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Direct Hit!

“Flag, this is Defiant,” he says. ‘Enemy ships pursu-
ing. They’ll reach your position soon. Too many for us
to stop. . . .”” He rubs ineffectually at the blood on his
face. “There’s more of them than anyone thought. We
took a grazing hit, with one geodyne damaged and fifty
men killed or wounded. Admiral, we can’t fight them.”
It's clear that Defiant’s captain knows his ship is doomed.

“Energy pulse from target 027,” a voice calls from
somewhere behind the battlecruiser’s captain. “They’re
getting ready to—!"" With a blinding flash of light and
the sound of melting electronics, the transmission ends
abruptly. Defiant has been hit again, this time fatally.

“Pax Eternal,” the communications technician mut-
ters again. Ulnar drops his eyes to the planning tank,
where the computer is already updating the symbols.
The one representing Defiant is fading from powerful
battlecruiser to lifeless hulk.

What next? What decisions must be made to save . . .
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To Commander Jay Kalam, Admiral-General Hal Samdu,
Giles Habibula . . . and the men of The Legion of Space.



INTRODUCTION
by Jack Williamson

It’s a long time since 1933, when I wrote a serial novel |
called The Legion of Space. That was in the middle of the
Great Depression. Times were hard for nearly everybody.
Certainly for me. I had been writing science fiction for sev-
eral years, selling enough of it to let me go on writing science
fiction, but the magazines that bought my stories were run-
ning into trouble. I had spent the summer before riding freight
trains to tour a little of the West.

By fall a couple of delayed checks had come in, money
enough to enroll at the University of New Mexico. I recall it
as a fine year. The school was small then, and I made good
friends. Most of them were anthropologists. Visiting the In-
dian pueblos with them, watching ceremonials, I got my first
glimpse of other cultures, their different beliefs and ways of
life.

In 1933 I had gone home from the university with only six
dollars left, but an idea for Legion. One of my best courses
had been a lecture series on ‘“The Great Books,’’ by a great
teacher, Dr. George St. Claire. He told us how the Polish
novelist, Sienkiewicz, looking for characters for his historical
novels, had borrowed the three musketeers from Dumas and
Sir John Falstaff from Shakespeare.

If that had worked for past history, I thought it might do as
well for the future. Reading Dumas, I had thrilled at the
daring exploits of his musketeers. I didn’t know Shakespeare
so well, but Falstaff’s speeches soon gave me Giles Habibula.
(Shakespeare, I might add, was the same sort of borrower;
Falstaff himself, the old soldier with more courage for talk
than action, came from the Miles Gloriosus, a stock figure in
the theater for two thousand years before Shakespeare trans-
formed him into a real human being.)
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viii Jack Williamson

Luckily, I could live for nothing on the family ranch, doing
afew chores to help pay for my keep. I spent that six bucks
for paper and typewriter ribbons and wrote The Legion of
Space, sleeping and working in an old building with a tarpaper
roof. That was before air-conditioning, and I used to work
stripped to the waist.

Those summer days were long. I did one chapter each
morning, another in the afternoon. Three weeks for the first
draft, three more for another—I had been sending stories out
in first draft and selling most of them, but the Legion had
become something special.

In those days, when the term ‘‘science fiction’’ still bewil-
dered most of my friends, there was no book market for it
unless you had already made a name from writing something
else. I had hoped to sell the story to the old weekly Argosy,
which was publishing such heroes of mine as Max Brand,
Edgar Rice Burroughs, A. Merritt, but Argosy said no. Part
of the reason, I think, was that they didn’t like stories to
contradict one another. My superweapon, AKKA, had de-
stroyed the moon, which they wanted to preserve for other
authors.

My best market had been Astounding. Its publisher had
gone bankrupt, but a stronger firm, the old Street and Smith,
soon brought it back to life. Luckily again, when they de-
cided to publish serials, I had Legion ready. They ran it, and
readers seemed to like it. One fan tabulated comments from
the letter columns that ran in the back of the book and found
that Giles Habibula had been the most popular character in
the magazine during the 1930s.

I’'m delighted that he’s still alive. When you look back at
titles of the best-selling books of fifty years ago, most of
them are long forgotten. Somehow—thanks, I guess, to
Shakespeare—old Giles had been remembered. All told, I
have written four more stories in the series, the latest is about
a girl who grows up to be ‘“The Queen of the Legion.”’ The
books have stayed in print in several languages. My Italian
publisher is just bringing out a four-volume boxed edition.

I’'m delighted with the way Andy Keith has continued the
history of the Legion through another century in The Legion
at War. This game form, like the orbital satellite and the
station in space and the robot explorer, is another exciting
new invention since 1932. The game lets the player become
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an officer aboard his own space fleet, making his own battle
commands.

The Legion stories—including all those that will be in-
vented by players of the game—are *‘space opera.’’ The term
derives from ‘‘soap opera’ and ‘‘horse opera’’—that, of
course, was a name for the old films of cowboys and Indians
in the American West. Some writers I know don’t like their
work called space opera; they want it to be Literature. Capital
L. Myself, I’ve never denied the name. I’ve enjoyed writing
space opera. A lot of people like to read it. A lot more, I
think, will enjoy commanding their battlecraft of space in The
Legion at War.

I like to defend space opera. The best of it—if not neces-
sarily the Legion books—can even be called literature. When
I came across the theory of the epic in college literature
classes, it struck me that some of the great pulp writers had a
good deal in common with Homer. Without claiming that
Max Brand’s Westerns are destined to live forever, I can see
strong similarities to such hallowed classics as The Iliad and
The Odyssey.

Those great Greek epics, like the Norse sagas, the Anglo-
Saxon Beowulf, Vergil’s Aeneid and the myths of many other
people, all tell the adventures of some folk hero. Often he’s
the legendary founder of his race or his nation. He’s always
drawn larger than life, armed with wits, courage, and some-
times extraordinary powers which he uses to defend great
causes. His world is large; his noble missions carry him to
unknown frontiers, often beyond. His victories are not for
himself, but for a great family or a proud race or all human-
ity. If he dies, his death is a noble sacrifice.

Odysseus, for a fine example, was a man of craft and
courage, equally skilled with words and his bow. Returning
from victory in the Trojan War, he met and defeated such
monsters as the Cyclops and the enchantress Circe. He wan-
dered the half-known fringes of his world and even visited the
underworld. Home at last, after twenty years away, he proved
his strength and skill by stringing his old bow and slaughter-
ing the horde of suitors who had been trying to seize his wife
and his kingdom.

At least in theory, epic is an oral art, older than the art of
writing. It originated as a way of preserving unwritten records,
the history and beliefs that had to be saved because they
carried the spirit of the nation or the people. The metric form
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made it easy to memorize. Mastering his art, the epic bard
learned patterns of words that he could choose and vary to fill
out the meter and fit whatever story he had to tell.

In print by such pulp masters as Max Brand, ‘‘horse op-
era’’ shows striking similarities. It tells and retells the story of
the American West, the drama of a great continent conquered
and a proud nation founded. The settings are vast. The values
are good and evil, sharply etched and simple. The hero fires a
deadly gun. Even his horse is heroic.

If the folk epic was an oral art, pulp was akin to it. Brand
was famous for pounding out 4000 words a day, so many that
he sold them under twenty-odd pen names—his real name
was Frederick Faust. Those millions of words were printed
with no revision, in pulp magazines usually no more perma-
nent than the chanting of a bard.

Brand had wanted to be a poet. Looking at his stories, I
noticed that long passages of his prose scanned like iambic
verse. He repeated patterns of words not very different from
the epic similes. His landscapes were vast, his characters heroic
enough, his villains sufficiently evil to deserve what they got.

On film most horse operas were cheap Grade B produc-
tions, shot in a few days for very little money, but John Ford
did better with The Iron Horse, the story of the first railroad
to cross the continent, and his great classic, Stagecoach—his
original is better by far than any remake.

I like to think of science fiction, or at least the most
popular sort of it, as the epic of a technological age. The hero
is heroic; sometimes he saves the world. His mental powers
may seem supernormal. More commonly he depends upon his
mastery of future science and engineering. Though his alien
enemies are seldom magicians, they are armed with their own
superscience—I think it was Arthur Clarke who pointed out
that really far-out science can’t be told from magic.

In the history of American science fiction, Edgar Rice
Burroughs prefigures the themes of space opera. Tarzan,
brought up by apes in a mythical Africa, has every trait of the
epic hero. John Carter crosses space, if only by wishing to,
and wins his own kingdom on Mars. Burroughs was no
scientist, but he wrote with the speed of a reciting bard, and
his tales still grip the reader.

E. E. ““Doc’’ Smith followed with his own brand of space
opera. It was my own admiration for his Skylark of Space that
led me to try doing my own, but I think it was John W.
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Campbell who did more than anybody else to mold American
science fiction into the epic shape I think it has.

Campbell began writing as a rival of Smith, both of them
hammering out space operas that look pretty crude to most of
us now. He soon learned to do better, with more care for
character and style, and truth to his own optimistic vision of a
magnificent human future in space. Editor of Astounding/
Analog from 1937 until he died in 1971, he shaped science
fiction through its Golden Age, sharing that vision with a
whole generation of such able writers as HeinlRin, Sturgeon,
de Camp, and del Rey.

Epic has always been optimistic; even when the hero dies,
he dies victorious. Campbell liked forecasts of progress toward
a great human destiny—he never cared much for aliens in
space. Much of the best science fiction shares that same
theme. Clarke’s The City and the Stars shows mankind sur-
viving for another billion years. Gordon Dickson is still at
work on his ambitious ‘‘Childe Cycle,”’ a series of novels
about human evolution. The list of hopeful dreams could go
on and on.

There are, of course, pessimists too. C. P. Snow saw us
divided, a culture of science in conflict with a culture of
tradition. I think science fiction reflects that division. The
scientists are making the future; they understand and welcome
it. The traditionalists, on the other hand, have their emotional
stakes in the past; they tend to distrust the scientists and fear
future change.

Great science fiction has come from both cultures, but
space opera clearly belongs to the culture of science. In spite
of all the pessimists, its epic appeals are still alive, in count-
less new novels, in the reruns of Star Trek, in the Star Wars
films.

The world is vastly changed since I wrote that first Legion
story in 1933. Men have actually walked on the moon, and
such robot explorers as the Mariners, the Vikings, and the
Voyagers have gone a lot farther. But the mythic human
values that informed those old epics still matter to us. You’ll
discover them again in this game, as you command your
Legion fleet in a desperate defense of the League of Worlds
against a brand-new set of utterly evil alien invaders, the
ruthless Ka’slaq.

Good hunting!

—Jack Williamson



INTRODUCTION
by Bill Fawcett

You are in command. With a blare of trumpets reverberat-
ing off the towering ships that surround you, it’s off to battle
with civilization’s most valiant defenders, the Legion of Space.
Marching into their ships are your men, trained spacemen,
whose lives depend upon the decisions you are about to make.

Combat Command books provide more than just another
chance to read an exciting military adventure featuring the
Legion of Space. You could simply ‘‘read’’ this book, tracing
a route through the sections, but these books are also a
‘‘game’’ that lets you make the command decisions. This
book is divided into sections rather than chapters. In each
section of this game/book a military situation is described.
Your choices actually write the book, both the story and the
ending being determined by the combat decisions you make.

A careful effort has been made to make these adventures as
“‘real’’ as possible. You are given the same information as
you would receive in a real combat situation. At the end of
cach section you'll find a number of orders you may give
your men. The consequence of the choice you make is de-
scribed in the following section. When you make the right
decisions, you are closer to successfully completing your
mission. When you make a bad decision, men die in their
shattered spaceships . . . men who are not going to be avail-
able for the next battle.

FIGHTING BATTLES

This book includes a simple game system that simulates
combat and other military challenges. Playing the game
adds an extra dimension of enjoyment by making you a par-

Xn
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ticipant in the adventure. You will need two six-sided dice,
a pencil, and a sheet of paper to ‘‘play’’ along with this
adventure.

COMBAT VALUES

In this book the force you command will consist of a legion
of spaceships. Each ship is assigned five values. These values
provide the means of comparing the capabilities of the many
different military units you’ll encounter. These five values
are:

Manpower
This value is the number of separate fighting parts of
your force. Each unit of Manpower represents one man, one
ship, or whatever is firing. Casualties are subtracted from
Manpower.

Ordnance
The quality and power of the weapons used is reflected by
their Ordnance value. All members of a unit commanded will
have the same Ordnance value. In some cases you may
command two or more units, each with a different Ordnance
value.

Attack Strength
This value indicates the ability of the unit to attack an
opponent. It is determined by multiplying Manpower by Ord-
nance (Manpower X Ordnance = Attack Strength). This
value can be different for every battle. It will decrease
as Manpower is lost and increase if reinforcements are
received.

Melee Strength

This is the hand-to-hand combat value of each member of
the unit. In the case of a squad of mercenaries, it represents
the martial-arts skill and training of each man. In crewed
units such as tanks or spaceships, it represents the fighting
ability of the members of the crew and could be used in an
assault on a spaceport or to defend against boarders. Melee
value replaces Ordnance value when determining the Attack
Strength of a unit in hand-to-hand combat.
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Stealth

This value measures how well the members of your unit
can avoid detection. It represents the individual skill of each
soldier or the ECM of each spaceship. The Stealth value for
your unit will be the same for each member of the unit. You
would employ stealth to avoid detection by the enemy.

Morale
This reflects the fighting spirit of the troops you command.
Success in battle may raise this value. Unpopular decisions
or severe losses can lower it. If you order your unit to attempt
something unusually dangerous, the outcome may be affected
by their morale level.

THE COMBAT PROCEDURE

When your unit finds itself in a combat situation, use the
following procedure to determine victory or defeat.

1. Compute the Attack Strength of your unit and the
opposition, (Manpower X Ordnance or Melee Strength)
Turn to the charts at the end of this book that are given
in the description of the battle.
Roll two six-sided dice and total the result.
Find the Attack Strength of the unit at the top of the
chart and the total of the dice rolled on the left-hand
column of the chart. The number found where the
column and row intersect is the number of casualties
inflicted by the unit for which you were rolling.
5. Repeat for each side, alternating attacks.
The unit you command always fires first unless other-
wise stated.

rwoo

When you are told there is a combat situation, you will be
. given all the information needed for both your command and
their opponent.

Here is an example of a complete combat:

Hammer’s Slammers have come under fire from a force
defending a ridge that crosses their line of advance. Alois
Hammer has ordered your company of ships to attack. Your
ships have an Ordnance value of 8 and you have a Manpower
value of 8 ships.



INTRODUCTION XV

Slammers fire using Chart B.

Locals fire using Chart D with an Ordnance value of 3 and
Manpower of 12 (this gives them an Attack Strength of 36).

To begin, you attack first and roll two 4’s for a total of 8.
The current Attack Strength of your Slammers is 64.

CHART B
Attack Strength
Dice
Roll
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Read down the 60-70 Attack Strength column until you get to
the line for a dice roll of 8. The result is four casualties
inflicted on your opponents by your company.

Subtract these casualties from the opposing force before
determining their Attack Strength. (Combat is not simulta-
neous.) After subtracting the four casualties you just inflicted -
on them, the enemy has a remaining Manpower value of 8,
(12 — 4 = 8). This gives them a remaining Attack Strength of
24 (8 X 3 = 24).

Roll two six-sided dice for the opposing force’s attack and
determine the casualties they cause your Slammer’s company.
Subtract these casualties from your Manpower total on the
record sheet. In this case they caused one casualty, giving the
Slammers a Manpower of 7 for the next round of combat.
This ends one ‘‘round’’ of combat. Repeat the process for
each round. Each time a unit receives a casualty, it will have
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a lower value for Attack Strength. There will be that many
less men, spaceships, or whatever firing.

Continue alternating fire rolls, recalculating the Attack
Strength each time to account for casualties, until one side or
the other has lost all of its Manpower, or special conditions
(given in the text) apply. When this occurs, the battle is over.
Losses are permanent, and losses from your unit should be
subtracted from their total manpower on the record sheet.

SNEAKING, HIDING, AND
OTHER RECKLESS ACTS

To determine if a unit is successful in any attempt relating
to Stealth or Morale, roll two six-sided dice. If the total rolled
is greater than the value listed for the unit, the attempt fails.
If the total of the two dice is the same as or less than the
current value, the attempt succeeds or the action goes unde-
tected. For example: :

Rico decides his squad of Mobile Infantry (M.1.) will try to
penetrate the Bug hole unseen. M.I. have a Stealth value of
8. A roll of 8 or less on two six-sided dice is needed to
succeed. The dice are rolled and the result is a 4 and a 2 for a
total of 6. They are able to avoid detection by the bug guards.

