ROLE PLAYING

IN
THE FINAL FRONTIER

By Fantasimulation Associates

Editor’s Introduction: Because many of our readers are
unfamiliar with or new at role-playing games, the following
will serve as an introduction. For those of us with some
experience, it also offers a fairly interesting scenario written
up in an unusual form.

"Captam s Log: Stardate 7744.6 : -
In response to orders from Star Fleet Command Head
~_quarters in this sector, the Enterprise is approachlng the .

sion, scout vessel Xanadu intended to perform a preltmlnary
survey of the third planet of this system. Xanadu has since
failed to make any of its scheduled subspace reports. The

. Enterpnses mission:

_ance.”
.
command chair, and the Enterprise’s computer sHenHv en-
tered his remarks in the starship’s electronlc Iog as |t had
done thousands of times before. .
The huge main viewscreen d:splayed a smgle disk, grow— :
. "mg larger against the panorama of stars. "Tareel 1l dead
;_ahead Captam . Lt Sulu reported from the Helmsmans
_chair.
~ "Approach wrth caution, L|eutenernt Klrk ordered*
' “Brlng us into a wide parabolic pass. | want a qurck sweep
’wrth sensors before committing to standard orbn -
_ Sulu’s fingers deftly manipulated controls, executlng the
order as Kirk turned his command chair toward the communi-
cation station. "'Any'iuckwith raisingthe Xanadu, Lt. Uhura?”
. o The Iovely Communications Officer shook herhead ”‘Nok

. response on any band, sir, and I've been trylo‘ ever | since
we came in range of the system If the Xa?vadu out«thére
she isn’t talking.” . .

: - Next to Uhura, Science Offlcer Spock 5tood peenng into i

. the sensor. hood at his statlon “Preliminary sensor scans

_ show no signs of a starship, but it could be in sensor shadow,

_ orbiting on the far side of Tareel I1I.” The tall Vulcan ofﬂcer :
turned from the scanner toward the Captam “| assume,” he
contlnued "that is the reason for the fast parabollc orbital |
pass.” .

Kirk smiled. “You assume correctly, Mr. Spock Ifthere s _

a ship in orbit here, we'll know soon enough. I not...

Kirk’s next words were cut off by a perslstent beepmg
from the science console. Spock quickly turned back to the
‘sensor hood. “A contact in orbit, Captain, large enough to 4_
be a starship.” Spock hesitated, flne-tumng the(senSOr lock. .

~ "Too large for the Xanadu. Power output Ievel and type con-
sistent with that of a Klingon warship

.

|

o

B

Tareel star system. According to her last subspace transmls— 4

[Investigate the Xanadu's dlsappearv |

Captam James Kirk touched a buttoo on the arm of. hrs .

o

| Kllngon ship. ‘This | is Captain James T. Kirk of the USS En-

; L

I vaewscreen

”Now in vlsual range, Captarn reported En3|gn Chekov
from the Na\ngator s stanon “And there he ls' Shal! i ralse
shields, sir2” .

_ “Not yet, Mr. Chekov " Kirk replied quwkly Th|s‘|s un-'V .
. etat,rned«space ‘He's got as much right here as we do.”
l m gettmg atrans- )

"*Captaln"’ Lt. Uhura called urgentty
‘mission from the Klingon vessel.” .

“Put it on visual, Lieutenant,” Kirk ordered A moment
later, the face ofa Kléngon commander appeared on the mam

ngh Command P
~ Kirk gestured to Uhura to open commumcatlons to the

 ferprise. We are proceedmg on asearch and rescue operatlon
II’1 this area. ldentify your vessel and intent.” A
The, Klingon frownecj “Search and rescue, rndeed

=

) Se‘aroh and. destroy is more likely. | am Céptaln’ Klavan of
. the~crmser1@bedrence Your presence here is extremely sus-

pICJOUS at this time, Enterpnse We suspect an. ]mperlal
Khngon scoutcraﬁ has been wayl,aed in this area. Enter stan-
dard orbit and prepare to be boarded.” : :
Krrk s voice was even but stern as he replued We h&ve
tost a scoutcraft as well, and are now searchmg fon that
vessel Thisis an uncla;med system, and we do not recogmze
your right to board. Your * request’ is denied, Captmn
. “Your excuse is ghb but too convenient andall too ttans-
parent Earther Prepare for i:roardmg or batﬂel" The trans-

| mission ended abruptly.

From the science station came the calm vcnce of Mr
Spock "His shields are going up, Captasn -

- Chekov's voice, in counterpomt betrayed his excrted
state “He's: aoceloratlng out of orbit, srrl He’ scomrng straughtx :
f0r dsts o o

The entnre erdge crew awalted K1rk's next orden 1.

