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"So Who Is This Killroy Guy Anyway?"

©1990 Brian Myers

F or ihose who've had the distinction of asking, here's
a week in the life of Killroy. Enjoy!

Killroy was sitting on the couch before his video cen
ter. He had finished his sweep of the area around
the blimp hangers with the close circuit system and
had just switched to television when Dale came in the
doorway behind.

"Whatcha watchin Killroy?" he asked in his
usual bubbly manner. The little chipmunk jumped
over the back of the couch and sat down next to his

great black friend. Ever since the incident at the
"Overlook Inn" Killroy had developed a very close
friendship with Dale. Closer than any of the other
Rangers with the exception of Gadget, of course. It
had been the only truly distasteful moment in his re
lationship with the Rangers. Fortunately, however.
Chip knew it was mostly his fault and didn't be
grudge Killroy his closeness with Dale. Anyway Chip
had his hamds full with Tammy.

"You're sitting on my tail again," he said with
out looking away from the TV-Guide.

"Woops" Dale replied and picked himself up
so Killroy could retrieve his his long feline tail. Dale
looked expectantly up at his friend who was at least
twice as tall as any of the others, even after Killroy
had expanded them to near human size. If he really
wanted humans to like him better, he shouldn't have
chosen a form that was eight feet tall. Dale thought
to himself.

"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhh" Killroy said in disgust
carelessly tossing the TV-Guide away. "There ain't
shit on tonight. Well Dale old buddy, old friend, old
pal, let's have a look at what's going on in the other
realms."

"Okeee Doke." Dale jumped up and got the
Special Remote from its place below the TV screen
and brought it to Killroy. It was a small metallic box
in the general shape of a remote control but had no
buttons or LEDs on it. It was operated by Killroy's
thoughts and controlled the device that allowed them
to view happenings in other time/space continuums
right on their TV screen. Killroy had invested quite a
bit of time and effort in its construction, and though
it seemed a rather innocuous device, it was really one
of his most sophisticated inventions.

Killroy closed his eyes for a moment and his
body visibly relaxed. Dale knew the signs that in
dicated exercising of the great power his friend was
infamous for in dimension after dimension. What he
was seeing here was, though quite complicated in op
eration, a parlor trick. Dale had seen many parlor
tricks before he truly saw his friend in action. Even
after all this time he still shuddered at the memory
and, unconsciously, slid over next to the great, black
furred, jaguar like creature that was his friend. Kill
roy scooched down in the chair and crossed his feet
on the end table in front of the couch. Seemingly
on a second thought, he lifted his feet and kicked off
his tennis shoes; the only articles of clothing he ever
wore besides the Jacket. His empathic abilities kept
him attuned to what his friends were feeling, and he
thoughtfully put his arm around Dale's shoulder.

Dale could imagine Killroy's consciousness
reaching out from the confines of his body and draw
ing close to the empathic receptor of the viewing sys
tem. Killroy had made sure each of the Rangers had
experienced the Astral plane so they would all have a
better understanding of him. The empathic receptor
allowed the user to feel the currents of emotion and

temporal energy of a scene to augment the picture on
the screen. In this manner Killroy could ascertain al
most instantly the importance of a situation. It also
allowed him to center on the particular events in a
realm that he was interested in, rather than having
to look at years of scenes to find one important event.

The scenes fiew by on the screen faster than
Dale could keep track of. They were just blurs to
him, but he knew it wouldn't be long before his friend
latched onto some important event. A moment later,
Killroy's eyes snapped full open and his back straight
ened slightly. Dale had seen this look before too and
turned to the screen to see that it heid stopped on a
scene of a locker room full of very young, very beau
tiful, very naked women.

"Wo-ho!" Dale exclaimed leaning forward and
wagging his tail. Killroy sure knows how to use that
viewer. But wait a minute, he thought he's two thou
sand years old. He's probably seen gobs of naked
women. I wonder why he stopped here? But then he
thought of Killroy and Gadget. Then again, maybe
he hasn't seen all that many naked women.
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back of the restaurant. He must have spent a little
extra money. That was Silver's style. The place was
definitely classy, all they served was real food, no tofu
or krill reproductions. Expensive, but knowing Silver
he was probably going to take the tab. Not that real
food was incredibly high priced; it wasn't. Real food
wasn't cheap either, but it was available, just not in
large quantities. The most food he ate was tofu re
productions of other foods. The reason soybeans were
used so widely as one of the main food source for the
population was that it could be grown easily in large
volumes and in a very short periods of time. Other
fruits and vegetables just didn't grow fast enough for
the food demands of the public. Farms still existed,
but in a different way. Fruits and vegetables were pro
duced in mass amounts in underground automated
corporate 'farms'. Special artificial lighting caused
the plants to grow at three times the normal rate.
On the other hand, things such as meats and dairy
products were very high-priced and extremely hard
to come by. In Japan, real meat had a higher value
than gold. Krill and algae were oRen used to synthe
size meat products.