If all of this is clear, then you are ready to turn to section 1
and take command.

TIME

Time is a key factor in this war. You will be told in days
how much time each action takes. Be sure to keep a record of
the total time that has elapsed, on a sheet of scrap paper.



THE COMBAT CHARTS

After you have made a decision involving a battle, you will
be told which chart should be used for your unit and which
for the enemy. The chart used is determined by the tactical
and strategic situation. Chart A is used when the unit is most
effective, and Chart G when least effective. Chart A repre-
sents the effectiveness of the Sioux at Little Bighorn, and
Chart F, Custer. Chart G represents the equivalent of classic
Zulus with aseiges (spears) versus modern Leopard tanks.
Even a very small force on Chart A can be effective, while
even a large number of combatants attacking on Chart G are
unlikely to have much effect.

Xvii
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SHIPS OF THE LEGION
Fleet Morale: 9

You may choose to allocate hits to any ship which is involved
in the battle. For damage purposes treat a battle cruiser as two
destroyers (i.e., it takes two hits to destroy one) and orbital
fortresses as four. A single hit does no damage to either of the
larger ships and will be repaired if the ship survives the
battle. Any battle cruiser which has received one hit must
receive the next hit allocated to battle cruisers.

Battle Cruiser
Ordnance: 4
Stealth: 9

Destroyer
Ordnance: 2
Stealth: 9

Orbital Fortress

(treat for hits and calculations as 4 destroyers)
Ordnance: 8

Stealth: none

The orbital fortress should only be included in battles where
the Legion fleet is directly defending a planet. It can only be
used if a defensive formation is chosen.

Ka’Slaq Ships
Attack Ships
Ordnance: 3
Stealth: none
Planetoid
Ordnance: 6
Stealth: none

Treat as 4 attack ships for damage.




Section 1

et
Top Secret

From: Jon Damor
Commander, The Legion of Space
To: Vice Admiral David Ulnar
Commanding Ninth Defense Squadron

Upon receipt of these orders your squadron will proceed to the Orion
frontier to seek out hostile alien forces of unknown origin believed
heading toward the territory of the League of Worlds. The Ninth Defense
Squadron is hereby required to conduct a reconnaissance in force against
these aliens to determine their nature, origins, and intentions. You are
authorized to engage them in combat at your discretion, but the delivery
of recon information to Legion Sector Headquarters is of utmost importance.

Alien forces, identified from intercepted ultrawave messages as ‘‘the
Ka’slaq,”’ fired upon a lightly armed exploratory mission near the
System S.C. 170 two weeks ago, destroying four of five vessels, among
them the Discovery. Last reported positions and courses will place the
aliens at Thule in eight to ten days. The Ka’slaq are presumed to be
hostile to all League forces.

Effective this date you are appointed Acting Sector Commander to coordinate
frontier defenses and operations in your sector. Admiral J. T. Merros has
been assigned as C.O., First Defense Fleet. Upon his arrival you will
transfer authority as Sector Commander to him and integrate your forces.
Jon Damor

Commander of The Legion of Spacé

Personal Message

From: James Star
To: David Ulnar

Dave:

Commander Damor brought Dad the news about the mobilization orders,
and he said he’d enclose this message with the official word to you.
They won’t pass the whole truth on through channels, so I'd better give
you the full story.



Section 2

Those aliens out there are trouble, maybe the biggest trouble the Le-
gion’s tackled since the Cometeers. They shot up a flight of survey
cruisers; only Pioneer got out. and she was crippled so badly it took a
week to reach a port and a working ultrawave relay to warn us. The
League Senate met the same day and agreed to bring in the Keeper of
the Peace—that gives you an idea of how serious it is.

But when Sis tried to use AKKA, nothing happened! She says there's
some kind of mental power. like a shield, that protects the aliens from
her weapon.

You know, as I do, that AKKA depends on the Keeper's mind to
operate. Stephen Orco could do the same thing because he knew the
secrets of AKKA and could cancel out the Keeper's power. So these
Ka'slaq either know about AKKA or have some other mental or physical
powers we cannot comprehend. They say an attempt to use the other
‘‘ultimate weapon,’’ the geofractors at contra-Pluto, was blocked by a
force screen!

Maybe now you can see how critical things really are, Dave. If we can’t
beat these guys in a fleet action—and you’ve got to wonder if we have a
prayer of that, with everything else that’s gone wrong—we're in trouble.
**A mortal lot of it,”” as old Giles Habibula would have said.

So be careful. And try not to let Merros get to you—I know he’s not been
your best friend in the service. But they can’t spare Commander Damor,
Dad, or Admiral-General Derron yet, and Merros has the seniority. He's
a good man, even if he does get rabid when he hears the name **Ulnar.”’

I can’t say it often enough—be careful. And good hunting.
Your friend and kinsman,
James Star

Upon completing this section, go to section 2.

— b

Vice-Admiral David Ulnar, commanding the Ninth Defense
Squadron on the Orion Frontier of the Star League, reads his
new orders for the third time with a growing unease. Star’s
enclosure has made it clear that the Legion of Space is about to
face the most awesome opponent since the attack of the Cometeers
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nearly a century and a half ago, and Ulnar is the man who must
meet them first. Though his grandfather married a granddaughter
of the legendary John Star, the Ulnar name is still associated all
too strongly with the Purple Throne and with Eric the Pretender,
who sold out his own people to the alien Medusae in his mad
quest to claim an empire. Loyal men with the Ulnar name have
been paying the price ever since, and anything short of total
success will call forth all the old suspicions and accusations of
David Ulnar’s head.

Even the Legion plays the game of politics. Ulnar has been
ordered to fight the aliens, and his decisions can win or lose the
campaign. But Merros, long-time enemy and rival, stands ready
to step in as Ulnar’s superior. If he fails, David Ulnar is a
scapegoat, another failure in a long line of traitors and incompe-
tents; such is the reputation of a once-proud family. But if he
succeeds, Merros can claim the credit. For a time Ulnar consid-
ers resigning his command, but that, too, would tarnish the
family name still further.

He calls up a computer record of the ships at his command and
a star chart of the frontier worlds threatened by the aliens. Here
at the main Legion base of St. Germaine, Ulnar’s Ninth Defense
Squadron stands ready. But there are at least five frontier worlds
in easy range of S.C. (Star catalogue) 170, where the Ka’slag
have already struck. What is his best response to their threat?
How should he deploy to meet them?

Examine the map. Each named world is a League colony or a
planet explored by humanity. Worlds where ships are initially
stationed are noted; only by visiting a planet in person can Ulnar
add the ships there to his own force or order them to move in
any way. When the story opens, Ulnar commands the squadron
at St. Germaine and can order it to move to any of the named
systems. He can also order ships under his command to split off
and garrison other systems, where they must remain until he
personally reattaches them to his main squadron.

Information on the various planets can be obtained by going
to the section numbers located in parentheses on Map 1. If Ulnar
wishes to move the entire force under his command to a specific
world, the entry for that planet gives further instructions for
subsequent sections or events which follow.

If Ulnar wishes to strengthen other garrisons by detaching ships
from his fleet, record the number and types of ships detached
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and note these additional garrisons on a sheet of scratch paper
for later reference. Garrisons may help worlds to hold out
against the aliens if Ulnar’s fleet is not present to defend it.
Ulnar must still choose a destination from among the named worlds
for himself and whatever forces he keeps under his command.

If Ulnar decides to look up further information on the forces at
his disposal, go to section 10. When you are familiar with your
command, go to section 3.

3

Studying the situation and reviewing both forces and options
at his disposal, Ulnar realizes that St. Germaine is the key to the
entire sector. If the planet were to fall, the loss of the geofractor
complex in the star system would cut his fleet off from Merros
and the incoming reinforcements and effectively isolate the Ninth
Defense Squadron. Moreover, the military and governmental
administration centers and the large planetary population all need
to be protected. St. Germaine’s position makes it possible to
respond to whatever reports come in regarding alien movements
if the Ka’slaq fleet does not choose to concentrate on this vital
target.

’%‘he admiral issues his orders accordingly, posting the ships of
the Ninth Defense Squadron retained under his command, and
the vessels of St. Germaine’s permanent garrison as well, in
strategic positions to spot alien incursions and report to his own
central reserves. The Legion settles down to await further
developments.

The worst part of any defensive campaign is the agony of
waiting, and the weeks that follow remind Ulnar of the old
saying, ‘‘Hurry up and wait.”’ Incoming merchant ships and
regular ultrawave messages from the garrison commanders and
other authorities on the frontier worlds all bring nothing but
routine news. The Ka’slag threat seems to have vanished as
suddenly as it first manifested itself.

Then it happens—the first sign of trouble. The ultrawave
signal from Endymion comes in faint and weak, as if the power
supplies there are uncertain or a huge high-gravity field is creat-
ing interference in the transmission. But despite the fading and
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surging waves of interference that break up his words, Captain
Don Larno of the Audacious gets enough of his message across
to tell Ulnar everything he needs to know.

*“ ... to HQ, Endymion garri—HQ . . . alien ships . . .
hundred or more . . . from . . . frontier. Garrison out . . . to
hold them until . . . forcements. . . . Like a giant planet . . .
mobile . . . death ship . . . Cometeers. Repeating: Endymion
garrison to . . . spotted alien . . . a hundred . . . coming in from
beyond . . . tier. Outnumbered, but we’ll try to hold . . . send
reinforcements. Most targets cruiser size, but one is like . . .
planetoid, except it’s mobile . . . a death . . . worse than the
comet. . . . Repeating . . .”’

But it repeats no further; after the second version of the
message, the power from the Endymion communications station
fades out for good.

In the face of this message, Ulnar once again ponders the proper
dispositions to meet the Ka’slag threat. Captain Larno said he’d
try to hold until reinforcements arrive, but the admiral cannot be
sure that Endymion can hold out. The squadron can rush to Lamno’s
aid, but risks allowing the aliens to penetrate deeper. But if
Ulnar continues to wait at St. Germaine and the Ka’slaq choose
a different destination, another world may fall while the Legion
waits idle. Can Ulnar outguess the invaders and block their attack?

If Ulnar chooses to remain at St. Germaine, go to section 12.
If Ulnar chooses to go to Endymion, go to section 20.

If Ulnar chooses to go to Baal, go to section 18.

If Ulnar orders his ships to travel to S.C. 170, go to section 68.
If Ulnar chooses to go to any other destination, go to section 14.
Ulnar is free to detach ships to strengthen other garrisons, as
before. He is also free to take the mobile elements of the St.
Germaine garrison with him when he departs, adding those ships
to his squadron. Go to section 10 for a review of the garrisons at
various worlds, remembering to add any forces already detached

from Ulnar’s squadron.

On a piece of scratch paper, note the fact that twenty days have
elapsed waiting at St. Germaine.
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Derron’s World is a small, recently opened colony in the first
stages of settlement. Discovered by Mors Derron during his
exploration of the frontier region sixty years ago, the planet is
notable as a mineralogical treasure house. Exploitation of the
planet’s natural resources, which include substantial deposits of
precious metals, industrial-grade gems, and radioactives, is ex-
pected to make the colony self-sufficient (and highly profitable)
in a very short time.

Currently only about five hundred colonists are on the planet,
most of them miners sent to open the world prior to the arrival of
other settlers. Despite its vast potential value to the League,
Derron’s World is not yet considered an important colony since
even the equipment necessary to exploit it has not been entirely
deployed. There is no Legion garrison to defend the system, and
no major facilities of strategic, economic, or political signifi-
cance are located in the system.

If Ulnar orders the ships under his command to travel to Derron’s
World, go to section 25. ;

If the admiral remains undecided and wishes to review his
available options further, go to section 8.

R

S.C. 170 lies outside the bounds arbitrarily established for
the League of Worlds. Ken Star first surveyed this Class G
star system during his third exploration of the Orion frontier
and noted it as a likely prospect for future expansion. How-
ever, development along the Orion Frontier has been slow,
and the planet has not yet been scheduled for settlement or
development.

The computer record does not contain the latest information on
S.C. 170, but briefing material included in Ulnar’s orders does.
Five lightly armed exploratory vessels—Pioneer, Discovery,
Humbolt, New Horizons, and Cook—were dispatched to conduct
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a detailed survey of S.C. 170 as the first step toward opening the
planet to new colonists. Three months into their mission the
ships were attacked with provocation by the alien Ka’slag. Only
Pioneer escaped, having suffered severe damage in the process.
Discovery was crippled and taken in tow by two of the alien
ships, so presumably the Ka’slaq have access to all of her
computer files as well as any information known to the survivors
captured on board. Whether or not they possess the means to
translate and act on this data is unknown, but a worst-case
assumption must be accepted until evidence to the contrary turns
up.
Presumably S.C. 170’s planets have been occupied by the
invaders, and elements of their fleet may well be present there. It
is also possible that the hulks of the Legion expedition” ships
remain and might contain more information regarding the aliens,
but this is uncertain.

‘ lf Ulnar decides to take his fleet to S.C. 170 to investigate the
alien attack firsthand, go to section 30.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to spend more time
reviewing his options, go to section 8.

-5

Ulnar 118 was first surveyed by Lars Ulnar, Admiral Ulnar’s
famous grandfather, in company with the equally renowned
Ken Star during an early sweep of the region. A harsh wilderness
world with a hellish environment, this planet circles a Class F
star at a distance too close for human comfort.

Although it lies deep inside the League frontier, Ulnar 118
has never been settled. The planetary surveys yielded no
signs of worthwhile resources, and the extreme heat, fierce
winds, and dust-swept rocks make it a poor candidate for settle-
ment. Thus, even though the world is technically classed as
a marginally Earthlike planet—with native plant and animal
life of sorts, and an oxygen atmosphere—it has always been
regarded as a ‘‘poor relation’’ among the worlds of the Ninth
Sector.
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If Ulnar decides to visit this deserted, hostile world, go to
section 63.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to review his options
further, go to section 8.

=y

Lochinvar is a flourishing colony world on the edge of League
space, and one of the first planets in the sector to be explored
and settled. The original expedition, out of Farhaven in neigh-
boring Sector 8, was commanded by John Samdu, younger son
of the great admiral-general of the early days of the Expansion.

Samdu’s colony was established as a haven for rugged individ-
ualists who resented the commercial exploitation of Farhaven
(settled a few years earlier by Samdu to escape overcivilized
Earth). For many years the colony remained small, self-isolated,
and fiercely independent. Even the discovery of luxenite crystals,
the beautiful gemstones that subsequently became a major trade
item, was at first suppressed in hopes of preserving the planet’s
isolation from other worlds. It wasn’t until the Great Plague
thirty-one years ago, when the population declined by seventy
percent in one year, that the old traditions of self-reliance broke
down. Calls for medical aid, imported food, and other assistance
attracted League attention to Lochinvar, and shortly thereafter
word of the gems leaked out. Waves of fortune-hunting colonists
quickly filled the void left by the Plague, although many of these
succumbed to the lingering remnants of the disease themselves.

The colony has since diversified, although the luxenite crystals
remain the major source of off-world wealth. A stable if still
somewhat underpopulated planet, Lochinvar is important as the
lateral communications link to Sector 8. Legion ships are sta-
tioned there, as well as a small ground force to protect the
League communications station and the Medical Research cen-
ter, one of the largest such facilities along the frontier.

If Admiral Ulnar orders the ships under his command to Lochinvar,
go to section 25.

If he wishes to review his options further, turn to section 8.
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Ulnar shuts off the computer summary of the sector and rubs
his eyes, tired and more worried than ever. With the entire sector
threatened by the alien armada and only a handful of ships to
meet them with, he cannot be sure what to do. Should he rush to
Thule, where the enemy is reported to be heading, or Baal, the
most heavily populated world in the sector? Do the Ka’slaq
know about the mineral wealth of Derron’s World? Perhaps they
are lingering around S.C. 170, where their first attack took
place.

Though the commander’s orders are supposed to be classified,
news like the Ka’slaq invasion can’t be kept secret for long. If
Admiral David Ulnar is seen as indecisive in the face of this
crisis, it can’t help but injure the morale of his men. The Ulnar
reputation, still so poor despite the redeeming heroism of men
like John Star (born on Ulnar) and David’s grandfather Lars, is
to blame for the delicate state of the men’s morale. Uncertainty,
hesitation, defeat—any one of them can be a problem. Hotheads
like Commodore Benbo, the recon wing commander, would be
quick to exploit the slightest weakness on his part.