’ "Fed,eran n vessel, ldentrfy yourseif the Commander
x’ sna’rted “You are intrudmg upon an operatron ofthe“J(lmgon

-
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In a dramatic series like STAR
TREK, decisions made by the Captain
and crew of the USS Enterprise are
what create the excitement. What fan
would not want the chance to control
the helm of a mighty starship, have
mankind’s knowledge at his fingertips
in the ship’s computer, or perhaps even
sit in the command chair and match
wits and your crew’s expertise against
the dangers and excitement of man’s
final frontier?

With STAR TREK: The Role Playing
Game, Second Edition, players can dis-
cover whether they have what it takes
to be a Star Fleet officer. The game pro-
vides rules, background, and materials
for a unique form of cooperative pas-
time where you and your friends can
put yourselves in the place of the fa-
mous crew of the Enterprise, or create
your own starship for adventures in the
STAR TREK universe. And the fun does
not end there. You are not limited to
Star Fleet player characters. Additional
supplements allow you to play a wide-
ranging group of characters such as
Klingons, Romulans, or merchant trad-
ers.

A role-playing game is different
from a boardgame or card game. In this
special kind of simulation, you are not
a single player competing against
others toward a specific goal. Instead,
you and your fellow players cooperate
in a sophisticated game of ‘Let's Pre-
tend.” You become the characters of En-
terprise crewmen, or new characters
you create yourself, trying to think as
they think and react as they react. Your
success in the game is largely deter-
mined by how well you ‘get inside the
head’ of your character and make deci-
sions based on the character’s person-
ality and capabilities, rather than your
own.

The operations of the game are
moderated by a referee called the
gamemaster. The gamemaster starts
out as a sort of scriptwriter for your
episode of STAR TREK. He creates an
adventure background and sets the
stage for the entrance of your charac-
ters. Unlike a script for a TV show, how-
ever, you have no set lines or actions.
The gamemaster presents the situation
and tells you what your character sees
and hears, but it is up to you to make
decisions on what the character will do
or say. As in STAR TREK, the safety of
your imaginary crew, and of the United
Federation of Planets, may well hang
on your decisions.

Your adventure takes place in the
imagination of the players and the
gamemaster. Cardboard counters, or
lead miniature figures, representing in-
dividual characters are sometimes

‘ready,

moved on mapboards representing ad-
venture locations in order to aid in re-
solving situations between individuals.
Starship combat can also involve
cardboard markers, or miniature mod-
els, representing ships; and a unique
set of control panels provided for the
important starship crew members rep-
resent the control of movement,
weapons, and defenses of the ship.
“Raise the shields, Mr. Chekov,”
snapped Kirk. “Mr. Sulu, veer off. Make
us a difficult target.”

war vessel.
The young F{ussmn Enmgn turned
to Kirk, confusion in his voice. “We

" aren’t going to run, are we, Captain?”

~ Kirk shook his head grimly. “We
aren’t running, Ensign. But I'm not .
going to let Captain Klavan choose how.
this meeting.proceeds. _We'l%‘f_ight, my

way.

: “He's ciosmg to disruptor range .
. Captain,” Sulu reported.

: “Mr. Chekov,” Kirk addressed the
' eager Ensign. “Give us all the power

you'can to the rear shields. We'll prob-
ably take fire.” Kirk tapped his com-

“mand intercom. “Mr. Scott thls is the

Captain,” he said softly.
A familiar brogue issued from the
intercom speaker. Aye sir. I've been

 monitoring bridge traffic. Are we to
- show ‘im our tail?” ;

Kirk grinned,

gance. “Only till we show him ourteeth,
Scotty. Be prepared for some tight man-

euvers. We'll need all the power you .
. can Spare us for. phasers when he'_
‘,passes : ;
Och J gue the |dea now. We I( be_
chtt rephed with a chuckle ;

"Engme room out.” .
“He's ‘coming- within range sir,”

-Chekovlreported “He'll flre any mo-
~ment.”

"Be ready, Mr. Su]u When he flres

take it ‘o_n_the rear shields, then cgasa '

forward acceleration and bring ‘e

¥ rodnd hard to starboard. Flre as he‘g
"shows us his’ rear shlelds e
Sulu suddenlyereahzed whatKlrkm "

i te_nded to do. | unr;#erstand Captam
i “ mter;ected :
_KSp@gk The ‘nexg morrgent the ship»'j

“He's firing now,”

* struck the stnglds The r‘apidiy aceelerat- ;
ing Kl?ngon shlp sho‘t past the Enter- .
pFse i
Kirk nodded ioward the Waitlng .
Helmsman. “Now, Mr. Sulul” =

‘Engineer Scott’ Iooks at his control
panel and reports power allocation to
the other players. ‘Chekov’ had previ-
ously established the strong rear

‘Both men quickly
complied, and the huge starship veered
_away from the rap1dly closmg Khngon :

knowing his Env'
-(glneers feelings about Klingon arro-

shields that protected them from
Klingon fire. This phase ‘Sulu” will be
turning the ship, so ‘Chekov's’ player
changes the settings, putting most of
the power into the forward deflectors.