He opened the door and walked in. Silver was
sitting at the head of the table. The metallic-silvery
shimmer of his mylar-silk suit was accentuated by a
thin black tie. Set on the table before him was a sable

fedora thid. matched the suit. Next to him was his

secretary, Annett, with a white plastic laptop com
puter placed in front of her. She was obviously of
Japanese origin, her hair was a shimmering metallic
black, like the casing around a stereo ROM player.
The dress she wore was deep red and what was ex
posed of her legs were black tights. Bloodlust was
sitting on the right side of the table in expensive as
phalt gray business suit, his hair hanging back in a
pony tail. Bloodlust actually looked classy instead of
threatening. Next to Bloodlust was Stiletto. Stiletto
had blond hair in a tone that reminded Arther of

an old actress, Marilyn something or other. She was
wearing a tight mini skirt and long sleeve top that
were both an amber black and spike heel shoes. She
was Bloodlust's girlfriend, he had met her in a night
club called The Interface, which wasn't her (or Blood-
lust's, for that matter) kind of place. It was a decker
hangout. He had gone there with Neuro, and, in the
course of the evening, he had picked up one of the
waitresses, who happened to be Stiletto. She held
the job of a wutress at the club while she did runs
monthly for money. Arther sat down and started to
flip though one of the menus on the table.

"Hello Neuro. We're waiting for Overdrive and
Mirage before we start," Silver told him.

"Yeah, okay," Arther said acknowledging Sil

ver. Mirage was Diane's street name, she only used it
during runs. She made a point of having her friends
using her real name when they were not on a run.

Bloodlust looked back at Arther briefly and
left off his conversation with Stiletto. "Hey, I see you
got some new sunglasses."

'Yeah, these are supposed to be shatter proof
up to 300 PSI, or that's what the guy on the com
mercial said," Arther said taking his new sunglasses
off. "I really doubt they are."

Stiletto joined the conversation, "What brand
are they?"

"Sheallers."

"Sheallers are high qualities shades, man.
They probably can take a good smash or two before
cracking," She said making a fist with her left hand.

"Well, maybe, I'll try not to find out. I didn't
buy them for that reason. They have light intensifi
cation lenses."

"Hey, that's not cheap. How much did you
pay for those?" Bloodlust asked.

"Don't remind me, I'm trying to forget."
"How much?"

"400 creds."

"My combat helmet has infrared and light in
tensification built into the visor."

At that moment Overdrive and Diane (a.k.a.
Mirage) entered the room and sat down. Overdrive
was wearing an average-style business suit with some
expensive driving gloves. Diane was wearing a normal
grey woman's business suit.

"Hello Overdrive... Mirage," Silver
said. "Now that we're all here, 111 start." All con
versation stopped. "Okay, I've contracted to liberate
a box from the IBM complex in north Los Angeles."

"Good, how much money will I get?" Blood
lust instantly said. He was just being irritating,
though he was partly serious about the statement.

"We will receive 100 thousand creds when we

finish this operation."
"Thats not good enough." Mirage said,"I want

at least one third of the money up front. The risk
factor for this run is too high, we neeed some money
up front."

"Same here." Overdrive said.

"Yeah." Bloodlust said pointing a pen he had
had in his pocket at Silver,"You rip me off and things
might get messy." Arther knew something about the
pen that the rest didn't. The pen actually was a mod
ified holdout needle launcher, single shot. Bloodlust
was never unarmed.

"You each will get 2000 creds before the run,
which I have had put into all of your accounts al
ready."
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"What exactly are we going to do?" asked
Arther.

"Okay, let my secretary, Annett, get the in
formation up from the computer." he said. He hired
Annett as his secretary originally, but she had be
come more of a business partner.

"Sure, here it is," she said,"Most of the infor
mation in here is pretty cryptic, but I have compiled
the more meaningful information into one hie." An
nett had been working for Silver for quiet some time
and had assisted him on the paperwork end of the
runs. Most people speculated that Annett and Sil
ver's interest in each other was more than business.

If it was true, they sure didn't show it at the moment.

After the secretary typed a few key commands
she brought the information onto screen. "Here it is,"
she said.

"Okay, first we are to break into the IBM re
search and development complex in north Los Ange
les. Once we're inside we are to steal a newly devel
oped AI."

"What!?!" Overdrive said in

astonishment,"What do we do? Just come in with
a fork lift, rip some mainframe out of the ground and
take off with it?"