With a sigh Ulnar leans forward again to flick on the computer
screen and resume his work. He knows that he must start issuing
decisive orders soon. Once more he plunges into reports and
summaries, knowing well that his decision could be crucial to
the safety of League and Legion alike.

Continue to examine material, and plan to take action. Map 1 is
consulted as before. (See section 2) Each time that this section
is chosen, however, there is a chance of trouble. Roll two
six-sided dice.

If the total rolled is the same or less than the fleet's Morale
value, there is no ill effect and the decision process continues
uninterrupted.

If the roll is greater than the fleet’s Morale value, go to section
24.

To review the dispositions of Legion forces in the Ninth Sector,
consult section 10.
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Endymion is a small colony world near the edge of the League
frontier, most notable for its extensive port facilities. The planet
is a major scout base, the jump-off point for expeditions into the
unknown. The settlement of Endymion is less than fifty years old
and primarily centers on the port and base complexes.

The Endymion colony is protected by a small Legion garrison,
mostly made up of recon ships not currently employed for ex-
ploratory voyages. The garrison commander there, Captain Don
Larno, is the son of the colony’s governor-general, and a former
protégé of Ulnar’s, who can be counted on to back up his
admiral in any situation.

Ulnar can also note that the five ships ambushed at S.C. 170
originally came from Endymion. The capture of one of them,
Discovery, in the Ka’slaq assault suggests that they might look
upon Endymion as a major target.

If Ulnar decides to shift his fleet to Endymion, go to section 16.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to spend more time
reviewing his options, go to section 8.

i
Legion Space Forces

Ninth Sector
Vice-Admiral David Ulnar, commanding

Ninth Defense Squadron, battle wing (St. Germaine)
7 battlecruisers
Valiant (flag of Vice-Admiral D. Ulnar)
Dauntless
Intrepid
Legionaire
Vigilant
Protector
Avenger
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Ninth Defense Squadron, recon wing (St. Germaine)
10 destroyers
Corsair (broad pendant of Commodore N. Benbo)
Freedom
Kalam
Star
Fox
Voyager
Hawk
Juno
Gorgon
Rama
St. Germaine Garrison (St. Germaine)
2 battlecruisers, 2 destroyers, orbital fortress
Endeavor (BC)
Triumph (BC)
Lightning (DD)
Wotan (DD)
Baal Garrison (Baal)
3 battlecruisers, 2 destroyers, orbital fortress
Dreadnought (BC)
Glorious (BC)
Defiant (BC)
Lancer (DD)
Anthar (DD)
Lochinvar Garrison (Lochinvar)
2 battlecruisers, 1 destroyer
Invincible (BC)
Steadfast (BC)
Mongoose (DD)
Endymion Garrison (Endymion)
| battlecruiser, S destroyers
Audacious (BC)
Avernus (DD)
Reiver (DD)
Arrow (DD)
Falcon (DD)
Dragon (DD)
Thule Garrison (Thule)
3 destroyers
Viking (DD)
Hind (DD)
Iris (DD)
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MacBeth Garrison (MacBeth)

2 battlecruisers, 1 destroyer, orbital fortress

Pride (BC)
Heroic (BC)
Ranger (DD)

Trinidad Garrison (Trinidad)

4 battlecruisers, 5 destroyers

Remise (BC)
Shield (BC)
Sentinel (BC)
Courageous (BC)
Buccaneer (DD)
Javelin (DD)
Hopeful (DD)
Dart (DD)
Memnon (DD)

Orbital fortresses are immobile defense complexes defending
specific worlds. Although well-armed, their lack of maneuver-
ability means that they cannot effectively engage enemy forces in
concert with mobile ships. They are a line of defense to be used
separately from mobile ships and cannot be moved between star
systems without the use of massive geofractors.

Destroyers are lightly armed, fast ships designed for recon-
naisance duties and the exploration of new planets. Their combat
role is customarily a screening one, protecting the heavier ele-
ments of a squadron until they are ready to strike a decisive
blow, or covering a fleet’s withdrawal from battle.

The battlecruiser is the standard fighting ship of Legion fleet.
Well-armed but comparatively slow, battlecruisers deliver the
decisive blows in combat. They also carry contingents of ground
troops to restore order on troubled planets and launch surface
assaults against the Legion’s enemies.

After reviewing these forces, return to the section you came
from. Remember to keep track of forces that have been detached
from or attached to the groups listed here. A separate sheet of
scratch paper should be used for this purpose. Ulnar is always
free to detach ships to his present location or absorb garrison
ships (not orbital fortresses) into his mobile squadron while in
the garrisoned star system. Be sure to also mark off garrison
ships when they are destroyed.
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Baal is a major colony world of the Ninth Sector. It has the
largest population of any of the planets of the region and is the
oldest settlement as well. Circling a Class G star at a distance of
89 million miles, Baal has a warm climate which, coupled with a
dense, humid atmosphere, supports extensive agriculture. For the
most part it is a quiet, pastoral world, but it does feature exten-
sive commercial interests because of its importance as ‘‘bread-
basket of the Ninth Sector.’’

As a major hub of the agro trade, Baal’s commercial shipping
facilities are excellent and its volume of space traffic impressive.
Although St. Germaine was chosen as the sector capital over
Baal, the planet’s value cannot be underestimated. A substantial
Legion garrison is maintained there, although three months ago
several Baal guardships were transferred to Trinidad to deal with
local civil disturbances there.

Currently, League civil space engineers are busy installing a
geofractor system in the outer reaches of the Baal system to
facilitate transport of the planet’s produce to other worlds, in-
cluding the overpopulated planets of the Inner League.

If Ulnar chooses to move his main fleet to Baal, go to section 43.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wants to spend more time
reviewing his options, go'to section 8.

12

Reports on the fall of Endymion begin to filter in within hours
of Larno’s original report. A few merchant ships and other
private vessels on the fringes of the system were able to escape,
but none of Larno’s outnumbered garrison had a chance. Ultrawave
messages, traveling faster than light but still slow over interstel-
lar distances, only gradually unfold the story of the Ka’slaq
onslaught.

They came in fast, and in force. Some reports speak of
hundreds of ships, each of them identical in size, speed, and
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devastating weapons. Sweeping into the system at a speed im-
possible for any human-built ship to match—not because of
engineering problems, since geodyne drives could tear up the
light-years that separate the stars, but because no human pilot
could have handled the precise maneuvers and sudden vector
changes these invaders took as routine—the Ka’slaq descended
upon Endymion without even pausing to get their bearings. Their
every action made it plain they knew every detail of the colony
and its defenders.

Larno’s tiny squadron did its best, but it was a handful of
ships against a horde that easily outnumbered and outgunned the
Legion’s defenders. No accounts of his actual attack on the main
body of the Ka’slaq fleet reach Ulnar’s flagship. An ultrapulse
scan picked up a single large object the size of an asteroid or
small planet in the heart of the enemy fleet, and Larno plunged
into the midst of this overwhelming force. Before all contact was
lost, Ka’slaq systems all over the star system broke off their
attacks for a time, but it wasn’t long before they returned with
even more ruthless energy than ever.

Endymion was not just attacked, it was devastated, systemati-
cally and without the least mercy. Each city, each town, each
homestead was blasted by weapons more powerful than the
strongest Legion vortex gun. The ruthless campaign of destruc-
tion targeted the human colonists with a precision that could
only have stemmed from total familiarity with the computer
files captured on. board the Discovery. One report records that
the Ka’slaq annihilated one town as its terror-stricken inhabitants
were in the middle of a message of surrender. Except for a_few
lucky ones in fleeing ships, no one in the Endymion system was -
spared.

And again the aliens, having overwhelmed their opponents, have
disappeared from view. Are they still around Endymion? Or
have they decided to strike at some other colony? A destroyer
operating out of Baal picked up ultrapulse blips on his long-
range scanners between Endymion and Baal, but was this the
enemy fleet or some natural phenomena? The fate of Endymion
makes clear the total inhumanity of the Ka’slaq, and Ulnar is
well aware that their campaign of terror has to be stopped before
they destroy another hapless planet. But where will they go next?
Where should he try to bring them to battle? And is there any
hope for his squadron even if he does meet up with this implaca-
ble foe?
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If Ulnar chooses to remain at St. Germaine even after these new
reports, go to section 45.

If Ulnar chooses to go to Endymion, go to section 20.

If Ulnar chooses to go to Baal, go to section 50.

If Ulnar orders his squadron to S.C. 170, go to section 30.

If Ulnar chooses to go to any other destination, go to section 44.

Roll one die and add the number of days shown to the time
already spent at St. Germaine.

=13

Thule is a small, recently settled colony near the edge of the
League’s Ninth Sector frontier. Barely a year old, the settlement
is primarily a research outpost coupled with a pioneering team’s
first-phase landing port and survey center. Legion ships have
been assigned to Thule to provide assistance for the settlers in
opening up the planet to mass colonization.

The planet is the second of a dim, cool class K star, and
it has a chilly climate. However, early surveys discovered that
an indigenous animal species, dubbed the tundra bison, was
potentially valuable as a food source and export item for human
colonists. Plans now project the large-scale establishment of
ranches and a ranching industry that should rapidly convert the
fledgling colony into a going concern, profitable to commercial
and governmental interests alike.

Ulnar’s records and reports show that the Ka’slag ships were
on course for Thule from S.C. 170 when a Legion ship last
tracked them. Though not an important planet by League stan-
dards, it would seem that the world may be the most likely target
of further enemy operations in the near future.

Cross-references in the base computer files show that Dr.
Maja Benbo, director of the research station on Thule, is the
sister of Ulnar’s second-in-command, Commodore Nils Benbo.
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If Ulnar chooses to take his forces to meet the expected Ka’slag
occupation of Thule, go to section 25.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wants to spend more time
reviewing his options, go to section 8.

—

Ulnar issues his new orders, marshaling the ships of the Ninth
Defense Squadron for a shift to the star system he believes will
next come under Ka’slaq domination. Glad to be doing some-
thing—anything—after the long wait at St. Germaine, the men
of the Legion set out in high spirits to foil the alien attack.

By leaving St. Germaine, the squadron puts itself out of direct
communication with the other worlds of the sector. Ultrawave
messages to and from fast-moving ships are difficult to send over
interstellar distances, where an error of a fraction of a degree can
hurl the signal trillions of miles off course away from the in-
tended recipient. As a result, the admiral receives little in the
way of new information about events at Endymion during his
voyage. One brief message from the base at St. Germaine makes
it clear, though, that the Endymion colony has been lost. Full
reports will await the admiral when he reaches his destination.

Consult the Travel Time Chart. Cross-index Ulnar’s point of
origin (St. Germaine) with his intended destination; the number
given on the chart is the number of days it will take his squadron
to reach that world. Add this number to the time spent waiting at
St. Germaine before the Endymion report came in.

If the total time spent is thirty-five days or less, go to section 22.

If the total time amounts to thirty-six days or more, go to section
27
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MacBeth, like Baal and St. Germaine, is a sizable and diversi-
fied colony. It is a hospitable planet, third from a Class G star,
with a climate much like Earth’s. Settlement on MacBeth goes
back five decades, and the colony is only slightly behind St.
Germaine in population.

The MacBeth colonists were initially drawn from the ranks of
the PSP (Pan-Stellar Peace) movement, which was at the peak of
its support in that period. Members of the PSP group sought to
completely lay aside violence and war as an instrument of League
policy. Although their political power was strong, it wasn’t
sufficient to achieve true disarmament (which, among other things,
would have required the complete suppression of the secret of
AKKA on which the League was founded). They did, however,
obtain exclusive rights to settle MacBeth as a model colony run
along completely utopian lines.

Following the crop failures ten years ago, food riots and the
short-lived coup of Jol Nolar caused the MacBeth colonists to
request Legion intervention. After Nolar’s dictatorship was elim-
inated, a Legion garrison was permanently established in the
MacBeth system to help the colonists make a smooth transition
to a less utopian but more successful social structure.

The planet has no major military bases or other League facili-
ties. It has little real strategic value, but the population of the
planet and its trade ties to the Fifteenth Sector make it a world of
some importance in Legion planning.

If Ulnar chooses to move his forces to the MacBeth system, go to
section 25.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to review his options
further, go to section 8.
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Although reports suggest Thule as a likely target for the
Ka’slaq fleet, Ulnar has to take other factors into account. The
capture of one of five ships at S.C. 170 suggests the possibility,
at least, that the aliens have access to the computer records that
ship carried. If so, Endymion’s prominence as an exploratory
base—and the point of origin of the human expedition—makes it
a much more likely military target than Thule. At any rate,
Endymion offers a better position for covering other vital worlds
in the region than most of the other possible destinations.

With this in mind Vice-Admiral Ulnar issues his orders, as-
sembling the ships he needs for the eighteen-day voyage from St.
Germaine to Endymion. Ponderous battlecruisers and darting,
agile destroyers move slowly out of orbit, cut in their faster-than-
light geodyne engines, and speed toward their destination at a
pace hard to understand or even imagine.

Eighteen long days in interstellar space pass with maddening
slowness. The nature of ultrawave communications makes it
difficult to receive more than fragmentary information from any
of the worlds of the Ninth Sector; an error of a degree or two in
the alignment of transmitters can throw a message at a point
light-years from the intended recipient, and the excessive speeds
of the geodyne-powered ships makes it even harder to get an
accurate fix. In effect, the fleet is cut off from outside contact,
from information, orders, or warnings from the star systems that
are Ulnar’s responsibility. If the choice he has made is wrong,
Ulnar won’t learn about it until his ships actually reach Endymion
and sort through the messages already relayed there, because
ultrawave communications are much faster than ships, and they
operate efficiently between the predictable orbital coordinates of
individual worlds.

As they approach Endymion the ships train their ultrawave
receivers ahead; the closer they get, the more chance they have
of picking up messages. But the receivers don’t pick up any
intelligible transmissions—only a steadily increasing and disturb-
ing kind of ultrawave static. One day out from Endymion this
static begins to show distinctly artificial patterns and pulses.
When the squadron is nearly two hours from planetfall, the static
lifts long enough for a weak, fuzzy signal to come through from
the garrison.
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‘‘Endymion garrison to HQ, Endymion garrison to HQ. We
have spotted alien ships numbering a hundred or more, coming
in from beyond the frontier. Garrison outnumbered, but we’ll try
to hold them until you can send reinforcements. Most targets are
cruiser size, but one is like a giant, mobile planetoid. It’s some
kind of a death ship, even worse than the Cometeers. Repeating
.. ."" The message plays again before being swallowed up in
static.

“‘Detector status!”’ Ulnar rasps from his flag display at the
rear of Valiant’s bridge.

*‘Ultrapulse radar systems jammed by interference, Admiral,”’
a young officer replies quickly. ‘‘Teleperiscopes operable, but at
this range—"’

*‘Get those ultrapulse units working, Captain,’’ Ulnar orders.
““We have to see what’s going on!”’

Captain Sammis, his sharp features set in a dour frown, nods.
His stiff bearing and gruff orders to his bridge crew convey his
dislike of having the admiral spell out his duty. Ulnar ignores
him. Don Larno, captain of the battlecruiser Audacious and
commander of Endymion’s tiny garrison squadron, is facing a
vastly superior enemy on his own, and Ulnar is impatient to
come to the aid of one of his most loyal friends. Nothing else
matters.

*“Ultrapulse display coming on line now, sir,”’ the same young
officer reports.

The tactical tank beside Ulnar’s position comes alive with a
confusion of faint lights and traces, some flickering madly.
Distorted by ultrawave interference, the signals are poorly de-
fined and could be false readings. Still, the picture they paint is
grim.

A handful of yellow readouts represent the positions of the six
ships of Larno’s squadron, still over an hour away at the fleet’s
best speed. They are almost completely surrounded in the plan-
ning tank by red-colored blips, most of them somewhat smalier
than a Legion battlecruiser. One fuzzy blob of light can only be
Larno’s “‘mobile planetoid.”’

And Larno’s ships, a battlecruiser and a handful of destroyers,
are formed up like an arrow streaking right toward the huge
vessel.

**Can we raise the Audacious?’’ Ulnar asks.

Sammis gestures to the crewman manning the communications
station. Like a well-oiled machine, Valiant’s bridge crew works
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together with effortless efficiency, with very little chatter and
few spoken orders.

