
  
    
      
    
  


The Good King




After a thousand years of secret conflict, the Neverwar - the war that never was - has finally ended with the fall of the Star King and his remaining forces. Now the New Order reigns supreme across the worlds.


Loyal to the bitter end, a defeated House Brightmorning is forced into exile on the remote moon of Gale, where the winds never stop howling, and from where Lord Brightmorning vows to carry on the fight.


You play the role of Rooster Quinn, bored blademaster to the House Brightmorning in their exile. As bodyguard and House Blade, your job is to protect the Lord Brightmorning’s son Brilliant with your life. If young Bril dies, then so do you.


Unfortunately, events on the blowy moon of Gale are about to take a turn for the worse. The Ultras are coming to town, and with them a Soul Hunter on the trail of a Star King supposedly long dead.


With the past finally catching up with the present, keeping the young heir alive may not prove so simple after all ...


As blademaster Rooster Quinn, YOU make the decisions in this solo gamebook through the High Wild.
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BAR Books: 
Remember, this is a Buy-After-Reading gamebook. Essentially the book is 'as free as you wish it to be', though there are a few things you can do if you'd like more episodes to be made. Check out >> here for further info.







For Optimal Book Viewing: 
This gamebook is optimised for e-book readers.







There are two versions available for download: STANDARD and SMALLER SCREEN, for older e-readers with 800x600 resolution, @ thiswisefool.com/Gamebooks/.







However it can also be played on any device with a 6" screen or larger with an e-reader app installed. Ideally, the e-reader app should be able to take notations - otherwise, use pen and paper notes, or print the game's character sheet @ thiswisefool.com/Gamebooks/.







Troubleshooting: 
If you experience layout problems, remember to use the fonts on your e-reader at default size. And set to 'Publisher Font' if the option is available.












If layout problems persists, try printing the game's character sheet @ thiswisefool.com/Gamebooks/ for use instead of the digital ones in the book.








Bug Reports: 
Please don't hesitate to email bugs and broken links in the gamebook to wisefool@thiswisefool.com. All bug reporters will have their names listed in future gamebooks by way of thanks.







Basecamp: 
 @ thiswisefool.com
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FROM THE BOOK OF SAMUEL 
(an Original Earth edition):








... One day, the people demanded they have a king. So when Samuel, prophet and judge, told all their words to Almighty Jih, this is what Jih told him to say:



“These will be the ways of the king who will reign over you: he will take your sons and appoint them to his chariots and to be his horsemen and to run before his chariots. And he will appoint for himself commanders of thousands and commanders of fifties, and some to plow his ground and to reap his harvest, and to make his implements of war and the equipment of his chariots. He will take the best of your fields and vineyards and olive orchards and give them to his servants. He will take the tenth of your grain and of your vineyards and give it to his officers and to his servants. He will take your male servants and female servants and the best of your young men and your donkeys, and put them to his work. He will take the tenth of your flocks, and you shall be his slaves."


But the people refused to listen to Samuel. They said, “No! But there shall be a king over us, that we also may be like all the nations, and that our king may judge us and go out before us and fight our battles.”


And when Samuel had heard all the words of the people, he repeated them before Jih.


And Jih said to Samuel, “Obey their voice, and make them a king.”


Prologue




[skip >>]









That night, a hard shake of the shoulder woke the young boy in the heat of his bed. He was so
startled that he reached for the bone knife his father told him to always keep beneath his pillow for protection.

	‘Hush,
it’s only me,’ breathed Quinn, his father’s Humani House Blade, holding a glowstick aloft that tinged the air blue like an underwater dream. In the wane light his skin appeared even paler than usual - so unhealthy-looking when you were used to the rich golden skin of your own people. 


	At
the scarred blademaster’s instructions, Bril dressed quickly for
travel in the cold of night, though Quinn steadfastly refused to answer his questions
about where they were going, or why. Indeed, the Humani would only
look at him in glances, as though he did not wish to be doing whatever this was they were doing, and
did not agree with it, whatever it might be - which was unnerving, to say the least. Bril
had known this man his entire life. For all that Rooster Quinn remained a living
rock-face of non-emotion, Bril was a particularly perceptive boy for his age –
he’d never seen the blademaster so anxious before, with his
shifting eyes and voice drawn tight with tension. 


	‘Let’s
go,’ said the man in a hush.

	Outside
the manor house, the winds that blew eternally around this tiny moonworld of Gale whipped at their fur-lined cloaks and transparent windhoods like a horde of raging ghosts.
It was early Autumn, and the night air bit into any
exposed skin with a chill that already hinted at the coming cold months. Bril blinked rapidly, surprised for a moment at how bright it was out here, with the Particle Falls hanging overhead and a particularly long string of plump full moons of varying colours casting enough light to read by. In the gravel yard at the back of the house his father stood alone, waiting with a glowstick held aloft, observing the boy's approach from within his own deep
windhood with eyes lost in shadow. He was armed. Rheaf Brightmorning the Second wore a Lightsword in his belt,
counter-weighted on the other side by the long-nosed shock pistol he
liked to use for chasing the varls away from the wilderberry vines. 


‘No
questions,’ his father ordered, and Bril snapped his mouth shut. Rheaf Brightmorning turned and walked away from the house, crunching along the lava
rock path that lead towards the stables; a tall lean figure within his
snapping cloak, erect despite the gusts trying to bend him. With the merest of
hesitations Quinn followed after his lord, and only reluctantly did Bril join them from behind, already annoyed at all the silence
and intrigue.

Windstrings hummed and whirred their strange keening songs 	along
the path
while others rattled with pieces of varl bone, their multicoloured
threads twisting and untwisting from the canes that held them in
place. Inside his windhood, Bril turned his head to look back
at the stone heap of their manor house, his breath forming little blooms of mist against the clear material of the hood. For a moment, he thought he
saw a figure watching from an upstairs bedroom window, a thin womanly figure set against the soft light of a lantern, but
then it was gone.

	Bril
swallowed hard.

	Around
them in the dimness, the wilderberry vines stood like a silent army of
broken-backed soldiers across the slopes of the vineyard, which
on a fine clear day stretched as far as the eye could see. The
wilderberries were still fattening at this time of year,
preparing to sweeten slowly over the cooler months of autumn and
winter; they looked like a particularly heavy crop this year, his
father had said to someone, anyone, other than Bril, just the other
day. Tonight under the Particle Falls, they shined as they trembled in the winds; each amber berry gleaming so it was like a million candles flickering across the land. 


	The
horses whinnied at their approach, but his father surprised Bril by
turning away from the stables and instead vaulting up the steps of
the flight tower, with Quinn close behind. So they would be flying tonight,
wherever they were going.

	Maybe
it’s a night hunt, considered Bril. Maybe we’re going to
hunt for some Holloweyes up on the Boneyard.

	At
the top of the steps on the blowy stone roof of the tower, Quinn
opened one of the storage lockers and took out a flight mat and
unfurled it using the wind to spread it out before him. Lying flat on the
stonework, the mat resembled little more than an average-sized
rug with some intricate patterning around the borders. Its edges
were even fringed with tassels.

	‘Bril,’
said his father without looking at him, then stepped onto the front of the mat and
sat down with crossed legs. Quinn took up the middle position, where the heaviest
person always sat, then looked up at Bril through his windhood, waiting. The boy hesitated, vaguely enjoying the sensation of being taller than these two men for once. But then, finally, he squatted down at the tail.   


	When
his father settled his palms onto the mat, it came to life with a
sudden fur of static that instantly flowed over them all, so that
the hairs on their heads would have stood on end if not for the
heaviness of their dreadlocks. With a command of thought, and drawing on electro-magnetic energies in the atmosphere, the silver-threaded mat
lifted effortlessly into the air as though it weighed nothing,  sagging only slightly against Bril’s
hands so that he swayed for balance before it finally stiffened
for flight. 


Westwards
they flew, over the vines and windwalls and watery swales and then
the rows of turbines capping the nearest low hills, with the Particle Falls reflecting from the visors of their windhoods, looming overhead in cascades of amber
luminescence that electrified the very sky with its charge. Behind the translucent Falls hung Thrull, the super-massive giant which the Falls wrapped around: a world so insanely huge that if you stood on its surface you’d be squished
flat by its tidal waves of gravity, and so electrically attractive it
drew all the solar system’s plasma streams towards it, creating the falling halo-ring effect that was the Falls.

Bril often counted the moons of Thrull to see how many were visible on a given night. Tonight, the long string of orbs matched the most he had ever seen at once. He had never counted all seventy. From his astro lessons he knew that most were liveable worlds, and many had their own orbiting moonlets too. Indeed, the
closest moon to Thrull – Edos, which hung so close to the Particle
Falls it garnered tourists and pilgrims from all over the system
-  itself possessed the moonlet of Gale, a cold and tiny world
where the winds never stopped howling. A world that was not Bril's home, though he could barely remember another, having been brought here when still an infant. Gale was in fact the nearest of all bodies to the Particle Falls - even drifting through its falling curtains at times - and so had become known as the finest place for growing wilderberries and making the golden elixir known as Angel
Falls Wine, a substance that not only imbued
joy or melancholy in the drinker, depending on their mood, but also insights of truth they would rather not know about. Drink at your own risk.   


With the sky-show overhead, they flew higher onto the wild scrublands of the Boneyard on their flapping flying carpet, and after a time young Bril turned his attention downwards, scanning the two-toned landscape as he trembled with the cold. Almost immediately he spotted a herd of black-and-white-striped
zels galloping in the moonlight, and tumblebrushes rolling and
bouncing after them as though giving chase.

Only once did the blademaster Quinn look
back over his shoulder at him; a hooded silhouette staring at Bril for long
seconds as they tilted over the Sink Gorges leading deeper into wilderness of the
Boneyard. 


	He’s
truly frightened for me, Bril considered. Where
is it that we’re going that has our House
Blade so scared for the safety of his charge?







---



Around the northern pole
of Gale, a plateau of scablands known as the High Fold rises high into the thinning atmosphere. One of the lower regions of this plateau is called the Boneyard, with ridges of exposed black basalt and depression filled with paler grit, along with lines of badly-eroded salt crags which stand like the ancient ruins of walls. At a point that could roughly be considered the centre of the Boneyard, a
gnarly stake of ironwood stands as tall as a man, rooted deeply in the compacted dust. A replacement for an earlier post, which itself replaced an ancient withered tree now long-gone, it is perhaps a few decades old, though it looked to be as old as the world.

It was here where his father commanded Rooster to strip Bril of all his clothing, and to chain him to the post, and to blindfold him.

'Remember always that you are a true blood,' was all his father said into his ear, and then he and Rooster abandoned Bril to his fate by flying away.

Some hours later, the boy came back to his senses with a snort and found that he was still swaying on his feet, and still naked, in the icy blasts of wind. He had almost nodded off again, and Bril grimaced and shook some heat into himself, trying to straighten a little, trying to waken from his dulled stupor. To fall asleep on this night was to die.


Even now the boy clutched the stick in his numb right hand, a thorny strip of wood that his father
had snapped from a nearby tumblebrush and thrust into his grasp before marching away. It was all that Bril had to
defend himself now that his father and Rooster were gone, vanished into the
freezing night air leaving his startled son to fend for himself.

	Blindfolded
and alone.


Bril's fear of his worsening situation had long ago been replaced by a sustained and nearly overwhelming sense of panic, much like an ocean raging against the lip of a dam - though this dam was made from nothing firmer than the boy's conviction that he was better than a coward, if only by choice of will. Still, with bare arms wrapped around himself against the gusts flaying his exposed skin, it took everything Bril had not to break down and weep like the ten-year-old that he was, and not to curl up on the ground for protection where he would most certainly fall asleep if he wasn't eaten first. There was no way out of this nightmare, no way to make it stop. Just then it all seemed to be hopeless.


	‘Father!’
the boy screamed again. ‘Father, where are you?’


As before, Bril’s voice echoed weakly against the high salt crags that ranged before him,
though this time his shouts also provoked a mooncat to growl from one of
the lower ridges so that the boy shut up quickly, seized by a surging dread.

Bril hated mooncats. He had seen what they did to weakened zels and even to people. No
bigger than normal house cats, and striped black and white to blend in
with the two-tone volcanic landscape of this small world, a lone mooncat was no threat to a solitary person. Only
when the animals gathered in packs to hunt did they become a dangerous threat to humans, and that didn't happen all that often - only on nights precisely like this one, with a string of full moons in the sky and a golden Particle Falls to light their prey.

Unable to see anything through the blindfold, except for a sliver of a gap at the bottom where it curved over his nose, Bril held his breath for a long moment, feeling sick in his stomach as he imagined a whole tribe of the creatures gathering on the nearby salt crags. If they came at him in
numbers, what would he do?

	But
no, thankfully nothing answered the lone mooncat’s cry, and Bril spat the dust
from his mouth nervously and gripped himself and his pathetic stick
and tried to calm down by swiping it a few times through the turbulent air; not that
it helped much, but it was better than nothing, and even warmed him a
little. 


	There
was little point in yelling angrily anyway, even if he was utterly displeased with his father and the plight he had placed him in . Bril wasn’t a child any longer.
Nothing was going to change the situation now no matter how much he
cried about it.

He knew what this was now. Clearly, it was nothing more than his first initiation rite into manhood, the first of a series of tests to be held over the next four years of his upraising. Brill
had known for a long time this night was coming some time during his
tenth year. He just hadn’t known exactly when, or where, it would happen. Surprise was the
nature of this initial rite of passage, the Long Night. Undertaken by Shal youths all across the system of Shalos - a long night staked and blindfolded in the wilds alone -  it marked the beginning of their spiritual path in this life. Or
so the rap went. In the unceasingly bitter winds of Gale, Bril was fairly certain
that come morning, the only thing this rite was going to mark was his
death.

	Hopping
up and down to generate some warmth, he took a step too far
from the post he was chained to and almost tripped as the manacle snapped tight around his ankle. Bril
swore and yanked at the chain in some hope of
breaking it in his mounting rage. But all it did was rattle in the
gale, a near-unbreakable length of ironwood links carved from a
single length of wood. 


	‘Aaaarrhhh!’ he hollered. ‘Aaaarrhhh! Aaaarrhhh! Aaaarrhhh!'

	The boy felt better for his exertions, standing there panting and slobbering
in the gritty winds with his heart clattering away like the heat pump that it was. So good that he did it again.

	‘Aaaarrhhh!’

	
Calmer now, his will focused into a dagger of vengeful intent, young
Bril cursed his father with every swear word he had ever heard in his
short life, even the Humani ones he'd overheard from  Quinn, their House
Blade, and wished with all his heart that the old man was dead.






---







Several million hours later, Bril was still shivering uncontrollably from the cold with only the loincloth and blindfold to shelter
him, wiping snot from his nose and trying to keep his thoughts on anything
that would take his mind from the pains of his body. At least his shivering muscles showed that he wasn't quite freezing to death just yet. 


If only his mind would cooperate, rather than turning to the darkest of thoughts and outcome. Sometimes, it really did seem as though your own head was set firmly against you. Even against your own survival. How did that
work, Bril wondered – were Shadows really running amok
behind your thoughts and desires, like the Sky Prophets of Jih sometimes claimed?

As though by way of an example, right at that moment an old conversation came to his mind that
he’d once had with Helee - his tutor and wily mentor. Helee had just returned from a neighbouring farmstead where he was trying to court one of the daughters without much success, and where one of the farmhands had just  been found dead up in the surrounding hills, after being hunted down and slain by a pack of mooncats. Heelee made a big deal about certain choice parts of his body having been eaten away.

	But
that was the very last thing Bril wanted to be thinking of right now,
standing there naked save for a loin cloth barely big enough to
wipe his nose. 


	The
boy focused hard, mentally forcing his thoughts onto another track entirely.  


	He
recalled the figure at the window of their manor house when they had been leaving earlier, standing there watching them go. Bril knew it must have been Sheya, Lady
Jemmar, his father’s long-standing House Mistress. A kindly woman,
and sharper than most, for all that Bril should have disapproved of her for
taking the place of his mother. But then, Jemmar had never really
done that anyway; his mother had died giving birth to Bril, and
Jemmar, his mother’s oldest friend, had stepped in to raise him.
Standing there at that window, knowing where he was being lead to,
Jemmar would have been watching out for Bril fearfully, for she loved
him as a mother, and he her.  


If I ever make it through this, Bril thought, I must tell her what she means to me.

	And
if I don’t, if I freeze to death out here or get my dick eaten off
by a pack of mooncats, then may she spit in my father’s eye for me ...

 
	It was a sharp lesson to wish upon your own father, and Bril might
have felt something of shame at his thoughts if only Rheaf his
father had ever shown him anything but a cold and distant detachment
through all the years they had known each other. Sometimes, his
father acted as though he could barely even look at Bril, and to such
a degree that even Quinn would notice it, and Sheya would be heard
whispering to his father harshly, saying it wasn’t Bril’s fault
that his mother had died giving birth to his only son ... 



Suddenly the cry of a mooncat caused Bril to stop in his thoughts, and his blood to freeze like icy water. The cry was close, even closer than the first one. He could only pray that it was the same animal as before.

	He
had dropped the thorny branch hours ago, but now he stooped and
fumbled through the dust until he found it again. By the time he
straightened another mooncat cried out from his left, answering the
first one, and Bril gagged with fear.

	Two does not make a hunting pack, he reminded himself.

	Even
further to his left, a third cat called to the others. Then a fourth
answered. 


In his terror, he started babbling a prayer to Jih.

	Surely
there were easier Virtgio rites on other worlds than this one? How
difficult could it be to survive a single night on one of the tame
sub-tropical Garden worlds of Cheechi, for instance, instead of a frigid wildmoon like
this one? This all seemed blatantly tilted against him, but then maybe that was the real point of it, after all. Life in this fallen cosmos was hardly fair, after all - a boy who had lost his own mother at birth was born knowing this truth most of all. Sensing the mooncats gathering around him, Bril was sorely tempted to remove the blindfold from his
eyes - but the blindfold was a badge of
courage that he must wear until morning, or so Rooster had instructed him. He already knew it was a large part of the initiation, and that to remove it prematurely would mark him as a coward, and even if
no-one raised the matter again to his face, that mark of shame
would last him for the rest of his life. Better to die, Bril
told himself, than give his father the satisfaction of that.

	Young
Bril heard them coming at him in a pack as their claws scrabbled over some sheet rock. With the terror 
squirting through his guts, he finally grew angry at himself and his own timidity. To hell with it, he thought - he'd been raised to be of sterner stuff
than this! And so Bril brandished his thorny stick and backed
up against the ironwood post - his only companion - with a hard thump, where he assumed a defensive position, and growled.

	'Come
on then,' the boy hollered through the winds. 'I am Brilliant
Brightmorning, son of Rheaf Brightmorning the Second, and I shall not
fear you. Come on then you little bastards, bring it on!'





---



In
the first rays of dawn, still alive though feeling closer to death from exposure
than not, young Brill finally removed the blindfold from his eyes and
blinked, squinting, in the early daylight, barely believing he had
made it.  


	Tracks
covered the dusty ground all about him, signs of the brief skirmishes
throughout the Long Night. The cats had been driven away after enough
thrashing and yelling, but for some reason they’d kept returning
for more of the same, hour after hour. Maybe they had been truly starving and
desperate. It had taken a miracle - and at some unacknowledged level, he sensed as much -  that they had never once bit or cut him, never once drawn blood, in all that time. If they had, they would have been on him in a feeding frenzy.

Praise Jih, he thought with more meaning than ever before.

	At
least the winds had diminished somewhat with the growing heat of dawn.
Bril inhaled a relatively clear breath of air and turned about
slowly, taking in the scene, the dusty floor and the surrounding salt crags rimmed by a lightening sky. And then he stopped dead, and made
the strangest noise in his throat. 


	Behind
him, well beyond the wooden post, ran a flat bluff of salt for
several dozen yards. On top of the bluff, watching him in his tightly
fastened cloak and windhood, sat his father. 


	In
the man’s lap rested his long-nose stun pistol, ready to be used if
necessary, whilst beside him he had staked a few prayer canes
with silent windstrings blowing towards Bril. The side of his cloak was
caked with a layer of dust, relaying the fact that he must have been sitting there all night long. 


With the sun rising behind him, Rheaf Brightmorning raised a hand to the boy, to his son, his only child, and smiled. 
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In this gamebook, you will be playing the role of Rooster Quinn, personal blademaster to the House of Brightmorning. As their House Blade, you have sworn to protect this family-in-exile with your life, most of all the young heir, Brilliant Brightmorning.



If young Bril dies the game is over, so keep him safe!
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	INFINITY POCKET




	Panic Bomb


	0


	1


	0



	Wingsuit


	0


	1


	0


	











	ARTIFACTS



	Star Gem


	0


	1


	2


	3




	Roleypoley


	0


	1


	2



	3


	



	Rumbleskins


	0


	1


	2



	3



	Skybook


	0


	1


	2



	3











	SDREAMS


	Slate sdreams


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5



	0



	Keypass sdreams


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	



	High Lee Keypass:


	sky


	rum


	art


	tie


	dam


	flo


	med


	sun


	ale


	sad


	tin



	run











	HOUSE SECURITY


	Whispermode


	OFF


	ON
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	Being a combination of HEALTH plus any BODYSHIELDS/ARMOURS:


	




	YOUR CONDITION


	0


	0


	
1


	2


	3


	4


	5



	6


	7


	



	BRIL'S CONDITION


	0


	0


	1


	2



	3


	4


	5



	6


	7


	



	>> GO HERE IF YOUR CON OR BRIL'S CON EVER REACHES 0 (!)








	STIMSTICKS


	0


	
1


	2


	3



	BODYSHIELD


	0


	+1



	+2


	+3


	+4




	* Spend a Stimstick to restore your or Bril's CON at any time *
(even if CON has reached 0)


	* Or spend 1 SHINE POINT @  >> REF to restore 1 CON POINT *










	ENEMY CONDITION:



	0


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	8


	9


	10


	11


	12


	13


	14


	15


	16


	17


	


	18


	19


	20


	21


	22


	23


	24


	25


	26


	27


	28


	29


	30


	31


	32







	ENEMY ALERT LEVEL:



	0 - UNAWARE


	1 - CAUTIOUS


	2 - SUSPICIOUS


	3 - ALERT



	4 - AWARE!








	YOUR ACTION STANCE:



	(more damage)


	AGGRESSIVE


	BALANCED


	DEFENSIVE


	(less damage)
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Being the number of (indestructible) Flatcoins in your possession:







	



	FLATCOINS




	




	0



	1


	2


	3



	4


	6


	7


	8


	9



	10




	




	11


	12


	13



	14


	15


	16


	17


	18



	19


	20


	




	21



	22


	23


	24



	25


	26


	27


	28


	29



	30


	



	31



	32


	33


	34



	35


	36


	37


	38


	39



	40


	



	41



	42


	43


	44



	45


	46


	47


	48


	49



	50


	










	




	x1


	x2


	x3



	x4


	x5


	x6


	x7


	x8


	x9


	x10


	* When you have more than 50 flatcoins, start using these multipliers *
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YOUR PERSONAL DIGITAL DEVICE WITH INTEGRAL HOLO-DISPLAY







What would you like to do, Rooster?








>> D-MAIL
Check your D-Mail






>> D-BASE
Review Knowledge






>> D-CHARTS
Review Space Chart






>> D-CHARTS INFO
Space Chart Info









>> RETURN 

















   
     D-MAIL









ACCESS DENIED ...





POOR SIGNAL!










Reader Action >>









>> Go back slate
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     D-BASE









ACCESS DENIED ...





POOR SIGNAL!










Reader Action >>









>> Go back slate
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	MAP


	SYS
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YOUR PERSONAL DIGITAL DEVICE WITH INTEGRAL HOLO-DISPLAY







What would you like to do, Rooster?








>> ANSWER D-PHONE
(1) new chatter message
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YOUR PERSONAL DIGITAL DEVICE WITH INTEGRAL HOLO-DISPLAY







What would you like to do, Rooster?








>> ANSWER D-PHONE
 (1) Incoming call (BIGBEARD)













   
     *** GAME OVER! ***








Unfortunately you have failed in your mission.









Reader Actions  >>










>> Go to a previous GAME RESTORE POINT








>> Exit to menu and start again


   
     Zzzzzzz ... 








In your sleep, you are dreaming.

You know you are dreaming, because in the midst of a crowded dance hall you are dancing with a woman called Rosy Meadows, and Rosy normally has flaming red hair and lips ripe for kissing, yet right now she is entirely grey in tone, drained of all colour, so you know she isn't real; your dreams are always in this same black and white monochrome.

Still, even in your dream Rosy shines with her usual brilliance. The woman twirls within your arms with her head tilted back, laughing wildly, her tasselled skirts whipping round and round and her black-lined eyes flashing at you each time she spins a full revolution.

She's dazzling, captivating, and you can't help yourself, a low growl utters from your throat.

'MISTER QUINN!'

An angry voice comes at you from nowhere.

'MISTER QUINN!'







Reader Actions >>







>> 'Yes?' 104
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     Sky Shrine (2)




At the Sky Shrine, you step down from your horse's saddle and hunch against the gales. Bril remains in his saddle, impatient to move onwards.

Beneath your windhood, you happen to be wearing a bright red bandana over your scalp, which you now remove. When you place one of its corners between two rocks the rest of the cloth flaps wildly, as though seeking release. You're not  much of a believer, really - at best an agnostic - but you do believe in your role as the boy's guardian and protector, which also involves setting the correct kind of example that his father would wish for him to have.


Go to your >> REF Page and GAIN 1 SHINE POINT.







Reader Actions  >>





Bril insists you take the shorter, steeper route upwards.






>> Continue on main track 5








>> Try the riskier shortcut upwards 105
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     Weird Fallows (3)





Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	5/7 - (easy)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Brightmorning Manor (4)




'That is enough,' Lord Brightmorning declares softly enough that it catches you like the edge of a straight razor against your throat. At once the atmosphere changes in the room. You're sure that all present around the table can sense it. 


'Everyone who is eating breakfast peacefully, please stay,' he orders in his sonorous voice. 'Everyone else ... may leave the table.'






Reader Action  >>





Oh dear, you've gone and earned yourself a BlackMark!


Go to your REFerences page @ >> REF and once there ADD 1 BLACKMARK TO YOUR SCORE, before returning here.







Return Here >>






>> Leave the table and prepare for the day's ride   73
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     Lunatic's Gate (5)




Rounding a spur of black rock, you come to a thundering waterfall where the white waters of the Bitter River fall in a series of steps for thousands of feet, all the way to the narrow strip of land far below that is the Brightmorning estate. The track grows rough here, and the horses pick their way carefully up the crumbling route while the mighty waters roar beside you, shaking your very bones through the horse you are riding on. At the very top of the route, you come to an equally stunning sight where you rein your mounts to a halt. Ahead rears a basalt archway, reaching all the way across the river where the waters plummet over the edge. The Lunatics' Gate, locals call this entrance onto the Weird Fallows.

You both pause to take drinks from your water flasks and appreciate the scenery. The air is slightly thinner this high up, making it a little more laborious to breathe. You are in the cloud layer itself now, while the dusty sky seems particularly bright whenever you catch glimpses of it through the mists, as though it is lit from several angles, which it is. A strange smell of ozone hangs in the charged atmosphere like the beginnings of a lightning storm. Just standing there, the hairs on your body are starting to stand on end.

Beyond the basalt gateway, the Weird Fallows represents a region of highly unusual activity. Spooky, perhaps, would be a better word for it. High in the northern sky ahead, and in the opposite quadrant to the Particle Falls, shimmers a focal point of light like a lens flare in a photographic image, revealing the edge of a mysterious Cosmic Fold located just above the  region - yet another of the wonders to be seen here on Gale.

It is out of this strange feature in the atmosphere from which equally strange things randomly fall. 

Located above the poles of certain worlds, waxing and waning like tides, Cosmic Folds will sometimes flare enough that they briefly connect with the highest surface points of a moon or a planet. Random things are then enveloped by the Fold's fields, and translated through the Fold as the purest information before reappearing again on the other side, to fall tumbling from the sky. Things like the Infinity Pocket inside your cloak, which despite no one knowing how it works, has been successfully replicated countless times. Even, sometimes, things from the Original Earth itself, birthplace to all mankind.

Here on Gale, the northern polar Cosmic Fold sometimes flares low enough that it reaches this high plateau of the Weird Fallows, depositing the silt of far-off solar systems across its bare and lonely moonscape. Anything could be found here, and anything is.

This is why Bril has dragged you all this way today. A recent cosmic storm has caused the Fold to flare all the way here, no doubt leaving a fresh scattering of other-worldly debris in its wake.

They call it Dusting, this combing for materials deposited from Folds. Bril loves Dusting pretty much more than anything else in his life. Already the boy is fidgeting impatiently in the saddle, and scanning the ground ahead for anything unusual that might have tumbled from above.

'Come on,' he says, spurring his zel forwards. 'We don't have all day!'







Reader Action  >>





>> Enter the Weird Fallows  9
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     Weird Fallows (6)








SUCCESS!





Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at what looks like a large crystal glittering in the sunlight,  constantly changing colours. You have found a STAR GEM.


Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A STAR GEM TO YOUR INVENTORY.








Reader Actions >>





The canyon here eventually comes to a dead-end, with a vertical wall blocking your way.






>> Go into the left-hand canyon  8
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     Brightmorning Estate (7)




You both mount up outside in the windward lee of the stable. Without waiting to see if you are ready, young Bril kicks his zel into a trot and heads westwards, aiming for a gap between distant bluffs that will take you upwards towards the plateau.

Usually you enjoy riding horseback, for all that you grew up in a megacity slum on a New Order world where the only semblance of horses to be found were in the movies or at the robotracks. You normally enjoy the easy, relaxing pace of travel across open wilderness far off the beaten track, or even just the simple plod into town and back, forced to do nothing but take it all in, the details of your immediate environ, in watchful contemplation as your thoughts come and go.