"He's got a point," Arther added,"Actually, a
more logical step would be to find the mainframe the
AI program is in and copy it. But I don't see how we
could do that. There's no way to actually copy even a
small sentient AI program to what we could carry in.
We'd need some large scale computer storage bases."

"I>o you know what the security is like at
IBM?!" Overdrive said loudly.

Annett answered that question,"The security
systems are built by a subsidiary company of IBM
called North Star. What exactly the security is like
inside is unknown, but North Star does produce top
quality security systems. As for the security guard
all, that was given in the file was that they are trained
and employed by IBM."

"Still, how are we going to get in and steal an
AI?"

"Well, apparently this one is built into a mo
bile cabinet of computer memory or some thing." Sil
ver said,"Here's the information Mr. Johnson gave."
He turned the laptop screen around pointed at it. It
displayed miscellaneous information on the AI and a
full color photograph of the cabinet it was stored in.

Arther looked over at the information on the

screen. "It's inside a ROM/EPROM cabinet. The
cabinet is about the size of a refrigerator. The cabinet
is on wheels, it's gonna be a bitch trying to get this
thing out of IBM without getting noticed."

"It's gonna be a bitch getting past IBM's se
curity." Overdrive said in a vile tone.

"Yeah, I guess they're planning to move the
AI to another location. AI's are usually confined to
a mainframe's memory banks, but when they want
to move them to another location most corporations
will dump the AI onto a large cabinet full of ROM
and EPROM and move it. Then when they've moved
it to where ever they wanted to go they just transfer
the data to another host system."

"Why would they do that? Kind of a waste of
time isn't it? You could just upload it to its location
over the net," Overdrive said.

"Well it takes out the risk of other corporar
tions copying the program while it's being transferred
from one system to the other."

"So whats so big about a computer on wheels?
Why do they want it so much?" Stiletto asked bluntly.

"I don't know; our employer didn't tell me and
really it's none of our business," Silver told them.
"Our business is to steal the AI and get paid. But
yes, I would like to do some research on what we're
getting involved with before we try and steal it."

The door opened and a waiter entered the
room. "Good evening. Are you all ready to order?"
he said.

"Yes, we're ready order." Silver said.
"What would you like sir?"
"I'll have the Souflakia Provencale."

"And you madam." the waiter asked Stiletto.
"Uhhh... Just give me what ever he's getting."

she said pointing at Silver.
"I'll take the most expensive thing on the

menu." Bloodlust said and then grinned at Silver.
Silver didn't seem to be amused.

"Yes sir." the waiter said as he wrote the or

ders on a note pad.
The waiter tilted toward Annett,"And what

would you like?"
"I would like the spaghetti."
"And what would you like. Sir?" he asked

Arther.

"I'll have the Szechwan soft tacos and Tibetan

Rice."

"I want the swordfish and a side dish of egg
rolls." Overdrive told the waiter.

Diane looked up from the menu saying,"I'll
just have a salad."

"Okay miss." the scribbled away at the pad
with his pen.

"And, we'll take five bottles of your best Napa
Chardonnay," Silver completed the ordering.

Silver nodded to the waiter to indicate they
were finished ordering.
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"Okay, I shall return in a little while with your
dinner." the waiter said, and then he left the room.

"Let me get this straight," Overdrive said in
an annoyed tone. "We're supposed to walk into an
IBM research center, grab an AI on dolly wheels, and
sneak out!?! That's crazy! It would be safer if I point
a gun to my head and pull the trigger. We're getting
ripped on this. The pay isn't even near to what we
should be receiving."

"You just let me take care of the security."
Bloodlust reassured Overdrive.

"Yes. The money offered to us is not nearly
worth the risk we would be taking." Mirage said
cooly, "More money."

"Yes, I had noticed that risk level was very
high on this very run. But there is another concern."

"What?"

"We're not the only ones after this thing. I
talked to my fixer and he says that a lot of others are
trying to get a hold of the computer. He says that at
least two other Mr. Johnsons have hired runners to

get this AI. He also mentioned a group of Fundamen
talist Christian Commandos who want it destroyed."

"Religious terrorist... oh great," Arther said
sarcasticly.

"Yeah, so it's a hot item, whats your point?"
Mirage said.

"So I think we should get a hold of it first
and..." Silver was cut off by Mirage, a grin had
formed on her face.

"Sell it to the highest bidder." She said.
"Exactly."
"I like the way you think. Silver," Mirage said,

she was impressed with the idea, "We'll have to be
careful in selling it. If the corps know who we are we
can get the reputation of a bunch of backstabbers. If
that happens, no one would want to hire us."

"Okay, I want each of us to do some research
on what we'll be doing. Bloodlust, I want you to ask
around town about what is known about the other

runners who were hired to do the same job we are."
"I'll up Sporty and see what he says." Blood

lust was leaning back in his chair with his arms folded.
"Good. Mirage, try and find out the value of the AI.
Try and get an idea of what we can sell it for."