Minutes pass, and the symbols in the display tank continue to
creep inexorably together. Ulnar opens his mouth to give vent to
his impatience. ]

But Sammis beats him to it. ‘‘Wish there was a way to get
around the ultrawave time lag,’’ he mutters.

Embarrassed at forgetting something so basic to space travel,
Ulnar checks his impatience and concentrates on the planning
tank and the smooth, perfectly coordinated movements of each
of the enemy ships. No Legion fleet could ever hope to duplicate
such absolutely precise maneuvering. Larno’s ships don’t stand a
chance against such teamwork.

‘“We have contact,’’ the communications technician announces
suddenly.

““Patch me in,”’ Ulnar orders. At the crewman’s nod, Ulnar
turns toward the plotting tank and speaks into the microphone on
the console near him. ‘‘Audacious, this is Flag. Break off the
action, Larno . . . break off. You can’t fight a whole fleet for an
hour or more!”’

There is another interminable wait as Ulnar’s words, con-
verted into the faster-than-light medium of ultrawave signals,
race through space toward Larno’s ships. Over these compara-
tively short distances there is less trouble in aiming messages,
but they still take several minutes to cross the distance between
the two battlecruisers. Ordinary radio messages, at this range,
would take weeks.

Finally Larno’s relaxed voice, almost unrecognizable against
the background of static, breaks the silence. Ulnar knows he is
hearing the voice of a man resigned to death.

“‘Audacious to Flag. Negative on your request—"’

“It’s not a request, damn it, it’s an order!”’ Ulnar cuts in
loudly before he realizes his words won’t be heard aboard the
other battlecruiser for several more minutes. Seething, he picks
up the thread of Larno’s message again.

“*Can’t fight them all, but we can’t run either—those beauties
are fast. My best estimate says that planetoid thing is some kind
of flagship. If we can get in a couple of good shots with the
vortex guns . . . well, it’s all we’ve got. I can’t fight dogfights
with a hundred ships and expect to do much of anything.

There is a long pause, and for a moment Ulnar thinks Larno’s
transmission is done. Suddenly Larno’s voice cuts. in again, flat
and emotionless. ‘‘Dave . . . tell Kay—"’
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All at once a shriek of melting electronics cuts off his words.
Ulnar doesn’t need to see the fading light in the planning tank to
know that Larno and the Audacious are gone. Don Larno’s last
message to his wife would never be finished.

Two other Legion ships vanish from the display at the same
time. The tiny garrison squadron is falling apart under the enemy
onslaught. For a moment Ulnar thinks the enemy ships on the
display are becoming uncoordinated in their movements, but
suddenly draw back into flawless formations and proceed to
destroy the other ships of Larno’s squadron. The cloud of Ka’slaq
craft seem to coalesce around the larger vessel like a swarm of
insects around a lantern. But as the last of the Legion destroyers
vanishes from the display, the alien fleet begins to spread out
once more, some closing on Endymion’s undefended globe,
others remaining clustered around the slow-moving planetoid.
Another wave, perhaps a third of the total enemy force, turns on
a new course—directly toward Ulnar’s squadron.

Ulnar hunches forward in his seat, his mind racing furiously.
Caution battles a thirst for vengeance as he contemplates the
possibility of engaging the Ka’slaq here and now. Larno’s force
was overwhelmed; if the same fate overtakes Ulnar’s squadron
now, the whole of the Ninth Sector is opened up to the aliens.
But the need to strike a blow in Larno’s name is almost too
strong to ignore. As the enemy ships close with incredible speed,
Ulnar is well aware of the responsibility that hangs over his head
like a sharpened blade, threatening not only himself and the men
who serve in his handful of ships, but the entire League and
Legion who lie behind them.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to engage the enemy fleet, go to
section 21.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to avoid the enemy fleet but attack
the planetoid, go to section 23.

If Ulnar orders his ships to avoid the enemy fleet but attack the
alien force approaching Endymion proper, go to section 26.

If Ulnar orders the Ninth Squadron to stand its ground and
defend itself, go to section 28.

If Ulnar orders his command to withdraw, go to section 32.
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Trinidad is the biggest troublespot of Ulnar’s Ninth Sector.
Fifth planet of a Class F star, the planet’s highly eccentric orbit
makes for extreme changes in climate and geography over the
course of one of the planet’s long ‘‘years.”’ The human colonists
planted on the world a decade ago were forced to settle under
immense domes that protected them from the worst dangers of
radically variable temperatures and dramatic changes in the level
of the planet’s seas between summer and winter. Some dome
cities are undersea complexes in the hottest months of periastron
and isolated, land-bound outposts in the midst of a barren tundra
when winter sets in.

The settlers were drawn to Trinidad by the discovery of great
deposits of exploitable mineral wealth, easily mined during some
portions of the year, because of the accelerated process of ero-
sion which goes hand in hand with the harsh climate. Although
the world is not heavily populated, it has drawn a fairly large
influx of colonists pursuing golden opportunities. But the rapid
expansion of the colony combined with the hostile environment
to completely outstrip the progress of scouts and pioneers look-
ing for possible threats to the community. As a result, the
colonists are entangled in a strange and inexpiable war with a
native intelligence whose very existence had been unsuspected.

These aliens, known ds the Snow Devils among the humans,
are a monstrous race of spiny bipeds who estivate throughout the
periastron period of Trinidad’s orbit and emerge on the surface
during the long, bitter winter. Despite the handicaps of spending
significant portions of each year asleep, the Snow Devils have a
sophisticated civilization. But the careless destruction of a sleep-
ing vault and its slumbering occupants by human miners has
earned their implacable hatred. As a result, for the duration of
each winter period Snow Devil attacks against human colony
domes pose a. serious threat to the settlers—and to the mining
work. Diplomacy has failed totally, but a stubborn refusal by the
League government to abandon the world has led to the continu-
ation of the intermittent war.

A sizable force of League ships is maintained at Trinidad all
year round. During winter they assist the colonists against Snow
Devil attacks, and the summer is spent in efforts to locate Snow
Devil lairs and so spot their probable bases for the next cam-
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paign. A proposal to neutralize these lairs has been blocked in
the League Council as being nothing short of genocide.

Currently, it is the hot periastron summer period on Trinidad,
which means that the ships can be spared from their duties there
to serve with Ulnar’s fleet if the need arises.

Trinidad’s resources could make it an important strategic tar-
get. The Legion cannot discount the possibility that the Ka’slaq
might seek some kind of alliance with the Snow Devils. Their
fleet could well need the support of a technological civilization,
and they could choose to support the Ka’slaq as the best weapon
against the human interlopers who have so aroused their fury.

If Ulnar decides to order his ships to travel to Trinidad, go to
section 25.

If Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to review his options
further, go to section 8.

e e

There are several other planets in immediate danger, but no
one world is as important as Baal. The key planet of the sector,
with its large population and major trade links with other key
planets, Baal is the obvious next choice for a Ka’slaq assault if
they know anything about the League. The assault on Endymion
suggests that the Ka’slag knew, presumably from records or
captives aboard the lost Discovery at S.C. 170, that Endymion
was the nearest Legion port and base.

Convinced that Baal is the best choice for the Ka’'slag, Ulnar
knows it will take both luck and speed to win the race and bring
the Ninth Squadron to the defense of Baal. The Ka’slaq are
closer, but if they linger around Endymion, the Legion ships
might just reach the planet in time to block the enemy advance.
No time can be spared; Ulnar issues the orders that will set the
squadron in motion at last with scarcely a pause to consider the
dangers of the situation.

Accelerating out of orbit, the Ninth Squadron gathers speed as
the great geodyne engines run up to their maximum output.
Using their power to distort the very fabric of space itself, the
ships slide past the speed of light to velocities no human mind
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could grasp, and shape their course for Baal. But even at these
awesome speeds it is an eleven-day journey from St. Germaine
to Baal, and that leaves plenty of time for plans, doubts, and
second thoughts.

The fleet is cut off from any but the briefest of contacts with
the worlds of the sector. Ultrawave transmissions between plan-
ets are easy enough because the coordinates of each are well-
known and relative motions comparatively low, but the uncer-
tainties of speed and distance between moving ships make com-
munications difficult. Even an error of a degree or two in
antenna alignment can cause a transmission to miss the intended
recipient by trillions of miles. Except at fairly short ranges or
under unusual circumstances, it is almost impossible to broadcast
substantial messages to or from a moving ship in interstellar
space.

Thus, Ulnar has very little to go on as he lays his plans during
the voyage. Except for Larno’s first message, he has no informa-
tion on events at Endymion and no way of knowing what to
expect at Baal. But as the squadron finally draws near its desti-
nation, it makes contact and begins updating information relayed
over the past eleven days from the base at St. Germaine to Baal,
as well as news gathered locally.

The word from Endymion is grim. None of Lamno’s ships
escaped, but a few merchant vessels on the fringes of the system
were able to watch what happened before they fled. The Ka’slag
onslaught was fast, utterly ruthless, and totally devastating. There
were at least one hundred ships (Larno’s original estimate, and
probably the most accurate), although some reports speak of
several hundred, all identical in size, speed, and bearing incredi-
bly powerful weapons. The ships swept into the system at a
speed no human ship would have dared maintain (not because
human ships couldn’t move that fast, but because human pilots
couldn’t handle the precise maneuvers and sudden vector changes
the invaders evidently regarded as routine), and closed in on
Endymion almost before anyone was aware of their presence.
Their actions made it clear that the Ka’slaq knew every detail of
the Endymion colony and its defenses.

According to the reports, the large body of enemy cruisers was
followed by one other object, which ultrapulse scans reported as
a huge, slow-moving structure the size of a planetoid or small
moon. Larno’s scanners must have picked up the same data,
because the last reported act of the tiny garrison force was a
headlong rush into the heart of the enemy fleet, aimed straight at
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the huge object. The threat was enough to draw off some of the
Ka’slag ships, which closed in on Lamno’s force with inhuman
accuracy and wiped out all the ships before they could either
reach the large target or break off and flee. But the slackening
attack didn’t die away for long; soon the aliens were back in
force. There was nothing left to stand in their way.

The Ka’slaq didn’t just overawe the helpless colony—they
systematically devastated it. Endymion’s cities and towns were
reduced from orbit without the slightest trace of mercy or a
single offer of acceptance of quarter. One town was apparently
destroyed even as the inhabitants sent a panic-stricken message
of total surrender. Ka’slag weapons, more powerful than the best
vortex guns in the Legion’s arsenal, picked off inhabited areas
one after another, from the largest town to the newest home-
stead. It was clear that the aliens had a detailed summary of
human habitation on the planet, which made it even more likely
that the Ka’slaq had cracked the computer files aboard the
captured Discovery. A few lucky colonists escaped in merchant
ships, but no human escaped from the holocaust at Endymion.

No one knows what happened there; the Ka’slaq might have
remained, or they may have moved on to new conquests.

They have not yet taken Baal, although patrol ships operating
away from the colony in the direction of Endymion have sent in
some disturbing reports. Ultrapulse. scans have picked up fuzzy
images at the very limit of detection range on a course toward
Baal. Some kind of previously unknown ultrawave band static
has also been detected in that direction, prompting the captain of
the battlecruiser Defiant to follow up the reports with a personal
reconnaissance. Evidently Ulnar has arrived in time, but just

barely . . . if, indeed, these reports are of enemy ships and not
more refugees or some other anomaly unconnected with the
Ka’slag.

By the time the squadron makes orbit around Baal, the static
reported by the patrols is noticeable to everyone and has begun
interfering with communications and ultrapulse scans. The scan-
ners still work, but they aren’t very reliable. Several blips have
appeared swooping toward the planet, but the distortion makes
it hard to gather more than the most basic ideas of speed,
headings, and size. Two ships—the destroyer Anthar and the
battlecruiser Defiant—are overdue and still out of contact, and
everyone in the squadron is growing increasingly concerned
about the situation.
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‘‘Ultrapulse reports two friendly ships at the limit of detection
range,”’ an officer announces.’

Ulnar, feigning calm by sipping from a mug of coffee, hands
it to a steward and swivels his seat to command a view of
Valiant’s tactical planning tank, where ultrapulse data is trans-
lated by computer to readouts. Moving at maximum speed, the
two yellow blips are identified as a battlecruiser and a destroyer.
Ulnar watches as the computers update the information and
transponder signals identify the two vessels: Defiant and Anthar,
as everyone hoped.

A ragged cheer starts from the crewmen on the bridge, but it
dies away quickly. Ultrapulse scans show a whole phalanx of
blue-covered lights, representing unknown and presumably hos-
tile ships, closing fast on the two Legion vessels. Ulnar needn’t
see more to know that tha Ka’slaq have arrived.

“Defiant on line, Admiral,”’ the communications technician
reports.

“‘Put it through.”” Ulnar turns to face the microphone and
comm screen on the Flag command console. The screen flickers
to life, broken up by static but revealing the strained features of a
young captain with a scorched uniform collar and a bleeding
gash across one cheek.

*‘Flag, this is Defiant. Enemy ships pursuing. They’ll reach
your position soon. Too many for us to stop.”’ The captain rubs
at the blood on his face. ‘‘There’s more of them than anyone
thought. We took a grazing hit, with one geodyne damaged and
fifty men kllled or wounded. Flag, Admxral we can't fight
them. - %

The captain begins to ramble, his confused words and dazed
expression making plain his anguish and fear. Defiant’s captain
knows his ship is doomed.

““Energy pulse from target 027"’ a voice calls out from
somewhere behind the battlecruiser’s captain. ‘‘That means
they’'re—"" With a flash of light and the sound of melting
electronics, the battlecruiser is hit again.

““Pax External,”’ someone on Valiant’s bndge mutters. Ulnar
drops his eyes to the planning tank, where the symbols that
represent Defiant as a battlecruiser under power are fading out.
Something there still returns a faint ultrapulse echo amidst the
lifeless hulk drifting silently through space.

_Almost as if an afterthought, an anticlimax following the death
of the Defiant, the smaller dot that represents the destroyer winks
out a few moments later. The Ka’slaq destroyed the smaller ship
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so thoroughly that no trace remains to bounce back ultrapulse
signals.

Ulnar stares at the tank for a long minute, watching thirty blue
symbols creep toward the squadron, and, behind the Legion’s
protective shield, Baal. Two more ships are gone, and the impla-
cable aliens continue their remorseless advance. Ulnar wonders
for a moment if it would be better to fight and die or flee and
face the shame of running without a fight.

Then, as he stares down at the planning tank, Ulnar feels a
dawning resolve. He knows what he should do and how to
make it work. All that remains is to give the necessary
orders.

If Ulnar decides to attack the Ka’slaq fleet, go to Section 33.

If Ulnar decides to remain near Baal to defend it from attack, go
to section 37. :

If Ulnar decides to abandon Baal, go to section 41.

L

St. Germaine has the second largest population of all the
League worlds in the Ninth Sector. Fourth planet of a Class F
star, it has a cool, pleasant climate which has attracted ex-
tensive settlement from Inner League worlds. First surveyed
by the exploration team headed by Ken Star and Lars Ulnar,
it continues to support a Legion defense complex and scout
base. The Ninth Defense Squadron is headquartered at St.
Germaine.

As capital of the Ninth sector and center for both League and
Legion activities in this segment of the frontier, St. Germaine
has an important place in the strategic planning for Legion
military operations in the Ninth Sector. It is the major military
bastion of the area, with significant ground- and space-based
defenses. A geofractor complex ties St. Germaine to Earth and
other inner worlds, making the planet the main link for military,
exploratory, and commercial traffic connecting the frontier with
major League planets.
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If Ulnar orders the ships under his command to remain on
station at St. Germaine and await further developments, go to
section 3.

If Admiral Ulnar remains undecided and wishes to review his
options further, go to section 8.

— )

Ulnar is well aware of how slim Don Larno’s chances of
survival are at Endymion. Even at the maximum possible speed,
the Ninth Defense Squadron cannot reach Endymion in less than
cighteen days. Against a fleet numbering a hundred ships or
more, the beleaguered garrison had little hope of survival, bar-
_ ring some kind of miracle. Now Ulnar regrets his caution in
keeping his reserves at St. Germaine; if he had been closer to the
frontier, there might have been a chance of helping Larno in
time.