But that's on a good day, and this is anything but a good day. This morning your stomach seethes in its own pool of fermenting acids, and each sudden surge of the horse across the open ground causes you to belch sickly fumes of last night's hooch.

'You really should lay off the drinking for a while,' Bril decides from his swaying saddle, twisted round to look back at your wretched condition 'You look like an old man who just clawed his way from the grave.'

'I know I do. I feel it.'

'You look positively green, Rooster. How do you expect to protect my life with your own life when you can barely hold yourself together right now?'

'I know!' you growl, waving him away.



You kick your zel into a brief canter just to get ahead of the boy and his lashing tongue.

'It's that woman, isn't it?' he calls after you. 'That red-haired witch in town who you keep seeing.'

Does everyone know and disprove of your relationship with Rosy Meadows?

You canter onwards, even with your stomach heaving. A final line of windcanes marks the boundary of the vineyard, with their multicoloured strings humming and swirling, and then you are both through it and out onto the open plain, under the cloudy sky. The Brightmorning estate is far larger than the vineyard itself, extending for ten miles or so to the west before the land rises sharply into slopes leading to the Weird Fallows. This high up, life is scarce, though the narrow plain of the estate is anything but empty, dotted with dwarf trees and lines of thorny hedgetraps. The hedgetraps are unique to this world, being double lines of bushes trimmed and trained into funnels by furry groundweavers in order to catch the tumblebrush from the winds, of which they devour their tiny oily leaves. All manner of wildlife lives in the sheltered lees of these hedges, while flowers burst forth  during the months of Spring in zig-zagging lines of colour.

At last you relax a little, just riding along quietly appreciating the silence within your windhood, the boy following behind. The land here up on the high northern hemisphere of Gale is more remote than the southern lowlands, and tends to be dusty strips running between fins and cliffs of rock that offer partial shelter from the winds. For someone used to city-living, there is a definite lack of walls or boundaries to impede your travels and sight-lines, or anything manmade at all. Very few people live on this small world, and those that live this far north are often scattered widely.

On your left, Bril canters past so he can take the lead again, reminding you of what a graceful rider he really is, so young when he first took to the saddle that it's like he's one with the horse by now, like they're both flowing through the wind.

On the open range at last, the boy lets out a whoop! and whips his zel into a run.

'Race you to the nearest tree line!' Bril yells back over his shoulder.

Inwardly you curse. He knows you're in no condition to race him today. Besides, one stumble over that rough ground and either one of your horses might end up breaking a leg. Someone could end up with a broken neck.

Still, are you really going to let the lad beat you?






Reader Actions >>






>> Race Bril! 248






>> Don't race him 88









	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Weird Fallows (8)





Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Weird Fallows (9)




As you ride through the basalt archway, you enter a canyon cut by the Bitter River whose dark and vertical sides rise gradually higher and higher towards the plateau above. You can hear the eternal gales whistling up there, though down here you are mercifully protected by the tall walls. The canyon is as wide as it is deep, and with water levels running shallow due to the recent lack of rains, the river's course can easily be followed along sloping banks where greenwillows dip into the flow, unaffected by the highly bitter saline content or the cool thinness of the air. Yellow birds flutter from one side to the other, catching moths and other flying bugs. A leaping silvery fish splashes back into the flow.

Duster artifacts can often be found along this river canyon after a cosmic storm - blown in by the winds from the flat tableland above. Indeed that's what you can see right now - colourful scraps of plastic debris lying here and there amongst the rocks, along with bits of exotic vegetation and the broken branches of unfamiliar trees. Weird to think where they have come from and how far. Only days ago they had been swept into the other end of the Cosmic Fold while it was flaring over some random alien world, in a disruption caused by instant massive displacements of air - only to be deposited here countless light years away.

While Bril walks his horse through the debris and scans the ground for anything of interest, you take in the canyonland in the slanting morning light, pretty at this early time of day with the wide river coursing between stands of greenwillow and a moonhawk calling high in the azure sky to others of its kind.

Slowly, leading your horses by the reins, you both pick your way along the river's edge until the canyon branches into two - the main canyon following the course of the river, and a smaller side-gully twisting away to the right, without any water running through it, which you know will eventually lead you back to the river. Bril wants to search both ahead and in the side-gully, but you're adamant it must be one or the other. When he dithers, you chose for him which one you will search:







Reader Actions  >>







>> Stay with the river 13






>> Take the side canyon 17






>> Or if you have EXPERT SMARTS (6+) 363
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     Brightmorning Estate (10)








You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Five of the numbers lead to success. Two do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	5/7 - (easy)
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     Weird Fallows (11)








SUCCESS!






Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at whatever it is. The artifact is a long shivering stick thing as thick as your arm, which you dub a Roley-Poley.

Go to your RESources Page @ >> RES and add a ROLEY-POLEY to your inventory.


Ahead, the narrow canyon branches again into two.







Reader Actions >>








>> Go into left canyon 8







>> Go into right canyon 3








>> Return to river canyon and help search there 26
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     Weird Fallows (12)








SUCCESS!





Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at whatever it is. The artifact is a long shivering stick thing that changes colours constantly, and which you dub a Roley-Poley.


Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A ROLEY-POLEY TO YOUR INVENTORY.







Reader Actions >>





The canyon here eventually comes to a dead-end, with a vertical wall blocking your way.








>> Go into the left-hand canyon  8
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     Weird Fallows (13)




The river canyon winds its way through the basalt tableland of the plateau, sheltered enough that it feels unusually still down here, so that the clatter of your horse's hooves can be heard echoing between the steep walls overhead, even above the rustle of the waters and the keening of the winds high above. Dust motes drift lazily across your vision, and fluffy seed pods that would certainly set you off sneezing if not for the windhood cover over your face. A good deal of tumbleweed has found its way to the bottom here, with some of its yellow flowers still in bloom. While you gawp at their striking colours amidst the prettiness of your surroundings, Bril continues with his search in earnest.







Reader Actions >>






>> Help Bril in his search 344






>> Continue onwards  35










	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Weird Fallows (14)








SUCCESS!





Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at what looks like a large crystal glittering in the sunlight, constantly changing colours. You have found a Star Gem.


Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A STAR GEM TO YOUR INVENTORY.






Reader Actions >>







Ahead, the narrow canyon branches into two again.








>> Go into left canyon 8







>> Go into right canyon 3







>> Go back to the river canyon and help search there 26
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     Brightmorning Estate (15)









CRITICAL FAIL!





Oops! While racing under some dwarf trees you fail to duck low enough, and get struck by a branch that sweeps you from the saddle. Bril whoops in victory, and laughs when he sees you sprawled on your backside on the ground.

Go to the >>CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CONdition by 1 before returning here.










Reader Actions >>







>> Continue on your ride 38
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     Brightmorning Estate (16)










Reader Action >>





Go to your >> RES Page and once there, ADD A SURE-FOOTED HORSE TO YOUR INVENTORY, before returning here:


'Come on,' sings Bril brightly. 'You'll feel better once we're out on the horses.'

You stifle a sickly belch.







Reader Actions >>






>> Continue 7
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     Weird Fallows (17)




The dry side-canyon snakes its way through the basalt tableland of the plateau, sheltered enough that it feels unusually still down here, so that the clatter of your horse's hooves can be heard echoing between the steep walls overhead. Dust motes drift lazily across your vision, and fluffy seed pods that would certainly set you off sneezing if not for the windhood cover over your face. Some rolling tumblebrush has found its way to the bottom here, with some of its yellow flowers still in bloom. High up between the walls flits a bat, catching what looks to be moths.

While you gawp at the prettiness of your surroundings, Bril continues with his search in earnest.








Reader Actions >>








>> Help Bril in his search 18
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     Weird Fallows (18)




Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	1/7 - (extreme)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Brightmorning Estate (19)




'Yah!' you shout and kick your own horse into a gallop.

Bril isn't too far ahead yet. The boy is aiming for a distant copse of trees with only some rocky ground and a few winding hedgetraps in between. But his smaller zel is pretty much a match for your own in terms of speed, since the boy is lighter than you and as usual he's going so recklessly fast that you grimace just to see it - one misstep of his zel, one coot-hole in the wrong place, and it could end in tragedy.

But shouting after him won't do any good, you know, as you bounce along on the back of your own galloping horse.










Reader Actions >>







>> Catch up with the boy (by riding as fast as you can) 10








>> Take a less reckless pace (and look for a smarter course that might still lead you to the distant copse of trees first) 91
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     Weird Fallows (20)









FAIL!





You find nothing unusual.


Ahead, you can see how this side-canyon leads back to the wider river canyon that you left earlier.








Reader Actions >>







>> Rejoin river canyon 35








>> Enter the left-hand canyon (if you haven't yet) 8
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     Weird Fallows (22)









FAIL!






You find nothing unusual.







Reader Actions >>





From here, you can see how this side-canyon rejoins the river canyon that you left earlier.









>> Rejoin river canyon 35
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     Weird Fallows (23)








SUCCESS!





Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at what looks like an animal skin hardened into the shape of a bag, though sealed tight, and rumbling as though a miniature thunderstorm is inside. You have found a RUMBLESKIN.



Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A RUMBLESKIN TO YOUR INVENTORY.






Reader Actions >>






Ahead, you can see how the canyon turns to rejoin the river.







>> Rejoin river canyon 35
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     Weird Fallows (24)







FAIL!





You find nothing unusual, even after half an hour of searching.








Reader Actions >>





Ahead, the narrow canyon branches into two again.






>> Follow the LEFT canyon 8







>> Follow the RIGHT canyon 3







>> Go back to the river canyon and help search there 26
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     Brightmorning Estate (25)








You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Four of the numbers lead to success. Three do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)
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     Weird Fallows (26)





Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).






	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	1/7 - (extreme)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Brightmorning Estate (27)









FAIL!





On thundering hooves you both leap the hedgetrap successfully, but your own zel stumbles with a whinny of alarm and Bril once again takes the lead. Now only a hundred yards or so separate you from the copse of trees that you've both been racing for, and Bril spurs his mount onwards, sensing victory.







Reader Actions >>








>> Race Bril to the finish (at breakneck speed) 92







>> Slow down a little (and let Bril win) 74
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     Weird Fallows (28)




Bril rolls his eyes like he'd rather stay out here looking for a while longer, but he's just being his usual obstinate young self. Really, you can tell he'd be happy enough to head into town right about now - it's miserably cold up here, and he won't be able to identify the few strange objects he has found until he gets down into town.

The nearest settlement, High Lee, is a good two hours ride from here and mostly downhill, which can make for trickier riding on horseback than riding uphill. You turn and lead the way, heading east directly into the winds towards a fang-like ridge in the distance, beneath which a trail at the edge of the plateau will take you downwards.

Off to the left, a herd of wild zel catches your eye as they run parallel to your course, kicking up a cloud of grit and dust. You shade your eyes against the sun to better see them in all their natural glory.

'Why are they running like that?' yells Bril.

He means why are they galloping full-speed directly into the face of the wind, something they would never do unless they were in a panic. Quickly you fumble for your Far-eye from one of the saddle bags, but Bril is faster, and squinting through his own scope he sees what's going on before you do.

'Rustlers!' the boy exclaims. 'At least five men chasing after the herd.'

You see the riders too now through your own Far-eye - blurry figures on horseback, galloping after the herd of wild zel with loops of rope in their hands. You frown. The land up here belongs to no-one, but this year is a Jubilee year, a seventh year, in which half the farmland is supposed to remain uncultivated and all the wild animals left untouched from hunting.

The riders are breaking the Common Law.

Without hesitation, Bril pulls the rifle from his saddle and checks its Charge.

'Don't even think it, boy,' you growl across at him.

'Rooster Quinn, I'll be damned if I allow thieves to break the law of Jubilee right here on the border of my own land!'

You try to grab his reigns to stop him, but Bril dances his  horse sideways away from you. 'You forget yourself, bondsman!' the boy snaps, and for a moment he looks just like his father whenever the man's blood is up and ready for a fight. 'I am the Lord Brightmorning in waiting and you will do as I bid you. Now grab steel and follow me, blademaster, for I intend to defend the Law. Yah!'

With that, Bril kicks his mount into a run and heads straight for the distant riders.

You know that you're getting much too old for this kind of thing when you just sit there gawping after the youth for a long startled moment before you respond - indeed, it's only when Bril takes a screeching shot at the riders from his galloping horse that you start to act.






Reader Actions >>








>> Join the fight 48
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     Brightmorning Estate (29)




You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Four of the numbers lead to success. Three do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)
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FAIL!





Even galloping as fast as you can, bent low over the neck of your zel, you still fail to catch up with the boy. He and his horse are fast as lightning. Bril grins back at you with gritted teeth and whips his mount onwards. The young fool doesn't seem to mind the man-high hedgetrap directly ahead of you both, nor understand the risks he'll be taking if he jumps it at this speed.

Yet Bril as though he's part of that horse as they charge along beside you with the streamers of his windcloak trailing behind him like the mane and tail of his zel. Bril couldn't fall off if he tried, and for a precious moment you forget all your worries as the boy's Protector, and instead exalt in the thundering speed of your race across the plain.

'Hah!' Bril shouts by your side, feeling it too.






Reader Actions >>








>> Jump the hedgetrap 25
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Reader Action >>





Go to your RESources page @ >> RES PAGE and find the HOUSE SECURITY section. HIGHLIGHT WHISPERMODE AS BEING ON, and then return here:







Return Here >>







>> Continue 42
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SUCCESS!




Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at what looks like a large crystal glittering in the sunlight,  constantly changing colours. You have found a STAR GEM.

Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A STAR GEM TO YOUR INVENTORY.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue to follow the river 35
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After a brief canter through some back streets you seem to have lost any pursuit. Bril is smiling, pleased at this small act of defiance against the evil oppressors of his people.  Good. His father considers it important that he learns these kinds of lessons.


Go to your REFerence Page @ >> REF and GAIN 1 SHINE POINT.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 121
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FAIL!





You find nothing of interest.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue following the river 35
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Bril has found a few interesting-looking items scattered amongst the rocks, translated here through the mysterious complexities of the Cosmic Fold - things so weird in appearance they could be anything at all. Whatever the artefacts truly are, the boy is happy enough at his finds, and he chatters away excitedly until you can take no more of it and - spotting a good spot to stop and rest -  you declare that it's time for an early lunch.


The high thin air of the High Fold requires a great deal of calories for your body to remain warm. Neither of you have eaten since breakfast, and now your stomachs are growling. On a low grassy bluff overlooking the river you set up a little camp, where you relieve the horses of their saddles and pour them out some fresh water from the bladder helpfully stored in your Infinity Pocket. As they lap up the water from a natural bowl in the rock you take out your portable pipestove from a saddle bag, designed to work in the wind - though it remains blessedly sheltered down here in the canyonlands - and when Bril returns with some dead tumbleweed you get a small fire going in the stove. Soon you have boiled a pot of tea and fried some mealcakes in a pan with the smell of them invading your nostrils. Moments later you are leaning back against a saddle enjoying the steaming tea and cakes, watching the river roll by just below your position and the sunlight slanting down between the walls of the canyon.

Young Bril is quiet as he wolfs down his mealcakes. You sip at your tea and watch him from the corner of your eye, wondering what he's thinking about, what he's suddenly brooding over in his prolonged silence.

At last he clears his throat. 'Rooster?'

'Yup?'

'You knew my mother well, didn't you?'

'Your mother?'

What a strange thing to be thinking about, way up here in the Weird Fallows on the remote moon of Gale, so far from where she had lived and so long ago; what feels like a different lifetime ago.

You clamber to your feet to stretch your legs, uncomfortable at the subject of discussion. 'You know I did,' you answer, but your throat has grown tight with emotion, and your voice sounds thick.

The whole truth is, you not only knew his mother back on the Shal gardenworld of Cheechi, you were secretly in love with her for all the years that you guarded her life and the rest of her family. You had loved Honeywell from the moment you first introduced yourself as Rooster Quinn at the annual Royal Festival, and she had laughed and made the sound of a cock crowing loudly, enjoying herself immensely. Anyone having that much fun in life was someone you could not help but be attracted to, though her richly golden hair and eye-popping figure certainly added to the appeal, and had made you lower your eyes for fear of being too obvious in your desire. Yet never had you confessed your feelings to anyone, least of all to her.

When she died giving birth to Bril, it had broken you just as it had broken her husband and your friend, Rheaf Brightmorning.

 
'Why do you ask?' you growl now at the boy. 

'I had another dream last night. It's strange. Even though I never met her, never knew her, I keep dreaming about my mother. As though she's still here somehow, still alive in my heart.'

You can barely speak, so tightly is your throat constricted. Instead you reach over and place a hand on Bril's shoulder, and give him a gentle squeeze.

'That's because she is, lad. That's because she is.'








Reader Actions >>








>> Enjoy another cup of tea while Bril finishes his food 199
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The skirmish ends abruptly when the remaining riders turn and make a break for it, galloping off and leaving their fallen companions behind.

'You all right? you ask Bril through gasps of air, trying to hide your anger at his youthful foolishness for charging at the men so recklessly.

 Besides, as the surviving riders flee through the rolling dust, you can't help but feel a bloom of pride for the young boy and his bravery. His father too will be pleased when you inform him of the action.




Congratulations on your victory. Go to your >> REF Page and GAIN 3 SHINE.







Return Here >>





Three of the rustlers lie fallen in the dust, unconscious or barely stirring, while their horses skip around them skittish with fright.


When you dismount, one of the prone men croaks and tries to speak to you. His voice is carried off in the winds though, and Bril yells and calls him a thief which doesn't help either, so you bend down closer to better hear the man. When you do, you notice the small military tattoos of rank on his temple, marking him as a veteran of the war on the side of the Star King and his Loyalist forces.

In other words, he's one of your own.

'Those zel are wild,' rasps the grey-haired ex-captain, winded and gasping for air. 'You have a problem ... with men trying to draw an honest living?' 

'No,' replies Bril hotly, dismounting beside you. 'Only with thieves who have no respect for Jubilee!'

The man tries to rise, but only manages to prop himself up on one elbow. His windhood is partially flattened against the side of his head. Inside it, he looks woozy, like he took a hit from a stun bolt.

'Jubilee? Tell that to starving men with families to feed, boy!' 

Bril shuts his mouth in surprise. The boy is too young to know what the fellow is talking about - too young to appreciate what has befallen many a veteran since the end of the war. With the New Order making life as hard as possible for every veteran who fought on the side of the Star Crown Kingdoms, many men have grown desperate over the years, desperate enough to doubt the providence of Jih and His usually unshakable laws.

You nod towards another tattoo on the back of his hand. You recognise it as being the emblem of the 31st Star Angels, a legendary brigade of mixed Shal and Free Humani space commandos, formed near the final years of the war. Your stomach knots in sudden tension as the sight of it brings old memories to the surface.

'You were there, at the end?'

A flicker of emotion on the man's face, recalling the fateful, final battle of the Neverwar around the Loyalist Shal throneworld of Cheechi. An open battle, for once, in the thousand years of mostly silent warfare against all those who would live as they were intended to live, rather than as machines - and ultimately the last stand of the free nations, when New Order forces had arrived to support a coup of their own fomenting, a treacherous uprising that uprooted the Star King from his very throne. Not many of the Loyalist forces stationed there had made it out in time, and even then the survivors had run a gauntlet of Imperium Destroyers who had torn them apart like wolves. It was Cheechi where they said the Star King himself had fallen, blown up with the rest of his fleeing space convoy, though you know otherwise. In fact, it had been a suicidal rearguard action of the 31st Star Angels that had allowed the Star King to escape, not that they had known as much at the time.

And this man before you may well have been one of them, for now he nods, almost imperceptibly, telling you he was there.

You sigh and shake your head.

'You should have come to us, volunteer,' you tell him regretfully. 'To the Brightmorning estate. Lord Brightmorning is generous to those who fought for the Star King in the war. He would have offered  you work. All of you. Good honest work for a fair week's wage.'

The man blinks in surprise. 'I'd still take up that offer, if it's open.'

You glance towards Bril. He still fuming at these men. All he wants is to bring them to justice, as is his right.


If you wish to show mercy to these veterans fallen upon hard times, you will need to persuade Bril that it would be a noble act to do so.






Reader Actions >>








>> Let Bril have his way. Bring these men to justice  100








>> Persuade him to show mercy instead (use your INFLUENCE score) 101
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Beyond the estate's border, the land rises in steep steps known as the Upper Rumbledown, with dark rocky slopes rearing all the way to the high plateau of the Weird Fallows where fluffy white clouds flock together in a field of blue sky. Above the clouds hangs the awe-inspiring Particle Falls, visible even in the daylight - a golden cascade of luminescence so much like falling drifts of sunlight sparkling upon water; shimmering curtains of energy through which this moon of Gale forever drifts.


You take the lead from Bril again, and follow a narrow track rising northwest across the nearest slopes. Hooves clatter on the rounded shale, the zels starting to work properly now, breathing more loudly, shooting steam from their nostrils. As the path steepens you nudge your mount onwards with young Bril following close behind, both of you swaying and lurching in your saddles, the horses plodding upwards past cliffs of rock with the wind blasting your backs and howling ever more loudly for the heat of your blood.

Far below lies the flat shelf of the Brightmorning estate, with the vineyard spanning its far eastern corner next to the tiny speck of the Manor House, framed by a ridgeline of miniature windmills. But soon even that falls away into a dusty haze and you are both alone together on the heights of the world. Time passes as slowly as the clatter of the horses' hooves.

Just another typical day's ride on Gale.









Reader Actions >>









>> Keep climbing 70
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Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Brightmorning Manor (42)




Outside on the windporch, where you change from your house sandals to work boots, you are stopped by a voice in the doorway behind. 

'Rooster,' says Lord Brightmorning, having just left the dining room to stand there in a day robe that flaps around his ankles. 'A moment, if you please.'

As you both face each other in the windporch, the winds whistle loudly enough to hide your lowered voices from the guard inside the doorway, and from Bril still changing into his boots.

'Everything all right with you?' he finally asks, after looking you up and down with some concern.

'Sure. I'm grand.'

He always hates to be lied to. But his position as Lord has meant a lifetime of lies said to his face daily, causing his natural ire to be polished smooth as stone.

'Anything I can do? Anything you need?'

You shrug, not meeting his eyes easily in your hungover condition. 'It's all good,' you reassure him.

'And everything is set for the Autumn Ball? All the security arrangements have been met?'

You exhale in displeasure as you remember the grand event planned to take place here in four days time. An evening that will draw the small community of Shal nobles scattered across the High Fold to this old manor house, against all your advice to the Duke about maintaining a low profile. Besides, for all that you enjoy dancing the night away in town with Rosy Meadows, you dislike the stiff-necked formality of the manor's seasonal Balls, when all kinds of the most pompous egoism is on display.

'Of course. We're all ready for the big fancy night.'

For a moment, Rheaf Brightmorning's easy smile makes him look a good twenty years younger, the same age he was when you first met him as a slave he had just freed; though it is only an illusion, a trick of the light that momentarily disguises the heavy lines of stress marking his sharp-edged features. 'Sometimes I forget you're just an old anarchist at heart, Rooster Quinn. Aye, an old rooster who never could stand anyone else's strutting but his own.'

'Hey. I like your strutting just fine.'

'My chief of security, my personal House Blade for all these years. And still he recoils at all the finery and manners of us truebloods at play.'

True bloods. Sometimes you can hear a particular term for decades without ever really understanding its full meaning. Something to do with his noble-born ancestors not having intermingled with Shadows, those wicked spirits who can either assume physical forms or take bodies over, you're not sure which - and also being able to prove as much through records and such.



Still, it's true, you've known each other for a long time. Almost half your life in fact, all the way back to when you first began working for him in the capital city of Cheechi, where the lineage of the Star Kings had moved their throne after the destruction of Ferraro, the Loyalist Shal mainworld, twenty years earlier - and even before that, when he plucked you from a space-faring arena-ship as a young indentured blademaster with a deathwish on your head, wishing to end it all in a blaze of glory. Rheaf is more friend than Lord, more brother than friend, and he gazes at you now like he's reading an open book containing the pages of your life.

'You're bored,' he realises. 'You think you're going to rot away into old age on this forsaken rock on which we've been exiled. You feel trapped here just like you did on Geko, and it's driving you stir crazy.'

Ahh, Geko. Even the mere mention of your homemoon makes your whole body clench in tension. Geko, world of the blademaster and Blood Arena, renowned for its televised killings watched by billions all across the system.

'Yet you also want to settle down with someone, maybe plant some roots at long last, but you can't help yourself, you're strung out on trollops who remind you of your first loves back in the mega-slum you once called home, like that crazy wild bitch Rosy Meadows you keep running with at nights.

	'So, not knowing what to do with these inner conflicts, not willing to contend with the matter head-on like a mature adult is supposed to, you drink yourself stupid every other evening instead, and grow ever more reckless in your restlessness. Am I on target?'







Reader Actions >>








>> 'I guess there's some truth to what you say ...' 89







>> Say nothing 191
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Deep into the winding river canyon, you come to a familiar feature known as the Devil's Stairway, which is actually a rocky ramp that leads onto the barren plateau above. Even this far down in the canyon, you can hear the winds howling up there while tattered clouds flee past like the shredded survivors of battle.


 Ahead, the river canyon continues out of sight around a gentle bend.







Reader Actions >>







>> Continue following the river 41








>> Take the ramp upwards 50
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SUCCESS!





You both leap the hedgetrap successfully! You are still neck and neck, and now only a hundred yards or so separates you from the copse of trees that you've both been racing for.







Reader Actions >>








>> Race Bril to the finish (at breakneck speed) 81








>> Slow down a little (and let Bril win) 74








>> Reach out and try to grab his reigns (ends the race) 29
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SUCCESS!




Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see and you both stare down at what looks like an animal skin hardened into the shape of a bag, though sealed tight, and rumbling as though a miniature thunderstorm is inside. You have found a Rumbleskin.

Go to your >> RES Page and add a RUMBLESKIN to your inventory.






Reader Actions >>





The trail along the river comes to an end here, blocked by a recent landslide that you have no intention of trying to cross.

You will have to head back, and venture up the rocky ramp onto the plateau above.








>> Return and take the ramp up 50
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Reader Action >>





Go to your >> RES Page and once there, ADD A FAST-FOOTED HORSE TO YOUR INVENTORY, before returning here:


'Come on,' sings Bril brightly. 'You'll feel better once we're out on the horses.'

You stifle a sickly belch.







Reader Actions >>







>> Continue 7
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FAIL!





You find nothing of interest in half an hour of looking.







Reader Actions >>





There's nothing else to find here, and the path along the river comes to an abrupt end, blocked by a recent landslide that you have no intention of trying to cross.

You will have to head back, and venture up the rocky ramp onto the tableland above.








>> Take the ramp out. 50
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Quickly you reach for the bone-handled Charge rifle hanging from your saddle, a Shal weapon known as a Far Cry. Like all Shal energy weaponry, the rifle will knock out or otherwise debilitate opponents rather than outright killing them, unless you dial the power settings way, way up. This non-lethality usually suits you just fine, since you've never been a cold-blooded killer anyway, only a moderately warm-blooded one, and only when your own life or the life of your charge is at stake - like now, really, seeing the lad you are meant to be protecting racing towards the gang of rustlers without heed for safety, ten years old and invincible as he carves himself a legend.

With another blue plasma bolt screeching over their heads, the five riders turn their startled mounts towards the boy and start firing their Charge pistols in return, their first shots missing wildly with all the motion and winds.






COMBAT >> long range






Before you continue, go to the >> CON Page AND MARK YOUR ENEMY'S CON AS 15, before returning here.








Reader Actions >>









>> Take a steady shot (long range) 51








>> Start galloping so you can get closer before opening fire (medium range) 57
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COMBAT >> close range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your SHOOTING score (poor/fair/expert). 







	Your SHOOTING score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)











	Your SHOOTING score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5



	F


	7


	4/6 - (easy)










	Your SHOOTING score: expert



	
1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	X


	7


	4/5 - (effortless)




F = Fail | X = CRITICAL FAIL  







>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT SHOOTING for this round


>> Add +2 to SHOOTING if SURE-FOOTED HORSE @ >> RES Page this round


>> At this range you may also use your LIGHTBLADE (EXPERT) instead of SHOOTING
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You leave the flowing river below as the ramp takes you up onto the windswept plateau, where the gusts are roaring tremendously as they buffet your cloak and windhood with frigid blasts of air and dust. Even with the windblinkers over her eyes your horse snorts in complaint, making you glad of the protection of your all-enclosing windhood.


There's little to see up on the plateau besides endless corrugations of scrubland rising for miles and miles towards a distant mountain of twisted rock, behind which the sun has momentarily vanished. But you are above the clouds here and this is sky country, a place where the lofty emptiness still whispers to prophets of holy revelations while driving lesser men insane, and the great vault of sky looms almost close enough to stroke with your fingertips, and climb into, though great depths are also suggested by the mega-planet of Thrull which hangs across much of its western hemisphere, wrapped in the Particle Falls, and the lens-flare effect of the Cosmic Fold in the other half, whilst strung between them dangles a line of tiny ghostly moonworlds that are also circling the supergiant planet. What a strange conjunction of exotic forces this moon really is.

As the streamers of dust momentarily clear across the open scrubland, you spot the familiar ruins of a building lying toppled on its side - something made from the stones and mortar of another world, dropped here from the skies long ago during a Comsic Storm. Next to it, two specks which you know to be the graves of the anonymous offworlders caught up with the building and flung all this way.

Far beyond the ruin, a steel suspension bridge all reddened by rust leans like a drunk across the landscape, wrenched from some alien mountain pass. Everywhere, detritus from the Fold lies scattered like so many years of trash.