"I'll try and find how much money is being
put into high priority projects at the IBM labs. That
might tell us something."

"Good."

"Though most of information involving high
status projects are usually withheld from the public.
I guess I could try talking to some of my old friends
at the Hitachi sales division," she was typing all the

information into a pocket sized digital note book, "see
what they can turn up for me."

"Overdrive, I want you to talk to the deckers
in the net and see what you can find out about the
AI and what other deckers know about the research

labs."

"Got it." Overdrive said as he pointed a
leather driving glove at Silver.

"You may run into another decker in the net
looking for the same information you're looking for,
he goes by the name of Whizzard. He'll be coming
along with us on the run."

"Whizzard?" Bloodlust said, "I did a run with
him."

"Can he be trusted?" asked Overdrive.

'Yeah," Bloodlust was using an arrogant tone,
"he's nothing to worry about."

"Stiletto, I want you to check the security at
the labs. See what you can find out about the se
curity guards, video cameras, and anything else of
importance. Take photographs."

"I can already tell you now that the guards are
probably just a bunch of rent-arcops," Stiletto said.

'Thats only external security," Mirage indi
cated, "if this place is working with high priority AI's
it more than likely has two or three teams of corpses."

"What?"

"Corporate security experts... highly trained
in indoor and urban combat... armed with state-of-
the art weapons and equipment."

"How would you know?! You never see
combat., .you're all paperwork." Stiletto said rudely;
Stiletto thought that Mirage was just trying to show
her up. Stiletto had a very competitive attitude.

"Trust me. I'm from the other side. I worked

for the corporations. I know how they handle run
ners." Mirage was aggravated by Stiletto's attitude
and ignorance. But then this was Stiletto's first big-
time run. Her other runs were all grunt level; they
weren't even true 'runs'. The majority of her previ
ous work had been as a bodyguard.

"Yeah... whatever..."

"Neuro. I want you to find out what the ICE is
like at the labs. See if you can't find a way to maybe
open the the doors or turn off the security system,"
Silver instructed him.

"Yeah, okay. You know, this won't be easy,"
Arther said while pondering the situation. "IBM's
ICE is usually pretty hard to deal with."

'You'll have the assistance of Overdrive and

Whizzard when you go in to crack the ICE."
Arther took a deep breath and slowly released

it, "I'll see what I can do."
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After dinner, Arther, Bloodlust, Overdrive,
and Mirage gathered at Overdrive's car in the parking
lot. Overdrive was leaning on the side of the car next
to the passenger door. Mirage was sitting in the pas
senger seat with her legs hanging out the open door.
Bloodlust and Arther slouched opposite them. Over-
drive's sleek sports car was a painted a glossy black
and the windows were tinted to match. Its electrical

turbine motor hatd been modified by Overdrive al
lowing it to travel at exceptionally high speeds for a
ground vehicle. A typical aerocar's speed was about
twice that of any land based vehicle.

"Well, what do you think?" Arther asked.
"Sounds like we could make a lot of money on

this one," Bloodlust commented.
"Sounds like it could be a bit dangerous if we

don't do it correctly," Arther continued.
"And we will do it right," Diane said, she

was using her real name now. She was among good
friends.

"What about the Whizzard? Who the hell is

he?" Overdrive asked.

"I did a run with him last March. He's kinda

dormant. He just follows you around, doesn't say
anything and then every once in a while he'll get a
good idea. What he needs is to get a grip on reality
though," Bloodlust ssud and then laughed,"you know
he's so paranoid of injuring his head he wears this
heavy combat helmet whenever he's outside of his
house."

"Sounds like he needs some serious psycholog
ical help," Arther said.

"He probably got dropped on his head as a
child, right?" Overdrive said jokingly.

"Definitely." Arther muttered.
"How's he jack into the net? Wouldn't that

helmet get in the way of the interface jack on his
head?" said Arther.

"He drilled a hole in the helmet so he can still

plug in with it on," Bloodlust said with a chuckle,
"Which is really stupid because that completely de
stroys the environmental seal on it."

"Is there anything else you know about him,
Bloodlust?" Diane asked.

"He's a rookie from Florida; that's about all I
know... that and his helmet problem. IVust me. He's
nothing to worry about. He gives us any problems,
I'll smack him around."

A low flying aerocar streamed overhead. Be
hind them loomed the huge structures of the business
sector. The giant buildings' silhouettes had vertical
and diagonal streaks of light from the windows of of
fices still being used.

"Well, Silver wants us to meet him at his

apartment at nine o'clock tomorrow night," Diane
pointed out. "How about we all get together at say
nine in the morning tomorrow and maybe we can find
out a little more about Whizzard."

