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Harrison 3 & 4

©1990 Jim Vzissilakos
jimv@ucrmath.ucr.edu

Jim began the Harrison Chapters during the mid 80's,
intending the work to serve as 'filler' for the setting
of his Traveller campaign. The third and fourth of
the series are reproduced here with his permission.

Three

"Are you family?" The nurse's eyebrows wrinkled in
rehearsed concern as he scratched down Mike's name

and Tizarian I.D. number.

"No, but will this do?" Mike showed the nurse
his Galactican press clearance. The shiny blue and
silver cud was nearly identical to his Tizarian per
sonal identification or his Imperial consumer profile.
The three were hard to tell apart at a glance.

The young man nodded in acknowledgement and
hurriedly escorted Mike through the long white corri
dors of the medical center. The usually polished floor
tiles showed dirty tread markings where a pair of wet,
oversized starlaw boots had recently stomped. Mike
grinned and snapped a picture though he doubted
that analysis of the photo could tell much more than
the boot size and service division of its wearer.

The air felt slightly colder as the nurse pushed
aside a set of green double doors. The word "Freez
ers" was painted in icy blue across their surface. Mike
followed closely.

"So what d'ya want with a 'corpsicle' anyway?"
The nurse smiled at his own joke. He was being
too smooth. Mike guessed that they were giving
him losids of preferential treatment because they were
scared silly of the bad press he could inflict.

"It's a long story." Mike bent over the computer
and with a few quick keystrokes he scanned the reg
istry of the dead. Niki had taught him how the sys
tem worked last month and the lesson came back to

him as quickly as were it taught yesterday. Such were
the benefits of being lectured by a Siri, Mike thought
as the nurse approached the terminal.

"Hey, wait a second buddy." The nurse was visi
bly surprised, but he scanned the screen seeing Mike
had found his way through the system.

"He's gone." Mike closed his eyes in the antici
pated frustration. It was too much too expect that

the Imperial police would leave his subject's body on
cite. That would make verification of the time of

death too simple a matter.
"I thought you guys held a patient's body for

autopsy."
"We do. I least we're supposed to." The nurse

hit a few more keys and scanned the screen for more
data.

"Here. The verdict was heart attack due to

the stress medication. It happens occasionally. The
body's been taken to Greenflower mortuary."

The news startled Mike momentarily, and he
wondered what the Imp's motives could be. He
pushed himself away from the console and straight
ened out, slowly perceiving the implications. The
nurse gazed up from the computer and tried to read
Mike's expression.

Mike finally smiled, "At least Fork's going out in
style. Say, you got a spare hour?"

Surrounded by lush costal woodlands and set siround
a wild flower garden, Greenflower easily rated as
the prettiest conununity in Silver-Tri county. It was
small, quiet, nearly perfect in every way. Mike would
have lived there, but it lacked in one crucial respect:
no beach.

Mike watched the passing trees and sighed as the
nurse suddenly turned delivery boy drove the white
grav-car along the highway. The med-center was be
ing too kind but totally predictable, loaning him a
nurse and a car, all to straighten out its reputation
with one reporter from a very powerful news syndi
cate.

"I hope you're enjoying this." The nurse sounded
slightly irritated.

"Sure am. Watch out for the cat."

Small rsdn droplets marched steadily up the
windshield and swerved sideways with every curve in
the road as the sun poked between the clouds with
sporadic recess, its rays shattering into a kaleidoscope
of colorful, dancing patterns.

Cruising at a hundred kilometers per hour, the
grav-car sped over the highway at an approximate
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Rangers in AD&D

©1990 Wayne S. Wallace

Ranger Extraordinaire

X&is article was written as a response to the way
certain folks (who shall remain unnamed :•) tend to
play rangers. Follow-ups are, of course, welcome.

The Ranger is a woodsman by nature, a stealthy
scout by training, and a warrior by circumstance. All
rangers are in touch with nature, with plants and
with animals. Yet, they are protectors of good.

The problems some people have in playing a PjiI-
adin are usually irrelevant when applied to a Ranger;
after all. Rangers don't have some big, limiting code
of honor like Paladins, right? Wrong!! A Ranger
is, yes, a survivalist. He knows how to live off the
land and find shelter in bad weather and other things
which make one's trip through a forest less harrow
ing. He is not, however, a survivalist in the sense of
putting his own life before others. As a good person,
he goes by that basic code of honor that all yood char
acters go by: to help others, to sacrifice, though not
foolishly, most anything to save an innocent or good
life, and to attempt to one's best ability to fix past
mistakes.

Mortals are not perfect, however, and do make
mistakes. However, for those mortals who have lived
and/or adventured a long time (in gamespeak, quite a
few levels gained and foes dealt with), these mistakes
should be fewer, if not near-nonexistent.

Scenario one; The party, with an average level
of ten, foolishly draws attention to itself in a dor
mant volcano with a fresh-water lake and tower (w/
drawbridge). They knew that they were in danger
ous territory where something lurked that had killed
a powerful group of the king's elite warriors. Not giv
ing a care to the cave they hadn't entered yet, they
proceeded to make much noise and ruckus. Little
did they know that the Red Dragon who had killed
the elite warriors had heard the party and while they
were still looking around and had flown out of it's lair
to strafe them. Breathing fire once, it alerted them
to its presence and returned to its lair. Most of the
party yet lived, and all decided to go through the cave
and slay the dragon. They healed themselves some
what and proceeded to beard the beast. All, that is,
except the Ranger. After ten levels of fighting the

good fight, he chose to take off, taking his valuable
fighting ability away from the party's potential.

Scenario two: The party, with an average level
of one, is currently enjoying the hospitality of a
halfling farmer. (NOTE: no class limitations were in
place in this campaign) The druid/monk, a rather at
tractive female figure, awakens the party in the barn
with the words: "Let's go kill that stupid farmer. I
want his money." (Unbeknownst to the party, she was
pissed off that he didn't fall for her human charms
and also had undergone enough stress to bring her
evil Illusionist/Assassin personality to the fore.) The
party blinked as one and the Ranger stood before
her, sword drawn, but not in a threatening manner,
and asked of her if she truly understood what she
was saying. He also told her that murder is wrong.
She proceeded to Color Spray (blind) him. He had
lost his most important sight. He could not track
or battle very effectively while blind. He used his
magic ring to see through the eyes of his falcon cir
cling above and proceeded to attack her. He hit, and
she was down and bleeding. The elf came over to
bandage her wounds and stabilize her so that, to his
mind, she could be taken to a city and checked for
possession by evil spirits, insanity, etc. The ranger,
his sight now regained, was furious, and as the elf
sat over her, making sure she would live, the Ranger
came over, sword brandished, and tried to attack her
with intent to kill. Had the weaker elf not gained
leverage over the Ranger's far greater strength, surely
he would have committed murder. Eventually seeing
the futility of trying to remove this obvious source of
evil while the rest of the party was against him, the
Ranger sheathed his sword and sat down for a while
and became calm again.

Now, in which of those two situations did the
Ranger's alignment (Good) breach cause him to later
lose the status of Ranger? Exactly what is forgivable?
In the first scenario, the Ranger deserted his near life
long friends with whom he had adventured for many
years, and left without even a thought of remorse or
caring for them. He had abandoned the ideals of good
to save his own skin, instead of helping them. If they
had survived with the Ranger, much good would have
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