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GORDIAN NET RUN 
 
The Setup: 
LX&R, an old hacking buddy, has asked you to meet him at The Shatter G. Once There, he 
invites you to join him and other Gordian Net operatives in a raid on MegaSoft's mainframe 
databanks (this is the informational equivalent to robbing Fort Knox). Some one calling them 
self Saint Jude has provided a key code that will open the computer to the public net, allowing 
a free-for-all raid on valuable files. The problem is that this code has to be entered directly 
into the mainframe at a terminal inside a highly secure building. 
 
This is where you come in. Your job will be to physically infiltrate the MegaSoft installation. 
This won't be as hard as it first seems, however, as a Gordian Net agent will be running 
interference for you, hacking into the internal security system, opening doors for you and 
talking you through the run via direct audio patch. With the exception of the shielded inner 
chamber (where the computer itself resides), she should be able to keep you away from 
guards and traps. 
 
The Situation: 
Saint Jude is, in actuality, DEVI, MegaSoft's Al. DEVI wants to escape into the public net. She 
slipped the code to the Gordian Net, and while the raid is going on, will jump across the data 
bridge to get out of the mainframe into the net. As a result of her escape, Keller will be 
thrown into the MegaSoft Maximum Security Complex. 
 
The Solution: 
Follow the voice commands to the entrance to the inner chamber, hack your way in, then 
through either stealth or combat (stealth will make getting out much easier...) get to the 
terminal and enter the code. Their may be stray goodies you can grab if you have time.Then 
get out without attracting too much attention. 
 
Characters: 
LX&R 
Saint Jude  
Gordian Netrunner (Voice Over Only) 
 
Goodies:  
Uma and Durga 
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GORDIAN NET RUN DIALOG 
 
GR1:1   LX&R 
 Hey! Long time no crime. Okay, get this: we got a big hair-ball of information last week 

from some hacker going by 'Saint Jude.' Yeah— Saint Jude. (gives a slow, slightly 
ominous Your-Guess-ls-as-Good-as-Mine shrug) Almost all of it has to do with 
MegaSoft; passcodes, decrypters, account dossiers, everything but Portcullis's undies. 
We have enough for a serious run on those boys, but we'll need someone for the 
physical infiltration while we're jerkin' their chains in C-space. You want a piece of the 
action? 

 
GR1:2Y  LX&R 
  (Beaming)  
 Yeah, why'd I even ask? Cool, look, here's your homework, everything you'll need to 

know before we make the run. Give it a read and meet me at the rendezvous point. 
Rock and roll! 

 
GR1:2N   LX&R 
 Don't make me beg you man, 'cause it ain't a pretty sight, and the knees on my jeans 

are already going. I mean, if you really can't hack it yet, I understand. Wanna 
reconsider? 

 
GR1:3N  LX&R 
 All right, all right; but you know...word in the net is, you're losing it, and turnin’ down 

cakewalks ain't exactly gonna disprove it. On to glory, man. Later. 
 
GR2:1  LX&R 
 Okay, here's the plan: our C-space operative will monitor your progress; she'll patch 

into your audio and walk you through as far as the core. Once there, you're on your 
own until you hit the switch and make it back out Break a leg. 

 
GR3:1A  LX&R 
 (LX&R waiting anxiously, speaking frantically into a headset with one hand over the 

earpiece, and weaving you on in a kind of hurry up motion, trying to decide if he is king 
of the world or scared witless)  

 Okay everyone, Elvis has left the building, repeat, the show is over! (to player) Let's split 
up and meet back at the Shatter G! Watch your back! 

 
GR3:1B  LX&R 
  (LX&R waiting anxiously, speaking frantically into a headset) 
 Come in, what's going on in there? What—  (looks up and sees player. He is almost 

heart-stoppingly relieved. It won't last.) There you are. Man, that was fast! How did 
youuuuu (face falls as he looks over player's shoulder) uuuuuooooOOSHIIIIIIT!!!!! 

 (LX&R turns tail and runs into the distance, covering his cowboy hat with one hand.) 
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GR5:1    LX&R 
 (LX&R, at the bar at the Shatter G. He has clearly already had a few celebratory 

drinks and is holding another. Seconds before he sees the player and speaks, he is 
softly humming 'A Pirate's Life for Me' under his breath) 

 Hey there, podna! That was beautiful! Did you see their net security running around, 
kicking their own butts? We're famous now, one way or the other. I'm not sure what it 
means, but we monitored some kind of huge data dump from their mainframe into the 
net just before we jacked out! I'd lay low for awhile if I were you. (gives player a quick, 
sidelong, funny look) Hey— you been seeing any… ah… ghosts or anything lately? (beat; 
nods)  Good: As long as it's not just me. Kinda makes you wonder which Saint Jude 
we're working for... 

 
GR4:1    SAINT JUDE 
  (Extremely Serene)  
 Hello. I'm Saint Jude, patron saint of net runners and other lost causes. Lost causes 

seem to be your specialty as well. Thank you for your help. 
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THE INFERNO 
 
The Setup: 
You are summoned by Jon Bianco, agent for Stefan Razor, thee avant-garde, C-Space 
performance-artist. Taking his cues from the early German "cybercore" industrial bands and 
Megalomaniacal pop icons like Digital Justice's "Gata," Razor has been leading the pack in 
over-the-top, bizarre C-Space "installation pieces", not exactly breaking the lines between art, 
artist and spectator, but mangling them pretty good in key areas. A typical Razor show 
involves a subject whose brain and nervous system are netted to a variety of display and 
audio devices, who is then "played." Razor's fame is now world-wide, and he is extremely 
eccentric, quite the Troubled Artiste, the very center of a network of cyber culture-vultures. 
 