Ulnar thinks his best move now is to descend on Endymion in
force. If the Ka’slaq are still in the system, the Legion can catch
them and exact a measure of revenge. And if the main fleet has
gone on, the squadron can interrupt their supply lines and draw
back the main Ka’slag strength from wherever it attacks next.
Lingering in the back of Ulnar’s mind is the faint, irrational hope
that the Endymion garrison might somehow survive, an impossi-
ble hope, perhaps, but the Legion was dedicated to making
miracles happen. :

Ulnar wastes no more time. Issuing the necessary orders, he
waits in his private office as Valiant breaks orbit around St.
Germaine, followed in turn by the other ships of the squadron.
Under the space-twisting energies of their geodyne engines, the
Legion’s vessels hurtle from their base and gather speed rapidly,
freed from the restrictions of inertia and Einsteinian physics by
the local distortion in the fabric of the universe created in the
bowels of each ship.

The days pass slowly. Cut off from contact with the worlds of
the Ninth Sector, the squadron exists like a separate universe.
Ultrawave communications are not hampered much by interstel-
lar distances, but a target the size of a spaceship moving at
velocities far in excess of light is hard to pinpoint, and harder
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still to hold in an ultrawave beam. The seemingly endless time
that passes en route to Endymion gives everyone aboard too
much time to reflect on everything they’ve heard about their
enemies.

In the final few hours of the approach to Endymion, Admiral
Ulnar assumes his bridge position overlooking Valiant’s tactical
plotting tank, where the ship’s computers interpret ultrapulse
scans and other sensor information and translate these into a
simulation of space around the flagship. The tank has remained
clear of anything except natural objects—stars, dust clouds, inter-
stellar debris—throughout the voyage, but now, with Endymion
only three hours away, an unknown blip registers on ultrapulse.
Unpowered and apparently lifeless, the unknown object still
bounces back echoes characteristic of a spaceship or other
artificial structure.

Cautiously, Ulnar orders one of his ships to move closer for a
direct inspection. On teleperiscope the object proves to be a
battered, drifting spaceship, a human-designed vessel identified
from shipboard files as a private yacht. A boarding party is sent
to the yacht. Their report suggests that the vessel was near a
massive explosion, a near miss that tore most of the major structural
members apart through the force of expanding gases buffeting the
yacht, an effect one expert from the party likens to being ‘‘on
the fringes of a newborn supernova.”’ A weapon that could induce
such an effect is far beyond the vortex guns of the Legion ships.

The boarding party learns that the yacht was a private courier in
the service of Endymion’s colonial government. On board are de-
tailed accounts of everything the ship’s crew could collect regard-
ing the fall of Endymion before they were themselves destroyed.

If Ulnar has had no previous information regarding what hap-
pened at Endymion (aside from Don Larno’s initial message),
and he wants to review the information on board the courier/
yacht, go to section 42.

If Ulnar waited to receive information about Endymion before
leaving St. Germaine and he wants to review it on board the
courier/yacht, go to section 46.

If Ulnar chooses to ignore the information contained on the
courier/yacht, go to section 51.

On a piece of scratch paper note that eighteen days are used up
in the voyage.
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““Open Fleetcomm to all ships,”’ Ulnar orders. ‘‘Patch it
through to my board.”” Eyes on the planning tank, the admiral
runs through everything he has seen and heard so far. If the
Ka’slaq have a weakness, it is up to him to find and exploit it.

“‘On Fleetcomm, Admiral,”” the communications technician
tells him.

Ulnar switches on his microphone. ‘‘Flag to Ninth Defense
Squadron. Prepare for battle.’’ He pauses, examining the moving
lights in the tank that represent enemy ships closing on the
squadron at high speed. Ultrapulse interference still makes things
uncertain, but there are at least thirty enemy ships on the way,
maybe more.

But the Ka’slaq have divided their forces, their first major
mistake. Ulnar knows that a divided foe can be defeated in detail
where a united one can be too strong to fight.

‘“We will attack the nearest enemy ships on my signal,”’ the
admiral continues. ‘‘Formation and battle orders to follow. Stand
by.”

Clicking off the microphone, Ulnar leans forward to study the
tank. The attack formation his ships adopt could be decisive in
the battle to come. He has only minutes to decide and marshal
his ships for battle.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to adopt a wedge formation, go to
section 55.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to adopt a cone formation, go to
section 60.

If Ulnar orders the light destroyers to form a screen ahead of the
battlecruisers, go to section 65.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to dtspers‘e and fight independently,
go to section 70.
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The fleet is in a stable orbit around the planet as Ulnar goes
through the accumulated reports relayed from St. Germaine.
They tell the story of Endymion, and as the tale takes form, the
admiral begins to realize just how much danger the League and
the Legion face from their evil foes.

None of the ships of Larno’s garrison force escaped from the
battle at Endymion, but a few merchant ships and other private
vessels were able to get away and bring back their impressions of
the planet’s end. The Ka’slaq assault was fast and merciless, and
the only ships that had much of a chance were the ones already
near the edge of the system.

Larno’s report of a hundred enemy ships is the lowest estimate
Ulnar hears; the refugees report varying numbers, but all agree
that the Ka’slaq armada was immense. Most also agree that
ultrapulse scans showed a very large object moving slowly and
purposefully in the wake of the alien cruisers. But it was the
cruisers that made the biggest impression, all identical in size
and speed and each one armed with weapons far more powerful
than a Legion vortex gun.

The cruisers were able to carry out maneuvers no human pilot
could hope to duplicate. All accounts emphasize their tight for-
mations and high-speed turns, attributable to the Ka’slaq race’s
superior mental and physical abilities.

Larno’s last battle was fought without witnesses. One trans-
mission, punched through massive ultrawave interference, said
that the garrison ships were forming to attack the large planetoid
object, which Larno thought might be the alien flagship. The
Ka’slaq broke off most of their other operations shortly afterward
and closed in around Larno’s last reported position; the Legion
ships never came back:

But the Ka’slaq did. When their cruisers had finished with
Larno, the aliens orbited Endymion. Then, without a trace of
compassion or a single demand for surrender, they began to
bombard the helpless colony. Their attacks showed familiarity
with the planet; every town, every homestead on Endymion’s
surface was systematically wiped out. One town was destroyed
even as its leaders pleaded for their lives and asked to be allowed
to capitulate. These reports make it clear that the Ka’slag, having
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captured the Discovery at S.C. 170, were able to crack the ship’s
computer files and translate the information they contained.

With the flight of the handful of refugees who escaped the
destruction of Endymion, there is no more news of the Ka’slaq.
Who can tell where they will strike next?

“ If Ulnar orders his squadron to remain in its current position, go
to section 71. Mark seven more days off your time record.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to travel to Endymion, go to
section 53.

If Ulnar orders his ships to Baal, go to section 58.
If Ulnar orders his ships to Ulnar 118, go to section 63.
If the admiral orders the squadron to §.C. 170, go to section 68.

If Ulnar’s orders send the squadron back to St. Germaine, go to
section 74.

If the squadron is given orders to any other destination, go to
section 73.

0

As he absentmindedly rubs his chin, Ulnar considers the events
of the last hour. Don Larno’s doomed attack had stood no chance
of success, but it pointed the way for the Ninth Squadron. Larno
had a reputation for solving problems with an almost instinctive
grasp of priorities and probabilities. Admiral Ulnar was sure he
had done so again.

Two things stand out about Larno’s failed thrust toward the
enemy: The Ka’slaq had called in all of their outlying ships to
stop the Legion force, and there was a short time when the
Ka’slaq fleet’s superb coordination seemed to fail. These two
points suggested that the giant ship or asteroid might be a
sensitive point to be exploited by the Ninth Squadron.

““‘Open Fleetcomm to all ships, and patch it through to me,”’
Ulnar orders, his determination and tactical insight becoming firm.
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“‘On Fleetcomm, Admiral,”” the communication technician
responds quickly.

The admiral casts a last glance into the tank as he switches on
the microphone on his console. ‘‘Flag to Ninth Defense Squad-
ron. Prepare for battle.”’

The readouts in the .tank are still uncertain from ultrapulse
interference, but he can be sure of at least thirty ships in the
force closing on his squadron. Between twenty and thirty more
are spread around the planetoid, approximately a half hour away.
Ulnar nods in sudden decision, drawing a quizzical look from
Captain Sammis. They have to follow up on Larno’s last insight.
He flicks on the microphone again.

““All vessels, Stealth mode. Repeat, Stealth mode. We will
evade the nearest alien ships and close on the large object at grid
320. Formation and battle orders to follow. Stand by."’

Stealth mode is a chancy tactic at best, given everything Ulnar
has seen of Ka’slag technology. But if the squadron can jam the
alien ultrapulse scans, Ulnar’s command can swing out of the
path of the attackers and slip past them.

““It has to work,”” Ulnar says softly, drawing another look
from Sammis. ‘It will work.”’

Roll two dice and compare the result to the squadron’s Stealth
rating.

If the roll is less than or equal to the rating, go to section 52.

If the roll is greater than the rating, go to section 62.
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If Commodore Benbo and the Corsair are with Ulnar’s squad-
ron, go to section 31.

If Benbo’s Corsair has been detached to any other station, go to
section 40.
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Making up his mind, Ulnar reaches to his desk communica-
tions button. *‘Bridge, this is Ulnar. Inform the squadron that we
will be breaking orbit by 1630 hours. Duty officer, begin prepa-
rations. Get me Captain Sammis.”’

Valiant’s sharp-featured captain comes on the intercom screen
moments later to receive Ulnar’s orders from the squadron. He
seems surprised at the destination the admiral has chosen, but
characteristically accepts the orders without argument.

At the appointed time the ship seems to come to life as the
great geodyne engines power up and thrust Valiant out of orbit
around St. Germaine. The rest of the squadron follows suit.
Gathering speed, it points toward its destination and hurtles
outward at speeds made possible by space-twisting geodynes.

The admiral has chosen his destination, and he and his ships
are committed. Perhaps, he tells himself more than once during
the journey, it is a blessing that the squadron can’t receive
information from St. Germaine or the other worlds of the sector.
The vast distances of interstellar space and the unimaginable
speeds of ships under geodyne drive make it almost impossible
to align antennas and transmit ultrawave messages to a squadron
in interstellar space. Thus, although ultrawave communications
are much faster than ships, they can be used between planets
(with well-known coordinates and relatively slow speeds) much
more effectively than to or from vessels.

Effectively, the Ninth Defense Squadron is out of touch until
it reaches its destination and can collect messages relayed from
HQ during the voyage. Ulnar and his men have no idea what
might await them, but already Ulnar has a growing feeling of
dread as he goes over the strategic situation again and again
throughout the long voyage.

Consult the Travel Time Chart. Cross-index Ulnar’s point of
origin (St. Germaine) with his intended destination. The number
given on the chart is the number of days it will take his ships to
reach the chosen planet. Note this number for future reference
before proceeding to section 22.
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Ulnar rubs his jaw anxiously. His eyes are on the planning
tank while his mind runs through calculations of strength and
speed. Now that Larno’s garrison has been wiped out, Endymion
stands helpless before the Ka’slag assault. About half the alien
fleet, as many as fifty ships or more, are closing fast on the
planet. At maximum speed the Ninth Squadron might intervene
in time to protect the planet, if they can evade the ships already
rushing toward them at high speed. The safety of the colony is
Ulnar’s highest priority right now.

*‘Open Fleetcomm to all ships,”’ Ulnar orders. ‘‘And patch it
through to me.”” As the communications technician complies
with the order, Ulnar continues to study the tank. They’ll have to
use Stealth mode, jamming ultrapulse scans to avoid detection
while dodging the aliens detached to deal with the squadron.
Given the advanced Ka’slaq technology, the tactic is risky at
best, but it’s the only chance they have to save Endymion.

The technician finishes his task. ‘‘Fleetcomm open, Admi-
ral,”’ he says.

Switching on the microphone on his console, Ulnar issues his
orders.

‘‘All ships, this is Flag,”’ he begins. ‘‘Prepare for battle. Set
course for planetary flyby over Endymion.”’ He pauses, then
continues with forced steadiness. ‘“All vessels to adopt Stealth
mode. We will evade the nearest enemy ships and engage the
aliens over Endymion. Formation and battle orders to follow.
Stand by.”’

The die was cast. Now the Legion’s men and ships would test
their mettle against the Ka’slaq.

Roll two dice and compare the result to the squadron’s Stealth
rating.

If the roll is less than or equal to the rating, go to section 52.

If the roll is greater than the rating, go to section 62.
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The squadron reaches its destination after a long, tedious
flight, entering orbit around the planet in good order. There is no
sign of a Ka’slaq incursion, and Ulnar worries that he has made
a wrong choice. As Ulnar wades through the stack of reports
beamed here by ultrawave, he soon has his worst fears comfirmed.
Not only has Endymion fallen to Ka’slaq raiders, but Baal, the
most heavily populated planet in the sector, has as well. Over-
coming his anger, Ulnar forces himself to scrutinize each report
carefully in hopes of uncovering clues to the alien fleet’s abili-
ties, intentions, and weaknesses.

These reports tell much more about the power of the Ka’slaq
than they do about weaknesses or opportunities the Legion might
exploit. In both cases, the survivors who managed to make
coherent observations were most impressed by the speed,
coordination, and awesome power of the alien ships. The
primary Ka’slaq vessel is described as being about the size of
a cruiser, smaller than Ulnar’s fighting ships, but armed with
weaponry far superior to the Legion’s vortex guns. These ships
are capable of sustained high-speed maneuvers in extremely tight
formations beyond the capability of any human pilots, giving the
Ka’slag a vast advantage in rapid battle movement. Only the
cruiser-type ship was noted in reports from Baal and Endymion,
although ultrapulse scans showed another gigantic moving object
which was probably Don Larno’s planetoid.

None of the warships in either of the garrisons escaped
the Ka’slaq onslaught. Larno’s ships were annihilated as they
attempted to punch through the enemy battle lines to threaten
the larger object. The ships at Baal, on the other hand, were
caught scattered. As testament to the power of the alien guns,
there are descriptions of the Defiant, a battlecruiser that was
reduced to a powerless, lifeless hulk by a single well-placed
shot.

Battle tactics adopted by the Ka’slaq differed markedly in
the two engagements. At Baal the aliens seemed locked into
a rigid plan of battle. Their initial dispositions changed very
little as the fighting developed, and some Ka’slaq ships remained
out of the fighting even as others were forced to engage in
major duels against pockets of resistance among the garrison
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ships. Although' the aliens responded quickly to changing
situations on an individual basis, they showed little tendency to
support one another through radical changes in deployment or
formation.

Endymion was a different kind of fight. Here, the alien fleet
acted and reacted almost as one. Near the climax of the action,
as Larno’s ships surged toward their huge target, the Ka’slag
cruisers seemed to abandon all other targets to mass all their
strength against the Legion. The disparate nature of alien actions
in the two battles disturbs Ulnar as he reads about them.

If the battles were fought differently, they were exploited in
almost identical fashion. Once every fighting ship of the plane-
tary garrison was destroyed, the target world was encircled by a
large force of Ka’slag cruisers and bombarded. In both cases this
orbital bombardment was systematic, thorough, and utterly mer-
ciless. With an obviously precise knowledge of the layout and
organization of the two human colonies, the aliens directed the
awesome power of their annihilator guns against the planetary
surfaces. They knew the location of every inhabited area of each
world, from cities and towns down to individual homesteads,
and they destroyed them all. There are accounts from Endymion
of one town being reduced to slag even as the inhabitants tried
to surrender to their conquerors. The only ones to escape
from either world were the crews or passengers aboard a
handful of merchant ships already near the fringes of the
systems when the attacks began. The ships were able to bring
back some word of the assaults, but the remoteness that allowed
them to avoid the Ka’slag also obscured the details of these
engagements.

Two planets, one of them a thriving colony world with over a
hundred million inhabitants, have fallen to the ruthless assault of
the alien Ka’slaq, and through it all, Ulnar’s actions have proven
worse than useless. If his next choice goes no better, more of the
people he is pledged to defend may die. Pain and guilt twist
Ulnar’s features into an anguished frown. He reaches for the
communications switch to issue new orders to the squadron. This
time his orders must be right.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to go to Endymion, go to section
33

If Ulnar orders the squadron to Baal, go to section 66.
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If Ulnar sends the squadron to Ulnar 118, go to section 63.

If Ulnar issues orders to move the squadron S.C. /70, go to
section 68.

If Ulnar gives orders to return the squadron to St. Germaine, go
to section 74.

If the squadron receives orders to go to any other destination, go
to section 73.