"How "bout ten in the morning?" Arther sug
gested.

"Why ten?"
"I don't wake up until about nine or nine

thirty."
"Stress it. Get up an hour earlier tomorrow."
"I can do that."

"I've got some work I gotta do at home so I'll
see you all later. C'mon, Diane," Overdrive said as
he motioned her to get into the car. Overdrive got
in and started the engine. The twin electric turbine
motors hummed. Then the car smoothly sped away.
Arther and Bloodlust walked though the parking lot
returning to their vehicles. It started to rain ag»n.

"I hate this damn green house effect! Every
winter it rains continuously here," Bloodlust com
plained, "This is supposed to be sunny California,"
he put the word 'sunny' in a sarcastic tone.

"Well over the last fifteen to twenty yeus the
greenhouse situation has been improving," Arther re
assured him.

"It's really screwed that our great-grand par
ents used fossil fuel and we have to live with the en

vironmental effects of it."

"Ever since we started using electric and
methanol4 powered vehicles, which was what?...a
little over 25 years ago... our environmental situation
has improved greatly. We hardly depend on environ
mentally hazardous fuels at all anymore."

"Yeah, but it's still messed up."
"You're right though, it really does suck. But

at least we don't have drought problems."
Arther arrived at his car and started pressing

the numbers on a small key pad on the car door. It
was to open the electronic lock.

"Okay, I'll talk to you tomorrow. See yalater."
Arther said as he got into his aerocar. He sat in the
drivers set starting up the vertical take off engines.
Water from the rain drops ran off the water resistant
synthetic cloth of his pants onto the seat.

"See you later, I gotta get home." and Blood
lust started to walk to his Corvette (2047 model).
Arther shut the door of the aerocar and lifted off.

Three

Arther awoke to the sound of pounding on his door.
Looking up, the digital wall clock it indicated that the
time was 8:43 AM. The wake up informant program
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clicked on. Arther listened to the computer recite
basic information about the day as he got out of bed.

"Door intercom on," Arther ordered to the
house computer. The visiphone screen lit up. Blood-
lust's face appeared on it.

"It's about time you got up," Bloodlust com
plained. "I've been out here for about ten minutes."

"Hey," Arther said in a voice that sounded half
asleep, "I'll unlock the door in a minute. Door inter
com off." The visiphone flashed off. Arther walked
out to the living room, hit the instant lock/unlock
button and opened the door. Bloodlust walked in.
He was wearing his usual camouflage pants and black
muscle shirt, he threw in his heavy grey flight jacket,
that he had been carrying, down on the couch. A few
beads of rain water were on the surface of the jacket.
Arther had on his blue sweat pants and a white T-
shirt, it was what he usually slept in. His hair hung
in his face, partially blocking his vision.

"What are you doing down here?" Arther
asked and shut the door behind Bloodlust.

"Well we're supposed to meet Overdrive and
Mirage. So I decided to just come down here first."

"Okay. Do you want anything to eat? I've
got a wonderful selection of microwave dinners in the
refrigerjitor."

"That's okay... I've already eaten."
"Well, I'm not hungry either, I can't eat in the

morning. It makes me feel sick."
"Maybe it has to do with the fact that you're

eating microwave dinners for breakfast."
"No, it's not that...that might have some

thing to do with it...but I think I've got an ulcer
or something."

Bloodlust sat down on the couch next to the

arm where he placed his jacket. Arther started to
open the mini-blinds, rain tapped against the large
picture window.

"Where are we supposed to meet Diane and
Overdrive?"

"I dunno. No one ever decided on that. I guess
we'll just go to their house."

"Okay."
"Well you can watch TV or something right

now. I'm going to get dressed and make myself look
semi-decent."

"Fine, I'll just wait out here."

Arther went into his bedroom to get dressed.
He put on a pair of black slacks and a white T-shirt
that said:

INDUSTRIAL NOISE

DNA/DOA

In between the title and the caption was the picture of
a double helix. He'd bought it at an Industrial Noise
concert. They were an 'alternate music' band that
had a hard rock electronic sound to it. The proper
term for it was industrial music. After getting dressed
he went into the bathroom to do his hair. He put his
hair up in the usual 'Smith' style and walked back
out into the living room.

"Hey. It's 9:20, we better leave," Bloodlust
told Arther. He was flipping though a Time magazine
that was previously set on the table.

"Okay, we can go in my car. It's aero, we'll
get there a lot quicker."

Arther grabbed his trench coat and went out
the door. He and Bloodlust rode the elevator up to
the aerocar landing and take off area on the roof

Arther set the car down in the driveway in
front of the white house which belonged to Overdrive
and Diane. To the left was the main road that lead up
the hill to Griflith Observatory. Diane and Overdrive
lived in the track housing built on the hill below the
observatory. It was a relatively nice housing develop
ment. Arther and Bloodlust got out of the aerocar
and walked up to the front door. Arther rang the
door bell, a few seconds later Diane opened the door.