‘Sulu’ notes the power available for
the maneuver: plenty for what the 'Cap-
tain’ had ordered. He then turns his at-
tention to weaponry, concentrating the
available power in the forward phaser
banks, energizing them to full capacity.

‘Spock’ rolls the dice, trying for a
result lower than his character’s rating
in Starship Sensors. The roll is success-
ful. “I'm scanning the Klingon's shield-
ing, and | made my sensor Skill Roll,”
the player tells the gamemaster. “What
does Spock find out?”

The gamemaster consults his own
panel, which displays the Klingon ship’s
status. “As expected, Spock finds the
rear shields are very low. The Klingon
Captain did not expect you to maneuver
behind him, and reinforced his forward
shields instead.”

The ‘Spock’ player reports this fact
to ‘Kirk'. “Very good, Mr. Spock,” re
plies the ‘Kirk" player. “Mr. Sulu, exe-
cute the maneuver and fire at will.”

‘Sulu’ reaches for the cardboard
spacecraft counter resting on a starfield
map superimposed with a hexagonal
grid. He moves the counter one hex to
the right and turns it a bit. The
gamemaster moves the Klingon ship
one hex straight forward. "Sulu’ con-
tinues rotating his ship counter as he
moves it another hex. The Klingon ship
moves another hex forward, passing
the Enterprise counter. ‘Sulu’ moves
again and rotates the counter. The En-
terprise silhouette on the counter now
faces the rear of the Klingon ship. “I'm
firing forward phaser banks now,” he
states.

"Sulu’ consults a chart on his con-
trol console, then rolls a ten-sided die.
“Ahit,” he reports excitedly, “for a total
of 20 damage points!”

The gamemaster checks his panel.
“Quch! Right in the rear shields, t0o.”
He moves a couple of counters on his
control panel, which is shielded from
the ‘crew’s’ view by a notebook prop-
ped open in front of it.

The 'Spock’ player rolls the dice
again. “| already have a sensor lock on
that ship, and | just successfully made
another Skill Roll. What kind of damage
did the Klingon take?”

“His warp engines are heavily-
damaged, with a large subsequentdrop
in available power,” reports the
gamemaster.

After another couple turns of ac-
tion, the Klingon ship, too badly dam-
aged to put up a fight, limps away. The
‘Kirk" player decides not to follow.

e
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“We're not going to pursue, sir?”

The young Nawgator was puzzled

again.
”Negatlve Mr. Chekov. We ve es-

tablished our credentials in this matter.

Qur first concern is our mission, and |
believe Captain Klavan was telling the
truth about losing a ship out this way.”

The Vulcan Science Officer raised |

~ an eyebrow. “Based on what evidence,
Captain? Klingon offic'er_s are not noted
for their veracity.”
Kirk smiled.
Spock. A feeling. Intuition.”
 Spock shook his head. “lllogical,
he murmured.

“Perhaps,”

““Do you recommend otherwise?”
' “No, Captain. | am aware that
human intuition has proven valuable in
- the past, particularly when voiced by

_ an experienced and skilled comman-
der.” Kirk knew that was the closest

thing to an expression of faith he could

Spock, nevertheless, had faith in his
~ gcommander, even though Vulean
' philosophy had no expression for it.

- “Bring us back on course for the
planet,” Kirk ordered. “Enter a standard
orbit, Mr. Sulu. Mr. Spock, scan the

. planet’s surface and look for anything

that might tell us more about what hap-
. pened to the Xanadu.”
" “Aye, aye, sir.”

The ‘Kirk’ player sat back in his
chair, notepad in hand. “Okay, suppose
you tell us what Mr. Spock’s sensor
scans of the planet reveal.”

The gamemaster consults his
notes. “Spock had better make a Skill
Roll against his rating in Starship Sen-
sors first,” he says.

'Spock’ picks up the dice and rolls
a number well under his Starship Sen-
sors Skill Rating. “There itis,” he says.
“What do | find?”

The gamemaster hands ‘Spock’ a
map. “This is the central continent of
one hemisphere. Conditions are Terra-
like, for the most part, though the at-
mosphere is a bit thin.”

“Perhaps for some of us,”
the ‘Spock’ player.

“Yes, Mr. Spock will feel right at
home in that regard,” the gamemaster
admits, “though the temperature is
closer to Earth’s than Vulcan’s. Your
sensors indicate the ruins of several
large buildings, about two-thirds of the
way up the eastern coast, as well as
large concentrations of metal that could
be the remains of several downed
spacecraft.”

“Several spacecraft?” The ‘Sulu’
player looks up from the map excitedly.
“Maybe we've found the missing
Klingon scout as well as our own.”

interjects

"Just a hunch Mr.

