at the swarm of eneny fighters whirling around you. Your shots
bl ast the Serpioid ships apart, but the horde of them | ooks too
great for even you to defeat.

Suddenly the fighter lurches to a stop as a blue-green |ight
bathes it. The wings disintegrate and Finster screans, "Tractor
beam Their conmand ship has us!”

"That's a brilliant plan!" Finster exclainms. "You'll get a
pronotion for hat one!”

In accordance with your plan, he cuts the engi ne back and the
tractor beam drags you quickly toward the floating Citadel that is
the Serpioid flagship. Then as you grow cl ose, Finster punches the
afterburners and your ship, a fuel |aden bonb, dives in at the

fl agshi p.

"Hope your force field holds, Irwin," you | augh

He swal l ows hard. "My power level is too low. W're going to die!"

Finster huddles with the rest of you in the corridors of the
flagship. "If not for your quick thinking and |Iinking ny power
belt into the fusion engine on he ship, we would have died. Now
we've crippled the flagship. W have won!"

"No," you renind him 'It won't be over until your sister is
dead!"

The darkened cell reeks of decay. You take a step inside and feel
sonmething slick on the cell's floor. You stoop and touch it, then
recoil as if burned. The enpty cell is full of bl ood!

The bartender sighs. "He was working in the base as a janitor.
Now he's real sick."

A squad of Serpioids fills the hallway. "Cone, Rangers," the
| eader invites, "Cone and die."

High/Low is a gane played with two dice. The player rolls a die
and then the dealer rolls a die. If the player rolled higher than
the deal er, he wins. The bet is $10 per roll.

"He wandered in fromthe desert to study here. He talked with
Fi nster but got sick before he got a job."

Snake Squeezins drip off the Hobo's chin as he drains the bottle.
Hi s eyes grow distant and his voice drops an octave. "To the
not her who speaks in riddles cones a child of promise. Aid her and
aid justice."

You stoop and recover your African Throwi ng Knives fromthe
Serpioid bodies. You grin at Finster. "I"'mgoing to skin one of
t hese things, soneday, and nmake ne a pair of boots."

You uncerenpniously rip the bracelet fromHewey's |inp wist.
Rubbing it agai nst your chest several tines to renove the bl ood,
you see "13" engraved on it.

You can hardly believe your eyes. Here, in the mddle of the
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Quardian Citadel's fourth level, you stand before the object of
five year's search. You renove your gloves and gently run your
hand over her belly, fighting the tenptation to throw yourself
entirely against her. Slowy, you take several steps back. Unable
to resist it any longer, you blurt triunphantly to the crew, 'the
Titanic! What a find!"

Thi s paragraph can be reached fromno place in the whol e
adventure. W know who you are, and we will get you for reading
this paragraph. Expect it nbst when you expect it |east.

The bartender | eans forward. "Darwin was a science base a | ong
ti me ago. Supposed to be hush-hush, but | grew up in its shadow,
so. ..

You flip the lifeless Hewey onto his back with the toe of your
boot. After you rummage through his pockets, you start renoving
his jewelry, having a particularly hard tine working the ID
bracel et over his swollen hand. You finally separate it fromthe
dearly departed with a hard jerk that pops the bracelet off.

Fl i ppi ng over the bracelet, you read the only etching of "11."

The Hobo | owers the now enpty bottle of Snake Squeezi ns and
stares at you with gl assy eyes. "Destroy the wonbs and destroy the
threat. He then passes out.

"H . They call nme Crunmb,- he says with a nod of his head. After
he exchanges handshakes with everybody, he tells you "See Faran
Brygo. He's ny boss. Be sure to use the password CLOVER " As you
| eave, he yells, "Tell himl| sent you!"

"Where did you find that? Ch ny god, he nmust be dead. The
Bl oodstaff was stolen fromhere and I'l|l generously reward you if
you find it and bring it back. Last | knew he was goi ng back to
downt own Needl| es. "

Your nouth dries instantly. Perched Wthin a weightless bubbl e of
bl ood, Finster's sister |laughs derisively. "Cone so far just to
die. Poor little men. Your world is lost."

The hastily inhal ed Snake Squeezins dull the hobo's eyes and
deepen his voice. He tells you, "A body is only a box to keep your
mndin."

"Not by a long shot," you scream back at her. You flick the
charging level of the needle rifles you found earlier. "Eat hot
slivers of death, witch." The deafening roar of your assault
swal | ows any comment she tries to offer.

As you gently thunb through the brittle pages of the little black
book, you notice a list of nanmes and phone nunbers, some of which
have four stars next to them At the bottom of the |ast page you
notice sonme unusual text: "The |launch code is ATOM"

You uncerenpniously rip the bracelet fromDewey's |inp wist.
Rubbing it agai nst your chest several tines to renove the bl ood,
you see "16" engraved on it.

The Snake Squeezins vanish into the Hobo faster than water
evaporates in the desert. The Hobo snmiles quizzically, his eyes
get a distant | ook, and he burps. "Trust the one born beneath the
battlefield."”

Finster and his sister stand over your dead bodies. "The fools
shoul d have realized," she says, "those were ny weapons. Having
t hem expl ode when used against nme is easy."

Finster smles. "They were nore foolish than that, Lucretia. They
actually trusted ne." The twins' |aughter echoes in your dying
ears for an eternity.

"Where'd you get that ring?" the detective demands. "I think his
Hol i ness is looking for that thing."

She beckons you to conme nearer, the shining three-inch red nai
on her index finger nesmerizing you closer and closer. Pushing the
hair away from your ear, she whispers, "Ugly's bonb disarmcode is
31-17-54-07-99."

Snake Squeezins lubricate the Hobo's throat and | oosen his nind
to travel places unknown to the sane. "Man before w fe, save a
life."
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You study the torn piece of paper in your hand. Originally
written in red ink, the text has turned into | arge fuzzy bl ot ches
of pink. Though nostly unreadabl e, you make out the word MJERTE
foll owed by H DEQUT: THANATCS, but THANATGOS has been scratched out
and MORS has been witten under it.

The coppery-skinned youth smles. "I cone fromthe Junkyard
Village. My father is the junkmaster and he'd be very grateful if
you would return me to ny hone." He | ooks down at his feet. "I
under st and, though, if you do not want to take nme hone. You are
the mghty Desert Rangers who have destroyed the Quardi ans of the
ad Oder, so you don't need any help. Still, my father knows
where your eneny lairs."