'They're spraying again,' Bril says beside you, and adds a few choice swear-words to show his displeasure.

'Don't swear,' you remind him. 'It's beneath you.'

'You swear all the time, Rooster.'

'Yes, but I'm not a young lord, am I?'

Bril remains staring at the sky. You find yourself following his gaze until you are looking straight up, and instantly you see the chemtrail arching overhead, a long double ribbon of white gasses still in the process of being dumped from the pale body of an ariel tanker. Even as you watch it over the course of several minutes, the trail begins to spread out and smear into a thinning haze in the high altitude winds.

Instantly your mood drops back to the ground. Chemical spraying is part of the New Order's so-called Reign of Peace, their much-vaunted strategy for post-victory assimilation. The Neverwar might be over, but for those who have been conquered, the aftermath is no less deadly. Atmospheric warfare, especially, remains a popular method of population control all across the Shalos solar system wherever the New Order rules, for all that their media and local administrations like to pretend otherwise. Just regular flights leaving ordinary trails of harmless water vapour, the newscasters lie with straight faces to their beguiled audiences, as though the defeated populations are so dumbed-down and mind-controlled at this point that they will believe anything they are told - even that ordinary contrails of water vapour will spread across the sky forming hazes and clouds and low-lying fogs ... 

Nope. Nothing to see here, honestly, while tests repeatedly show how toxic nano-particles and biologicals are constantly raining down and being breathed in by everyone, causing all kinds of disorders, least of all a constant chem-cough for many. Just shine a torch into the night sky to see the swirling blizzard of particles that should not be there at all.

Bril swears again from the saddle, expressing a particular passion unusual for a boy of his age, and this time you don't have the heart to correct him. You feel the same way.

You know the tanker flights are operating out of the sole Space Port at Scattermost Lee, where the main occupation force remains headquartered behind its blast walls and House Shields, still expecting an armed uprising at any moment while feigning peace and love for all.


The spraying is particularly bad for the Wilderberries growing here on Gale. With all the nano-particles falling from the trails, particularly all the aluminium, molds have become a serious threat to the precious annual crops, and therefore the production of Angel Wine. Some growers even believe the Wilderberries are a deliberate target, since the New Order hates anything even remotely linked to the worship of Jih, and the wine is seen by many as being holy.

You're not sure, either way. You just wish they would stop their damned spraying so you didn't have to cough up a lung every morning when you climbed out of bed. Constantly the drone tankers dump their loads across the sky with their pulse engines whining, forever reminding you of the New Order's tightening grip on this world that was once the remotest of exotic pilgrimages, a back-water safe haven for mad prophets and criminals on the run.

'An EMP sky launcher would do the trick,' remarks Bril brightly, watching the fierce continence of your upturned gaze.

'What's that?'

'An EMP Launcher would disable that tanker drone up there. Drop it right out of the sky. And all the others too.'


Aye lad, and bring the whole New Order Imperium crashing down on our heads.

But at least he's thinking of these things. At least he's thinking of the fight.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 72
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COMBAT >> long range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your SHOOTING score (poor/fair/expert). 







	Your SHOOTING score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)











	Your SHOOTING score: fair



	1


	2


	F


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)










	Your SHOOTING score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)




F = Fail | X = Critical Fail 






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT SHOOTING for this shot


>> SURE-FOOTED horse @ >> RES Page = plus 2 to your SHOOTING score this shot


>> Or you can ride closer before taking a shot (increases odds) 57
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CRITICAL FAIL!





You miss and your shot goes flying past the riders.


Meanwhile, Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and for a moment the boy sways in his saddle, reeling from what effects still make it through. 

Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition by 2, then return here:







Reader Actions >>





You are so close to the riders now that you can see their faces and the glaring whites of their eyes. Instead of turning aside to sweep past them, Bril crashes right into the midst of the group, firing his rifle at point-blank range at the startled rustlers, who seem even more stunned that a ten year old boy is attacking them like a roaring lion. You feel sick just watching him. There's no way to get him out of there, you can only join him in the fray.








>> Keep shooting 71










	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Weird Fallows (53)








SUCCESS!





You hit one of the riders and knock him from his horse.


Go to the >> CON Page. Reduce your ENEMY'S CONdition by 3.







Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 6 or less, go here 37












Reader Actions >>





Bril is in a frenzy, swinging his rifle about him wildly.








>> Keep attacking 71
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COMBAT >> medium range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your SHOOTING score (poor/fair/expert). 







	Your SHOOTING score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)











	Your SHOOTING score: fair


	1


	2


	F


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)










	Your SHOOTING score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	5/7 - (easy)




F = fail | X = Critical Fail






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT SHOOTING for this round


>> Add 2 to SHOOTING if SURE-FOOTED horse @ >> RES Page


   
     Brightmorning Estate (55)











Reader Action >>





You need to choose a pair of horses for the day's ride out to the Weird Fallows:







>> Choose the fastest zels in the stable. 46






>> Choose the most sure-footed zels (a little slower, but more stable and agile). 16






>> Or you may spend 1 SHINE point to receive an INTUITION. 362
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     Weird Fallows (56)









CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You manage to hit two of the riders with your attacks.


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CONdition BY 6.




Also, for making a critical success, go to the >> REF Page and GAIN 1 SHINE!







Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 6 or less, go here 37











Reader Actions >>







Bril is in a frenzy, swinging his rifle about him wildly.







>> Keep attacking 71
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     Weird Fallows (57)









COMBAT >> medium range







Galloping after Bril through the teeth of the winds, it somehow seems ironic how the more that everything moves the more everything slows down in your senses: the streamers of dust flying through the air, cut through by blue plasma shots whizzing past you both; the black grit flinging up from the hooves of Bril's horse just ahead; the line of riders charging straight towards you yelling with excitement so that the distance in between is closing fast. Yet this slow-motion effect is nothing new, only your old combat conditioning kicking in and sudden massive releases of adrenaline into the bloodstream, so that your attention focuses ahead like a laser beam, searching for something to shoot at and take down.







Reader Actions >>









>> Take a shot 54
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     Weird Fallows (58)









FAIL
!





You miss.


However Bril is hit.


Go to the >> CON Page and reduce Bril's CONdition by 1, then return here.






Reader Actions >>








>> Keep attacking 71
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     Weird Fallows (59)










CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You hit two of the riders with your shots.



Go to the >> CON Page. Reduce your ENEMY'S CONdition by 3.


Also, for making a critical success, go to the >> REF Page and GAIN 1 SHINE!






Return Here >>







Bril is still charging towards them. The boy narrowly misses being hit by a flying plasma bolt. In return, one of his own shots hits one of the men, sending the fellow flying from his saddle.








Reader Actions >>






You are so close to the riders now that you can see their faces and the glaring whites of their eyes. Instead of turning aside to sweep well past them, Bril crashes right into the midst of the group, firing his rifle at point-blank range at the startled rustlers, who seem even more stunned that a ten year old boy is attacking them like a roaring lion. Damn the boy's recklessness. There's no way to get him out of there. You can only join him in the fray.








>> Take another shot 71
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     Weird Fallows (60)










CRITICAL FAIL!





Your attacks all miss.


However Bril is hit.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 2, then return here.






Return Here >>





Bril is in a frenzy, swinging his rifle about him wildly.






>> Take another shot 71
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     Weird Fallows (61)










SUCCESS!





Even from this far range you manage to hit one of the riders so that he goes flying from his saddle.


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CONdition BY 3.








Return Here >>






Bril is still charging towards them, and the distance is only widening between you both.

The boy narrowly misses being hit by a zipping plasma bolt. In return he fires a shot and hits one of their horses, sending it into a panic.







Reader Actions >>






You have no choice but to catch up with him before he gets into trouble.








>> Start galloping to close the distance 57
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     Weird Fallows (62)






Leading the way, you head for the zig-zagging track that will take you down from the plateau, past an overhanging mountain of rock that resembles a giant fang. The winds continue to beat at you but your windcloak and hood keep the worst of it out. Below, wispy clouds fly past, reminding you of the high altitude you still find yourselves. 

 Your recent skirmish is provoking memories of the war, especially the final days on the Shal gardenworld of Cheechi. Memories of people you were fond of, even loved. Mostly gone now, like Bril's mother, Honeywell. A woman whom, like Bril, you still dream of.

Time passes outside of your thoughts and then there it is, the great fang-like pinnacle of basalt rearing up to your left, and directly ahead, the multi-coloured wind streamers marking the start of the trail, along with some rattling shell chimes for times of poor visibility.

From here you may follow the main trail all the way down into High Lee. Or you may try the shorter, steeper route that is also close by, and which should get you back much sooner.






Reader Actions >>








>> Follow the main track down 65








>> Try the shorter route (riskier but quicker) 106
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     Weird Fallows (106)






You guide the way to the start of the shorter route down, which is also much steeper. From there you dismount and lead your zel down along what is more like a river of shale than any proper track. It's much worse than normal for this time of year, suggesting a recent rock slide. If your zel isn't sure-footed here, it could be a long fall down.

Leading his horse after you, young Bril struggles to stay on his feet.






Reader Actions >>








>> Go back and take the main route down  65







>> Keep going (risky) 107
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     Weird Fallows (107)






The descent quickly becomes even more precarious, with loose boulders and rocks bouncing down over shifting streams of shale. Your zel whinnies behind you, almost losing her footing.






Reader Actions >>





Check what kind of zel you chose back at the stable @ >> RES Page.






>> Do you have a SURE-FOOTED horse?  108







>> Or a FAST-FOOTED horse? 109










	REF


	RES


	CON


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Weird Fallows (108)






Thankfully your zel is a sure on her feet and does not fall. But this route down is clearly far too dangerous right now, and so with care you turn and lead the way back up, coaxing a struggling Bril with provocations and quips.






Reader Actions >>











>> Take the main track down 65
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     Weird Fallows (109)






Before you can do anything your zel loses her footing and goes rolling down past you in a cloud of dust and gravel, screeching, and in the same instant Bril's mount decides to panic and lose her footing too, so that suddenly she's sliding into you both and then you're all rolling down the slope of the plateau amidst flying grit and rocks, before taking to the air.


You fall to your deaths.







Reader Actions >>











>> Restore gamebook to a previous RESTORE POINT restore
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     Weird Fallows (64)









SUCCESS!






You hit one of the riders and knock him from his horse.


Go to the >> CON Page and reduce your ENEMY'S CONdition by 3.



Bril is still charging towards them. The boy narrowly misses being hit by a flying plasma bolt. In return, one of his own shots hits one of the riders, sending the fellow flying from his saddle.








Reader Actions >>





You are so close to the riders now that you can see their faces and the glaring whites of their eyes. Instead of turning aside to sweep past them, Bril crashes right into the midst of the group, firing his rifle at point-blank range at the startled rustlers, who seem even more stunned that a ten year old boy is attacking them like a roaring lion. You feel sick just watching him. There's no way to get him out of there, you can only join him in the fray.








>> Keep shooting 71
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     Weird Fallows (65)






As you start coming down through the clouds, your personal Slate makes a chiming noise from an inner pocket of your cloak. It would seem your mobile signal has been restored now you are down off the Weird Fallows, since comms always tends to fail up on the plateau.

Someone is calling you for text chat, and for a moment you're tempted to ignore the chime and let them leave you a message instead. You're tired and saddle-sore and you just want to get down into town without any more hassle than necessary.








Reader Actions >>








>> Ignore Slate 76








>> Take out Slate slate
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     Weird Fallows (67)









FAIL
!






Your shot flies over their heads.


Meanwhile, Bril narrowly misses being hit by a flying plasma bolt fired by one of the rustlers. In return he fires a shot and hits the flank of a horse, sending it into a panic.








Reader Actions >>





You have no choice but to catch up with him before he gets into trouble.








>> Start galloping to close the distance 57
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     Brightmorning Estate (68)









FUMBLE!





Damn it. Your saddle lurches so violently under you that you fall off in mid-jump. Bril whoops in victory, and laughs when he sees you sprawled on your backside on the ground.

Go to the >>CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CONdition by 1 before returning here.










Reader Actions >>







>> Continue on your ride 38
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     Weird Fallows (69)









CRITICAL SUCCESS!






You hit two of the riders with your shots.



Go to the >> CON Page. Reduce your ENEMY'S CONdition by 3.


Also, for making a critical success, go to the >> REF Page and GAIN 1 SHINE!






Return Here >>







Meanwhile the boy narrowly misses being hit by a flying plasma bolt. In return, one of his own shots hits one of their horses, sending it into a panic.








Reader Actions >>





You have no choice but to catch up with him before he gets into trouble.








>> Start galloping to close the distance 57









	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Upper Rumbledown (70)




The day is already looking like it's going to be a bitterly cold one, with the hard winds bearing clouds that sometimes block out the heat of the sun. Hunched down in your cloaks, you both continue your ascent of the rising track, which turns now sharply to the north-east before it begins a series of switchbacks all the way up the rugged terraces of rock. Young Bril uses the momentary widening of the path to take the lead again, clucking his zel onwards. You smile to yourself, allowing him his due - he is a nobleman's son after all. 


Soon you are high up on the slopes, with a breathtaking view reaching far enough south that the distant horizon curves as tightly as a ball. Such a small world! From here you can make out another duststorm blowing far below, covering the moon's southern flatlands in a grubby haze. No wonder few people choose to live down there on the open plains, where the winds blow so badly that dust is whipped up on an almost daily basis.

All around you, steep ridges run from east to west in lines sculpted by the prevailing winds, leading like giant's steps up onto the plateau above. To your immediate left, the slope rises to a rocky ridge-line where people have anchored prayer flags with rocks piled into tall, almost impossible columns. A thousand ragged multi-coloured cloths snap loudly in the air that's blasting over the ridge; a thousand ragged hopes of prayer offered to the Most High.

Young Brilliant makes no indication of taking a detour to the Sky Shrine of rocks, even though his father always visits the site whenever they come this way together. He obviously wants to get up to the Weird Fallows without delay, and indeed is studying a narrower side-track that runs more directly up the terrace than the main path you are following, a shortcut that will be riskier on horseback with all the loose shale, but will take you up onto the plateau twice as quickly.






Reader Actions >>








>> Make a brief detour anyway, and lead Bril to the SKY SHRINE 2








>> It's cold enough on these slopes as it is (take the riskier shortcut) 105









>> Keep following the main path up towards the plateau. 5
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     Upper Rumbledown (105)




The track is so steep in parts, and so loose with shale, that you are both forced to dismount and walk your jittery zels up the slope for much of the route. It's hard sweaty work, and dusty too. But it's certainly a shorter route upwards, and you do at least gain some time.

Rounding a spur of black rock, you come to a thundering waterfall where the white waters of the Bitter River fall in a series of steps for thousands of feet, all the way to the narrow strip of land far below that is the Brightmorning estate. The track grows rough here, and the horses pick their way carefully up the crumbling route while the mighty waters roar beside you, shaking your very bones through the horse you are riding on. At the very top of the route, you come to an equally stunning sight where you reign your mounts to a halt. Ahead rears a basalt archway, reaching all the way across the river where the waters plummet over the edge. The Lunatics' Gate, locals call this entrance onto the Weird Fallows.

You both pause to take drinks from your water flasks and appreciate the scenery. The air is slightly thinner this high up, making it a little more laborious to breath. You are in the cloud layer itself now, while the dusty sky seems particularly bright whenever you catch glimpses of it through the mists, as though it is lit from several angles, which it is. A strange smell of ozone hangs in the charged atmosphere like the beginnings of a lightning storm. Just standing there, the hairs on your body are starting to stand on end.

Beyond the basalt gateway, the Weird Fallows represents a region of highly unusual activity. Spooky, perhaps, would be a better word for it. High in the northern sky ahead, and in the opposite quadrant to the Particle Falls, shimmers a focal point of light like a lens flare in a photographic image, revealing the edge of a mysterious Cosmic Fold located just above the  region - yet another of the wonders to be seen here on Gale.

It is out of this strange feature in the atmosphere from which equally strange things randomly fall. 

Located above the poles of certain worlds, waxing and waning like tides, Cosmic Folds will sometimes flare enough that they briefly connect with the highest surface points of a moon or a planet. Random things are then enveloped by the Fold's fields, and translated through the Fold as the purest information before reappearing again on the other side, to fall tumbling from the sky. Things like the Infinity Pocket inside your cloak, which despite no one knowing how it works, has been successfully replicated countless times. Even, sometimes, things from the Original Earth itself, birthplace to all mankind.

Here on Gale, the northern polar Cosmic Fold sometimes flares low enough that it reaches this high plateau of the Weird Fallows, depositing the silt of far-off solar systems across its bare and lonely moonscape. Anything could be found here, and anything is.

This is why Bril has dragged you all this way today. A recent cosmic storm has caused the Fold to flare all the way here, no doubt leaving a fresh scattering of other-worldly debris in its wake.

They call it Dusting, this combing for materials deposited from Folds. Bril loves Dusting pretty much more than anything else in his life. Already the boy is fidgeting impatiently in the saddle, and scanning the ground ahead for anything unusual that might have tumbled from above.

'Come on,' he says, spurring his zel forwards. 'We don't have all day!'







Reader Action  >>





>> Enter the Weird Fallows  9
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     Weird Fallows (71)








COMBAT >> close range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your SHOOTING score (poor/fair/expert). 







	Your SHOOTING score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)











	Your SHOOTING score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	F


	4/7 - (moderate)










	Your SHOOTING score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	X


	7


	5/7 - (easy)




F = Fail | X = Critical Fail  






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT SHOOTING for this round


>> Add +2 to SHOOTING if SURE-FOOTED HORSE @ >> RES Page this round


>> At this close range you may also use your LIGHTBLADE (EXPERT) instead of SHOOTING


   
     Weird Fallows (72)






Without consulting your watch, you can tell from the position of the sun that it's now past noon. From here - one of the highest regions of Gale - the northern reaches of the plateau lead to rising slopes and a singular twisted peak, while the south falls away into dusty atmosphere through which you can see all the way down to the Brightmorning estate where it perches on its ledge overlooking the Rumbledown, and further to the south-east the grubby smear that is the town of High Lee, your final destination for today's ride.

Since there's only so much horse riding your bodies can tolerate, you'll both be staying in town for the night rather than riding straight back to the estate. Besides, travelling home in the dark on Gale can be detrimental to your health, owing to the hazardous terrain and ever-hungry wildlife. Best not to risk it unless you have to.

Whatever Dusting haul you have both found, you dearly hope that Bril is ready to head into town. Just thinking of seeing Rosy again gets your blood pumping faster. Whatever you both fell out over last night in your drunkenness, you're sure you can smooth out any wrinkles with your usual brusque charms ...








Reader Actions >>








>> Ask Bril if he is ready to ride into town 28
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     Brightmorning Manor (73)




After breakfast, you and young Bril put on your windcloaks in the front hallway of the house. A lone guard stands at attention in his light blue uniform with a Charge pistol holstered at his hip, pretending not to watch you both from the corner of his eye. At a lanky eight foot in height, the doorman Bones is particularly tall for a Shal, which was one of the reasons you hired him in the first place as one of the two guards/doormen you employ on the estate - the other, Moody, is almost as tall, and presently stationed in the security suite down in the basement, watching the monitors and sky sensors for trouble that never comes.

'Anything to report?' you ask the doorman in your capacity as House Blade, the ultimate protector of this household, causing Bones to stir beneath his dreadlocks with a slow blink of his eyes.

'Mostly quiet, sir. Though Moody has sent you a note about an Imperium Frigate that entered orbit last night. Looks like it has settled into a northerly latitude.'

Hmm. That isn't unusual. Ships of the New Order visit this remote moon at least once a month to supply their garrison here, and sometimes the more rugged passenger liners carry tourists here too.  

Still, whether it is a common occurrence or not, the ship is orbiting the northern latitudes rather than the more usual equatorial ones. So long as an Imperium Frigate remains so close overhead, it is a factor to remain aware of.






Reader Actions >>









>> 'Place the estate on Whisper Mode, just in case.' (restricts what comms people may make, and will cause some alarm) 31








>> 'Let's not worry everyone over nothing just yet. Keep an eye on the sky scans and inform me the instant anything changes.' 42
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     Brightmorning Estate (74)




Even though you could still possibly win the race, you slow down in the final moments so that Bril wins instead. The boy whoops and pumps his fist in the air, grinning at you. You don't mind. It will do him good to add another small victory under his belt.


Go to your >> REF PAGE and ADD 2 SHINE POINTS TO YOUR SCORE.









Reader Action >>








>> Continue 38
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     Weird Fallows (75)









CRITICAL FAIL!





Your shot goes flying past the distant riders.


Meanwhile Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and for a moment the boy sways in his saddle, reeling from whatever effects still make it through to him.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 1 (his starting CON is underlined).


Or you may spend 1 SHINE point from your >> REF Page to dispel this damage.







Readers Actions >>





You have no choice but to catch up with Bril before he gets into trouble.








>> Start galloping to close the distance 57
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     Weird Fallows (76)






The Slate continues to chime in your pocket until Bril looks at you from the side, frowning, reminding you that you are the blademaster to House Brightmorning, and you are meant to be reachable at all times. With a sigh, you take out the comm device.








Reader Actions >>







>> Answer Slate slate









	REF


	RES


	CON


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Brightmorning Estate  (77)




'Maybe if the Baron treated his wives and slaves better,' Bril comments on your way to the stables, 'they would not so often try to run away.'

'Perhaps you should suggest that next time you see him.' Sometimes, you just can't stop yourself from fanning the flames.

'I hope he never finds them!'

The boy has a particular open loathing for slavery. Not that you are much of a fan of forced servitude yourself, having been sold into the Blood Arena as an indentured youth. But young Bril has only recently been exposed to the practice, having been sheltered from it for most of his life. While the outright ownership of chattel slaves was once outlawed across the Star Crown Nations, now that they have lost the war the practice of enslaving the poor for not repaying their debts is spreading rapidly, even recently to Gale.

But Lord Brightmorning remains adamant that the old laws, the God-given laws, must still be held on to despite the loss of the war - even if only quietly, cannily, out of sight from the New Order and their informers. Hence why Rheaf still refuses to buy chattel slaves for the estate, instead hiring local families to live and work here all year round, and even throwing work to needy freelifers from the Rumbledown. And really, the estate would hardly be the same without their presence here, which brings a sense of community, even family, to the place, and acts much like a living hearth-fire adding warmth and colour where otherwise there might only be winds and cold stones and the stares of dead-eyed people striped by the whips of their oppressors.

Indeed, as you crunch along the gravel pathway following a hurrying Bril, you pass the little hamlet of cottages and bunkrooms where most of the employees of the estate live, next to the small lake called Yarina. Your ears prick up at all the familiar sounds that you hear - behind the fits of coughing you can hear a dog barking, a tinkle of laughter, some children singing from the little schoolhouse. Much like the large manor house itself, the buildings of the hamlet have roofs and windward walls sculpted like seed pods to best part the winds around them. The windows are likewise deeply cowled, and smoke tumbles from pipe-stove chimneys that all lean heavily towards the west. Over wicker windwalls a few people can be seen tending to their leafy green gardens, dust masks over their faces. On a windporch an elderly couple sits drinking steaming tea, and Bril raises a hand of greeting to them, and they wave back at him.


It hasn't always been this way. You've read Shal history even before the rise of the New Order. Despite the traditional banning on the ownership of people across the Star Crown Nations, the Star Kings and their nobles have always tended to push for less obvious forms of slavery over their subjects. Likewise, over time the rulers have attempted to erode the Jubilees commanded by Jih, in which all debts are to be wiped clean every seven years and all indentured servants set free. Only the rare good king has pushed back against these sustained attempts at exploitation, inspired by some crusading Sky Prophet or his own righteous zeal to set the laws straight again.

If only there had been more good kings over the years. Maybe then the war wouldn't have been lost.

A cold flurry of gusts hacks away at your windcloak like blades seeking a way into the precious heat of your body. You frown, trying to dispel the flutters of anger in your belly at this purely natural phenomena, but you can't. So determined are the winds here on this barren moon that they almost seem alive to you - a malevolent never-ending force pitched in war against all of life and tranquility. Never do they cease or give up the battle. Never is there a moment of respite, a moment of quiet and gentle stillness to be enjoyed - only this perpetual battery of the senses. Given their own way, the winds of Gale would rob you of every trace of heat before leaving you as dead and cold as any rock on the landscape - so instead, you pull the cloak's fastenings tighter about you and increase your pace for the far stables, one hand on the hilt of your lightsword while the other slips a stim into your mouth to relieve the discomforts of your hangover.

Around you, the rolling vineyard is empty save for a few figures checking the mid-autumn wilderberries. The corrugated landscape lies pale as snow from all the silica crystals deposited in the soil, while around it - save for the south which overlooks the Rumbledown - the barren black hills and cliffs rise up to ever-higher shelves in the landscape.

A sense of depression runs through you just looking at your surroundings through the clear shell of the windhood. Rheaf was right, you hate this tiny moon of a world, so remote and cold and eternally windswept, the worst of all backwaters. The thought of spending the rest of your years here fills your throat with a panicky tightness, like a man trying to keep his head aloft while drowning.

	Yet here you are, a lone Humani in the midst of the Shal, hiding out after losing a war that you never had any intention of fighting in.

Sometimes, life just seems to place you exactly where you do not wish to be.






Reader Actions >>








>> Continue to stables 79
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     Weird Fallows (78)









FAIL
!






You miss.


Thankfully the boy narrowly misses being hit by a flying plasma bolt. If only you could stop him!








Reader Actions >>





You are so close to the riders now that you can see their faces and the glaring whites of their eyes. Instead of turning aside to sweep past them, Bril crashes right into the midst of the group, firing his rifle at point-blank range at the startled rustlers, who seem even more stunned that a ten year old boy is attacking them like a roaring lion. You feel sick just watching him. There's no way to get him out of there, you can only join him in the fray.








>> Keep shooting 71
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     Brightmorning Estate (79)




It's a relief to hurry out of the winds and into the warm shelter of the stables, where the still air glitters with floating motes of hay dust and horses whinny from their stalls along the rear wall.

Even with the stim in your belly you feel drained already, drained after making the five minute trek from manor house to outbuildings. How are you going to manage a full day's ride up on the high plateau in your present condition? At the thought of it now you groan and lean against a wooden post, trembling, sweating, feeling like you might just throw up. Maybe you could try to talk the boy out of it, persuade him to go riding tomorrow instead. But you know what Bril is like once he gets an idea into his head. Just like his father.

I need to stop drinking so much, you think in earnest. A grown man and serving blademaster, Protector of the House Brightmorning, reduced to this. 


The horses prick up their ears in interest as Bril fetches himself one of the smaller riding saddles from the opposite wall; they all want to go for a ride. Most of them are the stocky local variety known as zels. Striped black and white, they are able to negotiate the rough and broken terrain much better than the groundwagon and pair of speeder bikes that occupy the rest of the barn-like space.


You could stand here all day feeling sorry for yourself. Or at least sit down comfortably on the hay and doze the morning away ...

With a sigh you push yourself  into action. You gather your saddle from where it hangs on the wall, placed there last night when you came home drunk, and see that all your gear is still stowed inside its travel bags and fastenings, including your Charge weapons. The horses will need extra water though up on the plateau, not to mention you and Bril, since most of the water to be found up there is too alkaline to drink. With this in mind, you take out your Infinity Pocket from within your cloak and place it on the floor. Stooping low, you loosen its neck string by a few feet and tug apart the opening.

The Infinity Pocket doesn't look as grand as it sounds. It resembles merely an archaic leather pouch not much larger than your head, for all that its neck seems to widen and widen like the mouth of a constrictor snake. Yet when you take a bladder bag the length of your arm and fill it with water from a trough, then gently lower it into the widened neck of the pocket, the bladder vanishes all the way inside, impossibly so.

Bril's eyes shine in wonder, like they always do whenever he sees the pocket in action. Infinity Pockets are one of the more useful artefacts of technology to have tumbled from the Cosmic Folds, those mysterious spacial phenomena found above certain planetary poles. His stare follows the strange piece of Duster tech when you make a show of picking it up with care - it weighs no more than if it was empty - and slipping it back into a pocket inside your cloak. It is exactly the kind of thing he is hoping to find up on the plateau of the Weird Fallows.

Once you're ready, you pick out a pair of horses from their boxes.






Reader Actions >>








>> Choose a pair of horses 55
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     Brightmorning Estate (80)









SUCCESS!





You manage to grab the boy's reigns so you can pull in his mount. He's angry that you have stopped the race, but one hot glare in reply is enough to silence him for now.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 38
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     Brightmorning Estate (81)








You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Four of the numbers lead to success. Three do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)
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     Weird Fallows (83)








Reader Actions >>








>> Take a shot  54








>> Get closer first 71
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     Brightmorning Estate (84)









SUCCESS!





Even though Bril is much lighter than you on his horse, you somehow manage to overtake him in the very last stretch. You win!


Go to your >> REF and GAIN 1 SHINE POINT, since you have just gone up in the boy's estimation of you.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue  38
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     Brightmorning Estate (85)









FAIL!





You fail to grab his reigns to slow him down, as Bril swerves away from you and your horse stumbles. At least this manoeuvre slows him a little, though even as you try to catch up he makes it to the copse of trees, and wins. He makes a big show of his victory.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 38
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     Brightmorning Estate (86)









SUCCESS!





Bent low over your horse's head, you manage to catch up with the boy as he gallops across the rocky plain, so that you are both pounding along side by side. Bril grins at you with gritted teeth and whips his mount for even more speed. The young fool doesn't seem to mind the man-high hedgetrap directly ahead of you both, nor the risk he's taking by jumping it this fast.

Yet Bril looks as though he's part of that horse as they charge along beside you with the streamers of his windcloak trailing behind him like the mane and tail of his zel. Bril couldn't fall off if he tried to, and for a precious moment you forget all your worries as the boy's Protector, and instead exalt in the thundering speed of your race across the plain.