I Il.

agreed Captain Kirk. -

“Maybe so,” ‘Kirk' reflects. “Right
now, I'm mostly wondering what
broughtthem down in the first place.”

The gamemaster smiles evilly and
rolls dice behind his open notebook.
“I'm so glad you asked!”

_The Enterprise lurched suddenly,
. as if shaken by a gigantic hand. Kirk
hung on to his command chair as. the
ship’s computers automat:cal%y ad.
justed the artn‘l(:lal grawty to compen- .

sate.

"Wé re under ' attack"'-

ped by an excesssvely strong tractor
beam.”
'Chekov get the shle ds up, _‘ Klj‘k

‘| ordered swiftly. “Sulu, leave orblt Get
ever hope to get out of his First Officer. -

us out of that beam’s range

Sulu operated the helm c'ont‘roIS'
- with deft, experienced hands. The great

ship shuddered as it fought the pull of

the tractor beam amﬁtned to. manuever‘

out of orbit.

“ Sulu called,

“No good, Capitaih,_
the strain showing only slightiy'in "hisw =
voice, “There’s not enough p@wer

“Captain,”
his usual firm, even voice. “Sensors in-
dicate that shields seem to be ineffec-

tive in this instance. Mlght I suggest
dropping them and diverting the power

for use by the Helm in maneuvering?”
“Kirk switched on his intercom in-

' stead of replylng “Scottyl” » _
came the immediate
‘answer from the speaker. “What have

! “Scott here,”

ye got pullin’ us by the tail, Cap'n?’

“Tractor beam from the planet,” Kirk
rephed “We need r'riore power to the

Helm, fast.”
Ve are already gettln all my wee
bairns can gie ve, sir.’

“Can you cross- conhec’t from the

shields, Mr. Scott? We haven't much
time.”

we can gie it a go.”

. En3|gﬁ= .
- Chekov shouted su;prssed by the sud-
- den movement. He had fallen to the
floor momentarily before sp(amblmg to
‘his feet at his station. 5
Spock kept his feet, and ciucked his
. head to look into the sensor hood.
“Negative, Ensign. We are being grip-

Mr. Spock mterjected in °

"Aye sir, Scott repiled At Ieast |
- are in range for transport?”

The ‘Scotty’ player scans his con-
trol panel. He moves the shield alloca-
tion marker back to zero and raises the
marker showing maneuver power a like
amount. “You've got it,” he says.

The gamemaster nods to the 'Sulu’
player. “Now you need a successful
Skill Roll against your rating in Starship
Helm Operations,” he informs the
player.

'Sulu’ picks up the dice and rolls a
19, well under his Skill Rating. “Made
it,” he calls delightedly.

“All right,” the gamemaster con-
tinues. “You begin to pull away from
the tractor beam. At a distance of 1,000
kilometers from your standard orbital
height, the tractor beam abruptly shuts
off.”

“Establish a stable orbit at this al-
titude, then,” the ‘Kirk’ player orders.
“ Are we still within transporter range?”

The gamemaster shakes his head.
“Not at this extreme orbital distance.”

The players briefly discuss the situ-
ation among themselves. “All right,”
"Kirk’ says finally. “We'll establish an
elliptical orbit that will drop down
briefly within transporter range of the
buildings we spotted. Meanwhile, we’ll
get a landing party together and check
out that tractor beam at the source.”

" After a short briefing, Kirk met
Spock Chekov, and two security offi-

cers in the Transporter Room. Scotty
was settlng the controls as the Security
Chief handed out Phaser Il pIS?OiS and- 2

communicators.

Spock filled in the Iandlng party on
the current planetary situation.
best sensor scans can get little informa-

tion atthis distance. We have, however,
- detected life readings neartwo different
| large metallic objects in the target area. |

_ Not knowing which is likely to be the
Xanadu, | have instructed Mr. Scott o

beam us down near the smaller of the
two,”
“Why the smaller object ' Nlr.'
Spock?” asked Chekov. _
Kirk smiled. “An exercise for the

student, Ensign. You speculate why' .

- Spock chose the small object.”

. Chekov hesitated thoughtfully.

“Perhaps because, if both objects are
recently-downed ships, ours and the ‘
- Klingons’, ours is likely to be the smaller

vessel?” .
Spock nodded. “Precisely, En3|gn
Even if it is not the missing Federation
ship, it is logical to wish to beam down
near the smallest concentration of
strangers. It is a very fine distinction.”
“However,” Kirk said. “Mr. Spock's
fine distinctions have saved our necks

more than once.” Kirk turned towards

the console. “Scotty, how soon till we

Our

B e - T e
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“Just ano’ther mmute or two, sir.

- Ygu gent]emen may take your placeS'"

on the platforrﬁ

i

~ form, the door slid open and Dr. McCoy

entered, tucking a small medical pouch
- under the back of his uniform shirt.