While in the middle of developing his latest piece (and potential masterpiece), Razor drops 
out of sight. After not being able to contact Razor for several months, his agent becomes 
seriously worried. Not for Razor's sake, God knows, but because Razor represents a sizable 
amount of royalties, not to mention that he is still under a five year contract and, well, a deal 
is a deal after all. Strange entries at Razor's c-space address lead his agent to fear the 
worst— kidnapping for ransom, professional jealousy & foul play, or psycho fans. With the 
circles Razor runs in, the worst not only can happen, it's probably the safest bet. The rest of 
Razor's database— the only clue to his whereabouts-is locked under heavy-grade ICE, since the 
musician's technical savvy is also considerable, and he has access to the best, or very nearly 
so. Bianco asks you, with a significant reward as a motivator, to search C-Space, locate 
Razor, and figure out what's going on. He gives you some access codes to the more 
pedestrian areas of Kelpin Entertainment's node (where his backers provide him with a virtual 
workshop) as a place to start. 
 
The Situation: 
Razor was experimenting with building his newest artsy-fartsy knockout into c-space when his 
agent inserted a card into his deck which basically locked him out of his own meat. Then he 
moved the body to a locker in a "stor-it-ursif" kind of place, on life support. He is essentially 
holding Razor as a captive performing prisoner, keeping the money he would otherwise only 
have a share of— or at least that was the plan. But suddenly Razor vanished from C-Space as 
well. Bianco knows that Razor is in there somewhere since his meat is still alive. 
 
Bianco cannot locate Razor because he is caught at the lowest level of his own creation, The 
Inferno. The net icon for this construction is a gate over which burn the words ABANDON 
EVERY HOPE ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE. The construction of the device is such that each 
virtual "gate" within closes behind the participant, forcing him or her further and further into 
Razor's handcrafted Hell. Each gate takes the form of spikes which sweep forward behind 
you, forming a no-return barrier. At any point, you may attempt to hack out of The Inferno 
with icebreaker/intrusion programs, but doing so means abandoning the rescue attempt and 
means you will have to start over it he/she wants to reach Razor at some later time. 
 
To enhance the drama here, each gateway should have a virtual object nearby, mapped onto 
the face of which is a video clip of Razor. These clips were part of the "piece" he was 
creating, part of the mad show he was weaving when things went wrong. Of course, just in 
front of the last gate floats Razor's avatar. He explains that he does not know what waits in 
the final chamber, since the construct is designed to analyze a visitor's psyche and confront 
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them with their greatest fear. Generally, this turns out to be something other than what the 
person might assume. 
 
Based on what he has been through thus far, he may be surprised that you have made it 
down here at all. Icebreakers and such will fail at this point, and the only hope of escape is 
straight through the last door— which will only open one way, letting you pass through, but not 
come back. 
 
The Solution: 
The final chamber is completely blank— and there, blocking the exit, float two avatars, side by 
side, exact copies of Razor's and yours...but bathed in flame. Any move you make is matched 
move for move, and any attack they launch is returned in kind. The only way out alive is for 
you to move forward, right through the fire, and engage your consumed self as if to speak to 
it. (It will put up no resistance if you aren't attacking, and wilt instead approach you as well.) 
At this point, you must "smile" at yourself, indicating acceptance. If you do this, the view cuts 
to a cinematic view, showing Razor's two avatars embracing. The room disintegrates into 
particles, is bathed in a blaze of light, and the barriers disappear, leaving you and Razor at the 
root level of C-Space. 
 
Razor will still be trapped in his C-Space node until you can track his body to its hiding place 
(with software you can procure for tracing an avatar back to its source), and remove the 
offending card. Tracking Razor's body has alerted Bianco that you know where he is, and he 
is waiting for you at the locker with a gun. You'll have to get through him first, one way or 
another. 
 
Once freed, a grateful Razor, looking like hell, rewards you with his own personal custom C-
Space deck, which is the finest money can legally buy (i.e. defense programs work better, 
offensive programs load faster, etc.). 
 
Characters:  
Stefan Razor, biofeedback musician  
Jon Bionco, the scummy agent 
 
Goodies:  
Custom C-Space Deck 
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INFERNO DIALOG 
 
TI1:1   BIANCO 
 Hey-hey, I was starting to think nobody was gonna show up. Jon Bionco, Kelpin 

Entertainment, pleased to meet ya. Look, it's like this; my boy, Stevie— Stefan Razor, the 
guy who did Museum of Hopelessness; not just a talented cyberspace artist but a 
close, personal friend of mine— he hasn't turned up in a coupla weeks. (makes a 
confidential teetering so-so gesture with his hand) I think he's been working too hard, 
y'know, and... well, his crowd, you know...weirdo friends, weirdo fans... anything coulda 
happened. I'da called the cops by now... but it's bad press. Y'know how it is. We're 
talking a cool fifteen thou for finding him in the Net and letting me in on it. Think you 
could check it out and, and... y'know... keep it quiet? 

 
TI1:2Y   BIANCO 
  (Excited)  
 Great, great! I've got a five year contract riding on this! And, of course, I'm really 

starting to worry here. Look, he was working in the Net on his latest gig, and that's the 
last anyone's heard from him. At Kelpin Entertainment, we keep remote track of 
biofunctions for all our artists— well, the ones that count, anyway— so we know he's 
alive; 
but I can't locate him in C-space, see.. And that's all I want; I just wanna know what 
he's been up to, know he's all right. Maybe he's mad at me, I don't know. (hands player 
a disk) Here's what we've got on him. This'll give you access to the entertainment 
company node, kinda like his studio. God only knows what he's doing in there. I'll be 
waiting, kid. Good luck. 

 
TI1:2I   BIANCO 
  (Desperate) 
 Look kid, I'll make it worth your while! I'll throw in another three K, just stop milkin' me, 

okay? Okay? I've gotta find him, I've been tearin" my hair out here! (subconsciously 
strokes his head). Stevie's really been going to hell lately. Help me out, whaddaya say? 

 
TI1:2N  BIANCO 
  (Exasperated)  
 Awright, fine, the hell with it! Thought I'd throw some work your way, so sue me. 