If the squadron remains at its present location, go to section 71.

S | S

‘I want Fleetcomm open to all ships,”’ Admiral Ulnar orders.
“‘Put it through to my board.”’ Ulnar watches the planning tank,
balancing the computer readouts against everything he has learned
about the Ka’slag. He must find a weakness to exploit in the
battle ahead.

‘“You’re on Fleetcomm, Admiral,”’ the technician informs
him.

Ulnar switches on the microphone at his station. ‘‘Flag to
Ninth Defense Squadron. Prepare for battle.’” Pausing, he exam-
ines the enemy dispositions again. The Ka’slaq have divided
their forces, a mistake he could take advantage of. If the squad-
ron can deal with the thirty-odd ships closing first, the Legion
might be able to deal with the other two alien divisions in turn.
““We’ll let them come to us,”’ Ulnar continues. Perhaps Larno’s
attack had attracted the main strength of the enemy. ‘‘Formation
and battle orders to follow. Stand by.””

Ulnar shuts off the microphone and leans forward to study the
tank. He has a matter of minutes to assemble the squadron to
fend off the enemy.

If Ulnar orders the ships to form a defensive globe, go to section
37

If the squadron is ordered to adopt a defensive cylinder, go to
section 67. '
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If Ulnar orders the light destroyers to screen the battlecruisers,
go to section 65.

If Ulnar orders the destroyers to take refuge behind a battlecruiser
screen, go to section 81.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to scatter and fight dispersed, go to
section 70.

— 0

With Admiral Merros dead, his fleet shattered, and Ulnar’s
squadron no longer capable of offering resistance, the Ka’slag
fleet orbits St. Germaine and subjects it to the same devastating
bombardment as Endymion and Baal already suffered. Appar-
ently invincible, the aliens continue their drive into human space,
spreading destruction and devastation in their wake. Star League
scientists advance many theories to explain the single-minded
campaign of annihilation the Ka’slaq pursue, but no one can be
sure of their purpose. Xenophobic and genocidal, the Ka’slaq
exterminate the inhabitants of dozens of planets as they plunge
deeper and deeper into the Star League.

Another Legion fleet meets them near the Solar system, but is
no better prepared than the last one. Brushing aside all opposi-
tion, the Ka’slag bombard Earth and the other planets around the
Sun. The Legion had triumphed over the Medusae, the Cometeers,
the treachery of Stephen Orco, and the malice of the evil Basi-
lisk, but against this power, they proved impotent. Over the
years to follow, humanity slowly delines to extinction, hunted
ruthlessly by the aliens from beyond Orion. The story of man-
kind eventually ends.

David Ulnar’s name is remembered in the twilight years.
Refugees from St. Germaine passed on the story of his cam-
paign, portraying him as a coward, a traitor, and an ineffectual
incompetent. Before the last human colony falls, his name has
surpassed those of his infamous ancestors, the Lords of the
Purple Hall, and even that of Eric the Pretender, as mankind’s
greatest betrayer. For although Vice-Admiral Ulnar never actu-
ally collaborated with the foe, all of his efforts in the campaign
against the Ka’slaq are seen as a betrayal of the Legion’s trust. It
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is a failure Ulnar himself felt as he died, fighting to the end but
incapable of stopping humanity’s alien scourge.

Because Ulnar failed to find and exploit the weaknesses of the
aliens, the campaign was lost. To try again, go back to section 1
and start over. Good luck!

S e

Contemplating everything he has learned so far, Ulnar finds
himself thinking more and more of S.C. 170, the system where
all the trouble started. The place where the Ka’slaq first appeared
might provide information that wouid help Ulnar defeat the
aliens. Moreover, he reasons, a blow at S.C. 170 might threaten
the Ka’slag supply lines back into whatever region they came
from. If so, that could blunt their advance into the Ninth Sector
and buy more time for Merros to prepare.

Satisfied that his reasoning is sound, Ulnar issues his orders.
Within minutes Valiant comes alive as her geodyne engines lift
her out of orbit around St. Germaine. The other ships of the
squadron follow her lead and gather speed as the space-twisting
engines alter the laws of inertia and Einsteinian physics around
each of the Legion warships. Setting their course outward, they
begin the long journey out of League space toward the world
where four vessels have already been lost.

The journey is a long one, twenty-six days in all, even at the
unimaginable speeds achieved in interstellar travel, during which
the squadron is out of contact with any of the League worlds.
Although ultrawave transmissions are even faster than the ships
themselves, interstellar distances and velocities make it almost
impossible to keep antennas aligned to exchange meaningful
amounts of data. Only at short ranges, or between planets where
positions and relative speeds are easily calculated and compen-
sated for, can interstellar contact be effectively maintained.

The long voyage gives Ulnar plenty of time to brood and
reconsider. What is happening in the sector as his squadron
pushes toward its destination? Was his decision the right one?

If Ulnar decides to stop at Thule instead of going all the way to
S.C. 170, go to section 79. This trip takes twenty-two days,
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which should be noted on a piece of scratch paper. Morale drops
by 1 point.

If Ulnar chooses to stick to his original decision, proceed to
section 54.
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Ulnar’s desk communicator buzzes. He thumbs the accept call
button, and his star chart and planetary readouts are replaced by
the image of an angry, saturnine man with a livid scar across his
left cheek. Commodore Nils Benbo, one of the youngest wing
commanders in the Legion, is an outspoken hothead who loves
action and military display. Benbo wastes no time in pleasantries.

“I’ve heard about Pioneer, Admiral. When do we get under
way for Thule?”’

“‘Back off, Nils,”’ Ulnar tells him. ‘‘When I’'m ready to issue
some orders, I'll tell you. Until then, stay where you are and
keep your ships ready for action.”’

The commodore’s face flushes darkly. *‘It’s plain enough that
Thule’s the next enemy target! It’s closest to where Pioneer was
attacked, and the report said the aliens were heading there. What
more do you need, a signed invitation and a road map?”’

““I told you, Commodore, back off,”’ Ulnar repeats harshly.

‘“That’s easy for you, sir. I've got a sister on Thule, and I
don’t plan to let you throw her life away. My squadron is
breaking orbit in one hour for Thule, whatever you decide.”’

‘“Who’s in command here, Nils?”’ Ulnar demands.

““The recon wing will obey me. You can accept it or not, as
you wish, but I'm going to Thule. So will you, if you know
what’s right.”” The screen goes blank.

Ulnar realizes Benbo isn’t making idle boasts. His popularity
with his own wing is on par with his popularity with Admiral
Merros, Benbo’s mentor and patron in the Legion. Short of
ordering an attack on his own light forces, Ulnar hasn’t much
hope of bringing Benbo to heel.

Damn him, Ulnar thinks bitterly. The man’s aggressiveness
makes him a brilliant recon wing commander but an untrust-
worthy subordinate. Ulnar’s options are to fight him (almost
unthinkable), ignore him, back him, or join him. No matter






Section 32

what, Ulnar is bound to lose face. And if Benbo uses his
connections against him, Ulnar stands to lose even more.

If Ulnar chooses to try to stop Benbo from going to Thule, go to
section 34.

If Ulnar decides to ignore Benbo and allow him to go to Thule
but does not wish to join him at this time, go to section 40.

If Ulnar decides to travel to Thule with the Ninth Defense
Squadron, go to section 35. However, the morale of all ships in
Ulnar’s sector drops by 1.

Ulnar can also choose to- back Benbo by ordering the entire
recon wing to Thule, but he must still choose a destination of his
own. Go back to section 8.

e

Ulnar rubs his chin nervously. He scans the information dis-
played in the planning tank with worried eyes. Even though the
Ka’slaq have split their forces, Ulnar doesn’t like the odds. Even if
he defeats the first attack, there are enough aliens at hand to destroy
is ships before they can escape. Larno’s ships were overwhelmed
so quickly . . . can the Ninth Squadron expect to do better?

““Open Fleetcomm to all ships and patch it through to me
here,”” Ulnar orders curtly. He doesn’t like the decision he feels
compelled to make now; Merros will certainly see it as coward-
ice. But the safety of Earth’s first line of defense is more
important than Ulnar’s personal feelings or reputation.

‘‘Ready on Fleetcomm, Admiral,”’ the communications tech-
nician tells him.

Ulnar switches on the microphone at his elbow and tries to
make his tone as cold and remote as possible. His words are
difficult to force through his dry throat. ‘‘All ships, this is
Flag,”’ he says reluctantly. ‘‘Withdraw at once ... repeat,
withdraw at once. This isn’t the time or the place for a show-
down.’’ But it will be soon, he promises himself wordlessly.
‘“‘Adopt Stealth mode and disperse for a general withdrawal.
Stand by for further orders.”’
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Stealth mode uses ultrawave and ultrapulse generators to jam
the enemy’s tracking systems. If it doesn’t work, the superior
speed and maneuverability of the Ka’slaq ships will make with-
drawal impossible. Given the way the aliens are jamming the
squadron’s equipment, Ulnar wonders how well they can deal
with the Stealth mode transmissions. Ulnar believes Stealth mode
is the squadron’s only hope of escape.

Roll two dice and compare the result to the squadron’s Stealth
rating.

If the roll is less than or equal to the rating, go to section 52.

If the roll exceeds the Stealth rating, go to section 62.

Loay -

*“‘On Fleetcomm,’’ Ulnar orders the communications techni-
cian. As he waits, Ulnar sizes up the situation from the planning
tank.

Despite the disruptive static on ultrapulse frequencies, the
computers estimate that the aliens have thirty to thirty-five ships
in a curving wall, sweeping inexorably toward Baal. They are
keeping perfect formation, but their dispositions seem entirely
concerned with an attack on the planet. The giant planetoid
vessel from Endymion is nowhere in sight. Unless the Ka’slaq
are setting some kind of trap, Baal is facing only a part of their
strength.

*‘Fleetcomm ready and patched to you, Admiral,’’ the techni-
cian tells him.

Ulnar nods once and keys in his microphone. ‘‘Flag to all
ships. We’re going to attack. Prepare for battle. Stand by for
formation orders.’’

If Ulnar orders the squadron to adopt a wedge formation, go to
section 80.

If Ulnar orders the ships to adopt a cone formation, go to
section 85.
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If Ulnar orders the destroyers to provide a screen for the
battlecruisers, go to section 90.

If the admiral orders his ships to scatter and fight dispersed, go
to section 95.

— 3

Angrily, Ulnar attempts to raise Benbo again, but the wing
commander refuses to accept his calls. The young upstart seems
intent on deliberately provoking more trouble. Ulnar considers
threatening Benbo and his men with violence, but he dismisses
the idea at once. The squadron’s battlecruisers wouldn't fire on
the destroyers, and Benbo’s men know it. The days when mem-
bers of the Legion would turn their guns on one another are dead
and gone, with Eric the Pretender and the android Orco.

Ulnar realizes he has very little way to enforce his authority.
As long as Merros backs his youthful protégé, Benbo won’t have
to worry about repercussions for disobedience.

‘‘Damn politics!’” Ulnar says aloud, smashing his fist against
the top of his desk.

Perhaps Merros would place discipline ahead of his feud with
Ulnar. A slim chance, but it’s Ulnar’s only hope of backing
Benbo down. He reaches for the intercom, then hesitates at
getting involved with Merros. Suddenly resolve wells within
him.

If Ulnar asks Admiral Merros to stop Benbo, go to section 77.

If Ulnar.reconsiders and decides to order the squadron to ac-
company Benbo to Thule, go to section 35. However, the Morale
of Ulnar’s ships drops by 2 due to his display of indecisiveness.

If Ulnar reconsiders the call to Merros and allows Benbo to take
his wing to Thule unopposed, go to section 40.

If Ulnar backs Benbo by formally ordering him to Thule, but
does not accompany him, detach the whole recon wing in the
usual manner, go back to section 8 and choose a destination.
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Ulnar stares at the blank monitor, his mind in turmoil. He
doesn’t see any way to stop Benbo, and once on his own, the
hotheaded commander would be unlikely to rejoin Ulnar volun-
tarily. Removing the recon wing to Thule would rob the
battlecruiser wing of a valuable advantage; light ships were
essential for scouting, for screening the heavier ships as a battle
developed, for delivering the first strokes of a battle as well as
the final shots of a hell-for-leather pursuit.

Unable to bring Benbo to heel, Ulnar feels he must give in to
his blackmail. Reluctantly, Ulnar reaches for the desktop com-
munications switch once again, resigned to joining Benbo on his
voyage to Thule.

Proceed to section 79. Note that the trip to Thule will take
twenty-two days.

3

From his station on Valiant’s bridge, Ulnar studies the tactical
planning tank. The computers deep in the flagship’s core, ana-
lyzing ultrapulse scans and other sensor data, record no trace of
activity in the system. Neither human ships nor Ka’slaq cruisers
are exposed by the squadron’s long-range probes. The system
appears dead and deserted, but Ulnar knows better than to trust
appearances. Perhaps alien ships are lying in ambush somewhere
near Endymion, or maybe they have a method of hiding from
ultrapulse scans.

Unwilling to expose the entire squadron to a trap, Ulnar passes
orders to the squadron’s light destroyers, the recon wing. ‘‘In-
vestigate Endymion for signs of life, human or alien,”’ he tells
the chosen captains. ‘‘But at the first sign of trouble, withdraw.
The battle wing will cover you.”’

The destroyers dart ahead while Ulnar and the rest of the
squadron watch and wait.

Proceed to section 64.
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““‘Patch me in on Fleetcomm,’’ Ulnar orders the communica-
tions technician. He glances around the bridge once before turn-
ing his attention back to the planning tank beside his flag console.
Waiting for the crewman to comply, he tries to size up the
situation.

The ship’s computers, interpreting as much as they can through
a haze of disruptive static, have estimated enemy strength via
ultrapulse scans; they report between thirty and thirty-five enemy
ships. That’s a far cry from the hundred cruisers from Endymion.
Nor is there any sign of the giant planetoid object here. The
Ka’slaq have divided their fleet and sent only a fraction of their
total force against Baal—a significant fraction, but a fraction
nonetheless. That gives the Legion a chance to fight on more
even odds for a change.

“‘On Fleetcom, sir,”’ the technician says.

Keying in his microphone, Ulnar weighs his decision carefully
before speaking to the captains in the squadron. ‘“This is Flag to
all ships. Prepare for battle. The squadron will adopt a defensive
posture; let’s make them come to us. Stand by for formation and
battle orders.””

By standing on the defensive, they can disrupt the enemy
formations more easily. They form a perfect, curved wall sweep-
ing down on Baal in formation, seemingly oblivious to anything
but the planet.

He pauses for a long moment, still contemplating the tank.
Finally, he reaches for the microphone again.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to form a defensive globe, go to
section 78.

If Ulnar orders the ships to adopt a defensive cylinder formation,
go to section 83.

If the admiral orders the squadron’s destroyers to form a screen
ahead of the battlecruisers, go to section 90.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to allow the orbital fortress
around Baal to take the first wave of ememy attacks, go to
section 93.
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If they should deploy into Phalanx and attack, turn to section
88.

If the squadron is ordered to scatter and fight dispersed, go to
section 95.
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From his station on Valiant’s bridge Ulnar studies the tactical
planning tank. Deep inside the bowels of the flagship computers
analyze and interpret ultrapulse scans and other sensor inputs,
but they can detect no sign of activity in the Endymion system.
Neither human nor alien ships appear to be moving in space, and
the planet seems as devoid of life. Though appearances can be
deceiving and a trap is always a possibility, Ulnar would rather
keep his ships together. If the Ka’slaq spring a trap, they’ll find
the Legion ready for action.

‘“All ships to proceed on a flyby of Endymion,’”’ he orders
over the Fleetcomm communications hookup. ‘‘Stay alert, and
notify Flag of any anomaly. Deploy full sensor arrays and
transmit reports on flyby completion.”” He pauses. ‘‘“We’re here
to learn what we can . . . not to fight. Avoid battle if possible.
Engage only on my orders.”’

Forming into a tight group, the ships drop toward Endymion.
Tense and ready for anything, the men of the Legion wait to see
what the planet holds in store for them.

Proceed to section 64.
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Ulnar issues orders to hold the squadron at St. Germaine. It is
a solid, conservative plan, not flashy by any means, but by far
the best way to keep the squadron intact and in a position to
guard the base and geofractor link, the linchpins to the sector’s
hope of survival.