"Oh, hi guys. Come on inside," she welcomed
them in.

"Hey," Arther said as he and Bloodlust hurried
in to get out of the rain.

Inside the house it was furnished in a black

and white modernistic art deco style. Against the far
wall of the living room a fairly large (70 centimeter
screen) television was build into the wall. A reflective
black plastic casing was a frame around the screen
and control unit of the TV. At the moment it was

on.

"John is still busy. Why don't you take a seat
now and we'll be right out," she siud and then rushed
down the hall to the master bedroom.

"No problem," Bloodlust said.
Arther sat down turning his attention to the

television. A commercial was on the screen at the

moment. It was an advertisement for Lockheed aero-

cars. The ad finished and a morning news show call
'Wake Up Los Angeles' came on. The anchor woman
was on the screen.

"In a press conference earlier this morning
IBM declared that they would be providing financial
support to the Kirghizstan Republic's military," she
stated.

Arther felt war was going to break out there
real soon. Many corporations were assisting the
Kirghizstan Republic's military build up on the Chi
nese border. That was a clear implication of a near-
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ing war. It all started when China started to triple
the size of their military. China was stocking up on
more than just conventional weapons, they has taken
a large interest in cyberspace warfare. And the cur
rent equipment purchased was far from defensive.

"1 give it a month," Bloodlust said.
"Give what a month?" Arther asked.

"War."

"Really?"
"Yeah. 1 just hope they don't use anything

nuclear."

"If war breaks out it will be centered between

the Kirghizstan and Chinese borders. Any nukes
dropped in that area would directly affect China. 1
don't think they would do that."

"1 hope not," Bloodlust said leaning back on
the couch,"The US military hasn't gotten involved."

"It's not our war and it won't directly effect
the United States. Unless it actually causes any real
problem for our government, we will try and remain
neutral. The US government has kept a neutral pos
ture in most world events. Let the corporations take
care of it."

"If China is only going to fight in that small
area, Why are they loading up with long range
bombers?"

"Paranoia?"

"And what if China tries to use their long
range bombers on us? Do you think we're gonna sit
and not do anything? Hell no."

"We'd probably see if that Star Wars system
really works or not. Personally 1 don't think anyone
will ever actually use nuclear weapons. It's just a
scare tactic. No one in their right mind would use nu
clear weapons. The radiation from the weapon would
ultimately effect them too." Arther only partly be
lieved his statement about nuclear warfare. He took

a great interest in discussing the situation between
China and Kirghizstan Republic, but it also made
him nervous.

"The Chinese government isn't in their right
mind. Remember when they used a neutron bomb
on the protesters in Hong Kong? That was totally
unacceptable."

"The radiation from a neutron bomb only ef
fect the immediate area of the blast."

"1 know, but anybody who uses neutron
bombs on their own people are not safe."

"Yeah. Nobody has ever used a nuclear
weapon and 1 doubt anyone ever will. Okay, except
for that thing in World War 11 and that was over a
century ago. What will probably happen is they'll try
and send a cyberspace special forces hacking squad in
and crash their main computer networks. Then send

in the planes and tanks. You destroy the country's
main computer networks and it's an almost definite
victory."

"That's only if the military is ordered to knock
out the country's net as a covert operation or if they
want to preserve the net in a repairable state. If
they just want to knock it out they'll just drop rui
EMP bomb on them. The electromagnetic pulse will
destroy almost all computer systems around. They
also use special cyberspace hacking units if the com
puter systems are protected against electromagnetic
weapons." Bloodlust had a firm knowledge of mili
tary tactics and procedure. At one time he was a
part of an elite United States military ground forces
unit. He was discharged from the military for going
against his superior officers' orders. That was how
Bloodlust got into running.

"Well, if the US gets involved in this I'm gonna
enlist into a corporate military so I'll be there. It
won't be like the US Armed Forces, but I'll at least
be on the same side and doing something about the
situation." Arther knew Bloodlust disliked corporate
militaries. He s»d they were an insult to our coun
tries defence forces. At one time he even stated he

would never enlist in a corporate military, since the
US military would not have him.

"Wars are less physical now, computers are
where most of the battle takes place."

Overdrive and Diane walked out of the master

bedroom and into the living room.
"Hey. What's up?" Overdrive said.
"Not much," Arther replied.
"Anyone want a cup of coffee?" Diane asked.
"Yeah, I'll have a cup of coffee," said Blood

lust.