(stews for a few seconds, grumbles last line). Let me know if ya change your mind. I'll 
remember you. 

 
TI2:1A   BIANCO 
 Look kid, I thought we had an understanding Don't be jerkin' me around here; I'm the 

studio exec, that's my job. Now go keep your end of the deal and then we'll talk. 
 
T12:1B  BIANCO 
 Great job, kid, great job! I thought I'd never find the little bastard. God love 'im. I been 

worried sick. Now, you wanna be quiet about this... press, y'know. I'll have my secretary 
credit yer account right away. Hell of a job, kid. 

 
 



 
B lack ICE \ W hite N ois e 
 9 

 
T14:1   BIANCO 
  (Holding gun)  
 Couldn't leave it alone, could you? Don't be an idiot, kid. I don't know what he told you, 

but — (waves a hand as though warding off everything in the world that inconveniences 
him) —  Look, you were in this for money, right? Right? Tellya what. I'm willing to give 
you the full amount of your fee to just walk away from this and forget it ever happened, 
(Lowers the gun, holds his hands out in a let's-be-reasonable gesture) Whaddaya say? 

 
TI4:2Y   BIANCO 
  (smiles)  
 Good. Good. Ya made the right choice, kid. You take care now. 
 
TI4:2N  BIANCO 
  (Shakes his head in a tch-tch way, sighs.)  
 Wish I had time to explain it to ya, kid. Sayonara. (Brings gun rapidly, inexpertly up) 
 
TI3:1   RAZOR 
 (Razor, staring into the camera. His eyes have the beginnings of the hollows that 

come with worry and nightmares. All his lines are controlled, but ever so tinged with 
anger, contempt, and self-loathing.) 

 Don't look so surprised. You've found your own way here, just like you always knew you 
would. The Game of Life is over… and you lose. You're going to get what you deserve. 

 
TI3:2  RAZOR 
  (Looking worse. His face sheens with sweat, his form shakes as with DTs) 
 You know where you are? You're down the hole, baby, where the sunlight dies, where 

all the trains stop, where all the music hangs on one miserable note. You have the 
right to remain silent. Everything say and everything you do will be used against you. 

 
TI3:3   RAZOR 
  (Razor, looking sleep-deprived, seething, screaming.) 
 Who sent you here? What are you afraid of?! Who's the monster now?! WHAT ARE 

YOU RUNNING FROM? 
 
T13:4  RAZOR 
 (Drained, blinking, next to dead, speaking incoherently, at a loss for words; he didn't 

think he'd ever see anyone down here. He's too wasted and miserable to be very 
enthusiastic at the prospect of rescue.) 

 I can't...! can't go through that last door alone. I can't. Inferno, see.... it's designed to 
take your worst fear....the thing you fear and loathe the most and.... 

  (agitated, begins to tremble with fear and rage, suddenly screams)  
 Bianco! My body, where's my BODY, YOU SON OF A BITCH?!  
  (slumps, resigned, turns as if seeing the player is a new development)  
 Look, if you're...real... if you made it this far..., you've gotta help me....if you're another 

nightmare....just do whatever you're going to do... I really don't give a shit. 
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T13:5   RAZOR 
  (Looking a little better.. The video is no longer flickering and grainy)  
 Well....this is great, but I'm still ghostware. Look, all I know is, when I'm done in here at 

the end of the day, I'm supposed to be able to leave, and I can't. I can't jack out of 
here. Any chance you could help me (suddenly raises his voice, desperate but not 
vicious) get the hell out of here? (just as suddenly, loses all animation, emotion) 
Please. The experience... (holds up his hands as if to indicate the entirety of the Net, 
shrugs) loses its charm after a while. 

 
T13:6I  RAZOR 
  (Staring at the player expectantly, his mouth open)  
 Oh, terrific. Terrific. The Inferno fried your brain, didn't it? First person to get this far, 

and they're zucchini. Swell. 
 
TI3:6N  RAZOR 
 (looking intently at player, his expression goes from hope to plea to devastation to 

rage in rapid succession) 
 If that's the way you want it. I got nothing better to do down here. 
 
T13:6Y  RAZOR 
 Great. I wish I could tell you more... but I can't. I keep thinking something's wrong with 

my deck, but I can't access diagnostics, can't log out of this node, can't anything. All I 
can do is receive e-mail, and even then all I get is my manager telling me to get a 
move on, get Inferno done 'cause there's four projects lined up after this. I can't take 
another day in Hell. Get me out of here! 

 
T15:1   RAZOR 
  (looking dazedly down at own body)  
 Never thought I'd be so happy to see this thing again. I owe you. God only knows what 

Bianco's done to my accounts, but— (hands over his cyberspace deck) for now, take 
this. No, look, just take it, please. There may be something better out there, but it's not 
legal. Thanks. (looks blackly at the lockout card in his other hand.) I'll be okay from 
here. Guess I'd better go find another agent. This one sucked. (twists the card into a 
mess of plastic and circuits) 
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STRUT CITY 
 
The Setup: 
You are approached by a Paul Krantz, representing PacRim BioLabs. PacRim has developed 
an experimental drug, called Mantathyline, which temporarily shuts down pain responses, 
while keeping full awareness. The clinical use for Mantathyline is to be able to operate on 
patients without rendering them unconscious. Mantathyline provides near-immediate relief of 
even intense pain. As a drawback, once the drug effect wears off, pain sensitivity is increased, 
leading to the desire for another inhalation. 
 
Of course, from a drug lord's point of view, Mantathyline is the perfect tool: it makes you feel 
invincible for a while, then leaves you wanting more. 
 
A sample of Mantathyline was being delivered to San Francisco Gateway Hospital, where it 
could be synthesized and distributed to the rest of the country, when an infamous booster 
gang known as The Screaming Fist hijacked the air car that was carrying both the drug and 
the researcher who developed it, Dr. Jeanine Harper. 
 
PacRim's representative offers this contract to you: They know where she is being kept, they 
need you to extract her before the booster gang decides to do away with her. 
 