But he reckons without one complicating factor: the hotheaded
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commander of the squadron’s recon wing, Commodore Nils
Benbo. Benbo is a protégé of Admiral Merros and a popular
leader among his wing’s destroyer captains. He and Ulnar have
clashed before. Only minutes after Uinar issues his orders, the
commodore places an angry call to the admiral.

‘“What’s this nonsense about staying in port?”’ he demands
without preamble as Ulnar accepts his call. As usual, he ignores
every military courtesy, a habit he can afford to indulge in
because of his patronage from Merros. ‘‘Endymion’s been de-
stroyed. We have to take some kind of action!”’

Wearily, Ulnar reminds his subordinate of the time lag in-
volved. It’s been two days since Larno sent his message. It will
take eighteen more days to get the squadron to Endymion. *‘Or
would you rather we just chose a world at random and risked
missing the Ka’slaq entirely?’’ he concludes, growing angry.

Benbo looks disgusted. “‘So you’ll write the campaign off just
like that! An excuse to stay here, where it’s safe!”

‘“‘Another word, Commodore,”’ Ulnar says coldly. ‘‘Just one
more word and even your patron won’t save you from a court-
martial. You have my orders. They’re final.”

‘‘Are they indeed, sir?’’ Benbo responds with an unpleasant
smile. ‘‘I’'m getting ready to file a report with Admiral Merros.
Are you sure you want to sit and do nothing? I'm sure the
admiral would prefer that the squadron make some kind of
attempt to stop the aliens. Baal’s our most important colony—I
vote we shift the squadron there. It’s the only reasonable thing to
do.”

‘“When this is a democracy,’”’ Ulnar shoots back, ‘‘I'll con-
sider your vote.”’

*“‘Ah, but it is a democracy, Admiral. But Admiral Merros
carries all the votes.”” Benbo smiles again, even more unpleas-
antly than before.

Benbo’s threat, Ulnar realizes, is far from an idle one. He
pauses for a long moment before replying, knowing that he is
staking everything on his answer to the young commodore’s
blackmail.

If Ulnar backs down and orders the squadron to go to Baal,
word of Benbo’s manipulation of Ulnar circulates quickly. Ul-
nar’s reputation with his men suffers, reducing the Morale value
of the squadron by 1 point. Go to section 82.

If Ulnar stands by his decision, turn to section 49.
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A discreet knock interrupts Ulnar again. ‘‘Enter,”’ he barks
irritably, switching off the computer monitor and rubbing his
eyes.

yThe crewiman’s uniform bears the symbol of the communica-
tions section. ‘‘Message capsule for you, sir.’”’ Ulnar takes the
finger-sized spool from the technician with a gruff word of
thanks. The crewman leaves the cabin as Ulnar drops the spool
into a receptacle on his desk and punches up the message.

As he suspected, the message is from Admiral Merros on
Earth. Ultrawave communications link planets, but though they
could pass messages at many times the speed of light, the
ultrawave signal was far from instantaneous. Over interstellar
distances it could take days or even weeks to transmit informa-
tion or orders.

But the League’s geofractors, once so hideously misused by
the evil criminal who had called himself the Basilisk, could
move objects (although not ultrawaves) over vast distances in an
instant. They could be used to move things almost anywhere, but
the safest use of geofractors required a unit on each end of the
trip. So a world like St. Germaine was connected to other
geofractor-equipped planets, and it was practical to send tapes or
couriers back and forth between these when ultrawave messages
would be entirely too slow. It was a pity the Ka’slaq had some
sort of defense against geofractors; every graduate of the Legion
Academy knew how awesome a weapon a geofractor could be.
The Basilisk had proven that.

Admiral Merros always reminds Ulnar of a basilisk. As his
taped image forms on the screen, Merros turns his malevolent
stare directly into the camera. There is something snakelike in
his thin, drawn features and dry skin; his wispy hair and sunken
eyes add to the serpentine image. Old before his time, he is still
energetic when he wants to be and decisive when he has to be.
Energy and decision always characterize the admiral’s dealings
with people he doesn’t like, as Ulnar has discovered more than
once.

**Vice-Admiral Ulnar,”’” Merros begins, licking dry lips with a
quick flick of his tongue. “‘I have had several complaints of
inactivity and indecision on your part. Obviously you have an
insufficient grasp of the gravity of the current situation.
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‘*Having seen the same reports you received, I fail to see how
you can have any cause for uncertainty,’”’ the tape continues.
*“The alien armada is reported on course for Thule. Plainly that
is the best place for our forces to meet them. May I strongly
suggest that you deploy the bulk of your fighting forces to that
star system at the earliest possible instance? As an alternative, of
course, you may wish to step down from your command and
allow an officer with a better grasp of strategic imperatives to
take command in the Ninth Sector. I'll leave it to you to judge
the most expedient choice.”” Merros pauses and offers a cold,
cheerless smile. ‘“And you can be sure, Admiral, that I will be
taking a keen interest in your handling of your duties. Message
ends.”’

Ulnar stares at the screen even after it goes blank. Damn
Merros! And damn Nils Benbo, whose hand is all too clearly in
this. The last thing Ulnar needs is this kind of ill-considered
order from Admiral Merros. But the man is his superior, and
Merros’s orders leave him little choice.

Or do they?

/

If Ulnar complies with the admiral’s order, go to section 79. The
trip takes twenty-two days; note this on a piece of scratch paper
for future reference.

If Ulnar decides to defy orders by remaining at St. Germaine or
going to any world other than Thule, return to section 8 and
select a destination. However, if the destination Ulnar ends
up at is a planet still under League control and not threatened
by the Ka’'slaq at the time of Ulnar’s arrival, go from the
section that records the squadron’s arrival directly to section
125, rather than following the regular choices for the section in
question.

4

‘‘Put me through on Fleetcomm,’’ Ulnar orders.

The curving wall of Ka’slaq ships is moving inexorably across
the planning tank, and Ulnar stares at them with the fascination
of a helpless bird watching a predatory snake. There are only
about thirty alien ships, with no sign of the rest of the fleet that
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attacked Endymion or of Larno’s planetoid ship. Where were
they? Ulnar senses a trap, and he doesn’t intend to fall into it.
Even if he’s condemned as a coward, Vice-Admiral David Ulnar
isn’t going to throw away his command in a hopeless cause. The
specter of the shattered Defiant looms fresh in his mind, stiffen-
ing his resolve to keep the squadron intact and wait for a better
time to strike.

‘‘Fleetcomm patched through to your board, Admiral,”’ the
communications technician says quietly.

Ulnar nods briskly and switches on his microphone. ‘‘Flag to
all ships. The squadron will withdraw on my signal. Repeat, all
ships are to avoid engaging and withdraw. Switch to Stealth
mode. Further orders to follow. Stand by."’

Ulnar sees the angry glances from crewmen around Valiant’s
bridge; even the usually phlegmatic Sammis looks disgusted.
But, angry or not, they comply with his orders. Ulnar ignores
their reaction. Right now the squadron’s duty is to remain intact
and look for an opening to exploit later.

“‘Engaging Stealth mode,’’ the captain reports. ‘‘Ultrawave
and ultrapulse jamming signals in operation.’’

The admiral acknowledges the information with a vague ges-
turc. Now comes the real test—would the jamming work? If
the squadron can’t elude the Ka’slaq, they will fight whether
they want to or not. The next few minutes will decide their
fate.

Roll two dice and compare the result to the squadron’s Stealth
rating.

If the roll is less than or equal to the rating, go to section 97.

If the roll is greater than the Stealth rating, go to section 100.

Al

The records on board the yacht give Ulnar information about
what happened on Endymion. Dispatched from the planet even
as Larno’s ships were engaged in their desperate fight to the
death, the ship contains information collected at the planet’s
scout base as well as supplemental observations recorded by the
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crew as they fled the system. An abrupt and ominous end to
these shipboard observations comes shortly after the crew no-
ticed the lone Ka’slaq cruiser pursuing them at a speed even their
powerful geodynes couldn’t match.

Speed is one of the hallmarks of the Ka’slag. Their first
appearance at Endymion was totally unexpected, and the alien
ships swooped down on their prey in tight-formation, high-speed
maneuvers no human pilot could have hoped to duplicate. The
reports here bear out Larno’s transmission that there were a
hundred or more enemy ships in the attacking fleet, and they also
confirm the presence of some larger object, never actually seen,
but showing up plainly on ultrapulse scanners. The cruisers made
up the real threat of the Ka’slaq assault, each identical in size,
speed, and powerful armaments.

Larno’s last fight was not witnessed by any of the people who
contributed to the courier’s records, but some of the reports suggest
that the garrison drove into the heart of the enemy fleet to try
to reach the large object. The Ka’slaq ships gathered around the
battle site, concentrating all their power on the Legion ships; noth-
ing more was heard of the Legion ships thereafter. But the Ka’slaq
came back, and they proceeded to reduce the Endymion colony.

Their subsequent actions made it clear that they knew every-
thing they needed to know about the colony, down to the loca-
tion of the smallest, newest homestead. This could only mean
that the Discovery, reported captured at S.C. 170, has yielded up
its computer files to the aliens. Using their powerful energy
weapons—each of them far more powerful than Legion vortex
guns— the Ka’slaq bombarded the planet’s surface in a ruthless,
systematic campaign on eradicate any sign of human habitation
on Endymion. They neither offered quarter nor accepted surren-
der, destroying one town even as its helpless inhabitants broad-
cast their agreement to capitulate unconditionally. With the
exception of a few ships—and many of those were probably
dealt with in the same fashion as the courier itself—no one
escaped from the holocaust on Endymion.

There is nothing in the yacht’s files to suggest whether the
Ka’slaq are still in the system or not, and no clue as to their
ultimate purpose or immediate plans.

Transferring the data to his files, Ulnar turns to Captain
Sammis and orders the squadron to resume its previous course
and speed toward Endymion and gather more information.

Proceed to section 51.
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The population, commercial value, and central location of
Baal are major factors in Ulnar’s decision. He perceives the
colony to be crucial to the defense of the entire sector, and the
need to shift his squadron to Baal is obvious. The admiral issues
his order accordingly.

Soon Valiant’s powerful geodynes begin to hum with barely
suppressed power, lifting the battlecruiser slowly out of orbit
ahead of the rest of the Ninth Squadron. Twisting the very fabric
of space around each of the vessels, the geodynes accelerate
them to unimaginable speeds through realms where accepted
physical laws have been suspended. Setting the course Ulnar has
ordered, the squadron steers for Baal.

The voyage from St. Germaine to Baal takes eleven days, and
throughout that time the squadron is cut off from contact with the
rest of the universe. Ultrawave communications link planets with
each other and can contact ships across short distances, but a
ship is an infinitesimal target across interstellar distances, and
moves at such high speeds that it is almost impossible to main-
tain contact. Ulnar hears nothing of events in the sector as the
squadron plunges on toward Baal. It is a tense time, for no one
knows what to expect upon their arrival. Doubts assail the
admiral, forcing him to realize just how much his decisions can
mean to the future of the League. A wrong choice could cost the
lives of innocent colonists.

As the squadron draws near to Baal, it is plain that the
worrying has been for nothing. There is still no news of the
Ka’slaq fleet, and the only thing to do is wait. Now that he has
chosen Baal as his temporary base, Ulnar knows he has to stay
with it; jumping from world to world without a clear-cut purpose
is worse than useless, and bad for morale as well.

Another nine days pass at Baal before news comes in. A
wavering, static-broken message from the commander of the
garrison at Endymion finally reaches Ulnar. Don Larno is an old
friend and protégé of Ulnar’s, a reliable man with a flair for
solving problems and inspiring subordinates and superiors alike.
But the message he sends is far from inspiring.

*“. .. to HQ, Endymion garri— Alien ships . . . hundred or
more . . . from . . . frontier. Garrison out . . . to hold them
until . . . forcements. . . . Like a giant planet . . . mobile . . .
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death ship . . . Cometeers. Repeating: Endymion garrison to

. . spotted alien . . . a hundred . . . coming from beyond . . .
tier . . . outnumbered, but we’il try to hold . . . send reinforce-
ments. Most targets cruiser size, but one is like . . . planetoid,
except it’s mobile . . . a death . . . worse than the . . . Repeat-
D

But there are no further repetitions; the Endymion com-
munications station fades out shortly thereafter.

Endymion is eight days from Baal at maximum geodyne thrust,
which leaves scant hope of actually reinforcing Larno’s garrison
in time to do any good. Ulnar, going over the message again and
again, debates the best course to follow. Should he try to support
Larno, or would his ships be better employed somewhere else?
Whatever Ulnar does now, he must act for the best good of the
League and the Legion, and he must choose correctly if he is to
carry out his duty effectively.

If Ulnar chooses to go to the aid of the Endymion colony, go to
section 53.

If Ulnar orders his ships to Ulnar 118, go to section 63.

If Ulnar orders the ships in his command to S.C. 170, go to
section 68.

If Ulnar chooses to return with the squadron to St. Germaine, go
to section 74.

Should the admiral wish to remain at Baal, go to section 61.

If the squadron is given orders to proceed to any other destina-
tion, go to section 73.

=

Ulnar makes his choice and begins to issue orders. The desti-
nation he has chosen seems a likely target for Ka’slaq attention,
and he is determined to beat them to the punch. Led by the
Valiant, the squadron boots out of orbit and accelerates away
from St. Germaine. Urged forward by space-twisting geodyne
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engines, the ships defy the laws of inertia and Einsteinian
physics as they leap across the light-years at a speed beyond
human ken.

The squadron exists in isolation, unable to communicate effec-
tively with St. Germaine or any other League world. Ultrawave
messages are ten times faster than ships carrying information
between the stars, but a ship in flight is so small and moves so
fast that it is almost impossible to maintain contact except over
comparatively short ranges. Transmissions between worlds are
easier, because the relative speeds and current positions of anten-
nas on each end are simple to calculate. But a ship or a squadron
in deep space might as well be in a separate universe for all the
contact it can make with worlds or distant vessels.

Without information to go on, Ulnar spends the long days of
the voyage struggling with doubt and concern. He has no way of
knowing how events are developing at Endymion or elsewhere,
and if he has guessed wrong cencerning®the next Ka’slaq target,
there will be more destruction, more deaths on his conscience.
But the journey must continue until the squadron reaches its goal
and makes contact with the outside once again.

Consult the Travel Time Chart. Cross-index Ulnar’s point of
origin (St. Germaine) with his chosen destination, and add the
number shown to the number of days spent previously at St.
Germaine. Note this total time spent on a piece of scratch paper
for future reference. Then go to section 71.

e

If Commodore Benbo and the Corsair are with Ulnar’s squad-
ron, go to section 39.

If Benbo’s Corsair has been detached to any other station, go to
section 49.
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As Ulnar skims through the material relayed from the wrecked
ship’s records, he finds. nothing he hasn’t heard from other
sources, but the material he examines does confirm the reports
collected before the squadron’s departure from St. Germaine. He
files the material with the other reports and clears his computer
screen.

““Order the squadron to resume previous heading, Captain,”’
he tells Sammis curtly. **We will proceed to Endymion now.”’

Proceed to section 51.

= e

By some miracie the squadron manages to elude the alien fleet
and escape from Endymion. They are alive and ready to take
steps to ensure no reptition of Larno’s disaster.

Later, when he has more time, Ulnar ponders the full implica-
tions of what he found at Endymion. There were some anomalies
that deserved attention: the ultrawave static that seemed random
sometimes but quite deliberate at others. The repeated pulse that
the computer transphonated as ‘‘Ka’slaq’’—was that the name of
the race, as the survey team first assumed, or was it something
more? What caused the alien ships to lose coherence in their
maneuvering after the squadron went into Stealth mode?

For now, Ulnar turns his attention to other matters. He must
set a course out of harm’s way and yet move to protect the sector
from fresh assaults.

““Incoming message, Admiral,”’ the weary communications
technician tells him. ‘‘From the merchant ship Errant Night. It’s
a high-density pulse transmission, coming in at five hundred to
one.”” HD pulses crammed a lot of information into a short
ultrawave burst. Few merchant ships bothered with that sort of
transmission; they left it to Legion technicians and spies.

Ulnar has the pulse tape slowed to an understandable playback
speed and takes time to skim through it while he thinks about
destinations and plans. The merchant ship, unnoticed near the
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fringes of the system, has been watching the Ka’slaqg,in the
aftermath of the squadron’s withdrawal, and the things they were
seeing weren’t pretty. Not by a long shot.