“Wait for me, Jim,” he called, Jommg
_' the others on the transporter platform.
Kirk looked at him quizzically.

" “Bones, ldsdntassagn yo‘“u tothlsland~
ing party.”

I'm asszgmng myself Captain,”

McCoy insisted. “Heavenknows I'm not |
fond of scattering my molecules across - _
‘space in this contraption, but if the

 Xanadu was forced down, as you
~ speculate, there may be injured people
down there.” McCoy cast an amused
_glance at Spock. “Besides,” the doctor
continued,
Spock will get a headachefrom Sp|itt|ng
~ logical hairs.”
' Spock fixed McCoy wnth a puzzled
stare. “Doctor, | fail to see the relevance
of a discussion of injured follicles...”

“Never mind,” Kirk interrupted, im-

_ patience W_Enni‘ng out over amusement.
- “Whenyou're ready, Scotty. Energize.”
- With a high-pitched droning sound

_ and an electronic sparkle, the .Iandi-ng-
- partv faded away.

“Allright, yousparkle andfade and
reappear here...” The gamemaster
places a small square-grid map on the
table, placing six colored counters rep-
resenting the landing party in a small
grouping.

“This over to your left is a small
Federation scoutcraft, heavily dam-
aged.” The gamemaster notes one
large shape on the map.

“My compliments to your deduc-
tive abilities, Mr. Spock,” the ‘Kirk’
player states with a smile. “Right on
target.”

The gamemaster continues his de-
scription. “A voice to your left calls out
to you. When you look, you see a man
in a Star Fleet uniform with his arm in
a sling. He is waving frantically with his
other arm.” A new counter is placed on
the map, near the tail of the scoutcraft.

“We'll move in that direction,” the
‘Kirk” player tells the gamemaster.

“As you approach, you hear the
whine of disruptor fire behind you.” The
gamemaster rolls the dice behind his
notebook, then continues. “The shot
struck at your feet.”

The ‘Kirk’ player hastily moves

counters. “We'll dive for cover behind
the ship.”
“The injured Star Fleet officer

draws a phaser and covers your retreat
by laying down suppressing fire.” The
gamemaster rolls the dice once more,
and consults hidden notes. “He doesn’t

As the party headed for the p[at

- sleeve stripes.

“You never can tell when

hit anything, but he slows up the Kling-
ons You all make it safely.”

- Kirk, his own phaser drawn, peeked
aaroun‘d the damaged stern section of
__'the -scoutship. He saw shadowed i

gures ducking down behind ‘the re-

o

~ mains of a small Klingon vessel. Satis- |
| fied that no further attack was immi-
:nent he turned to the. |h;ured,~ofﬁcer '

‘The young officer wore the sleeve .

he holstered his phaser with the other

Kirk was. altghtw embafrassed b~y

| the young officer’s tone of deference,

 stripes of a LLeuteﬁantﬁcoﬁvmander on
:a gold commahd dIVISIQén%‘S-hITt Hrsfleft
 arm was supported in a crude sling as

. hand.” Goodtosseeyou%sw"“Thias*offncerf :

'glanced at Kirk's chest msigma and
"Eniarpnse _insignia...
. You must be Captgm James Kirk.”

o

tinged with more than a bit ofawe. They

shook hands solemnty “I'm Kirk. You [

are with the Xanadu scout pariy?"

s 11 Cemmande«r Thaddeus Cos-

the Enterpnse,d,; of course, checked the
personnel records of the Xanadu.”

~ “Commander Spo‘cks reputation

fgrove First Officer, | would surmise,”
 interjected Spock. Kirk glanced at his
~ First Officer, surpmsed “Before Ieavmg.

‘p*receeds him as well,” Cosgrove con-

tinued. He was obviously aware of Vul-
. can customs, since he greeted the En-

terprise Science Officer with a nod of

greetmg, nota handshake . !
’ McCoy approached, medmai_
scannerin hand. He passed it over Cos- |
“Compound |

Dr.

grove's bandaged arm.
fracture. Happen in the crash?" .

Cosgrove nodded. “Yes, sir, butI'm

able to handle it for now. Better you

should look after Doc Wagner. She's

banged up pretty bad' FUI !ow me, if you_
‘ would sitse’.

On the Oppos:te side of th'e dam-\
aged vessel, three other Star FJeet crew-

men waited, phasers drawn. A fourth,

~a woman in her mid-forties, lay on a
, plEe of hlankets agamst the side of the
- ship. Dr. MCCOV rmmedtatelv moved to
_ help the injured woman, folicwed by
. Cosgro\re o .

An olderman m command umform -

greeted Kirk's p&rty.
George Lorenzo of the Xanadu,” he an-
nounced. * ‘Thisis Lt Del Rey and | Ensign
Corben.”