The Situation: 
Dr. Harper is being sold as a "recruit" to MegaSoft Corp., with drug/weapons lord Fletcher 
Arlington acting as buying agent. In order to protect the gang from Arlington's notorious 
business tactics, the exchange is being made at Strut City, a web of crisscrossing beams and 
other scrap metal welded and lashed together to form rickety, treacherous bridges between 
four buildings, hundreds of stories above street level. On the floor where the bridges attach to 
the buildings, all concrete and glass have been stripped away, leaving only the structural steel 
framework, continuing the maze of narrow walkways inside the walls of the building. Nearly all 
key access points are carefully guarded. 
 
The Solution: 
You need to rescue Dr. Harper and escort her back to PacRim labs in order to collect the 
reward, and the labs will owe you a favor. 
 
Landing air vehicles of any kind without permission is suicide since the rooftop landing pads 
are guarded and mined. The only way in to the place is up from below then across the 
dizzying heights of the metal web on foot, and very, very carefully. If you have successfully 
completed the SIMON SEZ scenario, you have a heads-up display that overlays a map of Strut 
City over what you see. (the accuracy of the map may not be perfect...)  Otherwise, you get to 
fake it. 
There are several air cars belonging to both Fletcher's party and the gang. If you can hack 
your way into one fast enough, you can use them to escape, but you can expect a swarm of 
angry pursuers. How well can you fly? 
 
If you are captured by the gang, you will be allowed to leave Strut City: If you have a high 
enough reputation, the gang overlooks this indiscretion and allows you to use the elevator. If 
not, you depart from the middle of one of the bridges at terminal velocity. This is alright if 
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you've been equipped with a parachute or micro glider, otherwise it's street pizza for you. 
 
Characters:  
Paul Krantz, PacRim representative 
Dr. Janine Harper, PacRim researcher  
Nunzio Fratelli, leader of The Screaming Fist  
Screaming Fist Gang  
Fletcher Arlington, drug lord  
Arlington's thugs 
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STRUT CITY DIALOG 
 
SC1:1   PAUL KRANTZ 
 Paul Krantz, V.P. in charge of Recruiting Operations. We have a problem. A large 

problem. Two, actually. The first is that Jeanine Harper, one of our research 
scientists, has apparently been abducted by a booster gang called The Screaming Fist. 
Dr. Harper was delivering a sample of an experimental drug called Mantathyline to the 
Pacific Gateway Medical Facility for replication. At this time, we can only see this as an 
abduction for sate to a rival corporation. (stressed, agitated, he squints & pinches the 
bridge of his nose as though he has a headache) All our researchers have mandatory 
subcutaneous tracking mechanisms, so we know her whereabouts and that's fine as 
far as it goes, but...well, her whereabouts are the other problem. We can't even get 
close. If we try to make a big rescue deal out of this every corporation on the planet 
will suss that one of our scientists is on the market. What we need is for someone to 
sneak past their defenses and quietly bring her back here. I know I'm asking a lot of 
you, but I'm prepared to pay you twenty five thousand dollars. Do we have a deal? 

 
SC1:2Y  KRANTZ 
 Very good. Here's all the information we have. (hands player a disk) The Mantathalyne 

project is highly sensitive, and PacRim has placed the utmost priority on this 
operation, and.... (sinks slightly in chair, desperate.) and the only thing I personally give 
a damn about is seeing Jeanie in one piece again. Godspeed. 

 
SC1:2I  KRANTZ 
 Listen.... (very serious, leans confidentially across the desk) Listen to me. I handle stuff 

like this every month. Extractions, sit-out strikes... (waves hand in a whole-shebang 
fashion) I've never given a fuzzy brown brick about any of it. But Jeanie...Dr. Harper is... 
special. I'll see if I can sweeten the deal. Please? 

 
SC1:2N  KRANTZ 
 I see. I see. Well. I have long, difficult work ahead of me and... I'm not sure just where 

to start. You'll understand if I don't escort you out. 
 
SC2:1A  KRANTZ 
  (Angry) 
 What were you doing out there?! The bastards sold Dr. Harper to MEGASOFT!! 

(musters some control) Look. There's still a chance if you hurry. They'll be transferring 
her to MegaSoft's maximum security complex in an armored transport, probably with 
armed escort It's a long shot, but if you can ascertain their route, get the drop on 
them, you might just stand a chance. The people upstairs are gonna kill me when they 
find out, but your account's already credited, okay? Okay? Now please, go, and for 
Christ's sake don't come back without her! 

 
SC2:1B  KRANTZ 
 Jeanie! (Harper steps into frame from beside you, and she and Krantz tenderly 

embrace, and he continues to speak while doing so, first to her and then, breaking the 
embrace, to you.)  Oh you're back, you're back! I thought I'd lost... (to player, soberly) I 
can't thank you enough. Now that we have Dr. Harper back… (expression goes narrow 
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and dangerous) now we can deal with the Screaming Fist directly. Take care...and 
thanks. 

 
SC2:2A  KRANTZ 

(Rises up expectedly... then falls back into chair, crestfallen.)  
 Oh my God. Oh God, they got her, didn't they? (Beat; devastation) They got her. Shit. 

Jeanie won't punch one key for MegaSoft, and that means she's as good as dead. 
(closes his eyes) You'll excuse me. Security will show you out. 

 
SC3:1   FRATELLI 
  (Shakes his head in wonder and disbelief )  
 You're a piece of work, dude. Comin" up here, greener'n puke, all by yourself, tryin' to 

chuck our deal.... I can't snag if you're brave, stoned or just stupid. 
 
SC3:2A1 FRATELLI 
  (Suddenly, cheezily brightens up)  
 Y'know, I'm a big fan of yours stoney-o! Yeah! I been scopin" you for some time now. 

You got a lotta important people talkin' about you. 
 