'Hah!' Bril shouts by your side, feeling it too.







Reader Actions >>








>> Keep racing him (and jump the hedgetrap that's fast approaching) 25








>> Reach out and try to grab his reigns before he can make the jump (end the race) 29
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     Weird Fallows (87)









CRITICAL SUCCESS!






Nothing hits you or Bril.










Reader Actions >>








>> Take a shot 54








>> Get closer first 71
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     Brightmorning Estate (88)




You are so unfit for a horse race this morning that you don't even consider catching up with the boy. Even so, Bril makes a show of winning his imaginary race, asking if he should give you a few minutes head start next time or perhaps he should simply run on foot, though you don't care what he says, not today. 






Reader Actions >>








>> Continue  38
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     Brightmorning Manor (89)




You exhale in frustration, lowering your voice as you glance towards Bril, who is standing ready to go, kicking his boots as though testing them out. 'Let's be honest. This place sucks. It's even worse than Geko ever was.'

You feel sorry now that you have blurted it out so bluntly, but it's hardly news to Rheaf, who knows all too well how you feel about this place. You glance at his bemused expression then look away.   

With a sigh, you look at the early morning vineyard all around you, its golden wilderberries glistening with dew, its tied and staked vines shaking in the gusts, and beyond them the tumblebrushes bouncing along the skirts of the nearest hills where wind turbines chop the airborne streams of dust into endless swirls. 'Eight years now and these winds haven't ceased for even a minute. And it never gets truly warm here. It never gets even remotely pleasant. Which might be tolerable if every interesting thing to do here wasn't a million miles away from every other interesting thing to do. Much more of this, and I swear I'm going to shrivel up and die from boredom.'


'You would prefer the old days back on the mainworld during the war? Under siege with half the New Order quietly bearing down on us, and half our own people secretly in League with them?'

'Yes! Give me a fight any day over this skulking in hiding for the rest of our lives!'

'Skulking? Is that how you truly see our exile here, brother?'

What to say without hurting his feelings further?

Rheaf had secretly bought the estate shortly after the war had ended, thinking it a perfect location for which to go into exile. A place to carry on some form of resistance, Rooster had supposed, though ever since arriving here Rheaf has genuinely engaged with the vine-growing and wine-making side of things, like he needed to be away from everything that went behind him for a while - the bitter loss of all that he owned, even the loss of his precious wife, even the loss of his homeworld. Only in recent years has he picked up the mantle of resistance again, if only in the most subtle of ways, yet the Angel Falls wines produced by his estate remain of much importance to his personal sense of pride.


'You remember the time I went on a cloudwalking pilgrimage on Gashetti Prime?' asks the Duke. 'And you insisted on sticking by my side the entire way, even though you could barely walk in your Shal cloud shoes? And on taking every leap of faith between the charged cloud layers first?'

'Your point?'

'So you have a deathwish, my friend. You always have. It's one reason why my many advisers always advised me not to keep you as my personal Blade. You grow restless when not risking your own life. And that means you can be distracted.'

His voice lowered even further. 'It also means, Rooster, that you can know little of peace.'

'Peace?' you respond in genuine surprise. This, from the same man who had preferred to lead his actions at the fore, who had always sought out the thickest mayhem in any melee. Who loved the good fight and made no excuses for it. Maybe the years are finally catching up you, old friend, you reflect sadly. Maybe you really are starting to think of this wine business more as a new life rather than a cover in exile while you continue what resistance you can. Maybe you're starting to consider the war to be truly lost and over.

You wonder if that's the reason why he seems to have grown so relaxed in recent years, so easy to smile and forgive.

'We can't be at war all of the time,' Rheaf says as though reading your mind. 'We need peace too, or our hearts grow hard and callous and we lose the very point in fighting. There's a season for everything, remember? Perhaps we should go on another pilgrimage soon, some more cloudwalking on the charged clouds of Gashetti Prime?'

You suspect he's serious, so you say nothing. Unfortunately Rheaf Brightmorning reads your silence with displeasure, and frowns.

'Be off with you then. And make sure that son of mine stays out of trouble.'

	Before you can say anything he turns to step back inside. But then the porch-comm chimes loudly, in a tone letting you know that riders are approaching the house.

Looks like you have visitors.






Reader Actions >>








>> Step out to meet the riders 219
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     Brightmorning Estate (90)









SUCCESS!





Bent low over your horse's head, you finally manage to catch up with the boy as he gallops across the rocky plain, so that so you are both pounding along side by side. Bril grins at you with gritted teeth and whips his mount onwards. The young fool doesn't seem to mind the other man-high hedgetraps directly ahead of you both, nor understand the risks he's taking by jumping them at this speed.

But he looks as though he's part of that horse as they charge along beside you with the streamers of his windcloak trailing behind him like the mane and tail of his zel. Bril couldn't fall off if he tried, and for a precious moment you forget all your worries as the boy's Protector, and instead exalt in the glory of the race and the thundering speed of your progress across the plain.

'Hah!' Bril shouts by your side, feeling it too.







Reader Actions >>








>> Keep racing him (and jump the hedgetrap that's fast approaching) 25








>> Reach out and try to grab his reigns before he can make the jump (end the race) 29
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     Brightmorning Estate (91)








You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Three of the numbers lead to success. Four do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)
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     Brightmorning Estate (92)








You must make a Snap Draw to determine what happens next.


Choose a random number below. Three of the numbers lead to success. Four do not.






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)
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     Weird Fallows (93)









FAIL!







Meanwhile, Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and for a moment the boy sways in his saddle, reeling from what effects still make it through.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 1, then return here:








Reader Actions >>








>> Take another shot 54








>> Get closer first 71
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     Weird Fallows (93)










FUMBLE!







Meanwhile, Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and for a moment the boy sways in his saddle, reeling from what effects still make it through.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 2, then return here:








Reader Actions >>







>> Take another shot 54








>> Get closer  71
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     Weird Fallows (95)










SUCCESS!





You hit one of the riders and knock him from his horse.


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CONdition BY 3.







Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 6 or less, go here 37








Reader Actions >>





The action is thick here in the centre of the fray - you barely have time to glance at Bril and his glimmering bodyshield through the sheen of your own suddenly-active personal shielding, before you have to duck beneath the vicious swing of a rider's rifle.







>> Keep fighting 49
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     Weird Fallows (97)









CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You manage to hit two of the riders with your attacks.


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CONdition BY 6.




Also, for making a critical success, go to the >> REF Page and GAIN 1 SHINE!







Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 6 or less, go here 37











Reader Actions >>





The action is thick here in the centre of the fray - you barely have time to glance at Bril and his glimmering bodyshield through the sheen of your own suddenly-active personal shielding, before you have to duck beneath the vicious swing of a rider's rifle.







>> Keep fighting 49
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     Brightmorning Estate (98)









FAIL!





Bril makes it to the copse of trees first, and wins. He whoops and makes a big show about beating you.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue your ride 38
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     Brightmorning Manor (99)




'Yes, it has to be today!' Lady Sheya declares, finally losing her cool with you. 'You are still the House
Blade here, are you not, or has your latest hangover made you forget your last remaining shreds of duty along with your dignity?’

Someone chuckles for an instant before they bury it beneath a cough. Caught in this awkward moment, your hand wants to settle on the pommel of the lightsword strapped to your belt as though for comfort - besides, the sight of a blademaster fingering his lightsword tends to have a sobering effect on those around him.

But Lord Rheaf Brightmorning is clearly displeased by your insolence. His dark eyes stare deeply into your own - this man who is your friend as much as your chief - until you blink and sit up straight as though finally coming to your senses.








How
do you respond?







>> 'Forgive me, my lord. I will go and prepare the horses right away.' 73







>> (Grip the hilt of your lightsword angrily). 'Perhaps your Ladyness is so full of pish n' vinegar this morning it makes her entirely forget her manners!' 4
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     Weird Fallows (100)




It takes time, but using some rope-vines from your saddlebags you bind the three men's hands and feet together then lash these bindings to some tall rocks. With yells and slaps you scatter their horses into the wild. Then you take out a location beacon known as a geo-tag,  and plant in the ground next to the captives like a tiny flag fluttering in the gusts, so the local Peace Makers out of High Lee can come and pick them up.

Unable to freely move, the talkative ex-captain of the Star Angels says nothing now, only stares at you gloomily while the wind batters his damaged windhood like some drunken father smacking the side of his head over and over again.


Sweating, tired, hungry, you and Bril climb into your saddles and set off towards the south-east and the gravel track that will lead you down into High Lee. In a few hours you should have made it to town, where you can alert the local Peace Maker's so they can come and pick up the prisoners. Maybe then you can relax at last after your long day's ride, buy some drinks to smother what still remains of your hangover, and maybe even a visit with Rosy, if she'll have you, to work off the stressful actions of the day. You don't like what has befallen these veterans from the war, men once-loyal to the Star King. The experience has left a bad taste in your mouth which even a bottle of klee will likely fail to obscure.

Soon, the bound veterans have fallen so far behind they are merely black dots upon the dark plateau, just like the billion other black rocks to be seen out here except these particular ones are men, men lost in the vast nothingness of the post-war limbo, awaiting their fates.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue  62
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     Weird Fallows (101)








INFLUENCE >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your INFLUENCE score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your INFLUENCE score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)











	Your INFLUENCE score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	F


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)










	Your INFLUENCE score: expert




	1



	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	X


	4/7 - (moderate)




F = fail | X = critical fumble  






>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT INFLUENCE this Snap Draw.


   
     Brightmorning Manor (104)








'Mister Quinn, your attention, if you please!'

You snap awake groggily with the sound of your own snoring still ringing in your ears, the smell of last night's hooch reeking on your breath. Since you are fully expecting to be lying on your bed, you blink in some surprise when you see that instead you are seated at the breakfast table of the Brightmorning household, with all eyes turned to stare at you.

What did I do? you think to yourself with a guilty snort.

For a moment you’re reminded of the time you were just a boy, and your grandfather Shilas got wakened at a wedding feast with such a start that he spat his false teeth right across
the room, so that they landed in the bride's lap. 


	But
you’re neither old enough nor poor enough to be equipped with false teeth, and besides, that must be a
million years and miles away by now, back on your homemoon of Geko, and this
is here, and now.

	‘You were groaning in your sleep rather loudly,' explains young Bril excitedly over his yam and eggs. The young heir to the Brightmorning estate glows with youthful vitality this morning, his golden Shal skin lit by early sunbeams that slope in between the window's windslats, against which the never-ending airborne debris rattles and bangs. In your sleepy hungover condition, he looks just about the opposite of how you feel. Indeed, he looks well for a boy who only underwent his initiation of the Long Night two days ago, through a long freezing night. 'You were also muttering about going for a gallop with - '  


'Yes, that will do,' interjects House Mistress Jemmar from one end of the table. The woman dabs her lips with a napkin while a holo-servant, dressed in the sky blue livery of the House, brings her a refill of tea in a silver pot, so that for a moment her scowl is obscured by a cloud of steam.

 

You look to the man seated at the very head of the long oval table, Duke Rheaf Brightmorning, the boy’s father and your chief for twenty years; master of this estate and much, much more. Rheaf is frowning, not unkindly, beneath a mass of black dreadlocks and the golden circlet of rank he wears around his head. But before you can apologise for your lack of manners, Lady Jemmar steals the chance away from you.

'Blademaster Quinn,' she declares much too loudly, knowing what her voice is doing to your pounding headache, and you blink at her across the assorted debris of the breakfast table.

Lady Sheya
Jemmar is the long-standing House Mistress for the House of
Brightmorning, here on this vineyard estate on the tiny moon of Gale, and her words ring within the cold stone walls of the manor as though she owns the place, loud enough
to make you wince.

'What's that?' you manage to croak back.

 ‘It's so good of you to rejoin the conversation ... Yes, young Bril was just asking his father if he could take a
scavenging trip out to the Weird Fallows today, so he can do some Dusting up there, and then into Faraway Lee with whatever haul you
may chance to find on the plateau, hm?’

You shift uneasily in your seat. What was this - out to the Weird Fallows today, and then into town?

	‘Uhh ...?’

	Her manners remain impeccable; the
Lady almost succeeds in hiding her momentary annoyance save for a blink that lasts a fraction too long. Around the
table, chairs creak in the awkward silence; the usual breakfast crowd of master-growers and rangers and other permanent staff related to the estate's Angel Wine business are enjoying watching you squirm, the lone Humani amongst them.

	‘I'm sure you can see him safely through such an easy day as that, yes? Unless, of course, you simply don't feel up to it in your present condition?'


You've know this woman for as long as you have worked as Lord Rheaf's personal House Blade, protector of the Blood. Sometimes you think that she hates you, but other times, like now, you wonder if she isn't secretly amused by your wilder ways.

Not that she's wrong in what she says. Lady Sheya seldom is. You are fiercely hung over this morning, following
another all-nighter with Rosy in town following yet another hot evening in the Dance Hall. Even though alcohol is frowned upon by many of these hill Shal, who prefer their Herb instead, Rosy can drink like the worst of any wino you've ever known, and indeed you both became so ridiculously inebriated last night that you ended up rowing fiercely, and saying some awful things to each other. In the end you left her to her temper, and rode home rolling in your saddle so badly that you ended up having to tie yourself to it. You can’t even
recall getting back here and making it to your bed chamber, though vague memories are suddenly resurfacing which make you lower your eyes to your breakfast plate in embarrassment: memories of chasing a flock of coots through the winds of the moonlit vineyard, and
singing naked at the top of your voice from high up on one of the scarecrows, just like your old grandfather Shilas would have done back home in his yard garden in the mega-slums of Geko City.

Now, this morning, your head is thundering and your stomach awash with sickness. The
last thing you want to be doing is go riding a horse into the high barren plateau of the Weird Fallows,
looking for random things fallen from the sky. 








How
do you respond?










>> 'Today? Does it have to be today?' 99









>> 'Of course. I’m ready as soon as young Bril is ready!' (prepare for the day's ride) 73 
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     Weird Fallows (110)









FAIL
!





You miss.


However Bril takes a hit and his bodyshield glimmers brightly as he grimaces in pain.


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 1 (his starting CON is underlined).







Reader Actions >>





The action is thick here in the centre of the fray - you barely have time to glance at Bril and his glimmering bodyshield through the sheen of your own suddenly-active personal shielding, before you have to duck beneath the vicious swing of a rider's rifle.






>> Keep fighting 49
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     Weird Fallows (111)










CRITICAL FAIL!





Your attacks miss.


Meanwhile Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and Bril grimacing in pain.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CONdition BY 2.



Or you may spend 2 SHINE points from your >> REF Page to dispel this damage.






Reader Actions >>





The action is thick here in the centre of the fray - you barely have time to glance at Bril and his glimmering bodyshield through the sheen of your own suddenly-active personal shielding, before you have to duck beneath the vicious swing of a rider's rifle.







>> Keep fighting 49
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     Weird Fallows (72)









SUCCESS!






Bril hits one of the riders, though the man remains on his horse, bending low in his saddle.


The boy narrowly misses being hit by flying plasma bolts.







Reader Actions >>








>> Take another steady shot 71









>> Close the distance 57
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     Weird Fallows (114)










FAIL!






No matter what you say or how you say it, you fail to change Bril's mind on the issue. The boy is set on bringing these men into town to face the justice of the Peace Makers. He's determined, it seems, to make someone pay for all his anger and fear from the action, and it saddens you a little to see it, not because you fail to gain your own way in this, but because you feel you have missed teaching him an important lesson on mercy and real justice.






Reader Actions >>








>> Head for town  62
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     Weird Fallows (93)









FAIL!







Meanwhile, Bril is hit. You see his personal bodyfield shimmering against the splash of a plasma bolt, and for a moment the boy sways in his saddle, reeling from what effects still make it through. 

Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE BRIL'S CON BY 1, then return here:






Return Here >>








>> Take another shot 54








>> Get closer  71
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     Weird Fallows (119)









SUCCESS!





Relief washes through you. After some quiet words with the boy, about the tricky circumstances of veterans of the war, and how much they gave during the conflict, you manage to persuade Bril that the noblest thing to do here is to be merciful to these men.

Together, you gather their horses while the fallen men slowly revive themselves. Bril walks around the group, these sorry-looking veterans being spoken down to by a boy, and he instructs them to ride south-west from here to his father's estate, and to tell his father, the Lord Brightmorning, that he is to set them to work this day for the sake of his son's wishes. The three veterans look stunned at first, then finally, gradually, they soften in their manners. The talkative ex-captain even offers his thanks.


Good work! Go to the >> REF Page and GAIN 2 SHINE.








Reader Actions >>






As you both watch the men ride off towards the Brightmorning estate, you feel you have just taught Bril a valuable lesson on mercy and the spirit of real justice.








>> Head for town  62
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     Upper Rumbledown (120)






Rounding an outcropping of rock, the winds blast hard as your gaze finally settles on the town of High Lee below. The settlement is an old and prosperous one, made famous for its proximity to the plateau and Cosmic Fold, and consequently all the Dusting prospectors drawn here every year - not to mention the more conventional mining outfits seeking the region's exotic minerals. Small by most standards, the Lee is sheltered from the prevailing winds - like all towns on Gale - by a long steep ridge-line along its back, from the top of which banners and pennants larger than the settlement itself fly spectacularly in the never-ceasing airflows. Every tan and orange wind-roof of the town curves off in the same east-west direction, though the main streets run mostly from north to south, so the scene resembles something like ripples in sand. Even though twilight is still hours away, its streetlights are already glowing cheerily under gathering mists.

From this distance you can easily see how High Lee is split into two halves. To the east, closest to the sheltering ridge-line, lies the Old Quarter, an area of traditional Shal culture where the people remain staunchly loyal to the fallen Star King, and into which the town's tiny garrison of New Order occupation forces rarely ventures. To the west, as a counterpoint, rises the Citadel, surrounded by the high buildings and towers of the New Quarter, constructions that have clearly only recently been built by the occupying forces in the boldly clean and sterile style of the Imperium.

You don't so much like the New Quarter. Its boxy buildings remind you too much of your upbringing on the Imperium moon of Geko. But Bril enjoys most things about High Lee, even most of the things he really detests - it's all bubble and squeak to a lad of his age. As you meander your way down a track that drops in a loop all the way to the northeastern outskirts of town, the boy speaks out excitedly.

'Can we spend the night here, Rooster? Maybe at one of the Kickeasy's?'

'That's the usual plan, ain't it?'

You're saddle sore after all the riding and in no mood for his games. You always stay over after a long day of Dusting up on the plateau. Bril just wants to pretend that spending the night in High Lee isn't one of the main reasons he likes going Dusting so often.

Man, I could do with a drink, you think with passion.

'What's that?'

You must have thought out aloud.

'Nothing,' you reply, clearing your parched and dusty throat.









Reader Action >>





What did you do with the rustlers up on the plateau? If you and Bril captured and bound them awaiting arrest, you can now send a text message to the local Peacemaker's office describing their whereabouts and the ID of their location tag, so they can be picked up.


Otherwise, you continue downwards.







Reader Actions >>







>> Enter the town of High Lee 122









	REF


	RES


	CON


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Fierceheart Square (121)






At the heart of the Old Quarter lies Fierceheart Square, an honorary title given in memory of the very last of the Star Kings, Shone Fierceheart, in defiance of the outlawing of his name by the occupying forces. Here, you will find most of the traditional stores and services in the settlement, including an outdoor marketplace, advertised by flashing holoboards over their locations. Not many people are about right now though, and those who are hurry from place to place.







Fierceheart Square >>








>> Visit the OUTDOOR MARKET 127








>> Visit the PEACEMAKER'S OFFICE 129








>> Venture into the SOUTHERN QUARTER 131








>> Venture into the NORTHERN QUARTER 123






---







>> When you are ready to enter the western NEW QUARTER (and find a bed for the night at Rosy's) go here  136
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     High Lee Northeast (122)






When you ride down into the outskirts of town you're relieved to feel the worst of the winds fading away at last, blocked as they are by a natural ridge of volcanic rock that runs all the way behind High Lee. In the sudden merciful stillness your body finally relaxes, no longer needing to brace itself against the constant gusts.

The northeastern approach into the Lee leads you through streets of nice old town-houses lined with trees in autumn bloom, aflame with reddish flowers that carpet the ground, and terraces of public gardens filled with edible vegetables and ponds stocked with fish and freshwater crabs, and occasionally a stand of bulbous Yardhouses occupied by some of the rare-mineral prospectors of the town, or a professional Duster outfit with crews working out in the yards. As you pass one of the larger Yardhouses, with its yards arrayed around it like the petals of a flower, you see a heavy lifter floating over the front grounds, with a dreadlocked Shal leaning out of the pilot seat, carefully lowering what looks like some kind of screw-driven boat which the Dusters must have just found up on the plateau.

You almost have to drag Bril away.

It's quaint up here on these northeastern outskirts of town, pretty even, with the streets all running downwards towards the heart of the Old Quarter, and everything rendered in the traditional Shal style of grafted woods and building-cartilage and big living-glass windows, with the colours mostly autumnal browns and oranges and muted greens. Even the streets are faintly alive, covered with a sandy coralstone flagging that is grown in-situ using biogranging techniques, over which the horses' hooves clatter softly.

It's so relaxing up here, it's almost easy to forget how High Lee is under an ongoing military occupation. But down in the western half of town you can see the mark of occupation rising out of the afternoon mists - the tall stacked mass of the Citadel, like a mountain of scrap metal beams perched together into a single peak, glowing with lights and the subtle shimmers of a House Shield.

Already, you can feel the subtle pressures upon your mind of the  Bridle, like a fresh headache tentatively exploring for purchase in your head with a hiss of whispering voices. You are now entering the influence of the town's mind-control transmitter, which thrusts up from the peak of the Citadel as a mega-mast emitting fields of electro-magnetic radiation to promote feelings of peace or anxiety, depending on your levels of compliance to the New Order.

Even with the protection of a Dampening Torc around your neck, which emits its own harmless counter-field, you feel the beginnings of a floating uneasiness, and flutters of snake tongues in your belly.

Bril is silent on the back of his zel, his eyes round and darting inside his windhood, taking in the sights and the few people in the streets. You recall how this area of High Lee was once a vibrant and bustling one when you first arrived here in exile. It was a district where the undersized occupation garrison rarely dared to venture for fear of the town's native militia, who are strongly represented here, and who even now maintain cohesion as an underground resistance force despite the dissolvent of all Star Crown forces after the war. Back then, music played from open windows and people strolled through the terraced gardens. Children played safely in the streets. Attractive women could walk alone. But over the years, the tensions of maintaining a low-level resistance to the New Order, and the subsequent dirty tactics employed against them - including bribes and blackmail against those who stand most firmly for the natives, and the introduction of violent robberies and chaos and hard drugs by infiltrators and turncoats within the community itself - has caused the locals to become more guarded and insular in their ways, and more fragmented.

Still, even taking that into account, the streets do seem eerily quiet today.

'Where is everybody?' breathes Bril.

Around the next corner, you see one of the reasons people must be  staying indoors. Ahead, a man hangs by the neck from the high curve of a living streetlight.

'What's this?' Bril announces with passion, staring up at the dangling corpse. 'Surely the militia aren't hanging our own people now?'

But you know the local militia don't hang people. They simply exile those they know or suspect of treason. The occupation forces however have a great love for stringing people up and watching them dance. Sensing danger, you glance around for more signs of trouble. And indeed you spot it right away.  Along a sidestreet, a group of armed Shal locals are marching towards you fast, dressed in cloaks with the hoods pulled up to cover their faces.







Reader Actions >>







>> Get out of there now! 373







>> Wait until you can see them better 282







>> Or if you have EXPERT AWARENESS 364
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     Fierceheart Square North (123)





Heading for the old northern quarter, you are surprised to find the route leading out of the Square blocked by a shimmering holo-gate like a watery surface placed on its side.

These mountain Shal have a natural aversion to any kind of impediment to people's free travel, yet this isn't a New Order addition but a Shal one, and local people pass through it only after waving their keypasses in the air, which carry the access codes for their daily lives. The holo-gate looks like a temporary affair, hastily erected between projection staffs fixed to either side of the road, and must have been installed only recently, perhaps even this morning. To be putting up this barrier is a sign that they wish to protect the district on the other side from the New Order occupation forces in town.

A message glows bright and clear across the portion of the holo-gate directly before you:








PLEASE DISPLAY YOUR

HIGH LEE KEYPASS

TO PROCEED






Local Residents Only!






Reader Actions >>









>> WAVE your HIGH LEE KEYPASS (if you have one)  140






>> CRACK the HIGH LEE KEYPASS  145








>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Medico (124)





Inside the Medico House, one wing is an apothecary and herbalist while another wing is a circular consultation room, where people wait to consult one of the medicos about their ills and injuries.

Here you can use their Healing Services to fully restore your CON or Bril's CON @ >> CON Page.

You may also buy as many StimSticks as you can afford. Just go to your >> PURse Page, remove how many flatcoins you are spending, then highlight how many STIMSTICKS you have purchased @ >> CON Page.







HEALING SERVICES





HEAL YOU OR BRIL FULLY - 4 FLATCOIN





BUY/SELL STIMSTICK - 8 FLATCOIN








Reader Actions >>







>> Leave Medico 126
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     Dust  Artifactor (125)




In your experience, professional dealers in Dusting Artifacts tend to be like those very objects which have fallen out of the skies - exotic in their wild variety and always more than a little strange.


Swell Sessions is no different. Unusually for the Shal, her eyes are a  dazzling blue behind spectacles which sweep up and over her ears like the wings of a swan. She's snorting through her nose at something she's reading in a holobook when you step into her booth with Bril at your side, carrying the items you found up on the plateau, and she's still grinning crazily when she looks up and sees you approach the counter.


'My fine men, Rooster and Brilliant,' she purrs, swaying her hips.






ARTIFACTOR  >>






If you wish you may sell whatever Artifacts you found. Just go to your >> RES Page, remove the highlight from whatever Artifact you choose to sell, then add the right amount of COIN to your flatcoin total @ >> PUR Page.







ARTIFACTS





Star Gem - 20 FLATCOINS (sell)

Rumbleskins - 25 FLATCOINS (sell)

RoleyPoley - 25 FLATCOINS (sell)

Skybook - 500 FLATCOINS (sell)









>> With EXPERT INFLUENCE, you haggle an extra 5 flatcoins for every item you sell.


>> Or spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF to haggle an extra 5 flatcoins for every item you sell.

>> GO HERE to check out her 'Special Wares'.







Reader Actions >>








>> Exit  127
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     Old Northern Quarter (126)








The Old Northern Quarter is where the locals of the town go to unwind and refresh themselves in the geothermal hot pools found in the area, and the many barber shops, medicos and herbalists clustered around them. High cliffs to the north and east entirely shelter the shelf area from the prevailing winds, and the warmly humid air around the hot springs creates a pleasant microclimate all of its own, where a great deal of lush vegetation grows amongst the rocks.







NORTHERN QUARTER >>








>> Visit a BARBER 130








>> Visit a MEDICO 124








>> Visit the HOT SPRINGS 299








>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121
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     Outdoor Market (127)




The outdoor market takes up one whole quarter of Fierceheart Square. Lanes of portable booths like open tents  make up much of the space, selling all kinds of common everyday goods from vegetables and meats to useful household items, none of which holds the slightest interest to you right now. Many of the booths are closed and empty, displaying signs of 'New Stock Soon' - their owners awaiting fresh stock brought in on the weekly skyliner, the town being too remote and high for regular ground transports to  easily reach. Those few people who are about are keeping to themselves within their hooded cloaks, only exchanging quick words with the stall-keepers seated in their booths as they purchase what they need.






MARKET >>








>> Visit an OUTFITTER  297








>> Visit a DUST ARTIFACTOR  125







>> Visit a HOT FOOD VENDOR  133







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121
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     Park Land (128)





South of Fierceheart Square runs Park Land, a wedge of grassy clearings, ponds and dwarf forest contained between the wind-protection of the eastern ridgeline - where windmills spin between the anchors of the mighty banners - and the lower limits of the New Quarter to the west. Many of the town's poorer population lives scattered throughout this area of wildered common land, being a remnant of what once had been here before any settlement had been born, and protected by the Law. Along with the many tented dwellings to be seen on the ground, houses have been grafted high up in many of the taller Billow Trees, with walkways running between them and steps and ladders leading up and down. 

Most people you see are working at one thing or another, usually some necessary task of survival like crafting or wild growing. Few are sitting around doing nothing, save for the occasional Shal ancient chewing their empty gums, watching chickens scratching at the dirt.

'We should stay here sometime,' says Bril, drawn as he always is by the particular quaintness of this area. 'Bring a tent with us. Camp out with a fire.' His young eyes are too innocent to notice the downsides of Park life, largely caused by the pressures of the Occupation: a gang of gaunt-faced young narco addicts hanging out at one of the more thickly wooded ponds, or the broken bottles cast about for anyone to step on, or the patched clothing of the poor hanging everywhere for drying above the hungry stares of children ... and his ears too seem to ignore the yells of a woman somewhere high up, shouting over the cries of a baby, and even higher up than that, at the very top of the same tree, the forlorn croons of a Shal skysinger calling for the return of Messiah to save them all.



Listening to the words as you walk, you look towards the west, where you can see the rocky spires of the Patches cave-slums rising above the trees in the far distance. You think you hear a distant jingle of music. But Bril tugs your arm, more interested in what he sees in the sky to the south of here - some flyers in their multicoloured wingsuits bobbing in the winds like children's kites.

 If you carry on following this road south you will pass the end of the ridgeline that runs behind town, protecting it from the winds. Beyond it, the blowy heights of Panic Point rise as a rocky prominence, site of the Lee's famous Skyway. Flyers come from all over the moon to try out the surrounding heights and terrain in their wingsuits.