“Comma_n,der-

Klrk |n1r0duced hjmse%f and his of-

. ficers. Upon finding that two other

crash survivors were manning observa-

tion posts to watch the Klmgons, hedis-

patched the two Enterprise security of-
ficers to join them. .
Commander Lorenzo explaihed
how his shrp had been forced down by
the tractor beam. “We found out the
beam is apparentlv automated, control-
led from the centTaI busldmg beyond the

" Klingon ship. When we tried to get in,

we were attacked by a force of robotic
guard mechanisms. That's when Doc

- Wagner caught a stray beam.

“We retreated and were regroup-

i |ng for another go at it when Sparks
M’narrn, our Science Officer, detected

the Klmgon ship coming into orbit. Our‘: '

main comm;unlcation gear was dam-

aged in the crash, but we managed a

short-range job and tried to warn the
- Klmgons The blasted thing burned out
- on us before we could convince them,
' gand then they were caught too.” He
‘shook his head ruefully. “Naturally, the

- Klingons who survived blamed us. They

_ that must have been some mighty fine '

_‘chances with
| safer.”

~ attacked as soon as they could dig out -

of the wreckage, but we held them off.

Beside the two on guard duty, we're all
that’s

left. Seven others didn't live
through the crash landing.”

“It's a miracle any of you made it,”
Chekov observed. “If | may say so, sir,

piloting you did.”
Lorenzo managed a small smile at

| Chekov. “Thanks, son. lwish ithad been

a bit better, for my comrades’ sake.”
McCoy then approached the group.
“It's not good, Jim. She's pretty badly
hurt. Damage looks like massive cellu-
lar disruption, what you might expect

. from a crude blaster-type weapon.”

“For a crude device,” Lorenzo of-
fered, “those robot guards sure are ef-

| ficient. Mostly, | suppose we were just

out-numbered.”

“Perhaps if we jo’ined forces with
the Klingons, we'd have a chance,” Klrk
suggested.

~McCoy laughed. “I'd rather take my
robots. |It's p:rObab'Iy

“They haven't listened to any of our

. broposals for cooperation,” Lt. Del Rey

‘culty.

advised the group. “They justignoreus =~

when they aren’t shooting at us. Can't
your ship just beam us out of here?”
Kirk quickly explained their diffi-
“The Enterprise will make
another close pass in three hours. We -
need to be ready then.”
~_"Dr.Wagner's condition is too deli-
cate to wait three hours, Jim,” McCoy
said anxiously. “We have to knock out
that tractor beam sooner, so | can get

her to the Enterprise ahead of
schedule.” :
~ “Gentlemen,” Kirk offered, “this

“calls for a bit of old-fashioned diplo-

. macy.”

The players again discuss the situ-
ation briefly among themselves. “All
right,” says the ‘Kirk’ player finally.
“We'll call out to the Klingons.”

The gamemaster imitates a gruff,
low-pitched voice. “What do you want,
Earther?”

e W
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“This is Captain Kirk of the Enter-
prise,” the ’Kirk’ player replies. “Can |
speak to your commander?”

The gamemaster continues with a
harsh laugh. “The Enterprise? Weil,
well now. | am Commander Krava. Have
you further treachery to plot, Kirk?”

“No tricks, Commander. I'd just like
to discuss our mutual distress, man to
man. I'll meet you alone and unarmed,
halfway.”

The gamemaster grins, which
makes the ‘Kirk’ player a bit nervous.
“Very well, Kirk. Unarmed and alone,
behind the small green building to your
left.”

The “Kirk" player looks at the map
and finds the building referred to by the
gamemaster’s Klingon commander.
The area behind it is out of the direct
view of both ships, and seems like a
safe enough place to meet and still
avoid ambush. “Agreed, Commander.
Five minutes.”

~ “This is a big mistake, Jim,"” McCoy

insisted, as Kirk prepared to leave for |
his meeting with Commander Krava.
- "We can’t cover you from here if that

~ Klingon decides to break the truce.”
Kirk sh rugged

tion?”

McCoy sighed. "No not realiy, he

‘admitted. “But | don’t have to like it.”

Kirk slapped his friend on the shoul- -

_der FI
Spock?”

be fine, Bones. Wheres

“He msrsted on checkmg w;th the

* sentries again.” * McCoy looked thought-

ful. “1 wouldn’t mind checking with that |
~ one Security Ensign myseif, Ensign | Lee.

‘She's got a smile just like sunshine.”
 “Bones, did anyone ever tell you

~ that your attitudes toward women arg

a bit archaic?”

_ “This from the great
~ womanizer, himself?” In a moment,
McCoy was again solemn. “All klddmg
~ aside, Jim, be careful.”
“Lwill.”