"Caffeine, 1 like caffeine, too bad coffee tastes
so bad," Arther said, the comment was rather point-

When they left it was edging on eleven-thirty
AM. They took Overdrive's car, even though it was
purely a land based vehicle, mainly because Over
drive was such a good driver. He had an implant that
plugged into the head similar to a cyberdeck inter
face jack. This implant of his allowed him to directly
interface into his vehicle, which had been specially
modified to work with the implant. Overdrive could
control the vehicle as if it were his own body. This
implant was called a vehicular rigg interface. Unlike
Arther's neural interface, which was common among
the public (most corporate deckers had neural inter
face jacks), the rigg implant was some what of an
unusual piece of cyberwear. Like the neural interface
jack it was perfectly legal, but it was just not very
common. Rigg implants were used mainly by the mil-
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itary, all Air Force fighter pilots had them. They were
often called 'riggers'.

After doing some asking around in the more
run down areas of Los Angeles they gained some in
formation about their soon to be business associate,
The Whizzard, which was the main point of the whole
excursion. Apparently Whizzard was a new decker in
the business who had only been in LA for less than
a year. He's done a few small time runs and was still
new to the trade, most people they talked to said he
was kind of weird, but skilled. It cost them a couple
of Ben Franks of creds to get the info, but then a
little background was worth paying for.

"Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord
my soul to keep...If I should die Before I
wake...then someone gets another dough
nut for breakfast!"

— Dennis Miller

"It's the old, old story. Droid meets
droid, droid becomes chameleon, droid loses
chameleon, chameleon turns into blob, droid
gets blob back again, blob meet blob, blob
goes off with blob, and droid loses blob,
chameleon and droid. How many times have
we seen that story?"

— Kryten
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several areas showed signs of a struggle. This stems
from the group of Troglodytes living in the basement
of an Eibandoned inn called the Roaring Mug. They
wander late at night ambushing unwary citizens.

Secondly, several visiting clerics have been poi
soned. Many clerics have fallen ill after about 2 days
in Lierchmon. They all have the same symptoms but
nothing ties them together. Actually, the cook at the
Red Merc Inn has been slipping poison into their food
which takes 1-2 days for the affect to occur. The poi
son can kill but it usually just incapacitates the cleric
for 1-8 days. The cook, Snivel Graltar, is a 3rd level
assassin who despises clerics. He will attempt to poi
son any cleric who travels through Lierchmon and
stays at the Red Merc Inn. Also, once he has poi
soned the cleric, he will sneak into the cleric's room
and rob him blind while the cleric is still delirious

from the poison.

2.2 Fedell

Fedell is a wild town of 50-60 buildings. It is a very
rough city with many thieves and adventurer types.
Most of the business charge 175% book cost for sup
plies and various items. The proximity of Fedell to
the barrier mountains makes the area very difficult
to civilize.

2.2.1 Encounters for Fedell

• One of the few poor farmers in the area has had a
terrible misfortune. His wheat field has been in

vaded by a hill of giant ants. These ants wander
about the area eating all the vegetation which is
beginning to cause a food shortage in the town.
The council of merchants has offered a reward

to any group of adventurers who will destroy
the ant-hill. The reward is about SOOgp for the
body of the queen ant. Follow the guidelines
for the ant population printed in the Monster
Compendium. Run several encounters of worker
ants in the field and then a few warrior ant en

counters as the PC's make their way toward the
hill. Eventually, the PC's will need to fight their
way inside the ant-hill and kill the queen. This
ends the scenario — except for getting the large
queen's body back to the city. Remember if the
PC's destroy the body of the queen (ie by fire)
no reward will be given.

• The PC's are hanging out in one of the several
inns/taverns in Fedell when a group of wander
ing bandits hit the town. A portion of the ban
dit group will bust into the tavern with swords
drawn. They intend to rob the bar and make off

with the expensive alcohol not to mention any
women who may be in there (PC women can be
subject to this). If the PC's destroy the first
group of bandits another set will show up to find
out where the first is. Or the PC's may enter into
the street where the bandits will attempt to run
them down. Throw a few NPC's into the ban
dit group and have them escape — this gives the
PC's someone to chase down. My PC's followed
a couple of NPC's clear into a cavern system in
the mountains!!

2.3 Arfeld

Arfeld is an outpost of civilization lying only a few
miles within the bounds of the Grasslands of Merakai.

Arfeld is a very small town (15-20 buildings); the
basis of life here are a few farmers, an inn, a general
store, a blacksmith, and few other odd merchants.