Reader Actions >>









>> Go west towards the PATCHES cave-slums.  399







>> Continue south to PANIC POINT  285








>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Peacemaker's Office (129)







The Peacemakers Office is a squat, fortified Yardhouse located on the north-eastern corner of the Square, with shaded slit-windows and a roof ringed by a crenelated crown, much like a traditional Shal fortress or Manor House of old. A handful of ground vehicles sits in the front yards, and a few Peacemakers in their brown leather outfits are coming out through the turnstile front doors as you approach, chatting quietly. One of them nods as you and Bril walk past. You are familiar with all twelve of the Peacemakers of High Lee.

Inside, you meet with the Chief Peacemaker himself, Tell Weathers, a large, bearded man who always wears a Shal large-brimmed hunting hat to cover his baldness, even indoors. You have a brief talk with him in his office while Bril has a good nosy at the Wanted Posters on the wall. In your role as House Blade to the Brightmorning Estate, which amounts to being both bodyguard and security chief, you have a long-standing working relationship with Chief Weathers here, though you have never quite warmed to the man, nor he to you. Instead, you have tended to circle one another respectively, like two male icebears encountering each other up on the peaks with too much to lose.


Lately, however, he has become even colder in his relations towards you. Ever since you and Rosy Meadows hooked up, in fact, after many years of Tell chasing after the woman himself, and getting nowhere for his efforts.

It would seem that the man is a sore loser.








Reader Actions >>








>> If you captured and bound the horse rustlers up on the plateau to face justice, go here 135








>> If you let the horse rustlers go 132
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     Barber Shop (130)




The barber shop you choose is your regular one, and the owner, Gurdy, greets you with a warm welcome and bids you take one of the empty chairs for yourself and take the weight off your feet, and offers another to the boy. After wrapping a sheet around you he sets to work on your hair and facial stubble, talking incessantly the whole time about anything and everything. Gurdy is one of your more reliable informants in town, though he has nothing new to add today that you do not already know. At least it feels good to get the stubble shaved from your face and the raw skin oiled, and the hair cut back from your eyes.


Deduct 2 FLATCOINS from your >> PURse. (If you do not have the money, you promise to pay the scowling barber next you are in town).


Thanks to your cleaned up appearance, go to >> REF and ADD 1 TO YOUR INFLUENCE SCORE!








Reader Actions >>









>> Leave Barber Shop 126
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     Fierceheart Square South (139)





At the south-eastern corner of the Square, a broad thoroughfare leads to the leafy Southern Quarter of High Lee, an area made up of Park Land and beyond it the wingflyer's bluffs known as Panic Point. Right now, however, the way is blocked by a handful of groundcars that have been parked haphazardly across it. Pedestrians still come and go by zigzagging through the temporary barrier of cars, but when you and Bril try to do the same thing, an angry voice calls out to you, stopping you in your tracks.

'Hey Rooster! What makes you think you're welcome in this part of town, Humani?'

It's Iron Kelly, dreadlocked leader of the small street gang known as the Easy Boyz. The young Shal men are sitting on the sidesteps of an Imperium Bite Me
Burgers, number one for insect-derived fast foods, which has just opened in town. With quick pulls they're take swigs from bottles and watching the street in their hoods and eye shades, like they're looking out for trouble.








Reader Actions >>









>> If you have already FOUGHT and BEATEN Iron Kelley, you may pass through without issue.  128







>> Otherwise, go here.  139
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     Fierceheart Square South (131)





Momentarily, the gang is staring at you and Bril as Iron Kelley strolls towards you in front of the line of cars. He's a swaggering giant of a young man, so ridiculously over-muscled that it looks as though his casual clothing is just about ready to burst apart at the seams, and he flexes his mighty fists as he comes at you, grinning like this is his lucky day.

'That big fellow looks like he wants to tear you to pieces,' says Bril, hearing you swearing under your breath.

'Yeah? Might be he took offence when I went dancing with his sister last month.'


Indeed there she is, smiling coyly from the highest step with her tattooed ankles flashing. The wayward sister in question.


'He wants to murder you over that?'

'It was a long dance.'

The sun falls into shadow as he approaches.

'Wow, he's big. Is that all just one person?'


Indeed you have to strain your neck to take in all seven-and-a-half foot of gang leader as he sways to a stop before you, faintly trembling in a barely-controlled anger.

'Hey there,' you say casually.

'Rooster, don't think you're getting through here until we've settled this, you hear me?' he spits at you through gritted teeth.








Reader Actions >>









>> 'Boy, shouldn't you be getting back to your mother before she finds you missing?'  137







>> 'What is it worth to you, big man? How can I settle this bad blood between us?'  138








>> Back away, and return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Peacemaker's Office (132)




Tell informs you of the small Imperium force that just come into town a few hours earlier, lead by a squad of Ultra shocktroopers. With an angry growl he recounts how they instantly started snatching random citizens off the streets, to be brought back to the Citadel for interrogation.

Quietly, as though you barely care for the answer, you ask him what he thinks they're after.

He shrugs. He still barely meets your eye as he pours himself a cup of steaming hot chaco without offering you any. He really is still peeved about you winning Rosy's affections over his own.

'We don't know yet. We won't know until someone is released. They went wild snatching people off the streets this morning, but since then they haven't launched any more raids.'

Is it safe, you want to know. Safe enough to walk around with the boy?

But again he simply shrugs. He doesn't know. He has no way of telling whether they will grab anyone else or not.


You don't like it. This whole surprise visitation to the town by these Imperium forces is giving you the creeps. What are they doing here? Who are they looking for?

You ask him if he knows anything about the New Order Frigate that entered orbit last night, which you're fairly certain is connected to the sudden arrival of these Ultras. Tell doesn't know anything about it, and swears nothing unusual has been reported to him concerning New Order movements in the area.

You may not like this man very much, but you're confident enough that you can trust him as far as you need to. He fought on your side during the war, on the side of the Star King and his Loyalist forces, and quite valiantly by all accounts. But he keeps his veteran status hidden behind a false past, like many veterans do, including yourself, and so the occupying forces in the Citadel allow him to remain as Chief Peacemaker, largely because he knows how to play up to them while he and his men quietly support the rights of the town's folk. He has taken countless risks for this town, when so many other Peacemakers elsewhere have turned against their own - the vast majority, really. Any punitive actions against the people here in High Lee are performed by the small garrison of Imperium forces holed up behind the Citadel walls. And the force is so small that they rarely risk such exposure.


'Be careful out there,' Tell advises with a dip of his hat.







Reader Actions >>







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121







>> 'Anything else happening I need to know about?' 398







>> 'Hey, while you're here, you got that money you owe me?' 390
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     Fierceheart Square West (133)






Your nose twitches at the smell of frying food in the air, and your mouth is already watering as you approach a line of food vendors in their temporary stalls. Beside you, Bril's belly rumbles. You're reminded that you haven't eaten since lunch. 

From an inner pocket of your cloak you take out a handheld bio-scanner, a small Humani device that is invaluable in your security work for sensing poisons and toxins. You wave it over the steaming food on display at the nearest stall, ignoring the bemused frown of the female vendor while its sensor field takes its readings. 

You look at the bio-sensor's results in disdain. Genetically modified foodstuffs, all of it. Cheap, processed crap that will kill you, literally.


Your stomach grumbles as you pass on. It's getting harder to find decent food in town. Ever since the end of the Neverwar, processed foods have been flooding into the conquered territories to replace the more traditional sources, pushed out by the New Order's big agri-cartels. Not surprisingly, analysis has shown that these agri-products they label 'food' all turn out to be weaponized commodities. Incredibly, hidden deep in the tailored genetics of these foodstuffs are hit-lists of people's DNA, or at least specific markers identifying their specific DNA -  lists which contain millions of people's genetic fingerprints, including dissidents and other undesirables who the New Order would prefer to be quietly rid of in their usual underhanded way. If any of the people on the embedded hit-lists eat these tainted foodstuffs, rather than being nourished by the foods, they are instead subtly poisoned by them.

Unfortunately, tests have shown that you are on one of their hitlists, as is Lord Brightmorning. Somehow, at some point, the enemy gained a sample of your DNA, and then added you to the genetic hit-lists buried in their products. Like may others, it seems, you are considered an undesirable to be quietly destroyed from afar.

Just another example, you suppose, of how the Neverwar has never really ended.



At last you find a stall selling wraps of golan meat caught locally here on the Upper Rumbledown, with nothing artificial from outside. When you order a couple of wraps, the elderly vendor refuses your money with a smile, saying he would be honored to provide the young Brightmorning heir with a meal. You and Bril chomp down the food gratefully.








Reader Actions >>







>> Return  127
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     Peacemaker's Office (135)






The Chief says they received your text message not long ago, informing them of the three captured rustlers still up on the plateau. He despatched a lifter to go and pick them up right away. Even as he speaks, he receives a report over the crackling comm. The lifter has just reached the scene now. Turns out there's a bounty on one of these captured men, which earns you and Bril 40 flatcoins. Bril insists that you take half.

 
Go to your >> PURse Page and ADD 20 FLATCOINS to your purse. Though if you do not want the money, do not take it. 






Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 132
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     Fierceheart Square West (136)






On the western side of the Square, a large marquee stands flying the horned red and black flags of the New Order. Some Blackcoats stand guard around it while priests of the multifaith bow down within, worshipping various holo-idols of the Imperium's God Kings. Others outside in their shimmering rainbow cloaks chant and pray loudly, largely ignored by the Jih-fearing folk of the town.

Without even speaking, you and Bril take a wide swerve around them.

Ahead, the New Quarter is marked by a tall concrete wall with a manned gateway through which all pedestrians must pass. Beyond the wall rises the citadel itself like a blocky mountain topped by masts and Bridle. This close, you can definitely feel the modulating microwaves of entrainment being broadcast from the Bridle, trying to lull you into an unthinking passiveness. For a moment the waves make you feel a little dizzy, despite the neutralising Torc you wear around your neck like everyone else who can afford one.


Many of the town's more raucous entertainments are found over in the New Quarter, mostly introduced by the arrival of the New Order. Places like brothels and strip joints, slave markets and smack dens, though some more traditional Kickeasy's are also to be found there, including Rosy's, the part-time lover you were dreaming so excitedly about at the breakfast table this morning. You are keen to catch up with Rosy, so you can clear the air over whatever it was you vaguely recall fighting about last night when you were both drunk.

As you stroll towards the gate in the wall, Bril scowls and draws your attention to the sight of a slave-gang returning from their labours for the day. Linked at the necks by a single chain of ironwood, the silent men shamble towards the gateway in their stained yellow overalls, accompanied by a sour-faced overseer and a second guard stepping behind them armed with a buzzwhip. The prisoners are of various ages, some with greying dreadlocks, and their heads hang low from fear and exhaustion.



'Look, it's Moxy May,' notes Bril.

True enough, on the other side of the line steps a dreadlocked young woman dressed in a full windcloak striped in white and black camouflage. Incredibly, she's recording the condemned men with a pair of camshades while she tries to question them about their circumstances. Only Moxi May, local indy reporter for the Really Real News network, the freenet's much-hailed anti-dote to the propaganda factories of the Mainline, would have the bravado to act in such a brazen public manner, risking her own arrest - though she is quickly chased away by the rear guard who refuses to answer any questions except with his buzzwhip. The sullen line of men shuffles onwards.



 Zeks. Political prisoners of the New Order and its secret police force, Mindwatch. People unlucky enough to have shared the wrong sentiment with the wrong person in some casual conversation, or to have gotten into the sights of an envious informer willing to make up lies about them, or simply to have stepped past the wrong mind-scanner at the wrong time when the need for more slaves had just been announced by the Administration. People innocent of any real crimes, in other words. Condemned to years of hard labour by the greatest criminals of all time.

How his clear eyes shine, you think when one of the poor fellows looks back your way. You see clarity like a blue-day sky in that stare, without the usual shame of the guilty or condemned, only a dignified though humble directness of spirit so unlike the hazy, shifty glances of the perpetually-scowling guards. Never trust a man with clouded eyes, you know, nor one who will not hold your gaze. While the entirely clear-eyed, like this one, are rare enough to be adored like precious gems.

'None of this would be allowed,' says Bril through gritted teeth with a nod to the slaves, 'If the Star King was still alive.' 

The boy idolises the fallen Star King, Shone Fierceheart the First. He reads all the pulp novels written about the last free king of the Star Crown Nations, mostly sheer fantasy by the sounds of them, and recounts all the myths that have grown up around the man since his supposed death at the end of the Neverwar - a demise that you know was faked. Which makes it ironic, really, that he would look up to such a man like a father, when Bril can barely tolerate his own father in the flesh.







Reader Actions >>







>> 'You know, your father does what he can for people.' 368







>> Continue 367
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     Fierceheart Square South (137)





Iron Kelly is fast for all the massive bulk he's carrying, and when he shoves you it's probably with just a fraction of his strength yet still you find yourself flying backwards, and landing on your backside upon the flagging.

'Get up!' he roars while passer's-by glance down at you. 'We settle this now!'






Reader Actions >>









>> Fight him (UNARMED)  170







>> Back away, and return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square South (138)





'What is it worth to me? You mean my honour? I guess a good hiding might settle it between us.'

He flexes his neck like he's getting ready to smash you into pieces. 'Then again, you took advantage of my sister, so maybe not.'

Iron Kelly is fast for all the massive bulk he's carrying, and when he shoves you it's probably with just a fraction of his strength yet still you find yourself flying backwards, and landing on your backside upon the flagging.

'Get up!' he roars while passer's-by glance down at you. 'We settle this now!'






Reader Actions >>









>> Fight him (UNARMED)  170







>> Back away, and return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (140)









ENTER KEYPASS >>






 ENTER THE 1ST LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS FOUND @  >> RES Page





	1ST LETTER




	A


	T


	R


	S


	D


	F


	M
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     Fierceheart Square North (415)










WARNING

SUSPICIOUS ACTIVITY!


ALTHOUGH THIS HOLOGATE IS A SIMPLE LIGHTWEAVE PROJECTION, IT CAN AND WILL DEFEND ITSELF.


Even as you tap an incorrect code letter into the holographic keypad, a jolt of energy zaps through your hand and sends you hopping backwards in pain.


Go to >> CON and reduce your CONdition by -1.









Reader Actions >>









>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (141)









ENTER KEYPASS >>






 ENTER THE 2ND LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS FOUND @  >> RES Page





	2ND LETTER



	E


	L


	A


	I


	R


	K


	U
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     Fierceheart Square North (142)









ENTER KEYPASS >>






 ENTER THE 3RD LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS FOUND @  >> RES Page





	3RD LETTER



	O


	T


	N



	M


	E


	D


	Y

























	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Fierceheart Square North (143)










ACCESS GRANTED!








Reader Actions >>









>> Step into OLD NORTHERN QUARTER  126








>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (144)










WARNING

POSSIBLE SUSPICIOUS ACTIVITY!


YOU DO NOT SEEM TO HAVE THE CORRECT KEYPASS

PLEASE STEP AWAY FROM THIS GATEWAY






Reader Actions >>









>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (145)




'What are you doing?' Bril asks beside you, but you ignore him, glancing over your shoulder to make sure you're not being watched while you take out your own little Keypass and set it to Cracking Mode. With luck, you should be able to Crack the gateway's Keypass code:






Reader Actions >>





First, let's figure how good you are.


Find your TECH skill @ >> REF, and add +1 for every KEYPASS SDREAM you have @ >> RES (default is 1).

Or SPEND 2 SHINE to gain EXPERT TECH for this Crack. 

 What's your score?









>> POOR (0-2) 153








>> FAIR (3-5) 147







>> EXPERT (6-7) 148
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    Fierceheart Square North (147)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 1ST LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	1ST LETTER?



	R


	S


	-


	-


	-


	-


	!


	1/2 - (easy) / FAIR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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    Fierceheart Square North (148)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 1ST LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	1ST LETTER?



	R


	-


	!


	-


	-


	-


	-


	1/1 - (cracked!) / EXPERT TECH










'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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    Fierceheart Square North (149)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 2ND LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	2ND LETTER?



	-


	U


	-


	-


	!


	-


	E


	1/2 - (easy) / EXPERT TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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    Fierceheart Square North (151)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 3RD LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	3RD LETTER?



	-


	N


	-


	-


	B


	-



	M



	1/3 - (moderate) / EXPERT TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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	SYS





   
    Fierceheart Square North (152)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 3RD LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	3RD LETTER?



	M


	N


	-


	B


	-


	-


	E


	1/4 - (difficult) / FAIR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 




















	REF
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	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
    Fierceheart Square North (152)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 3RD LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	3RD LETTER?



	M


	N


	-


	B


	-


	-


	E


	1/4 - (difficult) / FAIR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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	PUR
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	SYS





   
    Fierceheart Square North (153)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 1ST LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	1ST LETTER?



	R


	S


	-


	-


	-


	-


	!


	1/3 - (moderate) / POOR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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	SYS





   
    Fierceheart Square North (154)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 2ND LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	2ND LETTER?



	!


	-


	E


	I


	-


	A


	U


	1/4 - (difficult) / POOR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
    Fierceheart Square North (155)









KEYPASS >> Cracking Mode






 GUESS THE 3RD LETTER OF THE HIGH LEE KEYPASS:





	3RD LETTER?



	M


	N


	-


	T


	-


	Y


	E


	1/5 - (tough) / POOR TECH









'-' = wrong letter | ! = alarm! 
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	SYS





   
     Fierceheart Square North (160)










WRONG LETTER!






Reader Actions >>








>> Try again  148







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (161)










WRONG LETTER!






Reader Actions >>







>> Try again  147







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Fierceheart Square North (162)










WRONG LETTER!






Reader Actions >>







>> Try again  153







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121










	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Fierceheart Square South (170)










COMBAT >> unarmed






Before you continue, go to the >> CON Page AND MARK YOUR ENEMY'S CON AS 5, before returning here.








Reader Actions >>









>> Start fight 171
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     Outfitter (Special Wares) (177)





The outfitter makes sure no one is watching when he shows you a holopage of his 'Special Wares', items which are not strictly legal under the New Order's Occupation ...







SPECIAL WARES





PANIC BOMB: 22 FLATCOIN (buy)





HIGH LEE KEYPASS: 25 FLATCOIN (>> BUY HERE)










>> If you have EXPERT INFLUENCE, your haggling changes the cost of each item by 3.


>> Or spend 1 SHINE @ >>> REF to change the cost of each item by 5.








Reader Actions >>






>> 'That's a lot of coin for a public keypass.' 316







>> Leave when ready 297
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     Outfitter (Special Wares) (316)





'Hey, if the price is too hot for you, maybe we can make a deal.'

The outfitter disappears behind a curtain, before returning with a massively oversized silver rifle. 'Got this Humani rifle imported for a local client here. Baron Whipash, you know him? The other day he comes in to pick up the piece and finds out the scope won't align correctly. Goes crazy and demands I fix it. Well here I am five days later, still stumped.'

You and Bril stare across at the weapon gleaming slightly in the lights of the stall. You recognised the instant you saw it, a Slagger SLY-50, one of the most powerful hunting rifles in all of Creation. Trust the Baron to seek for the most outsized weapon he could find.

'And what do you think I can do?'

You're Humani, aren't you. And you look like you know your way around Humani weapons. Maybe you could take a look at the scope on this, see if you can do anything to correct it. This piece is worth a lot of coin if the Baron buys it off me.'

He leans in closer over the counter with a sniff. 'Listen. Help me fix this rifle, and I'll give you the High Lee Keypass for nothing.'







Reader Actions >>






>> Agreed. Try to fix the scope 317







>> Decline 177
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     Outfitter (Special Wares) (317)








SNAPDRAW >> shooting






Your SHOOTING score @  >> REF will help determine whether you are familiar enough with the rifle to fix it. (You may only try this ONCE).






	Your SHOOTING score: poor


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)









	Your SHOOTING score: fair


	1


	2


	3


	F


	5



	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)








	Your SHOOTING score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7



	4/7 - (moderate)




F = Fail | X = Critical Fail  






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT SHOOTING for this round


   
     Outfitter (Special Wares) (318)








SUCCESS!






You are familiar enough with these type of rifle scopes that you are quickly able to correct the problem. It simply needed a tiny adjustment of its micro-rack, hidden underneath, to align it correctly.

By way of thanks, the outfitter transmits the High Lee Keypass to you with a wave.






KEYPASS





Keypasses are stored on the little KEYRING that you wear on your left index finger, which, like all keyrings, is entirely translucent and without detail.

A small, inner dimple on the ring marks the location of an embedded SDREAM, an 'associative sub-wave SNAP-BUBBLE' otherwise known as a sophisticated computer processor - which enables it to be more than a standard keypass storage device.









HIGH LEE KEYPASS:



The encryption tag for the keypass is RUN.




Go to >> RES, and next to the HIGH LEE KEYPASS, highlight RUN.








Reader Actions >>








>> Return 177
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     Outfitter (Special Wares) (319)








FAIL!






Even despite some experience with these types of rifle scopes, you are unable to correct the problem. It was worth a try.








Reader Actions >>








>> Return 177
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     Dust  Artifactor (178)





Swell glances over your shoulder to make sure she won't be overheard, then tells you that she's all out of Special Wares just now. She advises you to check the OUTFITTER instead.














Reader Actions >>







>> Return 125
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     Outfitter (Special Wares) (179)





Keypasses are stored on the little KEYRING that you wear on your left index finger, which, like all keyrings, is entirely translucent and without detail.

A small, inner dimple on the ring marks the location of an embedded SDREAM, an 'associative sub-wave SNAP-BUBBLE' otherwise known as a sophisticated computer processor - which enables it to be more than a standard keypass storage device.



Remove  25 FLATCOIN from your >> PURse. In return, the outfitter uploads the High Lee Keypass onto your ring with a wave. 








HIGH LEE KEYPASS:



The encryption tag for the keypass is RUN.




Go to >> RES, and next to the HIGH LEE KEYPASS, highlight RUN.














Reader Actions >>







>> Return  297
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     Fierceheart Square South (171)








COMBAT >> unarmed






Before you attack, decide which ACTION STANCE you are taking for this round @ >> CON.





	Your UNARMED score: poor


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	1/7 - (extreme)









	Your UNARMED score: fair


	1


	2


	3


	4


	F


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)








	Your UNARMED score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7



	3/7 - (difficult)




F = Fail | X = Critical Fail  






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT UNARMED for this round


>> ZAP GLOVE @ >> RES Page = plus 3 to your UNARMED score this fight


   
     Fierceheart Square South (172)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!






As a blademaster of the blood arenas and veteran bodyguard to the House Brightmorning, you are no stranger to unarmed fighting. So Iron Kelley shouldn't look quite so surprised when despite his massive size you manage to string together a series of strikes that sends him reeling backwards, battered and bleeding.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE?  ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 4.

BALANCED: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 3.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 2.






For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 1 or less, go here 189








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 182
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     Fierceheart Square South (173)








SUCCESS!





Even unarmed, years of fighting experience flow through your reflexes, so that despite Iron Kelly's speed and mammoth proportions you somehow get the better of him, and he takes a momentary battering.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE?  ***


@ >> CON




AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 3.

BALANCED: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 2.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 1.









Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 1 or less, go here 189








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 182
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     Fierceheart Square South (174)








DRAW!






Your years of fighting experience can barely hold him at bay. Ducking and diving behind your raised fists, you can't quite land a proper punch or kick, and either can he.






No change to your ENEMY'S CON or your OWN CON.









Return Here >>








>> Continue fight 182
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     Fierceheart Square South (175)








FAIL
!






Even with all that bulk he's fast as a tiger. Roaring, he smashes through your bodyshield and defences until he lands some blows upon you.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE? ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your CON by 3.

BALANCED: Reduce your CON by 2.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your CON by 1.









Return Here >>








>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may DRAW YOUR LIGHTBLADE on him in anger 181







>> Otherwise, continue fight 182
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     Fierceheart Square South (176)








CRITICAL FAIL!






With those massive fists swinging like sledgehammers, Iron Kelly smashes you to the ground with a shocking blow.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE? ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your CON by 4.

BALANCED: Reduce your CON by 3.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your CON by 2.








Reader Actions >>








>> If you are still alive, you are knocked unconscious 180
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     Fierceheart Square South (180)








KO!






When you come back to your senses, you find yourself sprawled on the street with young Bril peering down at you.

'You alright, Rooster?' he asks as he helps you up.


You feel woozy and shaky on your feet, and one half of your face seems to be swelling into a lumpen mass. Iron Kelly stands a few yards away with his bulging arms crossed, blocking your way south while his gangmates jeer at you.



'Yeah,' you rasp, wiping your bloody lip. 'I'll get him next time.'







Reader Actions >>








>> Return to Fierceheart Square 121
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     Fierceheart Square South (181)





In anger you draw your lightsword and bring its blue blade to life. Iron Kelly frowns and takes a step back from you, knowing you will use it if you have to.

Howls of protest rise from his watching gangmates. A beer bottle smashes near your feet.

The Shal consider it immensely bad form to draw a weapon during a fistfight, and you have lost honour in their eyes.



You have gained a BLACKMARK! Go to >> REF and add a Blackmark to your score.







Reader Actions >>





Quickly, still holding your lightsword, you lead Bril south through the barricade of groundcars to the other side.






>> Continue to SOUTHERN QUARTER 128
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     Fierceheart Square South (182)








COMBAT >> unarmed






Before you attack, decide which ACTION STANCE you are taking for this round @ >> CON.





	Your UNARMED score: poor


	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	1/7 - (extreme)









	Your UNARMED score: fair


	1


	2


	3


	4


	F


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)








	Your UNARMED score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)




F = Fail | X = Critical Fail  






>> Spend 1 SHINE @ >> REF Page to gain EXPERT UNARMED for this round


>> ZAP GLOVE @ >> RES Page = plus 3 to your UNARMED score this fight


   
     Fierceheart Square South (183)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!






As a blademaster of the blood arenas and veteran bodyguard to the House Brightmorning, you are no stranger to unarmed fighting. So Iron Kelley shouldn't look quite so surprised when despite his massive size you manage to string together a series of strikes that sends him reeling backwards, battered and bleeding.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE?  ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 4.

BALANCED: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 3.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 2.






For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 1 or less, go here 189








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 171
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     Fierceheart Square South (184
)








SUCCESS!





Even unarmed, years of fighting experience flow through your reflexes, so that despite Iron Kelly's speed and mammoth proportions you somehow get the better of him, and he takes a momentary battering.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE?  ***


@ >> CON




AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 3.

BALANCED: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 2.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your ENEMY'S CON by 1.









Return Here >>





>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 1 or less, go here 189








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 171
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     Fierceheart Square South (185)








DRAW!






Your years of fighting experience can barely hold him at bay. Ducking and diving behind your raised fists, you can't quite land a proper punch or kick, and either can he.






No change to your ENEMY'S CON or your OWN CON.









Return Here >>








>> Continue fight 171
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     Fierceheart Square South (186)








FAIL
!






Even with all that bulk he's fast as a tiger. Roaring, he smashes through your bodyshield and defences until he lands some blows upon you.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE? ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your CON by 3.

BALANCED: Reduce your CON by 2.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your CON by 1.









Return Here >>








>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may DRAW YOUR LIGHTBLADE on him in anger 181







>> Otherwise, continue to fight 171
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     Fierceheart Square South (187)








CRITICAL FAIL!






With those massive fists swinging like sledgehammers, Iron Kelly smashes you to the ground with a shocking blow.






*** WHAT IS YOUR ACTION STANCE? ***


@ >> CON



AGGRESSIVE: Reduce your CON by 4.

BALANCED: Reduce your CON by 3.

DEFENSIVE: Reduce your CON by 2.








Reader Actions >>








>> If you are still alive, you are knocked unconscious 180
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     Fierceheart Square South (189)





Somehow in your sustained anger you manage to topple the big fellow to the ground, where he lies in a stupor while his gangmates yell and jeer and throw a few empty beer bottles your way. 

His pretty sister smiles.

You are free to continue south now, so you lead Bril through the barricade of groundcars to the other side.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue to SOUTHERN QUARTER 128
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     Brightmorning Manor (191)




What to say without hurting his feelings? Truth of it is, you've slowly grown to hate it here on this moonlet world where the winds never stop blowing.

From your vantage on the windporch, you look out at the early morning vineyard all around you with its golden wilderberries glistening with dew, its tied and staked vines shaking in the gusts, and beyond them the tumblebrushes bouncing along the skirts of the nearest hills where wind turbines chop the airborne streams of dust into endless swirls. Eight years now, and these winds haven't ceased for a minute, not even a second.

It was at the end of the Neverwar when Rheaf Brightmorning had purchased this estate through secretive channels, thinking it a perfect location for which to go into exile. A place to carry on some form of resistance, Rooster had supposed, though ever since arriving here Rheaf has genuinely engaged with the vine-growing and wine-making side of things, like he needed to be away from everything that went behind him for a while - the bitter loss of all that he owned, even the loss of his precious wife, even the loss of his homeworld. Only in recent years has he picked up the mantle of resistance again, if only in the most subtle of ways, yet the Angel Falls wines produced by his estate remain of much importance to his personal sense of pride.

If only it held the slightest interest to you, Rooster Quinn.

Rheaf Brightmorning reads your silence, and frowns

'Be off with you then. And make sure that son of mine stays out of trouble.'

Before you can say anything he turns to step back inside. But then the porch-comm chimes loudly, in a tone letting you know that riders are approaching the house.

Looks like you have visitors.






Reader Actions >>








>> Step out to meet the riders 219
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     Weird Fallows - Camp (199)




Hobbled by short lengths of rope, the two zels are content to graze on some hazard grass nearby while their ears prick occasionally at the calls of a moonhawk in the dusty strip of sky overhead. Bril's mother is still lingering in your head as you sip another cup of tea and watch the bright flowing waters like life itself rushing past. In the relaxation of the moment, your hangover appears to be finally fading.