Kirk roundedthe sma!l green bwld- :

ihg with care. The sun was low in the
sky, and the building's irregular angles

cast shadows that were perfect for an |
‘ambush. He was a bit early, hoping to
arrive before “the Klmgonfcould get a

"posrtlon .
~ Suddenly,

_ously. “Are you unarmed?”
. Kirk stepped forward,
. empty hands. “l am. And you7”

”The Khngon satisfied, approached. |

: :"Of course, of course, Earther. A Kling-

_on’ s word |3 hls bond .as yeur peopleﬁ .

-vsay

_ “Do.| have any _'
choice, considering Dr. Wagner’ scondt-' .

McCoy gavé Kirk a sarcastic look.
_galactic

o ; uhg‘ sa\-y ‘the Kii~ngon
round the building from the other side.
“Kirk,” the Klingon called out cauti- -

showing :

“Well,” Ki rkzobgerved as he greeted
the Klingon commander, “that’s not
cquitowhatwesayt = 2 L

With a rapid movement, the
Klrngon «reached behind him and pulled

_outa drsruptor prstol "Stand very st1l|

V shadowed are’a and gragp;he I(Imgom s
~ shoulder from behindic = = - :

The ‘Spock’ player consults hls
rulebook’s chart describing the Vulcan
nerve pinch, then rolls the dice. “Made
it!” says the player with decidedly un-
Vulcan excitement. He then quickly re-
sumes character. “What happens?”

The gamemaster sighs. “The
Klingon slumps to the ground, momen-
tarily stunned. Nice maneuver.”

“I'll grab his weapon,” says the
‘Kirk’ player quickly. “Okay, Comman-
der start talking.”

”Yeu were supposed to come

' alcme Earther, the Klingon muitered

peevrshly as he rubbed his shou[der

: “I won't even drgmfy that with an
_answer, considering this. «drsruator
Commander,” 'Snapped Kirk. “What |

| want is cooperation, however, not a

hostage.” He shoved the disruptor plsv 2

! *_ tol into the waistband of his uniform.

For a split second, the Klingon con-
sadered jui‘n‘pmg Kirk, then looked at tt!e
Vulcan First Offrcemaﬁdfthought “beiter :
of it. After a few mmu;tes;ofacscusat:oﬂs
atl countered by Kirk, the ijgon re--

s

S

s

SRS

ess
R

“Is everybody about ready?” The
gamemaster seems impatient to getthe
assault on the central building started,
and the players know that when the
gamemaster is excited, it means things
are not going to be as easy as they
hoped.

The ‘Kirk’ player is confident. “I
think we've got it all covered. Let's see,
the smaller group, Spock, McCoy, and
Ensign M'narrn from the Xanadu, will
provide the diversion by setting off a
phaser overload near the yellow build-
ing. When the robots investigate, Com-
mander Krava and the Klingons will at-
tack from the left, and our party will
move in from the right. We ought to
catch the robots in between with no
cover.”

The gamemaster looks thoughtful.
“Perhaps,” he says non-committally.
“Who is going in your group?”

“Everyone except the diversionary
party,” 'Kirk’ replies. “Oh, | almost for-
got. Ensign Lee, the Xanadu’s Security
Officer, is staying behind to guard Dr.
Wagner.”

The ‘McCoy’ player looks skeptical.
“Why isn't McCoy staying with his pa-
tient? Is he necessary for the diversion
group?”

‘Kirk" thinks for a moment before
replying. “You're right,” he agrees fi-
nally. “McCoy will stay behind with the
injured Doctor. Lt. Del Rey will go with
the diversion party instead.”

“Now that you've settled every-
thing,” the gamemaster concludes, “set
up your counters on the map for the
combat sequence.”

The players set up counters for
their characters and the non-player
characters of the Xanadu crew, whose
actions they will control during the bat-
tle. Then they watch as the Gamemaster
sets up the Klingon Commander and
his forces, who in this instance will be
cooperating (supposediy) with the
players.

As the combat segment begins, the
‘Kirk" player notices the gamemaster re-
moving the Klingon Commander and
his Lieutenant from the board. “Hey!”
‘Kirk’ calls indignantly. “Where are they
going?”

The gamemaster smiles. “Oh, they
took off just as the battle started.”

“Figures,” grumbles the ‘Chekov’
player. “Never trust a Klingon.”

The combat sequence proceeds
until the characters have taken the
building and immobilized the rabots. In
combat situations like the one de-
veloped here, the gamemaster will pro-
vide a tactical map on a square grid of
the combat area. In this case, the area
involved is the central building of the
alien complex.
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As Kirk’s party, the Xanadu sur-
vivors, and the Klingons move into the
robot-guarded complex, they are rep-
resented by counters on the tactical
map. A simple set of movement and
action rules determine how and when
the counters are moved and what ac-
tions each can take during a ten-second
tactical game turn. The players choose
the actions for their characters. In this
instance, the Gamemaster allows the
players to exercise control over the
Xanadu crewmen and even the remain-
ing Klingons, because they are
cooperating (for now). The gamemaster
chooses actions for the robotic guards.