2.3.1 Encounters for Arfeld

• The foremost rumour within the town are of the

towns Dadta and Marku to the west (into the
scrub area). The rumors say that anyone who
travels to these areas never returns. There is a

small trail leading west out of Arfeld which is
very overgrown due to lack of use. It leads to
the Wayward Inn. The inn is the last stand of
the humans who used to dwell in the area. Very
recently, a large force of hobgoblins descended
from the mountains and swept over Dadta and
Marku. They have taken over both towns and
are living off the stores of food and other sup
plies the fleeing humans leR. Many of the settlers
who remained in the towns are now dead or have

been enslaved. Let rumors slowly trickle into
the PC's. Enough rumors will make them jour
ney into the area. All told, there are about 500
hobgoblins divided between the two towns and
wandering about the surrounding areas. Killing
hobgoblins should keep the PC's busy for a cou
ple of weeks. Eventually, after enough hobgob
lins are slain, they will retreat to the mountains.
Of course, other NPC's will be in the area com
peting for the treasure (and gratitude of the old
settlers).

• The second scenario which I have prepared to
spawn from Arfeld is the introduction of the
Great Cliff. Many years ago, an earthquake
caused a section of the scrub area to sink about

350'. This caused a great cliff of limestone to
be exposed. Weathering has since opened a va
riety of caves up and carved ledges from the soft
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A Shift in the Balance of Power

©1991 Richard Loritsch

All Rights R,eserved

Tl heft, aasasaination, and myatery bring a well-
regarded band of adveniurea within the balance of
power, but the cluea are few and far between, and time
ia of the eaaence. Rick'a adventure ia for AD&Dv2.

1  Flayers* Background

As the winter's frost begins to lose its bite and
the snow begins to disappear from the ground your
thoughts turn once again toward adventure. Two
weeks have passed since the first merchant ship left
Bisselburgh, the capital city of the Empire of Har-
mosa, to get an early jump on this year's trading.
An hour ago, the biggest question for your group was
where to go and what to do next? This problem may
have just been solved. Just an hour ago, when you
were all gathered together at the Everfiill Mug Tav
ern enjoying dinner and a good brew, you all received
summons to see the Emperor, immediately! Aha, ad
venture at last!

You all were escorted to the castle and then

through various halls and chambers and finally, just
now, into the Emperor's Throneroom. Emperor Hy-
lar Ironhouse III is a young dwarf of less than 120
years. When you enter into the throneroom you note
that he is standing in front of his throne. The Em
peror's four feet and 160 pounds frame is donned
in deep blue robes, with his bejeweled crown resting
upon his head. A wide braid in the center marking his
noble blood is only one of many in the course black
beard that falls to the middle of his chest. Since your
group has worked for the Emperor before, and the
Emperor is obviously impatient, as you enter he be
gins to speak, "Friends, I am glad that you were able
to come on such short notice. As you are all aware
the war with the Kingdom of Gersone has now lasted
twenty-eight summers, and although our troops have
fought with great courage and valor, we have not been
able to secure a lasting victory. The reason that I
have summoned you here is that I have an adventure
of the utmost urgency which may prove a challenge
even for a group with your great talents. In brief.

are you willing to work toward the end of the war,
and earn say... 5000 gold nobles each for your trou
bles? I can say no more than that until you accept
my offer." (He will go up to 8000 g.p. and an ex
tra healing potion for each member. After the party
agrees continue.)

"Now with that out of the way," he contin
ues, "Five years ago, my long time friend and ad
visor, the Great Mage Ensaril Garrid, tried to use
his magic to find a way to end the war. His magic
showed him that the war would not reach the age
of thirty summers and much to his dismay, he found
that the victory would come to the power that recov
ered the long lost Headdress of the Elements. Garrid
has subsequently spent all his time since then in an
attempt to find the location of the Headdress. As of
late Garrid became increasingly focused and desper
ate. Three weeks ago he locked himself in his tower
and said that he would not leave his tower again until
he knew the location of the item. Two days ago, he
was found dead in his tower. All attempts to raise
him from the dead...have failed. All other known

magics of the divinatory nature, have also fadled in
gaining any additional information."

"Our only clues are as follows: first and fore
most, a black handkerchief was found around his
neck. This is the mark of the Blackcowl, the Guild-
master Assassin of Gersone. Second, Garrid's white
parrot keeps repeating the phrase, 'I found it, I found
it...'. And last, although certainly not least, Gar
rid's logbook was stolen by the Blackcowl, but some
notes were found in his room. My scribes have made
copies of all of the notes found and they have been
sealed and delivered to the Captain of the Sandshark.
I hope that you will have the wisdom to solve myster
ies contained therein. Captain Silvertooth will take
you as far as he can, and he has horses on board to
take you the rest of the way. If you need any last
minute mundane supplies tell my steward and he will
have them sent to the Sandshark. Make haste, the
ship will leave as soon as you are on board, and re
member that the enemy may already be in route!" At
this point the Emperor steps around his throne and
disappears behind it, and his Steward steps out...
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