Reader Actions >>








>> Make a GAME RESTORE POINT 244








>> Access your SLATE (personal comms and data device) slate








>> Pack away your gear and continue with the ride 43


   
     (201)








Reader Actions >>





Go to your >> REF_Page and remove 1 point from any one of your stats (other than Blackmarks and Lightblades).






Return Here >>








>> Now go here to restore the game from two RESTORE POINTS back 199
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     Brightmorning Estate (219)




Your boots scrunch against the volcanic gravel of the driveway as you step out to meet the group of riders you can now see approaching from the south-east; you count five - no six of them, moving fast enough that their horses are whipping up a banner of dust that blows before their way under a sky of scudding white clouds. You squint with curiosity. South-east is an unusual direction to see anyone approach the manor house,  since there is very little out that way except for the remote steppe of the Boneyard.

‘Who are they?’ Bril asks with a hand over his eyes to shield them from the early morning sun. ‘I don’t think they're freelifers.’ 

He means the guerilla farmers and their families who scratch out an off-grid living on the steps of the Rumbledown, while hiding out from the ever-encroaching impositions of the New Order. Freelifers, they call themselves, like many others across the system, people still trying to live free now the Imperium owns everything and everyone. 

As Rheaf Brightmorning the Second steps out to greet the riders first, you finger the pommel of your lightsword absently, though more from habit than any sense of danger. This close to the house, the stealthed plasma turret on the roof is more than enough to take care of trouble – so long as Moody down in the security basement isn’t off taking a leak instead of watching the camera screens for trouble.

The winds whip around your windhood, deflected around its v-shaped design which also happens to be the shape of the windcloak. Through the hood you hear the horses approaching, and as they grow nearer you feel the ground tremble beneath your boots. 

The riders pull to a stop before the tall figure of Lord Brightmorning, and for a moment a cloud of dust envelops you all that causes the filter gills of your hood to wheeze a fraction harder. As the dust clears, you finally recognise who they are, especially the big fat man sitting on the lead horse, looking incongruous in a battered old battlesuit from the previous century. Indeed, the other riders are armed and partially armoured too. They have come a long way, since the Baron Whipash’s estate is a good day’s ride away to the east, over the exposed and waterless wilderness called the Boneyard.

‘Lord Whip-lash,’ Rheaf declares with all the mock delight he can muster, for in reality he cannot tolerate this man, and for good reason. ‘So good to see you here on this fine morn.’

The big man on the horse breathes heavily though his windhood. ‘Whip-ash,’ he answers, not masking his own distaste for his neighbour. 'I wish you would get it right just this once, Brightmorning. It’s Whipash. Whipash.’ 

‘My sincerest apologies,’ Rheaf declares with a glint in his eye. ‘A slip of the tongue. Now, what brings you here in such a lather - don’t tell me one of your wives has gone and run off on you again?’



You have to stifle a laugh beneath a sudden sputter.  Only last year, one of the Baron’s wives famously ran off on him for a horse trainer in his employ, never to be seen again.  

His golden skin suddenly growing dark with emotion, the big man waves all that away. ‘Slaves,’ he declares hotly. ‘A group of field slaves made a break from my estate yesterday morning. We think they might have headed into the Rumbledown.’

Lord Brightmorning says nothing for a long moment. Slavery remains a contentious issue amongst the Shal nobility. Once outlawed across the Star Crown Nations, it has since been legalised under the New Order, even here on the backwater of Gale. Some nobles have taken on slaves to increase their profits, while others still consider it an abomination to Jih. ‘Yes?’

‘It’s like a maze down there, as you know. I’m here to ask for the loan of one of your rangers to help us bring them back. A local man who can guide us through the area.’ 

Even as Rheaf is about to respond, his son Bril steps in and answers for him. ‘We can’t spare anyone right now,' declares the boy with an authority that belies his ten years of age. 'Our ranger is still recovering from the coughing sickness.' Which is true, though the full-time ranger who works for the estate is almost recovered and able to work, and presumably still inside enjoying his breakfast at the dining table.

'You must have someone,' replies the Baron to Rheaf, ignoring the boy entirely.

But young Bril speaks up again even as his father is opening his mouth to respond. Ever since passing his Long Night initiation, you've noticed the boy acting with increasing boldness. 'You know how bad it gets during the coughing season. ' 	

At last the Lord Brightmorning betrays a glimmer of emotion – an annoyed glance cast towards his son.

‘Come on man, one ranger is all I ask of you,' he growls at Rheaf.

‘I do apologise that we can be of no help to you. If there is anything else – a bath perhaps – or some hot food in your bellies – you need only ask. My house is your house.’

More colour bleeds into Whipash’s cheeks. With the minutest snort through his nostrils he swirls his horse around and kicks it into a canter back the way he had come. ‘Good day to you sir!’ he calls back, with his men only reluctantly following behind him – a few had brightened at the sudden invitation for baths and food.

You all watch in silence for a long moment as they ride back the way they came.

‘And good riddance,’ mutters Bril.

‘Boy,’ his father rasps down at him. ‘If you ever speak out of turn like that again, I’ll have you striped red for life.’ And with that, Rheaf turns and marches back to the house. ‘Happy hunting Rooster!’ he calls over his shoulder, then steps inside to finish his breakfast.

Bril lowers his head.










Reader Actions >>








>> Ask Bril if he's ready to go riding for the day into the Weird Fallows 77
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     Weird Fallows (221)









FAIL!





You find nothing unusual.


The canyon here eventually comes to a dead-end, with a vertical wall blocking your way.








Reader Actions >>








>> Go into the left-hand canyon  8
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     GAME RESTORE








Restore Game >>





To make a RESTORE POINT, just go to the RESTORE PAGE @ >> GAME RESTORES.



Once there, HIGHLIGHT RESTORE POINT 1  then return here.









Reader Actions >>








>> Continue your lunch 199
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     Brightmorning Estate (248)








Go to your >> REF Page and CHECK YOUR RIDING SCORE.







Reader Actions >>








>> If your RIDING SCORE IS POOR (0-2) then go here 88








>> If your RIDING SCORE is BETTER than POOR (3+) 19
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     Weird Fallows (262)





Resting lightly in your palm, the little translucent comm device projects a holographic welcome screen that informs you of an incoming chatter message. You dab the tiny hard-light screen to activate the message. It's from Hands.





Hands > HEY ROOSTER. YOU THERE?


Hands is the life-tutor to young Bril and also the House Brightmorning's chief Intelligence Officer - or as the Shal call such people, the resident House Greycloak.


You're surprised to hear from the young Greycloak right now, even if it is on this stealthed and ultra-secure connection. Hands is currently off-world on a secret assignment from Lord Brightmorning, and supposedly observing comms-silence. Yet the chatter message is earmarked URGENT and is blinking to indicate that he's on the other end right now awaiting a response.

You quickly type a reply on the small hard-light keyboard floating above the Slate.





Rooster > GO AWAY. ROOSTER NO HERE. ROOSTER NO ANYWHERE.



Either he's doing something just now or he's genuinely puzzled by your response, because a few moments pass before he responds. His sense of humour always was a little stiff.





Hands > NEED TO GIVE YOU A HEADS UP.





Hands > ON WHAT?





Hands > THE BREAKOUT.



By BREAKOUT, he's referring to his current off-world assignment, in which he's meant to be helping that famous loose-knit group of resistors known as the Mission in one of their latest endeavours against the Imperium's reign. Namely, by obtaining for them a priceless flight Keypass for the prison world of Chole and its chief moon.





Rooster > CAN'T IT WAIT TIL YOU GET BACK?





Hands>  GOOD NEWS SHOULD NEVER BE DELAYED MY MAN. A KEYPASS HAS BEEN OBTAINED AND THE MISSION ARE MOST HAPPY WITH IT. THEIR SIMS SHOW IT TO BE AN OLD ONE BUT STILL WORKING. THEY JUST GOT BACK TO ME TO CONFIRM. THEY ARE GOING AHEAD WITH THE BREAKOUT. HAVE CHOSEN PROPHETSHIP CHILD OF JIH FOR THE MISSION.




Well that is good news, if they can pull it off - a risky mission to liberate several thousand brainwashed prisoners-of-war from right under the noses of the Imperium. Success will depend on many factors, though you suppose most of all it will fall on the shoulders of the Prophetship given the job. You've heard of Child of Jih and her famous Humani captain, Crazycloud. There isn't a more respected name amongst what remains of the Rogue Prophetships.

Although he doesn't say as much, Hands is clearly excited at the prospect of the mission finally going ahead. Amongst the many prisoners-of-war they hope to free from the prison system of Chole, one of them is his twin sister, Crayli, a young Loyalist lingo-specialist caught by Imperium forces at the end of the war. Ever since then - since Lord Brightmoring fled the shattered Shal mainworld for here, and Hands became the House Greycloak after the death of his old mentor - freeing his sister has been his declared objective for all this time.

This rescue attempt is solely the Greycloak's idea, the culmination of several years of planning and persuasion and obsession now seemingly coming to fruition, and all of it linked to an even greater, more crucial plan if this one succeeds.






Rooster > WELL DONE MAN. GO HAVE A DRINK ON ME.










Reader Actions >>









>> Ride down into town in a slightly better mood than before 120
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     High Lee Northeast (282)






As they get closer you recognise the man in front as Charise, the local militia leader. Charise is a large Shal in terms of girth, though he tries to minimise his prodigious belly behind an equally mighty beard which does nothing but draw more attention to his bulk. Even though he's the leader of the militia here, you have seldom seen him openly carry a weapon. Today though, like the rest of the determined men behind him, he's brandishing a Shal Charge rifle over his shoulder, and as the militia-men take up positions on both sides of the street with their cloaks flowing, he bares his teeth in anger.

Quickly, a handful of them surround the streetlight and set about cutting the unfortunate victim down.

'Master Bril,' the big militia leader says with a nod from within the folds of his hood. 'Rooster Quinn. Ten minutes earlier, and you would have seen the animals who did this.'

When you ask what happened here, he screws his puffy face in anguish.

According to Charise, a contingent of Imperium forces arrived in the town only a few hours ago, lead by a squad of Ultras.

'Ultras?' gasps Bril.

Your hands clench in sudden tension. The Ultras are the Imperium's most shocking of shock troops. And since none are stationed on Gale, they can only have come from offworld. What are they doing here on Gale, and in one of the remotest Lees to be found?

Apparently, Charise explains, they have been venturing into different areas of town and snatching people at random, only to take them back to the Citadel in the centre of the New Quarter. Presumably for interrogation.

Charise has no idea why.

Behind him his men carefully lower the body and lay it upon the ground, where they cover it with a robe while uttering prayers. Just a random passerby, Charise explains. A man out walking when a squad of Ultras in jumpsuits landed around him out of nowhere, and asked him something. Directions perhaps. Or where they could find a specific person. Whatever it was, they didn't like the man's attitude much - he looked at them square in the eye, someone said, and so they strung him up for it, by way of example and sport, then started firing on the unarmed crowd to scatter them, wounding several.

'If you're still going down into town, be careful,' Charise warns you.







Reader Actions >>









>> Ask if his family are safe and well. 393







>> 'Hey, while you're here, you got that money you owe me?' 387








>> Continue into town 348
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     High Lee Northeast (283)






Soon, the streets level off and become a little busier as you approach Fierceheart Square, traditional heart of the Old Quarter.

 Trees ring the Square in splashes of autumnal colours, tall weeping willows with their leafy branches hanging just above people's heads, and shorter trunks with canopies of yellow and red blossoms. Behind them stand the typical Shal architecture of bulbous, living buildings wrapped in their   leathery brown skins, likewise surrounding the Square on all sides.

As you arrive at the eastern edge of the square, the multidomes of a PUBLIC STABLE rise above you like gigantic mushrooms - which in fact their genetics partly are. With an audible sigh of relief, you dismount outside the stable while Bril does the same. Ahh. It feels good to be out of the saddle at last. You stretch your compacted spine and rub at your sore backside, while young Bril waits for you impatiently like all those hours in the saddle mean nothing to him.

Overhead, one of the mammoth banners flying above the town flaps and flows like a river of silk, partly obscuring the Particle Falls in the sky. It's still early afternoon. Plenty of time to stretch your legs and walk around a little, keep your eyes and ears open, maybe ask some questions where you can, while you leave the horses here to be fed and rested for the night.

 In the open Square before you, a great signpost as tall as the trees and wrapped in ivy rises from the very centre of the Square, bearing a range of signs pointing off in various directions.








Reader Actions >>







>> Enter FIERCHEHEART SQUARE	 121







>> Make a RESTORE POINT 310
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     Panic Point (285)






Panic Point is a long and narrow rise of basalt located at the very southern-most end of town, just beyond the wind protection of the ridgeline; an exposed prominence overlooking the vast drop of the Upper Rumbledown, where the prevailing winds buffet you both mercilessly and force you to lean against them as you walk. White sands cover the length of the prominence, which have settled here over the years from a jetstream meandering overhead, though a road has been flattened through them and bonded so the surface is smooth. Your boots scrunch over it quickly as you enjoy stretching your legs after the long ride, and Bril hurries to keep up with you.

With your attention focused ahead, you fail to notice the skyliner's approach until it rears over the Point like some giant monstrous creature of the air, causing Bril to gasp in wonder. The skyliner's whale-like body is in fact a series of Charged lighter-than-gravity floatcells, with great vanes sweeping out from either side like wings to catch the winds, and a large windowed gondola running underneath for passengers and goods. It's the weekly World Sailer, a skyliner that travels round the moon pushed by the prevailing east-west winds, only touching the ground at its regular stations. Floating upon a fuzz of anti-gravity static, the vast bulk of the craft momentarily blocks out the sun as it drifts over the prominence, before dropping towards a sheltered shelf of land further below, where you can see the dome and surrounding landing yards of the town's small skyport. 

'Do you think my father will agree to my request, Rooster?'

'What request is that?' you ask, raising your voice to be heard above the gusts.

'Shaya told me to go ahead and pick myself a present for passing my Long Night so well. So I chose to go on a round-the-world trip on the World Sailer. She said she would ask for my father's consent.'

It's the first you have heard of it. Though it hardly surprises you that Lady Sheya Jemmar would choose to keep you out of the loop on a matter very much pertaining to your business as House Blade.

'I've no idea,' you answer him, trying to hide the annoyance from your voice. 'Maybe you should ask him yourself.'

'Yes. Maybe I will.'

A round-the-moon trip aboard the skyliner would be a great experience for the boy. And as his bodyguard, you might heartily enjoy the venture too, dependant on who comes along with you. But there's no telling whether Lord Brightmorning will agree or not. Rheaf can be so unpredictable in his decisions these days, coming out with the most surprising rationales to support them. Things you would never have considered yourself, though they are often concerns over security, because they tend to make little sense, being paranoid beyond all reason, fretful even.

For a man who has lost so much, Rheaf Brightmorning now seems fearful over what can still be taken from him.

You frown, not liking where your thoughts have lead you.







Reader Actions >>






>> 'You know what the Sky Prophets say about FEAR, don't you Bril?'  281






>> Continue south 284
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     Panic Point (281)









'You know what the Sky Prophets say about fear, don't you Bril?'

'Fear? Fear of what?'

You're thinking of his father, but you can't tell the boy that.

'They say that Jih never gives you a spirit of fear, but of courage. That fear comes from the Shadows instead. You hear that? Fear is the great deceiver, the possessor of souls, and we must not entertain it. We must not harbour it in our hearts, not about anything, you understand?'

Bril sighs in exasperation like the ten-year-old that he is. 'I proved my courage standing in the boneyard all night long, blindfolded and alone.'

Yes, though not alone in the end. In accordance with the Long Night's traditions, Bril's father had been secretly watching over him the entire time. A symbol, you have been told, of Jih quietly watching over his children through their most difficult trials.

'And during that night, you did not fear at all?'

The boy is silent. After a while, he says, 'But if you do find yourself fearful of something, and you cannot stop yourself from being frightened - how can you then rid yourself of those fears?' 

You open your mouth to answer, then hesitate. Your own case can hardly be applied to the boy, after all. As a young apprenticing blademaster, you had every fear burned out of you through long and arduous tortures. If you ever feel the first quiver of fear, you simply pinch it off.

But the Sky Prophets of the Shal, those men of real burning faith - whenever you are unable to avoid such zealots, that is - will typically talk about sacrificing their fears to Jih by sacrificing themselves upon the living altar of faith, which is trust, and love, and belief. Don't sweat it, you are immortal soul in material form, and all of this is but a passing through, they'll remind you from within the hanging frame of their dreadlocks. Only He who can end your soul need ever be feared. Follow His will and know that everything in the end will be cool.

You tell Bril as much, and he nods, either understanding or wanting to be seen to understand.






Reader Actions >>






>> Continue  284
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     Panic Point (284)






Ahead now, right next to the roadway stands a hooded flight hangar with a sign marking it as a DELIVERY EXPRESS. You know it is owned by Jammer, a successful smuggler and one of your local contacts for the underground resistance, or what survives here as a resistance outside of the town's militia. Further along stands a much larger hanger, advertised as High Lee's only FLIGHT SCHOOl by a large flashing holoboard. Past that, the rock ends in a narrow airy platform named FLYER'S BLUFF, where you can see a few wingsuited flyers taking off or landing, and a handful more soaring through the air. This close to the action, Bril is nothing but breathy gasps of excitement. The boy loves flying and anything to do with flying.







PANIC POINT >>







>> Visit JAMMER'S DELIVERY EXPRESS 287








>> Visit the FLIGHT SCHOOL  286








>> Venture out onto FLYER'S BLUFF 290







>> Return via PARK LAND WEST  399







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Flight School (286)







As you both approach the entrance to the hangar, you see that the school has closed early for the day. A handwritten notice on the front door reads that that they are paying their respects to an injured flyer.

Undeterred by the news of yet another injured flyer, Bril stands against the large sign next to the door - which is a silhouette of a young person, with the words MUST BE TALLER THAN THIS TO ENROL! displayed above it - to see if he is tall enough yet to enlist in the school. But he's still shorter than the silhouette by a good inch, and Bril scrunches up his mouth and frowns and stares at the height sign looking like he's trying to think of a way around this minor inconvenience, as is his way. He'll be turning up here next in platform shoes, you think to yourself.

Bril looks up at you as though you can somehow fix this problem of his being too young for flight school - as though the handful of lessons you took here yourself some years back gives you some kind of bearing on the matter. But you only attended lessons for a couple of months until you were flight worthy, and no one owes you any favours here. You can only offer him a shrug.







Reader Actions >>








>> Return 350
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (287)





'Look,' remarks Bril as you both approach the entrance to the windhooded hangar. 

Following the boy's gaze upwards, you see one of Jammer's delivery flyers taking off from a perch on the hangar's curving rooftop. The parafoil resembles something of a dragonfly, with a cluster of near-transparent wings up front to catch the winds and a long tail-fin for stability, plus skinny landing legs trailing below. The colouring of the parafoil's body - striped black and white to merge with the local terrain - is a subtle clue that Jammer's business is more than simple air deliveries around the moon.

Beneath a holosign spelling out JAMMERS DELIVERY EXPRESS, you step through a pair of swinging half-doors out of the noisy winds.

You are in the hangar's spacious interior. Motes of dust swirl in beams of daylight that spear down from various rounded skylights overhead. A big counter-top of thick heavy wood blocks your way - it looks like something you would butcher animals on, though actually it's only where customers leave their parcels for delivery, or come to pick them up. No staff or customers are there right now. Way back in the hangar you see some movement, and the occasional blue flares  of a cauterizer as someone repairs a parafoil hanging low to the floor from straps. Three other flyers hanging from straps occupy much of the remaining space, and then on the opposite side are a few offices, where Jammer's wife is speaking loudly to someone over a Slate - in fact it sounds like she's telling the person off.







Reader Actions >>







>> Yell 'Jammer!' to gain his attention. 288







>> Leave  350
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (288)





You see a figure jerking up from the floor with a blue-flamed hand-cauterizer in his grasp, only to bang his head on the underside of the flyer he's working on. 'Son-of-a-' Jammer clutches his sore head and bawls out, 'Bernica - customers!'

'Hey, it's me, fool,' you growl across to him.

When he sees you standing there, Jammer climbs to his feet and gives you his mad-bastard grin.

'I'm not sure which one of us you just called fool,' he says, approaching you, sweeping back a lock of his long black hair.

Jammer's head is covered by a furry flyer's cap for warmth with the flaps pulled down over his ears. It's cool here in the large hangar space, and the flaps of the flight cap partly obscure the scarring on his forehead and neck, gained from battle injuries during the war. Chewing hard, his jaw works away at the usual wad of Buff stuffed into it, a mild leafy upper that he rarely goes without.

Behind the cover of his successful global delivery business, Jammer also runs one of the most successful smuggling outfits on this moon of Gale. Day and night his flyers run contraband across the tightening grid of New Order control. And with so many ordinary items being officially outlawed, contraband can now mean anything from rechargeable Charge cells to private chatter units, heritage vegetable seeds to herbal medicines - items that just happen to be essential for continuing some semblance of traditional Shal living.

Under cover of the smuggling outfit, Jammer also happens to be one of the more reliable intelligence operatives for the Loyalist resistance in this town.

'Hey, your Lordship,' he calls over to Bril with a nod, and the boy smiles back at him, though his attention is fixed on the handful of empty flyers hanging around the hangar.

Jammer glances behind him to make sure you are both out of earshot of any staff, then leans towards you over the counter-top.

'I was about to give you a shout,' he says quietly. 








Reader Actions >>








>> 'Yeah?' 289
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (289)






As Bril wanders off into the hangar to get a better look at the flyers, Jammer warns you how a contingent of Imperium forces have entered the town lead by a unit of Ultras who like to fly around in jumpsuits.


'You know where they just came from?' he asks with his eyes gleaming. 'They just came up from Lone Valley, where they landed last night in a shuttle and started grabbing people like they've been doing right here.'

Your windcloak creaks as you lean in closer. 'Where did the shuttle fly in from?'

'No way to tell. But if they really are Ultras - and they are - then they must have come from offworld.'

'An Imperium frigate just parked in orbit last night.'

'Well, there you are then. Looks looks like they sent their people down here to search for someone specific.' 

You swallow a sudden hard lump in your throat, hackles rising.

'You alright, man?'

'Yeah,' you lie.

Jammer himself looks genuinely grieved by the arrival of these Ultras. It's an expression you seldom see on the man's scarred features. Usually he struggles to be sombre about anything, and not because he's covering up for some deep-seated fears like most people who can't keep a grin off their features, but because Jammer is a genuine lunatic. You've heard of some of his exploits during the Nureechi campaign, when he piloted Loyalist skyfighters through the mega-jungle gas fields, heavily outnumbered by Swamp Pirate tribe-ships secretly sponsored and equipped by the New Order. People who were there tell how he would land from dogfights with the wings half hanging off his flyer and his face blackened from the smoke of flames, and be grinning from ear to ear like he loved every second of it; while other flyers would be bent over throwing up from delayed shock and terror.

A man who gave everything to keep the enemy at bay, and now here they are, right here in his home town, causing mayhem.

'I've got the usual bands open,' you tell him, referring to the encrypted comms channels on your Slate. 'We'll be in town until tomorrow morning. Keep me posted.'

'Will do.'

'And maybe a drink later, if you're up for it.'

'Sounds good.'







Reader Action >>




If you have not already placed the Brightmorning estate onto WHISPERMODE, you may do so now by sending a brief coded message from your Slate to the estate's security system, telling it to place itself into WHISPERMODE. All comms in or out of the estate will be limited to only non-important messages, and all advanced scanners and energy shielding placed into deep passive modes, so that the estate looks like any other ordinary estate. This will cause some inconveniences.



If you like, go to the >> RES Page and under House Security change WHISPERMODE STATUS TO ON, then return here:









Reader Actions >>









>> 'Hey, while you're here, you got that money you owe me?' 395







>> Call Bril over and leave  350
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     Flyer's Bluff (290)






Out here on the extreme blowy tip of the prominence, the winds howl so fiercely that Bril is almost knocked from his feet, while you have to stop and brace yourself against the strongest gusts. Cursing, the boy dodges into you leeward side for shelter while he tightens down the profile of his windhood with hard yanks on its drawstrings.

Ahead, the bluff ends at a rocky perch overlooking thousands of feet of terraced slopes that are the Upper Rumbledown. Below them the rest of the world falls away into an infinite haze, reminding you of how high you are here in the highest town on Gale. As spectacular as always, the view extends all the way to a curving horizon that spills over into the bluest of skies, where a fresh Imperium chemtrail spreads across Creation.

Below the bluff, a handful of flyers are swooping through the air in their multicoloured wingsuits, negotiating the natural archways and shallow  canyons of the region before soaring back up on the updrafts. You and Bril stare in awe as a flyer corskscrews out of an archway, and you hear a distant whoop of exhilaration.

'The winds are just right today,' Bril shouts. 'You should have brought your wingsuit with you, Rooster!'

He's only half joking. You might have been tempted if it wasn't a chilly day in autumn. Flying was something you took up out of a lack of risky thrills in your life, and at fifty, that probably makes you the oldest wingflyer in town. In your youth, before being sold into the Blood Arena by your father, you were a keen Big Pipe surfer and roof runner - anything that would give you a thrilling sense of escape from your daily circumstances. How you didn't die an accidental death back then you don't know, but the result was a lingering sense of invulnerability which has never entirely left you. Hence, taking some lessons here at the flight school a few years ago, when boredom got the better of your common sense.



Just now no one is taking off or landing, though a lone figure stands right out at the very tip of the perch without any wingsuit on, clutching hard to the wooden side-rail. Looking closer, you see that it's a young woman in a light cloak, and that her thin body is being shoved precariously by the winds so that it looks as though she might fall off at any moment.


'Rooster ...' says Bril.

'I see her.'

The boy knows what you also know. She wants to fall.

You sigh long and hard so that a mist forms on the inside of your windhood. When it clears away you see that Bril has already approached the young woman, and is standing a little way from one side of her, trying to catch her attention.

Your first instinct is to snatch him back from the edge for his own safety. But something causes you to override your concerns. Curiosity, perhaps. Not for the first time, you marvel at the boy's empathy for others and his sense of responsibility for their troubles - like some rare princeling genuinely concerned for his people. If only the rest of the Shal aristocracy could be so well-intentioned, you muse, as Bril steadies himself against the gusts, and holds a hand out towards her to gently gain her attention.








Reader Actions >>







>> Stay back (let the boy deal with her) 351







>> Join Bril (and use INFLUENCE to talk her down) 294






>> Spend 1 SHINE point to receive an INTUITION 374






>> Ignore the woman (it's no business of yours what she does with her life), and head back 350
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     Flyer's Bluff (291)








FAIL!






You try to talk with the young woman gently, hoping to coax her back from the edge. But it's too little, too late.

In a brief respite between the gusts, Bril takes a step closer, and even as he does so the winds return with a particularly fierce gust that tears her from the perch, and then she's toppling over the edge as Bril screams after her.








Reader Actions >>







>>  If you have 2 SHINE POINTS, you may spend them to save her  292







>>  Otherwise, go here   293
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     Flyer's Bluff (292)






You barely believe your eyes, but even as the young woman falls away from you both, one of the wingflyers swoops in and grabs her in mid-air. The wingflyer starts spiralling downwards, too burdened now with two people, until he or she lands on a lower shelf below. They appear to be both alive.

'Wow,' says Bril, leaning way too precariously over the edge until you grab him back.







Reader Action >>






Go to your >> REF Page and LOSE 2 SHINE (the cost for saving her). However, because of your selfless action in trying to save her, GAIN 4 SHINE in return.









Reader Actions >>





You and Bril have had enough of PANIC POINT for now.







>> Leave 350
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     Flyer's Bluff (293)





Bril is uttering a prayer even as the young woman falls. Frozen in dread and helplessness, you watch amazed as the winds blow her sideways in her downwards plummet, nudging her towards one of the rocky pools far below the bluff so that she hits the water feet-first with a splash. Just as miraculously, despite the dry weather recently the water is deep enough to catch her fall. You both watch as she flounders out of the pool somehow still alive, while a pair of wingflyers lands beside her to see if she is okay.

Amazing.







Reader Actions >>





You have both had enough of PANIC POINT for now.







>> Leave 350
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     Flyer's Bluff (294)






With her head exposed in the light windcloak she is wearing, the young woman's mass of dark hair tilts one way then the other in the blasting air. She's crying, and it takes some time to catch her attention. When you do, you hold a hand up to placate her, to show you mean her no harm. She's pretty, in her early twenties, with strong fine-edged features. But the shadows of sleeplessness and hard labour etch her brown eyes deeply.

You ask the young woman if there is anything you can do for her. In reply, and without looking away from the vast drop below her feet, she says something about her child being taken from her. But the winds are so vicious that you can barely hear her words, and you dare not ask that she repeat herself. Thankfully, Bril has the ears of a Rock Hawk.

'They've taken her child,' he says by your side. 'Because she's a widower who can't pay her rent.' 

A child, taken from its mother for the sake of a debt - now an axillary persona, a slave of the state to be bought and sold.

No wonder the poor woman is ready to take her own life.








Reader Actions >>








>>  Make an INFLUENCE Snap Draw 295
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     Flyer's Bluff (295)








INFLUENCE >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your INFLUENCE score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your INFLUENCE score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)











	Your INFLUENCE score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	F


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)










	Your INFLUENCE score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	X


	F


	5/7 - (easy)




F = fail | X = fumble  






>> Add 2 to your INFLUENCE score, because Bril is helping.

>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT INFLUENCE for this Snap Draw.