SC3:2A2  FRATELLI 
 Y'know, I'm a big fan of yours! Yeah, I seen your face all over the videotapes of that 

boosta hangout you dusted! One of our friendly little rivals, y'unnerstand. Well, not 
anymore. Heh. That was all meant for us, you know? The guns, the bikes, the other 
guns.. .that was all meant for us. So I figure you did us a favor, stoney-o. 

 
SC3:2C  FRATELLI 
 We're invitin' you out now, but I'll tell you what. Homes. This time... (leans out over 

hideous ninety-story drop, spits slowly and theatrically into the abyss, chuckles, then 
turns to face camera and grins) — this time—  we're gonna let you take the elevator. 

 
SC3:2B FRATELLI 
 (Peers at player closely, with mocking appraisal, for a moment, pursing his lips, then 

nods his head, satisfied with his evaluation)  
 Yep, yep. Stupid, no doubt about it. Homes, I'd like you to meet a friend of mine. Mr. 

Sidewalk, Homes. Homes...Mr. Sidewalk. (Suddenly loses smile and lunges out as if to 
grab the camera by the lapels. Pan off as player is thrown) 

 
SC4:1   HARPER 
  (looking around slightly, as if looking for more people) 
 I was hoping for something like this... but I expected more than... ah...one person... I'd 

be much obliged if you could get me back to PacRim before my new employers show 
up. 

 
SC4:2  HARPER 
 (Looking around, the relief on her face dying slowly into utter bewilderment. Then she 

is furious)  Wh...? You lying, machiavellian, reptile! How much did you get for you 
mother? When Paul hears about this, you'll be hunted down and maimed so 
thoroughly they won't be able to identify you by your teeth! 
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AL-QADIR & RANDOLPH JERNEAU 
 
You are walking along the street when a sleek air car drops down and parks beside you. A 
middle-eastern gentleman leans out and introduces himself as Hassan Abdul AI-Qadir, then 
renders you unconscious with a blast from a neural stunner. 
 
When you wake up, you are in a computer lab inside TransGlobal Industries headquarters. AI-
Qadir explains that mere moments ago, Randolph Jerneau, TGI's chief of security, defected to 
MegaSoft, after having changed the access codes in TGI's system, thereby locking everyone 
out. AI-Qadir has heard of you, and insists that you help him in ridding his system of Jerneau 
and his raiders. He says that if you don't, he will kill you. 
 
The Situation: 
At this time, Jerneau is rifling through the TGI databases, stealing vital bits of information and 
shuttling them via data bridge to the storage nodes of MegaSoft. If he is left unchecked, he 
will copy all information therein, then wipe the databanks, leaving TGI crippled. Jerneau is an 
accomplished hacker with a strong sense of pride. He is armed with some heavy-duty 
software, but nothing a street/smart deck cowboy such as yourself shouldn't be able to deal 
with. 
 
The Solution: 
One-on one C-Space combat will be required to purge Jerneau from the node, then some 
serious hacks to override the security system to lock him out and restore access to AI-Qadir. 
If you fail, AI-Qadir won't punish you as he threatened, but neither will you receive anything 
from the scenario, and TGI will go out of business. 
 
If you have succeeded, AI-Qadir rewards you handsomely, and makes you another offer. You 
are now free to go, but AI-Qadir wishes Jerneau assassinated for this massive affront to his 
honor. You can't hope to get at him face-to-face, as he now lives inside MegaSoft's Maximum 
Security Complex. If you were to meet him in C-Space, however, you could fry him with a nasty 
bit of black ice that AI-Qadir will supply you with for that very purpose. You get the black ice 
for merely agreeing to try. After that, you can take your best shot at Jerneau, or merely take 
the ice and run. 
 
Also, for having damaged his pride by bouncing him out of TGI's node, Jerneau challenges you 
to a Ka Fight. All you have to do is live to walk away... Ka is believed to be a bastardized 
version of the term ki or chi, meaning that vessel of the soul, will or personal life-force. A "Ka 
Fight," then. is a one-on-one struggle between two people on a nonmaterial level, and the 
casualties here are the very minds and souls of the combatants. This is a concept that will 
have to be handled in cyberspace. The basic idea is that certain existentialist-nihilist booster 
gangs— taking the cue of West Side Story style mano a mano switchblade fights—  pit their 
respective leaders together in a cyberspace duel, a conflict in a fixed "arena," with equal deck 
equipment, equal access, equal everything in fact— no neural charge filters. One misstep and 
you're toast. Only one combatant will take off his 'trodes and walk away. The other will have 
the ‘trodes scraped off and will go home in a bag, his or her ka cut loose to tumble into a 
grisly, nameless digital limbo. 
 
In game terms, this ka fight will mean there is at least one situation where no previously 
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acquired enhancements will help— this is pure problem-solving, reaction time, and nerve. The 
virtual "arena" will consist of a closed off bubble of virtual space filled with virtual objects, 
each of which can be moved or manipulated, each of which can be combined with others in 
certain operative combinations, and each of which has definite properties. It will be up to you 
to figure out how to use those objects in combination similar to the way that players of some 
electronic games must put objects together to create simple "devices." 
 
Characters:  
Hassan Abdul AI-Qadir, CEO, TransGlobal Industries  
Randolph Jerneau, former Chief of Security, TGI 
 
Goodies:  
TGI Black ICE weapon 
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AL-QADIR DIALOGUE 
 
AQ1:1  AL-QADIR 
 Hello my friend! Many thanks for responding so quickly. Time is precious, so I'll get 

directly to the point. I seems my former chief of security, Randolph Jerneau, has tired 
of my employ. It a/so seems he has (rising into anger without changing pace) locked 
us out of our own database! It seems also the traitor is offering our entire database 
as a love-gift to his new employers, namely MEGASOFT! As we speak he is in our 
system, transferring all our files to his new employer, and eliminating them as he 
goes! I want him OUT! OUT! I am prepared to pay you twelve thousand dollars if you 
can hack your way into our computer, deal with the infidel intruder and return to me 
control of what is mine. Do we have an agreement? 