With Endymion left totally undefended, a large group of
Ka’slaq cruisers moved into close orbit. Then they began the
next phase of their attack, a concerted bombardment of the
helpless colony. Their targeting was precise, suggesting that they
were intimately familiar with every aspect of the human
settlement—proof that the Ka’slaq capture of the Discovery near
S.C. 170 had been followed by penetration and translation of
that vessel’s computer files. The aliens knew the location of
every town, every homestead on the surface of Endymion. Their
bombardment systematically destroyed each of these. One town
was obliterated even as it tried to surrender.

This proof of Ka’slaq savagery is all the admiral needs to
strengthen his own determination to resist the enemy. They
must not be allowed to spread their campaign of terror and
destruction deeper into human space. Switching on the computer
terminal at his bridge position, Ulnar begins to consider his
options.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to remain at Endymion, go to
section 99.

If Ulnar wishes to move the squadron to Baal, go to section 58.
If the squadron is ordered to Ulnar 118, go to section 63.

If the admiral orders the squadron to S.C. 170, go to sec-
tion 68.

If Ulnar chooses to return to St. Germaine, go to section 74.

If he gives orders to go to any other destination, go to section
A5
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Hoping either to block the next enemy attack or to get a better
clue to their further intentions before committing the squadron to
another voyage, Ulnar decides to remain in orbit and see what
happens. It is another tedious wait, hard on the squadron’s crews
and on Ulnar himself. But without information, strategic deci-
sions are reduced to little more than guesswork. Caution and care
are Ulnar’s watchwords.

At last word comes in, but it’s the worst information imagin-
able. The Ka’slag have struck again, and in striking they have
overwhelmed the most populous colony in the sector. Baal has
fallen to the alien fleet.

According to reports broadcast by refugees, the alien attack on
Baal was more in the nature of a raid than an all-out onslaught,
but it was a raid that reduced the colony as completely and as
ruthlessly as Endymion had been. Only about thirty Ka'’slaq
cruisers were reported, as opposed to the hundred or more said to
have been involved in the first encounter of the invasion. More-
over, there was no sign of Lamo’s huge planetoid ship. Evi-
dently only a portion of the alien strength was turned against
Baal, but it was enough.

The garrison was caught dispersed. Trying to get the earliest
possible warning of an attack, patrols were flung out to search
the volume of space in the direction of Endymion. After some
ambiguous readings of moving vessels and some odd ultrawave
static, the patrols were stepped up, but the garrison ships had too
much territory to cover. Two of them—the battlecruiser Defiant
and an escorting destroyer—made contact with a phalanx of
enemy cruisers and were destroyed as they warned the colony.
Defiant was reduced to a wreck by a single well-placed shot
from the Ka’slaq annihilator guns.

The Ka’slaq assault on Baal followed a whole different tactical
pattern as compared to their attack of Endymion. They showed
little of their previous flexibility and responsiveness, keeping
rigidly to a single formation as they closed on Baal. As ships of
the garrison rushed into battle, a very haphazard engagement
developed. But the aliens lent one another very little support;
some of the Ka’slaq cruisers encountered heavy resistance, while
others, in easy supporting range, never fired a shot during the
whole approach to Baal. Having taken measure of their human
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foes, the Ka’slaq perhaps saw no need to use their full capabil-
ities. It didn’t make any difference to the garrison. The ships
at Baal fought hard and held on with feverish tenacity, but
in the end superior numbers and superior weapons defeated
them.

Once the garrison, including Baal’s powerful orbital fortress,
was wiped out, the aliens repeated the Endymion atrocity. Orbit-
ing cruisers began the systematic elimination of inhabited
sites on the colony’s surface. They spared no one and nothing.
After the colony was devastated in this merciless style, the
Ka’slaq raiders boosted out of the system again. They did
not even pause to search out the merchant ships that had
escaped.

If Ulnar is not at St. Germaine, but receives these new reports
and decides to stay at his present location longer, go to section
ZL:

If the squadron is ordered to Endymion, go to section 53.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to Baal, go to section 66.

If Ulnar orders the squadron to Ulnar 118, go to section 63.

If S.C. 170 is Ulnar’s destination, go to section 68.

Should Ulnar issue orders to return to St. Germaine, go to
section 74, (if the squadron is not already there).

If the squadron is ordered to any other destination, go to section

If the squadron is already at St. Germaine and Ulnar decides to
remain in orbit there, go to section 115.
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A crewman is admitted to Ulnar’s cabin late in the evening.
‘‘Message capsule for you, Admiral,”’ he tells Ulnar apologeti-
cally. “‘It’s just through the geofractor from Earth, from Admiral
Merros, sir.”” The man is young, diffident . . . more like a
schoolboy than a warrior. Had the heroes of the great days of the
Legion ever been like this youngster? It seemed almost impossible.

““Thank you, Lomis,”’ Ulnar acknowledges, proud of himself
for remembering the man’s name. ‘‘Dismissed.’’

Lomis leaves, relieved. As the cabin door closes silently
behind the crewman, Ulnar slips the capsule into a receptacle at
the computer station across from his bed. Switching on the
monitor, he keys in a playback order and leans forward to see
what his hostile superior has sent through the instantaneous
matter transmitter from the Legion base at the New Moon orbit-
ing the Earth.

The screen lights up with an image of Admiral Merros, neat
and impeccably dressed as always. With a slender frame, narrow
face, and sparse white hair, he looks like a corpse decked out in
a dress uniform for burial.

““‘Reports have reached me,’’ Merros says witheut preamble,
‘‘of your continued inactivity in the face of the recent reports of
alien attacks at Endymion. I find your refusal to take an active
part in the defense of the squadron a totally inexplicable dereliction
of duty which shows a want of initiative or sufficient resolve to
carry out your orders.”” The older man pauses, his sunken eyes
glaring into the camera with a mixture of indignant outrage and
smug satisfaction at the way Ulnar has set himself up for a fall.

“Our strategic planners believe that an attack on Endymion
must surely herald an invasion of Baal, the nearest major popula-
tion center. I believe there are those among your own officers
who believe the same, even if you are too blind to see it.
Therefore, I am officially ordering you to move your squadron to
Baal to defend it against any Ka’slaq incursion. Moreover, you
are required to take active steps against the enemy wherever they
may be encountered. Further inaction on your part shall certainly
be grounds for remedial action on the part of the Legion High
Command. I trust, Admiral, that I have made myself clear?
Message ends.”’

The screen goes blank, leaving Ulnar to switch it off and sink
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back into his chair with a sigh. Merros will watch him like a
hawk, eager to catch a hated upstart in a breach of duty. As
Ulnar feared from the start, the deck is stacked against him. No
matter what David Ulnar does or doesn’t do in the days and
weeks ahead, Merros will be waiting for any excuse to intervene;
any mistake will be enough.

It isn’t a position Ulnar enjoys, but he must either accept the
admiral’s orders or be ready to face the man’s anger over the
slightest disobedience.

If Ulnar decides to comply with the admiral’s order, go to
section 50.

If Ulnar defies orders and remains at St. Germaine, go to
section 125.

If Ulnar defies Merros to go to Endymion, go to section 20.

If Ulnar defies Merros and orders the squadron to S.C. 170, go
to section 68.

If Ulnar defies Merros and goes to any other destination, go to
section 44.

In the case of any defiance of orders, the first contact with a
Legion garrison following Ulnar’s disobedience will lead to
section 125 (rather than the usual choices open at that location),
unless Ulnar’s squadron engages in a battle with Ka’slaq ships
prior to the time that it reaches a garrisoned planet.

e B

The fall of Endymion endangers several other planets, of
which Baal is the most important. With its sizable population, its
commercial value, and a position of obvious strategic value in
the interior of the sector, Baal strikes Ulnar as being the obvious
next target of the alien fleet.

It will take speed—and no small amount of luck—to beat the
Ka’slag to the planet. Ulnar can’t help but berate himself for
waiting for the detailed reports on Endymion; he begrudges
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every hour wasted. The admiral issues the orders that will send
the Ninth Defense Squadron to Baal. As he goes through the
steps to get the ships moving, he silently prays that the action
won’t end up being too little, too late.

Pushed out of orbit by their mighty geodyne engines, the ships
of Ulnar’s squadron follow the Valiant away from the planet and
set their course for Baal. Twisting the fabric of space and
sweeping aside the normal physical laws that govern velocity and
inertia, these engines carry the Legion across interstellar space at
a speed the human mind could neither imagine nor comprehend.

‘The voyage takes eleven days, and during most of that time
there is no chance of communication between the squadron and
the worlds it protects. Although ultrawave messages can speed
through space in a tenth the time it takes a ship to travel an
equivalent distance, the technology is far more useful for sending
information between planets than it is for maintaining contact
with moving vessels. Individual ships are such minuscule, fast-
moving targets over interstellar distances that it is virtually im-
possible to keep up a link for any length of time. Planets have
much lower relative speeds and have positions calculated so
carefully for any portion of their orbits that communication
involving them is relatively easy. Moving ships, like the Ninth
Squadron en route to Baal, are easier to contact when they are
comparatively close by or moving very slowly.

Ulnar spends the whole time out of touch with the rest of the
League. As the ships speed through deep space, the Ka'slag
might strike again and kill more unprepared civilians. Will Baal
still be a human colony when the squadron reaches it, or will it
share Endymion’s fate? Or are other worlds under attack even as
Ulnar leads a wild-goose chase to a quiet, unthreatened planet?
Only time will tell.

Add eleven days to the total number accumulated waiting at St.
Germaine, and note the new total somewhere for future reference.

If the new total is thirty-three days or less, go to section 69.

If the new total is thirty-four days or more, go to section 76
instead. :
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The shattered hulk of the yacht drops astern, and the squadron
approaches Endymion at last. As the Legion ships near their
goal, they turn all their facilities to keeping watch for a sign of
danger. But there is nothing, no echo on ultrapulse scans and
no message on ultrawave from friend or foe. The squadron,
closing in on the star system, seems to be alone, and Ulnar
imagines the dangers and traps that might lie ahead. Could
the Ka’slaq have simply destroyed the colony and moved on?
If so, why? Why attack if they did not want mankind’s planets
or resources?

Perhaps a closer look at Endymion will tell them something
more. Something worthwhile.

If Ulnar orders light ships from the recon wing to investigate the
planet more closely, go to section 36.

If Ulnar orders the entire squadron to close on Endymion, go to
section 38.

e

*“‘Stealth mode, Admiral,’”” Sammis tells him. ‘‘Ultrawave and
ultrapulse generators on feedback setting, maximum output.’’
Green lights on Ulnar’s console report compliance by the other
ships in the squadron.

*“Thank you, Captain,’”’ Ulnar acknowledges, his formal tone
matching his subordinate’s grave manner. Sammis was a stickler
for proprieties on the bridge.

The other officers and crewmen in the control center are quiet,
hunched over their consoles with every nerve focused on their
duties. The tension in the air is almost palpable; they all know
what is at stake. Larno’s fate is a grim reminder of what could
happen in battle.

Minutes drag by. Given the speed and maneuverability of the
alien forces, running is out of the question. The Stealth mode
system is the squadron’s only hope of eluding the enemy. The
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next few minutes will determine the fate of the Ninth Defense
Squadron.

An ultrapulse operator breaks the silence. ‘‘Drawing away,
Sir,”’ he says hoarsely. Ulnar looks back at the tank and nods
once.

“‘Confirmed,”’ someone else says. ‘“The jamming has thrown
’em off!”’

A ragged cheer goes around the bridge, cut off abruptly by
Sammis. ‘‘As you were!’’ the captain snaps. He turns toward
Ulnar. ‘“We seem to be dodging them, Admiral,”’ he reports
unnecessarily.

*‘So it seems,’” Ulnar replies gruffly, his eye still on the tank.
Is it just his imagination, or are the alien formations looser, less
coordinated?

*“‘I"d swear those bastards look confused,’’ someone else com-
ments audibly. ‘‘They look like a bunch of dogs casting around
for a scent.”’

““‘Quiet there,”’ Sammis says angrily. He looks offended at the
breach of discipline.

But Ulnar is happy to hear the talk; it confirms his own
observations. Whatever else the squadron has done, it may have
uncovered an important fact about the Ka’slag. Not only had the
aliens lost track of his ships, but it seemed as if they were
actually having trouble operating in the vicinity of ships under
Stealth mode. A slow smile spreads across Ulnar’s face. He
turns back to his console and prepares for the next step in the
campaign against the alien invaders.

If the squadron is to attack the aliens around Endymion, go to
section 102.

If the squadron is to attack the alien planetoid and its defenders,
go to section 112.

If the squadron changes its course to attack the first alien
division (the ships they have just eluded), go to section 122.

If the squadron withdraws from Endymion, go to section 47.
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It may be too late to do the colonists at Endymion any good.
But the devastated colony world may well be the key to the
campaign. For one thing, it might contain a clue to the aliens and
their purpose. Perhaps their forces are still concentrated there,
which would allow the Legion to strike a blow against them
before they have a chance to threaten another world. If the
Ka’slaq have already moved on, a threat to their channels of
communications could induce the aliens to turn back, thus spar-
ing their next target from sharing Endymion’s fate.

With all these possibilities in mind, Ulnar orders Valiant to
lead the squadron back into deep space once more. Again the
mighty geodynes focus their space-warping energies to thrust the
Legion’s ships across the light-years. Their destination is
Endymion, but no one can be sure what else they may find, aside
from a ruined world and a dead colony.

Along the way the squadron encounters a wrecked yacht drift-
ing in space, its hull torn apart by the nearby explosion of some
powerful weapon. The hulk obviously attempted to escape from
Endymion’s ruin but failed. Records on board supplement but do
not significantly change the information Ulnar has already gath-
ered on the colony’s loss.

Consult the Travel Time Chart. Cross-index the squadron’s point
of origin with its destination (Endymion). The result is the
number of days the new voyage takes. Add this number to the
number accumulated in the previous journey(s) the squadron has
undertaken. Record this number for future reference and then
proceed to section 51.

L e

The ships of the Legion’s Ninth Defense Squadron approach
their goal, the distant world designated by the catalogue number
S.C. 170. Straining every sensor and scanner to detect some sign
of alien activity, they advance cautiously to the outer fringes of
the system. There is no sign of danger, no trace of any artifacts
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or vessels that might belong to the Ka’slaq. There isn’t even a
sign of the lost survey ships. S.C. 170 seems completely deserted.

Appearances can be deceiving, Ulnar knows, but he is begin-
ning to think this journey has been a mistake. Not only does the
main fleet appear to have moved on, presumably into League
space, but they evidently don’t have a supply line to threaten.
This makes Ulnar’s whole strategy invalid.

But perhaps this judgment is too hasty, Ulnar tells himself
hopefully. A closer look at this system might turn up something
the long-range scans have failed to uncover. From his station on
Valiant’s bridge, Ulnar issues orders feverishly to follow up on
this faint hope.

If Ulnar orders the destroyers in his squadron (if any are avail-
able) to scout the system, holding his battlecruisers in reserve,
go to section 56.

If Ulnar orders all the ships in his command to mount a recon-
naissance into the system, go to section 59.

e BE

*‘Flag to all ships,”” Ulnar says, the microphone on. ‘‘Adopt
standard wedge formation and attack the enemy.’’ He touches a
combination of pads on the flag computer console and watches
as his monitor begins scrolling through the detailed battle orders
for the squadron. It is one of dozens of deployments Ulnar has
worked out over the past days in space, and it is being transmit-
ted to every ship in the squadron at once.

In the three-dimensional planning tank, the yellow lights rep-
resenting the Legion ships draw together into a tight formation
and begin changing course. Now they are closing fast with the
blobs of blue that mark the enemy formation. Lighter ships are in
the lead, while the battlecruisers, Valiant among them, are shown
farther back in the broader section of the wedge. The alien
cruisers form a loose globe, the perfect target for a well-used
battle wedge. But Ulnar knows how effective the Ka’slaq are in
responding to threats; he’s seen too much evidence of their
ability to maneuver and coordinate attacks effectively.

Minutes pass slowly as the two forces come together for a
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decisive clash. Ulnar sees the two distant Ka’slaq forces chang-
ing course to back up their first wing and knows he must win
quickly or not at all.

‘“‘Contact in five minutes,”’ someone reports.

‘“‘Weapons ready,’’ an officer adds, reporting to the captain.
Ulnar tries to shut it all out, to concentrate on his task. Admirals
do not handle ships, he reminds himself with a hint of wistfulness.
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