   
     Flyer's Bluff (296)








SUCCESS!






Thankfully with some words of reassurance you are able to talk her back from the edge. Bril helps by promising to help buy her child back. He even places all the flatcoins he has in his possession into her hand. Go and buy your child back, he tells her. Go now while you still can! And the young woman runs off, wiping the tears from eyes, carried on a surge of sudden hope.







Reader Actions >>






Go to your >> REF Page and GAIN 2 SHINE.








Reader Actions >>





You have both had enough of PANIC POINT for now.







>> Leave 350
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     Outfitter (297)





Remember that you are equipped with a priceless INFINITY POCKET, which allows you to carry much more gear than normal. Your items are recorded at your >> RES Page and >> CON Page. Your cash is found @ >> PUR Page. Just remove how many flatcoins you are spending then highlight whatever equipment you have purchased from below:






GOODS






WINGSUIT: 10 FLATCOIN (buy/sell)





CHARGE GRENADE: 8 FLATCOIN (buy)





BODYSHIELD +2:  20 FLATCOIN (buy/sell)
your default bodyshield






BODYSHIELD +3:  40 FLATCOIN (buy/sell)
add + 1 to your CONdition





BODYSHIELD +4:  60 FLATCOIN (buy/sell)
add + 2 to your CONdition





STIMSTICK:  10 FLATCOIN (buy)





SDREAM:  50 FLATCOIN (buy)






>> If you have EXPERT INFLUENCE, your haggling changes the cost of each item by 3.


>> Or spend 1 SHINE @ >>> REF to change the cost of each item by 5.




>> GO HERE to see the outfitter's 'Special Wares' ...






Reader Actions >>







>> Leave when ready 127
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     Hot Springs (299)





Beyond a holosign declaring High Lee's geothermal springs, you can see waves of steam rising into the air from the pools themselves - a whole series of natural circular baths arrayed across a few shelves of black  rock and lush vegetation, flanked by cliffs on the north and east sides. Big tent domes surround the acre or so of assorted hot springs, acting as changing rooms and common areas to the many people here today, more people than you have seen elsewhere in town so far. The hot springs themselves are divided into male and female pools of various age groups, but all are welcome, and they're free.

Your weary muscles could do with a long hot soak. And the springs are always a good place to chat and garner information about the town's goings on. 

'Are we staying?' asks Bril. 'Please tell me we're staying?'








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while 300







>> Leave 126
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     Hot Springs (300)






You both change in one of the open-sided half-dome tents fitted with wicker screens and storage racks, swapping your dusty clothes for some towels and loincloths and simple sandals made from twisted strands of grass.

Whooping in excitement, Bril is already leaping into the nearest childrens' pool with a splash. The pool is watched over calmly by a seated elder, a grey-haired woman in a white bathing suit, who smiles at Bril's sudden shouts and yells while his exuberance gathers the other kids around him. Other volunteers can be seen dotted around, likewise dressed in white. This is a safe place for the town's folk, and you feel it in your spirit like a sense of peace washing over you, gently dousing your passions. Perhaps that's why so many are gathered here today, with the snatch arrests having taking place in the streets below, and so many of their kinfolk now being held in the plastic dungeons of the Citadel - the great towering mass of which you can see off the west, rising out of the New Quarter peaked by masts.

But you turn your back to that monstrosity. You are sheltered and warm here within the tropical microclimate of the pools, comfortable for all that you are wearing only a loincloth against the elements, and almost content. These hot springs have always been the heart of High Lee, or so they say. You are glad that you decided to come here.

Keeping one eye on Bril, you meander your way to one of the larger pools close by, saying hello to the occasional friendly face in the crowd and ignoring the odd scowl, trying hard not to stare at the flashes of female flesh you spot here and there amongst all the green fronds gleaming wet from steam. Ogling at people is considered a major taboo amongst the Shal. Though ironically, being the only Humani here, your pale non-golden skin draws many glances your way.

All these stares make you change the route you are taking, so that you pad up some stone steps to one of the quieter higher pools found on the edge of the second shelf of rock, where you can watch over Bril from above.

As you slip into the fiery hot mineral waters you almost groan aloud in ecstasy.

Soon the hot waters are doing wonders for your tired and hungover body, the heat penetrating right into your bones. You start to feel better than you have done all day, all week for that matter. The few other men in the pool are leaning back with steamy soaking towels clinging to their faces, and even through the wet cloths you can see their contented expressions.

Within minutes you are relaxed so utterly and so quickly that you almost drift asleep. In fact for an instant you do drift asleep, and even though it's only for a moment, it's long enough to experience a vivid dream, which is actually a vivid flashback of your youth in the slums  of Geko Pride, surfing your homemade board with your buddies through the gigantic municipal water pipes that lead down below the mega city. In the dream, you're surfing a surge wave down a near vertical pipe larger than a freeway when you wipe out and go under, panicking in a rush of bubbles with no air to breathe. You jolt awake. Your chin and mouth have sank beneath the surface of the hot spring, and you taste the slightly salty water.

 With a splash you turn to check on Bril down below, and instantly you spot him still playing and splashing with some other boys.

All is well for now.







Reader Actions >>







>> Relax and make the most of the soothing waters  312







>> Time to get out   230
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     Hot Springs (301)






In your grass sandals you pad over the rock wrapped in a towel, and climb some steps to a small high shelf above where the Shal are gathering.

'It's that crazy Sky Prophet, Harl the Baptiser,' drawls an old dreadlocked fellow standing in his towel watching from afar, and he takes a swig from a silver flask, and belches. 'Here to baptise the crazies.'

You know the Sky Prophet he's talking about, and you're surprised to see his tall form standing out in public like this in his distinctive sky-blue robes, with afternoon sunlight shining off the many tiny bells in his dreads. Harl the High, here of all days! It really is as though events are converging from all corners of Creation right now into this singular time and place.

Harl is one of the most prominent Sky Prophets on Gale, and like all those Holy men of the Way, he's in trouble with the occupation forces more often than not, largely because the traditions of their faith have been outlawed. Indeed, it's rumoured that an Imperium warrant will soon be issued for his arrest, owing to his insistence on continuing his baptisms outside the authority of the Multifaith Church. Though  his troubled status with the occupying powers seems only to have increased the numbers of adoring people thronging around him seeking his attention. As you look on, you spot half a dozen cloaked minders around the outside of the crowd, watching over the rogue prophet. You can see how a few have flight mats rolled up on their backs for a quick getaway.

True to his name, Harl is indeed baptising those who would be baptised in water. Immersing people in the pool while they repent of their sins and he prays over them for their redemption.

'Young fools,' says the old fellow by your side with a wheezy chuckle. He offers you a drink from his flask, which you decline, and you notice the darkness of his eyes for the first time, the shadows of a hopeless old age. 'They still think there's a way out of this. Still think there's a happy ending after all.'

You can hardly argue with the fellow. Recent years have not been kind to your expectations either. But before you can comment you spot young Bril, soaking wet and dressed only in his loincloth, standing in line waiting his turn to be dipped in the pool.

You frown. His baptism is supposed to take place when he turns fourteen and becomes a man, in the presence of his father and retinue. Yet there he is, unable to wait that long. Or perhaps it's the chance to get baptised by the most famous renegade Sky Prophet in the world.

You wonder if this is why the Ultras have rolled into town today, to seize the Baptizer. Though why the Imperium would need offworld Ultras to make such a capture, you have no idea.

No, your gut tells you they're after someone else. Possibly someone much closer to home ...

And with that thought, it suddenly strikes you how dangerous it is for the young heir to be here at this time; heir to more than simply the Brightmorning estate. Your job is to keep this boy safe at nearly all cost. If you can't get Bril out of town just yet, you can at least get him away from this most public of events. The occupying Administration has eyes everywhere, and could be sending trouble here already.









Reader Actions >>








>> Get Bril out of there 302
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Quickly you approach the boy and whisper into his ear why you must leave, but of course he refuses. Bril's eyes are bright with excitement. You're pondering whether you can get away with throwing him over your shoulders and carrying him out of here, when a murmur runs through the crowd, and then the Sky Prophet's minders are all converging around him with staves in hand, glancing towards the south. They must have received a rumour of incoming enemy forces, because in the next moment they are bustling Harl the Baptiser out of there, along with an increasing number of the crowd who are becoming aware that he may be in danger. 

Just before he is swept away, Harl catches your eye in recognition, even though it is years since you last saw him as a visitor out on the estate.

'Rooster!' he calls to you over the heads of the crowd, with an open hand extended in invitation. 'I see you there, Rooster Quinn! Come on now - let us free that soul of yours before it's too late!'

But then he is bustled away from you and all the people waiting for their baptisms, including Bril, and you snort, taking it as a clear indication that it's already way too late to be saving your soul. A whole lifetime too late, you reckon.

'That's just typical,' grumbles Bril. 'You're not even Shal, and still you got more time with the Baptiser than I did.'







Reader Actions >>








>> Get Bril out of there before trouble arrives! 126
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Whoah. Some dreams really have a way of cracking through the stony surface of reality. You swallow a hard lump in your throat and wipe the water from your face, still largely submerged in the hot pool. For an instant you glimpse your crazy father in your head, and with a jerk you check below to see that Bril is still at play and enjoying himself, laughing with the other children, as children should be.

Near to your own pool is another one occupied by some younger Shal men, men of fighting age, close enough that you can hear their conversation in relaxed yet earnest tones. You can tell they are having a Reasoning together, they and Almighty Jih, conversing about the most fundamental matters in life while smoking their chubby pipes called cholas.







Reader Actions >>








>> Listen to their talk for a while  231








>> Get out   230
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You sigh, knowing it's time to get out. You feel a million times better, your body and mind restored.


Go to the >> CON Page and restore your CONdition by +1 if you are wounded.






Return Here >>





 As you rise out of the water, you spot a steady flow of people on some steps leading up to a smaller, third shelf of rock bearing a lawn of living carpet-grass. Some of the Shal are clothed, others merely wrapped in towels. You squint in that direction through clouds of mist. On the flat shelf of carpet-grass, a congregation of town's folk have gathered around its single pool and a tall individual you can't quite make out.






Reader Actions >>







>> Investigate  301








>> Leave the Hot Springs 126
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Of all the matters to be talking about on this fine and relaxing afternoon, one of the men is sharing a story about catching an STD when he was younger, a Sexually Transmitted Demon, and how it almost drove him to madness before a Sky Prophet helped him be cleansed of its lingering presence.


The others have heard similar stories and recount a few, though the tales sound like myths to you, ghost stories told round the camp fire. It's hard to see them as real.

Other subjects of interests drift through the conversation like winding currents of steam. An older Shal claims to have once received a visitation from a Light, a helper from Jih, when he was on a mountain ledge a hair's breadth away from freezing to death. The Light had prompted him to keep climbing down to safety, and had guided every numb hand and foot until he made it. Thank Jih!

More tales of such things pass around the pool, which again lose your interest. But after a while their talk turns to something dark indeed, and you prick up your ears.


It seems that a few of the younger Shal men have heard some recent news over the Mainline, the public network of the Imperium. News that has shocked them to the core, concerning massive human sacrifices taking place on the tiny asteroid-world of Spin City, the New Order's most favoured of all Vice Hubs. They recount the bloody scenes now to the others in hushed disbelief.

Spin City is a place you have visited yourself as an indentured blademaster, brought there as a champion to fight their very finest gladiators in their Mean Arena. You barely survived the tour. Those sacrifices the Shal men are talking about will be taking place because it's the time of the Bloody Season, an annual celebration to the New Order's shadowy anti-God, Charos the Adversary. The men are saying how this year has seen even more slayings than ever before, thousands upon thousands of people of all ages, and for the first time ever they are happening right out in the open, right out on the steps of a monstrous giant ziggurat made of diamond. Indeed you have seen the famous Crystal Ziggurat at the heart of Spin City with your own eyes, and it filled you with a cold knowing dread like a chasm yawning right under your life; like it represented something awful and irreversible in your soul.

Around the pool, the men seem in agreement that this is all another sign of being deep into the Last Days now - that this is leading to a peak of something monumentally foretold in their prophets' Wisdom Songs, feeding into some kind of Event Explosion that grows imminent. They agree it involves the Koronos Rift in some way, a phenomenon still growing way out in Space at a rate which seems related to the rising suffering and deaths in the system. As it grows it consumes ever more of the spacial energies around it, while all manner of shadowlight creatures continue to emerge. The Shal men can feel the darkness deepening across the worlds, and they mutter quiet prayers for the light of Jih to return.


Soon, they believe, the Adversary will take human form as the prophecies foretell, to rule for a short time as an anti-God over all of fallen Creation. Would he emerge here out of the Rift, or elsewhere at a different outventing of the same foul fault line that ran throughout the cosmos? Perhaps from a different Rift around a different sun, maybe the sun of Original Earth upon which the long spiritual war had played out its first bitter consequences? They didn't know. How could they know? But they talked about it openly, and they Reasoned, and they shared their burdens of truth as brothers.


No sweating it! declared the eldest fellow amongst them with a great eruption of smoke from between his lips and mighty beard, and a decisive clap of his hands. Good and Almighty Jih wins in the end, you remember my friends? So let us rejoice and be thankful for all that is good!


These mountain Shal make you smile. And you do smile, in a positive way, a hearty way. They are still breathing and living up here in modes that can bring out the best of them, not just the worst; still living it real while many of the lowland Shal of fellow conquered worlds are forgoing everything, even their souls, their individual identities, busy as they are getting harnessed to the tortured contortions of life in the New Order, busy becoming machines in order to fit in. Elsewhere, the Mainline's dreams have taken over the minds of entire worlds. But not here.


In fact you love these high-living Shal and their crazy Sky Prophets, you realise now behind your smile. You love the Rosy Meadow's amongst them and all the other vibrant spirits that you've met up here, quiet or loud, living as they were made to live, individually but together.

And then you realise that finally you have found something you do truly like about this moonworld of Gale. Its golden-skinned people.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue  230
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The only real talk around the pool concerns the arrival of the New Order special forces to the town earlier that day. Someone mentions the viciousness of the bizarrely-costumed Ultras who lead them, and how they seem to derive pleasure from their cruelty. Someone else talks with outright anger shaking their voice. He claims he will be reaching for his hidden Charge rifle soon if these snatch arrests of respectable town's folk continues. You smile, pleased by their sentiments. These highland Shal mean such things when they speak of them. The town might have been under occupation for the last eight years, but its high remoteness and tiny garrison of enemy forces has ensured a healthy disrespect for their so-called New Order here.

Listening to the quiet murmurs of the men around you, with the steamy heat transforming your body into a kind of rapturous jelly-form, you find yourself drifting off into sleep again ...

Again, you instantly fall into a dream that is really a flashback of your youth. This time you are transported back to the warrens of your home slum, perched on the flanks of that great mound known as the mega city of Geko Pride.

In your dream, which already you have forgotten is a dream, you are running through the passages of your family's warren as though they are a maze, speeding along tunnels dug through the dirt amongst the ancient dead roots of the Everforest. You are running in circles though, and every lap brings you past the startled face of your poor mother, her eyes welling up as she sits there on the carpet holding her stinging cheek, and her nose dripping blood.

Tearing after you as you run is your father the Shadow Demon howling in his drunken animal madness, wishing to devour you, screaming like the insane creature he really is.

 And all because you tried to stand between your mother and his rage.

Thankfully you were always nimble as a youth, and finally you find the back trapdoor and manage to climb outside before he can grab you.

You find yourself standing in blinding daylight in the midst of the slums - home to half a billion people struggling to survive on the bare exposed flanks of the megacity. Dogs bark from the nearest neighbour's yard where a few scrapped groundcars gather rust, and which slopes down to another million yards and warrens falling away into a haze of smoke and pollution. Speedjangle blares from speakers further away, whilst the roar of your beastfather sounds from directly behind you.

Quickly, you head off into the bush - or at least into one small parcel of bush which still remains up here, wedged in by all the surrounding slums. Walking between trees taller than comm masts, you follow no path at all but only the course of your troubled spirit, with the slippery grasses so cool they feel wet against your bare feet, and small birds flitting around a marshy glade while your nostrils twitch from the drifting spores of pop-flower stands all around you. Soon you are at the heart of this remnant of ancient Everforest which once wrapped the whole world, where a big redwood miraculously still stands unmolested in its beautiful skin of thick and spongy bark. 

Somehow, you consider this tree to be your tree, as though only you know about it. You were a mere seven years of age when you first had the nerve to climb it all the way to the very top, which is insane thinking back on it now. At nine, high on stolen alcohol, you climbed to the top and refused to come down from there, crowing out for hours like one of your neighbour's Roosters so that a whole crowd of young folk gathered to see what you were doing. It was where you first came to be known as Rooster.


Yet today, the trunk is marred by some object stuck across its bark - the glistening disk of a ractive .  A trail of slime winds around the trunk all the way to the ground, showing the last hour or so of movement for this particular living advertisement, which is on the smaller side, about the size of a dinner plate. Across its clear, jelly-like back you read the words DRINK HOOCH! DRINK HOOCH!! DRINK HOOCH!!! - flashing and animated by heat. A scowl darkens your young features. You can't go anywhere in the slums without seeing these things crawling over whatever surfaces they chance upon. They'll even crawl to people who are sleeping, drawn by their body-heat onto their faces.   

A plague across all the Humani worlds.

After checking behind to make sure your father hasn't been following, you take out your pocket knife and slice the living advert into pieces. Rather than getting its goo on your hands, you use the tip of the knife to peel off each of the pieces, and let them drop to the grass where they lie quivering as they die.

With nothing more in your way, you climb the tree expertly having done so many times before, until its limbs are almost too thin to support you.

At the very top of the redwood, a hundred feet high where the mighty trunk tapers to a point thin enough to sway back and forth against your weight, you take a seat on the platform you have built there from a few thin planks of pallet wood nailed across the boughs. You try not to think of your mother down below, trapped in the warren with the Shadow Demon and his Hooch. You hope your older sisters and brothers will return soon from their street work. You even try praying to some of your favourite God Kings of the multifaith for help, but for some reason that only makes you feel worse.

A breeze blows for a moment, lifting your gaze past the mighty walls of the mega city all the way to the bright heavens above. You blink at the rich blue sky struck through by golden sunlight, and the rising shape of a shuttle heading into orbit from the distant Space Port, carrying its passengers anywhere but here. 

You are ten years of age, and you cry.







Reader Actions >>








>> Wake up 303
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     GAME RESTORE #1











Before you reset the gamebook to an earlier RESTORE POINT, go to the >> REF Page and SET YOUR SHINE TO 0.








Restore Game >>








>> Restore Game 199
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     GAME RESTORE #2











Before you reset the gamebook to an earlier RESTORE POINT, go to the >> REF Page and SET YOUR SHINE TO 0.








Restore Game >>








>> Restore Game 121
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     GAME RESTORE










To make a RESTORE POINT, just go to the RESTORE PAGE @ >> GAME RESTORES.


Once there, highlight RESTORE POINT 2  then return here.







Reader Actions >>








>> Enter Fierceheart's Square 121
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EVASION >> close range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your EVASION score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your EVASION score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)











	Your EVASION score: fair




	F


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)










	Your EVASION score: expert



	1


	F


	3


	4


	5


	6


	F


	5/7 - (easy)





F = Fail | X = Critical Fail






>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT EVASION for this Snap Draw.
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CRITICAL SUCCESS!





+2 RANGE



You pull free your Lightsword even as its energy blade surges to life  with an audible hum, glowing like a blue flame. With people screaming and running for cover, Bril doesn't need telling twice. The boy sprints next to you as you dodge around the  nearest Ultras, making your way towards the southern edge of the Square where there are fewer of them to be seen.



For scoring a Critical Success, go to the >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE SCORE.







Reader Actions >>





Everywhere you look, town's folk  are dropping unconscious from the stun shots of the Ultras. Already, jet-propelled bodyslabs are descending out of the air to envelope the fallen citizens, before heading back for the citadel with their living loads.


Thanks to your quick wits, you manage to get you and Bril through the thickest of the action. But when you emerge out of the drifting haze towards the edge of the Square, you can see Ultras stationed in a line around it, shooting at everyone trying to make it clear. There's no way to get through without punching a hole through their line.





>> Attack! 352
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SUCCESS!





+1 RANGE


You pull free your Lightsword even as its energy blade surges to life  with an audible hum, glowing like a blue flame. With people screaming and running for cover, Bril doesn't need telling twice. The boy sprints next to you as you dodge around the  nearest Ultras, making your way towards the southern edge of the Square where there are fewer of them to be seen.



Everywhere you look, town's folk  are dropping unconscious from the stun shots of the Ultras. Already, jet-propelled bodyslabs are descending out of the air to envelope the fallen citizens, before heading back for the citadel with their living loads.












Reader Actions >>








>> Make another EVASION SNAP DRAW (medium range) 354
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FAIL!





You pull free your Lightsword even as its energy blade surges to life  with an audible hum, glowing like a blue flame. With people screaming and running for cover, Bril doesn't need telling twice. The boy sprints next to you as you dodge around the  nearest cluster of Ultras, making your way towards the southern edge of the Square where there are fewer of them to be seen.


Everywhere you look, town's folk  are dropping unconscious from the stun shots of the Ultras. Already, jet-propelled bodyslabs are descending out of the air to envelope the fallen citizens, before heading back for the citadel with their living loads.


Unfortunately, your way ahead is barred by a pair of the enemy, and when you try to dodge around them through some smoke, you are stopped by the shape of another Ultra blocking your way, firing his stunner in your general direction. In a sudden breeze the smoke clears so that the seven-foot Ultra sees you approaching with your Lightsword in hand. The transvestite's painted lips grin within a violet beard as he totters closer on his high heeled boots - then he lowers his gun and draws his long stunstick instead, looking like he's going to enjoy this. 






Reader Actions >>








>> You will have to fight you way out 355
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You are keen to get to Rosy's on the other side of the wall. But you must be getting tired, because you don't even recognise the soft hum of floatcells coming from above until you turn around in surprise, and see figures in armoured jumpsuits descending all across the Square into sudden eruptions of purple smoke.

Your stomach performs a summersault of panic, before you shut off all fear.


Ultratroopers, you recognise in an instant, even as one of them lands a half a dozen yards in front of you into the churning eruptions of a smoke canister dropped at his feet, and becomes lost in it.


Everyone around you seems to freeze. Even the breezy air itself falls into stillness. For an eerie moment, the Square lies in such a deep silence that you can hear the smoke hissing from the nearest canister while Bril joins your side, gawping, fumbling for his Charge pistol, and your own hand finds its way to your Lightsword in its concealed holster, and tightens around its grip.

'Not yet,' you whisper to the boy at your side, sole heir to the Brightmorning bloodline. 'Don't make a target of yourself unless you have to. And when I say run - you run!'

A loud clack sounds from within the billowing cloud of purple smoke, followed by another clack, and a third, a fourth and fifth, until you recognise what the sound is just as your gaze settles on a pair of ridiculously high-heeled boots emerging out of the haze. 

Upon the red high heels totters beefy legs in fishnet stockings, and a torso bound in a crimson leather corset sporting huge fake breasts, all tightly bound within the restraints of the jetsuit, and topping it all a plastic mane of blond hair framing a bearded face ridiculously over-done with makeup. A crown rises from the Ultra's head, sporting five big curving horns each tipped with paint like fresh blood. Even though you have seen Ultras before, your eyes blink as though smarting at what they now behold before them.

Dressed in the standard uniform for the New Order's most bizarre shock troops - or at least one version of their uniform - the warrior transvestite straightens to his fully accented height of seven feet tall, looking more like a demon than any kind of woman you have ever seen, and with a snarl of painted lips brushes back a lock of fake hair from his beard, then swings up his stun rifle and starts shooting at the nearest people.








Reader Actions >>








>> STAND AND FIGHT while Bril makes his escape  336







>> Grab Bril and SEEK THE BEST WAY OUT OF HERE 311
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'No!' you roar at the top of your lungs, and stagger forwards stunned and bleeding, watching the bodyslab envelop the boy entirely before immediately lifting off again, and rising fast.

There's nothing you can do to stop it flying away with the others, bearing Bril inside of it. You can only gape after the strange object  with a jagged rock filling your throat and your heart pounding like it's about to explode.

Lord Brightmorning will slay you for letting his son fall into the enemy's hands. No. As his trusted House Blade, you will be expected to take your own life by falling on your lightblade first.

Unless, of course, you rescue the boy before Brightmorning even finds out what has happened ...

You squint through the smoke with teary eyes. Your earlier hangover is nothing compared to the sickness stewing in your guts now as you watch the Ultras and bodyslabs becoming specks in the sky, and then bright spots against the rising mass of the Citadel.

With everything you are, you vow that you will free the boy or die in the trying. Not Ultras, not a garrison of troops nor even the massively-secure walls of that fortress, will deter you.

Keep the faith, you tell Bril in your mind. I'm coming!






Reader Actions >>







>> TO BE CONTINUED ...
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With a shove and a shouted command you send Bril running, then draw your lightsword even as its energy blade surges to life like a blue flame, and drop down into the loose four-hands fighting stance of a Geko blademaster, nostrils flaring as you exhale all the emotions you don't need for the fight ahead, including your fears. Just then, the closest Ultra sees you and sends a shot flying your way. The stun charge glances off your bodyshield, which glimmers momentarily, though what energies seep through still make your head reel and your stomach heave.

People are dropping unconscious all over the square from the shots of other Ultras. Already, jet-propelled bodyslabs are descending upon the fallen people, enveloping them fully before taking off again, headed for the citadel with their living loads.

All you need to do is buy Bril enough seconds to flee the scene. But when you glance over your shoulder you see the boy still standing there uncertainly, so you roar and shove him away again. Turning back, you leap at the nearest Ultra with a roaring shout, hoping to draw some attention from the other nearby transvestites with your show of resistance.

The nearest tranny grins at you, showing his fangs behind those painted red lips. 'Wonderful!' he lisps in the Common tongue of the New Order. 'An old bastard with a sword come out to play!'

Instead of taking another shot at you, the tranny holsters his stun gun and draws a long stunstick crackling with barely-visible Charge.

'What are you doing up here, Humani, amongst all these pretty natives?'

You're guessing that must make him Humani too, though it's impossible to tell with all the makeup. The New Order has plenty of both, Humani and enemy Red Shal, to fill its ranks.

You both stand poised and facing each other. You dare not look away from him, even to check on Bril. Though you can hear the high heels of other Ultras moving in to surround you, and from the corner of your eyes you see them closing in with their stunsticks at the ready.

As a blademaster trained in the blood arenas of Geko Pride, you do the only sensible thing left to do.






Reader Actions >>







>> Attack! 337
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LIGHTBLADING >>






Before you continue, go to the >> CON Page and mark your ENEMY'S CON as 31, before returning here.







Return Here >>








>> Begin Fight 338
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LIGHTBLADING >> 







Choose what Action Stance you are taking for this round (aggressive/balanced/defensive).

Aggressive = more risk of harm but also more damage inflicted if you hit.











	AGGRESSIVE



	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)










	BALANCED



	1


	2



	X


	4



	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)













	DEFENSIVE 





	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)










X = Critical Fail  







>> As a blademaster, your LIGHTBLADE score is EXPERT.

>> Throw a CHARGE GRENADE to inflict -5 CON to the ENEMY CON @ CON Page.
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CRITICAL SUCCESS!






You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 






*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 5.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 353
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SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.






*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***



  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 4.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 353









	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Fierceheart Square West (341)








FAIL
!






Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft use of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.






*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 3, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>








>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (343)






No doubt about it - your early years of apprenticing in the blood arenas have left you a master at close-quarters fighting against multiple opponents. The handful of Ultras who come at you are strong and impressively armoured, yet they're also slow in their suits and their tottering high heels. With your lightsword flashing like strikes of lightning you dance and dazzle your way through them until none are left standing, and then at last you hesitate, sucking down great lungfuls of air, and take a moment to look about you, seeking Bril through all the tumbling purple smoke and running people.

Around the square, the Ultras are lifting off again with their jumpsuits glowing, headed back over the wall towards the Citadel. Accompanying them is a cloud of flying bodyslabs with their captives held inside. Even those Ultras fallen around you begin to lift off as though plucked by invisible talons, their suits flying home on auto-pilot commands.

Finally you spot Bril through all the chaos. The boy is lying unmoving a dozen yards away, and even as you start towards him you  see a bodyslab settling upon his still form.








Reader Actions >>








>> 'No!' 335
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        Weird Fallows (344)





Choose one of the numbers below to determine whether you find anything or not:





SNAP DRAW >>






Visit the >> REF Page to check your AWARENESS score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your AWARENESS score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	1/7 - (extreme)











	Your AWARENESS score: fair



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)










	Your AWARENESS score: expert



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	3/7 - (difficult)








>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT AWARENESS this round


   
     Weird Fallows (345)









FAIL!





Over the space of a half hour of searching, you find nothing of interest.








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue onwards, helping Bril to search some more  26








>> Continue, but let Bril search for himself  35
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     Weird Fallows (346)









SUCCESS!




Against all the odds you find something weird and interesting lying between some rocks. Your shout of surprise draws Bril over to see, and you both stare down at what looks like a large crystal glittering in the sunlight and constantly changing colours. You have found a Star Gem.

Go to your >> RES Page and ADD A STAR GEM TO YOUR INVENTORY.







Reader Actions >>








>> Continue onwards, helping Bril to search some more  26








>> Continue to follow river 35
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     High Lee Northeast (348)






This is bad news - Imperium special forces snatching people at random right off the streets. Whoever they are looking for - and your instincts are yelling at you in alarm about that open question - High Lee doesn't seem like a good place to be visiting right now with Bril.

You would much prefer to turn around and head back home the way you came - since even skirting around the town might be too risky. But darkness will fall long before you make it back, adding a different set of hazards to your concerns.