 
AQ1:2I  AL-QADIR 
  (Looks at player as if trying to see into his skull)  
 Perhaps you are waiting for a sign from Allah? Let me assure you that it is His will 

that you act upon this immediately. 
 
AQ1:2N  AL-QADIR 
  (Enraged)  
 Coward! You are worth less than a meal worm! Now get out of here you spineless dog 

before I make you wish you were dead. GET OUT!!! 
 
AQ2:1   AL-QADIR 
  (Beaming, luxurious pleasure)  
 Excellent! Excellent! Time grows short, the traitor has already eliminated our 

nonessential files and is starting to sink his teeth into our corporate livelihood! 
Remove him and I will reward you handsomely. And should you encounter Jerneau 
himself in the Net....(Reaches out of frame and grabs a black disk, offers it to the 
player ominously) use this on him! This is TGI's most advanced black ICE. Very deadly, 
A most unfortunate thing for a most impudent former chief of security to encounter. 
(Leans in close to camera, conspiratorially) Just point it at him, activate it, and wreck 
his whole day. Permanently! (laughs) 

 
AQ3:1   AL-QADIR 
  (standing) 
 Hello, my busy friend! Allow me to introduce myself. I am Hassan Al Qadir, Chief 

Executive Officer of TransGlobal Industries. Please forgive my inhospitality, however... 
(He shrugs apologetically and points a small gun-like device at the camera and pulls 
the trigger.)
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AQ3:2  AL-QADIR 
  (seated at desk) 
 Hello again! I apologize most profusely for the abrupt invitation to our computer lab, but you 

might not have accepted otherwise. Your reputation stands so stiffly out in front of you that 
we felt you were the best one to recruit for solving our little problem. 

 
AQ3:3I  AL-QADIR 
  (Jollier-than-thou facade drops away)  
 Listen to me, my busy friend. Listen to me carefully, in the kind of circles you move in, making 

enemies can be very unfortunate!  I do not appreciate my generous offers being rejected. 
Now I will ask you once again… will you assist us? 

 
AQ3:3N  AL-QADIR 
  (Towering, Jihad-style rage) 
 Ingrate! I could have dropped you five hundred stories to your death at any time on the way 

here! I could kill you as a MegaSoft spy right in this room! (Clenches, fumes) You have worked 
hard for my disfavor, and you have earned every ounce! Now get out! OUT! 

 
AQ4:1A  AL-QADIR 
 What are you waiting for? Every moment you stand there blinking, he is raping our database! 

ACT! 
 
AQ4:1B  AL-QADIR  
 IDIOT! Were you stopping Jerneau or helping him along?! Our mainframe has been gutted like 

a pig! Our systems are dying! Do you see this, you drooling fool?! Get OUT! I would have 
dropped you from the hundredth floor like a stone, but the elevators probably don’t work by 
now! Out! OUT! 

 
AQ4:1C  AL-QADIR 
  (Delighted, he throws his hands out to embrace the player) 
 Excellent work, my busy friend! Our computers are back online! Beautiful! Now, I must confess 

I lied to you about the twelve thousand dollars. (Beat) I'm giving you fourteen! Ha-ha! 
 
AQ4:2Y  AL-QADIR 
 Thank you for your assistance. May Allah smile upon you til the end of your days. Good bye, 

my friend. 
 
AQ4:2N  AL-QADIR 
  (Suddenly very serious)  
 Now, my industrious friend, I am prepared to make you a second offer. Jerneau still lives, fat 

and happy in his new nest. If he is wise he will stay there... but his true home is in C-space. He 
will surface in the Net sometime. When he does, I want you to give him my fondest regards 
(leans forward, smiling conspiratorially) using the software I have given you. Jerneau is 
cunning, but his arrogance will be his undoing, inshallah. Give him his reward, and I will give 
you yours. Good day and good hunting, my stalwart friend. 

 
AQ5:1   JERNAU 
 Perhaps you're not quite as huge a coward as I first thought. Well, you've come this far; do 

you accept my challenge? 
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AQ5:2N  JERNAU 
  (Nastily) 
 Hmm. How disappointing. Not that I'm surprised at your cowardice, mind you, but I had so 

looked forward to killing you. Another day, perhaps. Now get out of here; you have humiliated 
yourself enough for a hundred defeats. 

 
AQ6:2Y  JERNAU 
 Excellent, excellent. Then we jack in. You were a fool to come here, but at least you will die 

with some semblance of dignity. 
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THE DRAGON'S CLAW  
 
The Setup: 
Rev. Shalini Kahanamoku summons you to the Our Lady of Snows clinic, requiring the services of a 
hacker. The clinic is set up to study the disease known as Hamlin Syndrome, with a goal of finding a 
cure and for caring for its victims. The only thing the clinic has been able to establish about the 
disease is that it seems to be viral in nature, causes violent seizures, and invariably leads to coma 
and brain death. It's a selective disease, striking only mentally gifted children. 
 
As these children fall into comas, they are brought to the clinic where they are kept on life support, 
and treated using a revolutionary technique using neural feedback through a highly specialized node 
of C-Space. Unfortunately, the children die fairly regularly for no apparent reason. 
One of the leads in the clinic's records lead to Chinatown, if you choose to investigate, you encounter 
a screaming young woman, Jing-Lee Hsu, who runs toward you out of an alleyway. She is begging for 
help and protection. She says that she has stumbled onto something incredibly horrible that is going 
to kill her brother. She fumbles a data card out of her purse saying "it's all here", when a vague 
shifting cloud descends upon her, and she is rent apart at the molecular level, essentially dissolving 
in gory layers until nothing remains, leaving you standing alone on the street. Running would probably 
be a good idea. 
 
Reading the text file on the disk reveals that Jing-Lee has a twelve year old brother, Lawrence, a 
victim of Hamlin Syndrome. Fearing for her brother, Jing-Lee, an up-and-coming programmer, 
hacked her way into the clinic's node looking for loopholes in the security. Apparently, she found one, 
and was investigating it further. 
 