When the Federation officers or
Klingon crewmen fire, the players com-
pare the character’s already calculated
To-Hit Roll with a 1-100 dice roll. Some-
times the roll is modified by conditions
such as range, movement of the target,
and so on. A hit is scored if the modified
roll is equal to or less than the To-Hit
Number of that particular character.
The system is simple and easy for even
the novice to master.

- A well-placed shot from Chekov's .

phaser dispatched the last of the robot
guards. “Nice shooting, Mister,” called
Kirk, as he approached the power room
control panel. '

“The shooting isn't finished, Earth-

er!” called the gruff voice of the Klingon
- commander. Kirk turned to see Com-
mander Krava enter the room, his dis-
~ ruptor pressed against the back of En-
- sign Sharon Lee of the Xanadu. Then
McCoy also appeared, led by the disrup-
tor-toting Klingon Lieutenant.

“Sorry, Jim,” called McCoy. “They
 jumped us while we were tending to
Dr. Wagner. We never had a chance.”

. “Now | see why you disappeared

- when the shooting started, Krava. You
- circled back to our camp.”

’ - “Where | found your so-called

- guard. Really, Kirk, you should be able

. %o do better than this female. Your med-

_ical officer was occupied with his pa-
. tient, and thus has some excuse, but
_ this so-called Security Officer wouldn’t
. last ten minutes in my ship. | would
never have been able to sneak up on a
man, even an Earthman, so easily. You
will_now all drop your weapons
and - QOF!” The final interjection came
as Ensign Lee’s elbow found the pit of
the Klingon’s stomach. A moment later
he was flying in an ungraceful arc to
the floor, his disruptor in Ensign Lee's
free hand.
McCoy's captor was so startled he
never saw the Doctor’s quick right cross
- coming. Anxious to make up for being
surprised earlier, McCoy made the most
of his opportunity and quickly subdued
the Klingon Lieutenant.

“Don'ttryit!” Kirk called to the star-
tled Klingons as he raised his phaser.
The other Federation officers acted

quickly, and the Klingons were covered
before they had a chance to fire a shot.
The young blonde woman covering
Krava with his own disruptor couldn't
repress a big smile of satlsfactson and
triumph. ’

“Nice work, Ensign,” said Kirk with

a grin. “I think there may be a commen-
dation in this for you.”

: “There certainly will be,” con-

firmed Commander Lorenzo. “Care for

a self-defense lesson later, Captain?

She's quadrant champion three years |

running.”

The pretty blonde looked embar-
rassed. "It was nothing, sir. Sorry | let
him get the drop on me in the first
place

“We all make m:stakes,'Ens,lgn,
Kirk said. ”
won't you, Commander?” Kirk pulled
out his communicator and flipped the
grid. “Kirk to Enterprise.”

A familiar
medlatély “Lt. Uhura here, Captain.”

~ “Lieutenant, have the Enterprise
brought around into standard orbit im-
mediately. We have secured the area
and will shut down the tractor beam.

Inform sick bay that we have injured
from the Xanadu. Have a full medical -

team beam down to where you dropped

us off as soon as you are in range. We

will meet them there. Kirk out.”

Later, in sick bay, Kirk dropped in
to check on Dr. Wagner’s condition.

“She's doing just fine, Jim, now
that we have her under proper treat-
ment. | swear, doctors are the worst pa-
tients. Now that she is feeling better,
I'm not sure just who is running things
here,” McCoy chuckled. “Cosgrove’s
arm knitted well, too. He'll be ready for
duty by the time we reach Star Base
Twelve.”

“Speaking of which,” Kirk said in a
confidential tone, “are you still in-
terested in getting better acqualnted
with Ensign Lee?”

~ the room. I'm a bit inhibited by women

' _meet my patient, anyway.”

Krava will vouch for that,

voice answered im-

McCoy looked skeptical. “Well, |
don’t know about that, Jim. Perhaps|'m
a bit old for the lady after all.”

“Bones!” Kirk was visibly sur-
prised. “l never thought I'd hear you
say that. Since when are you feeling
your age where women are con-
cerned?”

The Doctor looked uncomfortable.
“Well, since she tossed Krava across

who could answer a pass by putting me
in traction.”

“Well, in that case, perhaps I'll offer
to give her a little tour of the Enterprise.
myself,” Kirk speculated. “| love a chal-
lenge.” :

“You're too late, Jim,” McCoy in-
formed him with a chuckle. “She was
in here checking on Dr. Wagner a mi-
nute ago when Chekov stopped by and
offered to give her the grand tour. They
seemed quite taken with each other.”

“Oh.” Kirk stopped and shrugged.
“Oh, well, then.”

McCoy laughed. “Maybe we're
both getting old, Jim! Come on in and

“We're not getting old, Bones,”
Kirk countered, as they walked toward
the sick bay ward. "They're just making
them very, very young these days.”

v
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