Reader Actions >>







>> Turn around and start the long journey back through the Weird Fallows 366







>> Continue into town 365
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     Panic Point (350)











>> Visit JAMMER'S DELIVERY EXPRESS 287







>> Visit the FLIGHT SCHOOL  286







>> Venture out onto FLYER'S BLUFF 290







>> Return north via PARK LAND WEST 399







>> Return north to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Flyer's Bluff (351)






In a brief respite between the gusts, Bril has a go at talking with the young woman. But even as he does so the winds return with a particularly fierce gust that tears her from the perch, and then she's toppling over the edge as Bril screams after her.








Reader Actions >>







>>  If you have 2 SHINE POINTS, you may spend them to save her  292






>>  Otherwise, go here   293
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     Fierceheart Square West (352)












LIGHTBLADING >>






Before you continue, go to the >> CON Page and mark your ENEMY'S CON AS 24, before returning here.







Return Here >>









>> Begin Fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (353)








LIGHTBLADING >> 







Choose what Action Stance you are taking for this round (aggressive/balanced/defensive).

Aggressive = more risk of harm but also more damage inflicted if you hit.











	AGGRESSIVE




	1


	2


	3


	4


	X


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)












	BALANCED



	1


	2



	X


	4



	5


	6


	7


	2/7 - (tough)













	DEFENSIVE 





	1


	2


	3


	4


	X



	6



	7


	2/7 - (tough)










X = Critical Fail







>> As a blademaster, your LIGHTBLADE score is EXPERT.

>> Throw a CHARGE GRENADE @ RES to inflict -5 CON to the ENEMY CON @ CON.


   
     Fierceheart Square West (212)










DRAW!





Even flowing between them as you do, their sheer numbers forces you to defend and dodge more than outright attack. Despite all the action you do not score any proper strikes, and neither do they.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***


No change to your ENEMY'S CON or your OWN CON.









Return Here >>







>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (354)









EVASION >> medium range






Visit the >> REF Page to check your EVASION score (poor/fair/expert).







	Your EVASION score: poor



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	4/7 - (moderate)









	Your EVASION score: fair





	1


	2


	3


	4


	F


	6


	7


	5/7 - (easy)








	Your EVASION score: expert





	1


	F


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7


	6/7 - (effortless)





F = Fail | X = Critical Fail






>> Spend 1 SHINE to gain EXPERT EVASION for this round.


   
     Fierceheart Square West (355)






You pull free your Lightsword even as its energy blade surges to life  with an audible hum, glowing like a blue flame.

With a fierce scowl you close the distance between you both. The tranny grins, showing fangs behind his painted red lips and hefting his stun club high. 'Excellent!' he lisps in the Common tongue of the New Order. 'An old Humani bastard with a sword come out to play!'

You crouch down in a sand-scorpion fighting stance, good against oversized opponents.

'What are you doing up here in the hills, Humani, amongst all these pretty natives?'

You're guessing that must make him Humani too, though it's impossible to tell with all the makeup. The New Order has plenty of both, Humani and enemy Red Shal, to fill its ranks.

You dare not look away from him, even to check on Bril. Though you can hear the high heels of other Ultras moving in to surround you, and from the corner of your eyes you see them closing in with their stunsticks at the ready.

As a blademaster trained in the blood arenas of Geko Pride, you do the only sensible thing left to do.






Reader Actions >>








>> Attack! 337
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     Fierceheart Square West (357)








SUCCESS!





+1 RANGE


Thanks to your quick wits, you manage to get you and Bril through the worst of the action. But when you emerge out of the drifting haze towards the edge of the Square, you can see Ultras stationed in a line around the perimeter, stunning everyone who is trying to make it clear. There's no way to escape without punching a hole through their line.







Reader Actions >>







>> Attack! 352
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     Fierceheart Square West (358)










FAIL
!






Unfortunately, your way ahead is barred by a pair of the enemy, and when you try to dodge around them through some smoke, you are stopped by the shape of another Ultra blocking your way, firing his stunner in your general direction. In a sudden breeze the smoke clears so that the seven-foot Ultra sees you approaching with your Lightsword in hand. The transvestite's painted lips grin within a violet beard as he totters closer on his high heeled boots - then he lowers his gun and draws his long stunstick instead, looking like he's going to enjoy this. 







Reader Actions >>








>> Fight him 355
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     Fierceheart Square West (359)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 


*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON BY 5.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (360)








SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.


*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***


  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 4.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (361)










FAIL!





Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft uses of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.


*** AGGRESSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 3, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>







>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue to fight 338
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     Brightmorning Estate (362)











INTUITION >>






You receive an INTUITION that you will be better served with SURE-FOOTED ZELS today, especially up on the Weird Fallows.


Go to the >> REF Page and REDUCE YOUR SHINE BY 1 POINT for this intuition, then return here:













Reader Actions >>







>> Choose the most sure-footed zels for you both (a little slower, but more stable and agile). 16







>> Choose the fastest zels in the stable. 46
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     Weird Fallows (363)




With a cosmic storm having taken place so recently, other people may have already come through this way along the river in search of artefacts. However, you also recall from previous experience that the side-canyons have sometimes proven to be more profitable for finding duster artefacts, probably because less people check them.






Reader Actions  >>










>> Stay with the river 13







>> Take the side canyon 17
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     High Lee Northeast (364)






Even from this distance you can make out the green sashes tied around their right arms, denoting them as the local Loyalist militia. Friendly forces, for all that they are bristling with weaponry and marching towards you with a purpose.







Reader Actions >>







>> Get out of there 373








>> Wait to see what they want 282
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     High Lee Northeast (365)






You ride onwards, your senses reaching out for signs of further trouble.


Charise had seemed frightened behind his bluff and anger back there when speaking of the Ultras. Yet the man is no coward. As leader of the militia, he has a reputation for being one of the bravest fighters in town. Maybe it is those around him who he is more concerned for, his family and the people of the town. Charise knows that the Ultras are the personal playthings of Imperium's God Kings, and that God Kings are all insanely depraved, and that to fall under their attention is to find yourself in the gaze of abject evil.

It has been several years since you last saw so many militia-men gathered together in public, and you couldn't help but notice how many were now sporting grey hair and beards within their hoods. They are getting older, those Shal veterans of the Neverwar, while over time less and less of their younger folk joins up with their cause. It seems that the younger generation are settling into an occupied state-of-mind more readily than their elders, doing what the young have always done by fitting in with whatever circumstances they find themselves being raised in - though the constant waves of mind-washing must be thoroughly helping too, of course.

The situation is creating something of a wall between the younger and older generations.

Even back in the Neverwar, the same problem had existed. It was hard to recruit new people to the struggle when people found it hard to believe there was even a war going on. A barrier had existed between the awake minority and the sleeping masses.

The Neverwar had never been openly declared by its aggressors in the self-declared New Order - those Humani/Shal God Kings who had waged their secret war against the free peoples of the system so silently and so slowly that it could barely be perceived, for centuries following The Plan of their own demonic masters hidden in the shadows. 

The Neverwar had also involved very few open battles, and those that had occurred were always fought in faraway places by fake fronts and proxies and always over invented reasons, so that all links to the New Order were deniable. Largely, its warfare was invisible and aimed at unwitting populations, while its major weaponry was not at all like the conventional weaponry of conventional warfare. These silent weapons were most often aimed at entire societies, not just armies, and they didn’t only kill, they weakened, corrupted, distracted millions into oblivion. Things like flooding populations with highly-addictive narcotics and hard-profiled pornography (so the men who were supposed to be defending their families and people became gradually compromised instead), not to mention harmful lies; or lethal microwave rays causing mysterious pandemics of cancer; or droughts and famines from weather warfare; or tainted medical supplies, which rather than killing people immediately killed over the course of years by what looked like random diseases; or mind-control entrainment fields beamed down from Space, which slowly ate away at people's free wills until they were barely more than thoughtless machines without any real life or character left in them, merely drones. Silent weapons, in effect, that could be denied as random results of nature, even if only spuriously.

Mostly it had been the ultimate war of deniability, where one side – the New Order side - always denied everything it was doing, while the other guys, the Free Humani and Loyalist Shal worlds suffering long-penetration attacks, became slowly fractured and demoralised, weakened and corrupted, until even their key figures and leadership were largely compromised by blackmail, bribery and infiltration. Often, the eventual conquests of these worlds took place from within, so riddled had their societies become with the secret supporters of the New Order. Such as the case of the Shal mainworld itself, before it was obliterated by a supposed accidental cosmic lightning strike which had in fact been secretly controlled by the New Order's cosmic weather technology - its own military forces had been debilitated by what were meant to be mass vaccinations against disease, but were actually poisonous injections designed to cause injury and death.

Against such a monstrous enemy as that, how long, you wonder, can this little backwater of Gale hold out even with its underground tokens of resistance?








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 283
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     High Lee Northeast (366)






Bril scowls angrily when you tell him you are both turning around and heading back to the estate, the long way.

'We are not,' he tells you.

'Yes, we are,' you answer, and explain to him the dangers of continuing into town.

But the ten-year-old draws himself erect in his saddle, and silently you sigh, knowing what's coming next. 'Need I remind you who has authority here? Or should we call my father so he may remind you of your station, Humani?'

You chew the inside of your cheek in frustration. You hate it when the boy pulls rank on you like this, not that he does it very often. Hardly ever, in fact. But it's true what he says. Even when it comes to his personal security, young Bril, heir to the Brightmorning lineage, is the one who has the final say in these matters, not you, his bodyguard, the man who loses his life if you allow the boy to lose his.

It's frustrating, especially when you are only trying to keep him safe, though you try not to hold it against him. For these nobles and their sons, even their safety is of less importance than their authority. And how could it not be - what else does it really mean to be noble other than to rule? Certainly not having better manners, nor morals (hah!), but simply holding power over others.






Reader Actions >>









>> Calm your frustrations, and continue into town 365
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     Fierceheart Square West (367)






Just then your Slate chimes. Someone is calling you on one of the encrypted bands.








Reader Actions >>







>> Take out Slate 370







>> Ignore Slate 315
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     Fierceheart Square West (368)






'Yeah, well whatever he does is not enough. Not while men and women are being sold in chains like cattle. Not while children are being taken to repay debts. We should be doing everything in our power to stop this nightmare. What's the point of having power otherwise?'

If only it was that straightforward, you muse, though in principle you don't disagree with him. It's just that life is a lot simpler when you are ten years of age. Unlike his father, head of the surviving Brightmorning clan, who must be super-cautious in all that he does here on Gale. Secretly, Lord Brightmorning provides money to help buy back the freedom of slaves. But he considers that business to be risk enough and draws the line at doing anything further, refusing to expose what remains of his kin to danger. Which means largely he's protecting the safety of his son.







Reader Actions >>







>> Continue 367
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     Fierceheart Square West (369)






According to the Caller ID it's BIGBEARD, which is your code name for Charise, leader of the local militia.

'Hey Charise.'

'Rooster!' The big man sounds like he's out of breath. 'I just got a call from one of our people inside the Citadel. It looks like the Ultras are getting ready to take off again for another people-snatch. Get yourself and the boy off the streets.' And he hangs up before you can say anything in reply, pressing the urgency of his message.

You glance over the high wall towards the Citadel, and realise it's too late to do anything now. Flying figures are already headed your way, and here on the western side of the square there's nowhere to get into cover in time. Even so, you grab Bril by the arm and start running anyway, heading south along the wall towards the closest buildings.

You have covered about a dozen yards when Bril cries out in dismay. You look up at the soft hum of float-cells coming from above, and see figures in armoured jumpsuits descending all across the Square into sudden eruptions of purple smoke.

Your stomach performs a summersault of panic, before you shut off all fear.


Ultratroopers, you recognise in an instant, even as one of them lands a half a dozen yards in front of you into the churning eruptions of a smoke canister dropped at his feet, and becomes lost in it.


Everyone around you seems to freeze. Even the breezy air itself falls into stillness. For an eerie moment, the Square lies in such a deep silence that you can hear the smoke hissing from the nearest canister while Bril joins your side, gawping, fumbling for his Charge pistol, and your own hand finds its way to your Lightsword in its concealed holster, and tightens around its grip.

'Not yet,' you whisper to the boy at your side, sole heir to the Brightmorning bloodline. 'Don't make a target of yourself unless you have to. And when I say run - you run!'

A loud clack sounds from within the billowing cloud of purple smoke, followed by another clack, and a third, a fourth and fifth, until you recognise what the sound is just as your gaze settles on a pair of ridiculously high-heeled boots emerging out of the haze. 

Upon the red high heels totters beefy legs in fishnet stockings, and a torso bound in a crimson leather corset sporting huge fake breasts, all tightly bound within the restraints of the jumpsuit, and topping it all a plastic mane of blond hair framing a bearded face ridiculously over-done with makeup. A crown rises from the Ultra's head, sporting five big curving horns each tipped with paint like fresh blood. Even though you have seen Ultras before, your eyes blink as though smarting at what they now behold before them.

Dressed in the standard uniform for the New Order's most bizarre shock troops - or at least one version of their uniform - the warrior transvestite straightens to his fully accented height of seven feet tall, looking more like a demon than any kind of woman you have ever seen, and with a snarl of painted lips brushes back a lock of fake hair from his beard, then swings up his stun rifle and starts shooting at the nearest people.







Reader Actions >>








>> STAND AND FIGHT while Bril makes his escape  336







>> Grab Bril and SEEK THE BEST WAY OUT OF THERE 311
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     Fierceheart's Square West (371)












PANIC BOMB >>





Things are getting desperate!

In the heat of the action you pull out a PANIC BOMB and lob it into the air. Blinding light erupts like a bursting sun while waves of electro-magnetics sends everyone sprawling backwards, though the Panic Bomb is programmed to resonate with your personal bodyshields so that you and Bril remain immune from the worst of it.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE THE ENEMY'S CON BY 12, before returning here.







Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343







>> Otherwise, continue  fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (372)












PANIC BOMB >>





Things are getting desperate!

In the heat of the action you pull out a PANIC BOMB and lob it into the air. Blinding light erupts like a bursting sun while waves of electro-magnetics sends everyone sprawling backwards, though the Panic Bomb is programmed to resonate with your personal bodyshields so that you and Bril are immune.



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE THE ENEMY'S CONdition BY 5, before returning here.







Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 7 or less, go here 343








>> Otherwise, continue to fight 352
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     High Lee Northeast (373)






You ride onwards quickly, your senses reaching out for further signs of trouble.


Seeing the body strung up like that has set your nerves on edge. You can't help thinking back to the days of the war, and how the horrors of that conflict were much less obvious than those of the Occupation. Indeed, the subdued quality of the thousand-year conflict was how it earned its name.

The Neverwar had never been openly declared by its aggressors in the self-declared New Order - those Humani/Shal God Kings who had waged their secret war against the free peoples of the system so silently and so slowly that it could barely be perceived, for centuries following The Plan of their own demonic masters hidden in the shadows. 

The Neverwar had also involved very few open battles, and those that had occurred were always fought in faraway places by fake fronts and proxies and always over invented reasons, so that all links to the New Order were deniable. Largely, its warfare was invisible and aimed at unwitting populations, while its major weaponry was not at all like the conventional weaponry of conventional warfare. These silent weapons were most often aimed at entire societies, not just armies, and they didn’t only kill, they weakened, corrupted, distracted millions into oblivion. Things like flooding populations with highly-addictive narcotics and hard-profiled pornography (so the men who were supposed to be defending their families and people became gradually compromised instead), not to mention harmful lies; or lethal microwave rays causing mysterious pandemics of cancer; or droughts and famines from weather warfare; or tainted medical supplies, which rather than killing people immediately killed over the course of years by what looked like random diseases; or mind-control entrainment fields beamed down from Space, which slowly ate away at people's free wills until they were barely more than thoughtless machines without any real life or character left in them, merely drones. Silent weapons, in effect, that could be denied as random results of nature, even if only spuriously.

Mostly it had been the ultimate war of deniability, where one side – the New Order side - always denied everything it was doing, while the other guys, the Free Humani and Loyalist Shal worlds suffering long-penetration attacks, became slowly fractured and demoralised, weakened and corrupted, until even their key figures and leadership were largely compromised by blackmail, bribery and infiltration. Often, the eventual conquests of these worlds took place from within, so riddled had their societies become with the secret supporters of the New Order. Such as the case of the Shal mainworld itself, before it was obliterated by a supposed accidental cosmic lightning strike which had in fact been secretly controlled by the New Order's cosmic weather technology - its own military forces had been debilitated by what were meant to be mass vaccinations against disease, but were actually poisonous injections designed to cause injury and death.

Against such a monstrous enemy as that, how long, you wonder, can this little backwater of Gale hold out even with its underground tokens of resistance?








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue 283
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     Flyer's Bluff (374)






You know with sudden certainty that leaving a young boy to deal with this situation is a bad idea.

Go to your REF Page and SPEND 1 SHINE FOR THIS INTUITION.








Reader Actions >>








>> Join Bril (and use INFLUENCE to talk her down)  294







>> Ignore the woman (it's no business of yours what she does with her life), and head back 350
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     Fierceheart Square West (375)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 3.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (376)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!






You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 


*** BALANCED STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 4.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (377)








SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.






*** BALANCED STANCE ***



  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 3.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (378)








SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***



  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 2.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>







>> Continue fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (379)








FAIL
!






Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft use of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.






*** BALANCED STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 2, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>








>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue to fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (380)








FAIL
!






Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft use of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 1, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>








>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue to fight 353
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     Fierceheart Square West (381)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 






*** BALANCED STANCE ***


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON BY 4.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (382)








CRITICAL SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a devastating sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards. One of the Ultras crashes to the ground and doesn't move again. 






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***


Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON BY 3.


For making a critical success, go to your >> REF Page and ADD 1 POINT TO YOUR SHINE .






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (383)








SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.






*** BALANCED STANCE ***


  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 3.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (384)








SUCCESS!





You hit your closest opponents with a hard sequence of blows that sends them reeling backwards.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***


  
Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR ENEMY'S CON by 2.






Return Here >>






>> If the ENEMY CON reaches 5 or less, go here 343








Reader Actions >>








>> Continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (385)










FAIL!





Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft uses of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.


*** BALANCED STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 2, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>







>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue to fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (210)










DRAW!





Even flowing between them as you do, their sheer numbers forces you to defend and dodge more than outright attack. Despite all the action you do not score any proper strikes, and neither do they.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***


No change to your ENEMY'S CON or your OWN CON.









Return Here >>







>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue fight 338
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     Fierceheart Square West (386)










FAIL!





Your opponents are better than they look, and dodge your blows with deft uses of their stunsticks.


Ganging up around you through sheer numbers, they rain down blows so hard and fast that your Lightsword and bodyshield can't entirely deflect them all.






*** DEFENSIVE STANCE ***



Go to the >> CON Page and REDUCE YOUR CON BY 1, then return here if you are still alive:






Return Here >>







>> If your CON REACHES 2 or less, you may use a PANIC BOMB 371







>> Otherwise, continue fight 338
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     High Lee Northeast (282)






Charise pulls a look of distaste at your timing, but you shrug. Money is money, and he still owes you from the last big Rash game you played together at Rosy's Kickeasy, when a particularly favourable hand of cards helped you clean him out along with several others at the table. Knowing Charise in these matters, if you don't ask him now for the coin, he might forever pretend to have forgotten about it.






Reader Actions >>





Make a SNAP DRAW to see if Charise has enough coin on him to repay you.



Three of the numbers below lead to coin. Three do not. 






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	X

	5


	6


	7


	3/6 - (even)
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     High Lee Northeast (388)









SUCCESS!





Charise repays you with the flatcoins in his pocket, smiling easily like he intended to do so all along ...



Go to your >> PURse and add 10 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>









>> Continue into town 348
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     High Lee Northeast (389)








FAIL!





Charise tells you he doesn't have the money on him just now. He swears he'll give it to you next time you see each other.

You frown down at him in reply.








Reader Actions >>










>> Continue into town 348
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     High Lee Northeast (393)






Charise is always pleased when you remember to ask after his family, all of whom he loves as dearly as any father can. 

They are all well, he replies. One of his daughters is expecting another child - the pretty daughter, the lively one who you courted for a brief spell without his knowing. You pass on your congratulations.

'Peace and blessings be with you,' big Charise says with a smile and a nod, then sobers as he steps away to see how his men are faring with the body.







Reader Actions >>









>> Continue into town 348







>> 'Hey, while you're here, you got that money you owe me?' 387
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (395)






Jammer pretends he doesn't know what you're talking about for a moment, but the sceptical arch of your eyebrow seems to have the desired effect on his memory. Oh yes, the money he owes you from the last big Rash game you played in together at Rosy's Kickeasy, when a particularly favourable hand of cards helped you clean him out along with several others at the table. Knowing Jammer, he was probably hoping you had forgotten all about the money.






Reader Actions >>





Make a SNAP DRAW to see if Jammer has enough coin on him to repay you.



Three of the numbers below lead to coin. Three do not. 






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	X


	5


	6


	7


	3/6 - (even)
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (396)









SUCCESS!





Jammer repays you with the flatcoins in his pocket, frowning like you're depriving him of his next meal or something, for all that he's the joint-owner of a thriving delivery and smuggling business.



Go to your >> PURse and ADD 10 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>





Before you can say anything more his wife pokes her head out from an office on the opposite side of the hangar, and hollers at Jammer to come and speak to the fool on the other end of her Slate.









>> Call Bril over and leave  350
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     Jammer's Delivery Express (397)








FAIL!





Jammer tells you he doesn't have the time to sort out some loose change for you right now - then glances across the hangar where his wife is still yelling into her Slate. He swears he'll give it to you next time you see each other. You realise he doesn't want his wife to know that he lost more money playing cards.

You frown at him in reply.








Reader Actions >>







>> Call Bril over and leave  350
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     Peacemaker's Office (398)




Nothing of importance, Tell assures you, and reminds you that he has your number if anything crops up that you need telling. Opening the door for you both, the Chief promises that he will inform you the very instant any relevant security issues should happen to arise in the town.


Just then a call on his Slate draws Tell's attention, and he answers it like it's someone he needs to be talking with. It would seem your audience is over.








Reader Actions >>






>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121
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     Peacemaker's Office (390)






Tell pretends that he forgot all about the money he still owes you from the last big Rash game you played in together at Rosy's Kickeasy, when a particularly favourable hand of cards helped you clean him out along with several others at the table. Knowing Tell, he probably secretly delights in withholding what he rightly owes you.






Reader Actions >>





Make a SNAP DRAW to see if Tell has enough coin on him to repay you.



Three of the numbers below lead to coin. Three do not. 






SNAP DRAW >>










	1


	2


	3


	X


	5


	6


	7


	3/6 - (even)
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     Peacemaker's Office (391)









SUCCESS!





Tell repays you with the flatcoins he has in his pocket, not meeting your gaze as he leaves them on a table for you to gather ...



Go to your >> PURse and add 10 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>









>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121
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     Peacemaker's Office (392)








FAIL!





Tell informs you casually that he doesn't have any loose change on him just now or in the office, but he'll get the money to you just as soon as he can.

You frown across the room at him in reply, feeling robbed by the Chief Peacemaker in town.








Reader Actions >>










>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE 121
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     Park Land West (399)








Gathering >>





On the thinning outskirts of Park Land, near one of the closest rocky outcroppings that rises up into the cave-slums known as the Patches, a gathering of young and old Shal is taking place down  amongst the Billow Trees, next to a gleaming pond reflecting clouds and sky. Bril stops complaining about the direction you have come when he sees the full bango band playing their lilting drums, and people dancing and laughing. 

It seems to be some local couple's tenth anniversary party. Whatever trouble might be going on in town right now, these people are paying it little heed.


Pressing closer, you spot some familiar faces in the crowd. Friends are sharing bottles of happy juice with each other, hand-pressed from a species of exotic alcoholic fruit which ferments on the vine. Others expel clouds of smoke above the heads of those around them. Food is on the go, being cooked on various firepits close to the pond where figures bend over steamy meals. With the various scents mingling through the rhythms of the music, an old Shal starts singing in front of the rocking bango band in a voice not far from the deep, noble rumblings of a bullfrog.


'This is more like it!' Bril pipes in like the twenty-something that he isn't.







Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (400)









Gathering >>





Make a SNAP DRAW to see if anything happens.









SNAP DRAW >>











	



	1


	2


	3


	4


	5


	6


	7
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     Park Land West (401)








Gathering >>






Oops. Amongst all your socialising you fail to notice how much happy juice you are politely accepting and drinking, until all at once you take a staggering lurch across the grass and realise that you are drunk.

Go to >> CON and reduce your CONdition by 1.


Bril giggles when he sees your worsened condition. You suspect the boy has taken a little happy juice too. Maybe it's time to get out of here before you really chance into trouble.







Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return north to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121











	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Park Land West (401)








Gathering >>






With the way your day has been going so far, you are barely surprised when you run across an old girlfriend amongst all your socialising and catching up on local gossip.



For a while you dance together, and share some happy juice from the same bottle, and talk about your courtship in the past, which ended when you drifted off into someone else's arms.

You have no idea how it comes about in the end, but somehow you end up apologising - or at least implying as much - for using her like you have used so many maidens and widows of the Lee. She smiles. She appreciates your words.

Go to >> REF and GAIN 1 SHINE.







Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (403)








Gathering >>






On the edge of a dancing throng, you run across an old acquaintance who still owes you money from a recent card game at Rosy's Kickeasy.


Go to your >> PURse and GAIN 10 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (404)








Gathering >>






On the edge of a dancing throng, you fail to notice an expert pick-pocket lifting some loose flatcoins from your pocket. You should have been more cautious, being this close to the slums.


Go to your >> PURse and LOSE 3 FLATCOINS (if you have them).








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (401)








Gathering >>






Before you can avoid her, you are spotted by an old girlfriend in the crowd.



This is a drunken and scalding-hot angry ex-girlfriend who hates the very sight of you, and she screams in your face like a crazed banshee so that the whole gathering is effected.

You reap what you sow, the old Sky Prophets always like to remind a guy whenever he's down.


Go to >> REF and GAIN 1 BLACKMARK.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (412)








Gathering >>






You spend a while mixing with the crowds, chatting and joking. Every time you look for Bril you spot him ducking in and out of sight amongst the throng of dancers. 


As you drift over to the pond and the firepits, someone offers you a grass-weave bowl of steaming fish and rice. It's all locally grown and tastes delicious, while helping to soak up some of the effects of the happy juice that you've been drinking.


Go to >> CON and REGAIN 1 CON point (if you have lost any CON).








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 406







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121











	REF


	CON


	RES


	PUR


	MAP


	SYS





   
     Park Land West (406)









Gathering >>





Make a SNAP DRAW to see what happens.









SNAP DRAW >>
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     Park Land West (407)








Gathering >>






Oops. Amongst all your socialising you fail to notice how much happy juice you are politely accepting and drinking, until all at once you take a staggering lurch across the grass and realise that you are drunk.

Go to >> CON and reduce your CONdition by 1.


Bril giggles when he sees your worsened condition. You suspect the boy has taken a little happy juice too. Maybe it's time to get out of here before you really chance into trouble.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (408)








Gathering >>






With the way your day has been going so far, you are barely surprised when you run across an old girlfriend amongst all your socialising and catching up on local gossip.



You dance together, and share some happy juice from the same bottle, and talk a while about your courtship in the past, which ended when you drifted off into someone else's arms.

You have no idea how it comes about in the end, but somehow you find yourself apologising - without saying so much, but implying how sorry you are, at the very least - for using her like you have used so many maidens and widows of the Lee.

Go to >> REF and GAIN 1 SHINE.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (409)








Gathering >>






On the edge of a dancing throng, you run across an old acquaintance who still owes you money from a recent card game at Rosy's Kickeasy.


Go to your >> PURse and GAIN 10 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (410)








Gathering >>






On the edge of a dancing throng, you fail to notice an expert pick-pocket lifting some loose flatcoins from your pocket. You should have been more cautious, being this close to the slums.


Go to your >> PURse and LOSE 3 FLATCOINS.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (411)








Gathering >>






Before you can avoid her, you are spotted by an old girlfriend in the crowd.



This is a drunken and scalding-hot angry ex-girlfriend who hates the very sight of you, and she screams in your face like a crazed banshee so that the whole gathering is effected.

You reap what you sow, the old Sky Prophets always like to remind a guy whenever he's down.


Go to >> REF and GAIN 1 BLACKMARK.








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Head south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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     Park Land West (414)








Gathering >>






You spend a while mixing with the crowds, chatting and joking. Every time you look for Bril you spot him ducking in and out of sight amongst the throng of dancers. 


As you drift over to the pond and the firepits, someone offers you a grass-weave bowl of steaming fish and rice. It's all locally grown and tastes delicious, while helping to soak up some of the effects of the happy juice that you've been drinking.


Go to >> CON and REGAIN 1 CON point (if you have lost any CON).








Reader Actions >>








>> Stay a while longer 400







>> Continue south to PANIC POINT  285







>> Return to FIERCEHEART SQUARE  121
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This is a BUY-AFTER-READING edition ...






If you would like to see further episodes of this series, and think the creator should be compensated for his work, you can do any of the following:








SHARE!

Sharing copies of this gamebook will help get it out there into the wild.






DONATE

Donations will show the creator that you wish to see more.

Bitcoin Address: bc1q 6s2k 84xk u9g5 0zdx czva lhqp l0v7 dvhs z389 7x

Paypal: paypal.me/thiswisefoolery





SUBSCRIBE FOR NEWS OF FURTHER RELEASES

Send a blank email to: author-feed@thiswisefool.com









REVIEW

Leave a review wherever the book is found.









SEND FEEDBACK TO THE AUTHOR

email: wisefool@thiswisefool.com






VISIT BASECAMP
@ www.thiswisefool.com
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