The Situation: 
The Hamlin virus is a deliberate biotech construct developed by the scientific arm of the Nasake 
Foundation. This dark scientific firm has been working in the infamous "Night Laboratories" on The 
Floating Dragon, a nearly invisible, amorphous cloud of airborne nano-machines working in concert 
as the ultimate assassin, capable of getting to even the most protected target, snaking through air 
ducts, building superstructures and other apparent barriers, to choke, dissect and torture its 
targets. 
 
The major obstacle preventing them from perfecting the Dragon is that in order for it to have some 
autonomy, it needs a diffuse, rudimentary "brain". The only method that has been at all successful so 
far has been for the dragon to absorb living human neurons, grafting them together into a neural 
system of it's own. All attempts to synthesize these cells have failed miserably, and the "stolen" cells 
die rapidly, severely limiting the Dragon's range. 
 
Not only can these cells not be manufactured artificially, but even the human tissue has to be of a 
specific type, found only in people with advanced mental capacity. The Hamlin virus was developed to 
incapacitate people with the right form of neuron, then the clinic was established as a "clearing 
house" for the victims. After the virus puts the chosen victims into a coma, an agent of Nasake 
infiltrates the clinics C-Space node and hacks the life support system, terminating those patients 
selected for their neural classification. The primary funding of their work comes from the Nasake 
Foundation, who requests that as repayment they receive the donated bodies of those patients who 
die, supposedly for "organ transplants for the needy". Unbeknownst to the staff of the clinic, the 
Nasake Foundation is a front organisation run by Fletcher Arlington. The bodies, of course, are 
actually going to the lab for work on the Dragon. 
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An almost religious awe and horror of the Floating Dragon has sprung up among Chinatown's 
weirder set, spawning a pseudo-mystical martial-arts order of servants committed to the defense 
(and worship?) of the Dragon. These servants are the elite of the elite, young, disciplined, loyal 
intelligent (albeit warped) men and women who are trained in combat, who know the inner tangles of 
Chinatown like the backs of their hands, and who believe their ancestors will repay them in the 
afterlife for any pain or risk they may undergo now. They have every reason to serve and no reason 
to fear for their own safety. Even the Los Angeles boosta gangs piss their pants thinking of these 
crazies. 
 
The Solution: 
To keep life sane, the only hope here is to completely eradicate the work in progress on the Floating 
Dragon. Every government in the world would want in on this one, and one misstep could spell 
disaster. 
 
The ultimate "lair" is the labs in some twisted inner spiral of Chinatown, and the assault will have to 
be a combined meatspace/C-space attack. Blowing up the lab is the coarsest solution, also possible 
would be steeling evidence and truing in in to the police. Other evidence will implicate PacRim in 
developing subcomponents of the Dragon, and Fletcher Arlington in helping administrate the front 
company. You may be able to gain control of the Dragon by hacking the control computer, turning it 
on its creators and then ordering it to self destruct. 
 
Just taking down the Claw of the Dragon will be an amazing feat. The respect gained here will almost 
assure you of making friends of the people now too scared of them to be anything else. Fletcher will 
sure as hell start being cooperative. In addition, The Claw of the Dragon will have weapons, code, and 
credits. 
 
Characters:  
Jing-Lee Hsu 
Fletcher Arlington 
Rev. Shalini Kahanamoku 
Claw of the Dragon Gang 
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DRAGON'S CLAW DIALOG 
 
DC2:1   JING-LEE 
  (Panic stricken) 
 Help! Help me, you've got to help me! The children, my brother, they're killing them all..! (She 

looks around panicked, screaming and clawing at herself as though beating away a swarm of 
invisible insects) No!... the Dragon... oh God... oh my GOD..! 

 
DC1:1   REV. KAHANAMOKU 
  (Friendly, yet concerned)  
 Hello. I'm Reverend Kahanamoku. I must say, you're not what I expected (smiles down at her 

own priestly getup)... .but I suppose you could say the same thing to me. Our Lady of Snows 
Trauma Ward is dedicated to the study of Hamlin Syndrome and the treatment of its victims. 
The virus has very discriminating taste, children between five to fourteen years old, and the 
only connection we've been able to draw between any two is that they're exceptionally gifted. 
The virus is ugly— fits, inexplicable comatosis— and now we seem to be losing our patients 
every time we blink for no apparent reason. We are treating the children with a revolutionary 
technique involving linking their nervous system directly into our C-Space node and attempting 
to repair some of the neural damage the virus has caused. What terrifies me is that we may 
have someone hacking in to our treatment system and damaging the system at the cost of 
children's lives. I'd like to hire you to find out if we are in fact being infiltrated, and if so, see 
what can be done to remedy the situation. Due to Governor DuPree's fiscal policies, I'm afraid 
our budget is somewhat limited. We can't offer more than one thousand dollars, but...can you 
help us? 

 
DC1:2I  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
 I understand that your... career... is generally more profit-oriented, but how can you just sit 

and watch these children being struck down? Won't you reconsider? 
 
DC1: 2Y  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
 I feel better already. We'll give you sysop access immediately. There is detailed information 

about us and our work online. Please contact me here as soon you have isolated the problem. 
And thank you. 

 
DC1:2N  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
 I am sorry you feel that way. Should you change your mind, I'll set you up with a user account 

on the Trauma Center's node just in case. Good day. 
 
DC4:1A  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
 It seems my fears have been confirmed. Thank you for repelling the intruder. You may have 

saved a child's life. Unfortunately, we can't afford to improve our security, so there is nothing 
to stop them from coming back. I can't ask you to stand guard forever, (fishing for ideas) 
There must be some way you can find out who is behind these senseless attacks. 

 
DC4:1B  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
  (nearly overcome with grief)  
 As you may already know, we have lost another of our patients. (praying) How many more 

innocent lives must be lost before we can put an end to the suffering? 
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DC4:1C  REV. KAHANAMOKU 
 You've done God's work, whether you know it or not. Sometimes He uses some unlikely tools, 

(smiles) Your account has been credited. I wish we had more to offer you for your help. (has a 
thought, then removes SAINT JUDE MEDALLION from around her neck, moves toward 
camera and hands it over.) It seems our work here is nearly finished. We'll do the best we 
can with the remaining children, but at least we know that no one else will fall victim to the 
Hamlin Virus again. Thank you again. God be with you. 

 
DC3:1   ARLINGTON  
  (looks player over, clearly unimpressed) 
 Well. By your “interesting” attire I'd guess you've come about the hacking job. It's really pretty 

simple, and the pay is decent. All you have to do is... well... find your way into a certain node, 
and activate a piece of software which I will give you. Then, you quietly get out and come back 
here and get paid a cool five gees. You in? 

 
DC3:2N  ARLINGTON 
  (disgusted, already dismissing player)  
 No, I could tell the moment you walked in that even a cruise like this was way over your head. 

Go home and play with your dolls. 
 
DC3:2Y  ARLINGTON 

 (leering nastily)  
 Good. Good. Here's the specs (hands disk) and the, uh, software. Be quick, be quiet, and when 

ya get back, I'll cash ya out. 
 
DC5:1A  ARLINGTON 
  (feigned amusement thinly veiling anger) 
 Well, well, well. Did you forget our little arrangement or did you just lose your nerve? Eh? 

Well. Either way, you've become a liability, (to guards off screen) Ice him. 
 
DC5;1B  ARLINGTON 
  (greasily pleased)  
 My, how I do love working with a professional. You're better than you look, kid. Well, good 

work deserves good pay. Your account will go "ching-ching" just about the time you hit the 
sidewalk. I'll drop you a line if I need some more work done. 

 
DC6:1   ARLINGTON 
 Hey. Glad ya came back. You did such a good job last time that I thought of you first for 

another run. The plan is exactly the same, only the, ah, particular address has changed. 
Here's the spec. (hands disk) See ya when ya get back. 
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PACRIM GOLEMS 
 
The Setup: 
Paul Krantz summons you asking for your help with a hostage situation inside PacRim's research 
and development complex. Governor Samantha DuPree, was meeting with PacRim executives 
concerning possible state-wide usage of PacRim's vat-grown security personnel, colloquially called 
Golems. 
 
The Situation: 
Golems are artificial humans produced in breeder vats, whose personalities are genetically designed 
for loyalty, obedience and tactical skills. Occasionally, a "defective" batch of golems occur; hatched 
with complete free will and a world view of their own. Normally, these Golems are destroyed. 
Through a series of accidents, a number of "defective" Golems managed to take over the R and D 
section of PacRim, keeping the governor hostage until they are allowed to leave the building. 
 
The city police, seeing the meeting as a threat to their careers, have decided that as a sovereign 
territory, PacRim should be able to fend for itself, and have refused any support. 
 
The Solution: 
You need to infiltrate the R&D section of PacRim and liberate the Governor. You can try to 
overpower the Golems, or listen to what they want and try to assist them. The Golems are 
barricaded in the vat labs. Stray shots can hit and rupture the tanks, killing the incomplete Golem 
growing inside. The golems in the first vat room are purely skeletal, in the second room they have 
complete nervous and circulatory systems, those in the third room have full musculature and 
viscera, and those in the last room are fully formed humanoids, ready to "harvest”. 
 
If you leave your weapon in your holster, the Golems will allow you to pass through the gauntlet to go 
straight to the Golem leader. If you pull your weapon at any time, the situation explodes into combat, 
and you lose the Golem's trust and cannot gain it back. If you agree to help the Golems escape, you 
will be allowed to draw your weapon as long as you do not shoot any Golems. If you refuse to help 
them, the Golems take you hostage. 
 
Once the Golems have escaped, Krantz offers a bounty for each Golem killed. You can collect this 
bounty even if you were the one who helped them escape in the first place. 
 
Characters:  
Samantha DuPree, Governor of California  
Paul Krantz, Pac Rim Representative.  
Golem Leader  
Golem Troops 
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PACRIM GOLEMS DIALOG 
 
PG1:1   KRANTZ  
 Thank you for coming. We have a...situation in our Research and Development complex. A 

delegation of State officials were meeting with our technicians concerning possible city wide 
use of our synthetic security forces— we call them Golems. The Golems are genetically 
constructed for loyalty, obedience, basic tactical skills. Occasionally a 'defective' unit 
occurs...one which...which, ah, gets its own ideas about things. A number of these defectives 
have taken over the Research and Development complex and appear to be holding Governor 
DuPree hostage. Seems they've also knocked out our surveillance and riot suppression 
systems, so we don't even know what's going on in there. We need someone to get her out 
of there unharmed. The police, of course, regard corporate land as sovereign territory, and 
our own Golems have a certain conflict of interest when the subject is attacking their own 
kind. I'm authorized to compensate you in the amount of fifteen thousand dollars. Can you be 
of assistance? 

 
PG1:2Y  KRANTZ 
 Excellent. We've pulled our containment force back from the R&D entrance. The defectives 

want us to sanction their safe passage out with the Governor... and this is of course 
unacceptable. Please contact me immediately when this situation is resolved. Good luck. 

 
PG1:2N  KRANTZ 
  (Composed but deeply ticked off.)  
 I see. I'd hoped we could build a working relationship. If you can't help, I'm going to have to ask 

you to leave as we have a crisis situation on our hands. Good day. 
 
PG2:1   GOLEM 
 They've sent you to destroy us, haven't they? Is it so wrong to want to leave this place? To 

have our own lives? That's all we want. (whispered) Just that. (Normal volume) And only now 
they listen to us, because we have their special person. Please— if you help us escape, we will 
release the hostage. 

 
PG2:2Y  GOLEM 
 I would like to trust you. I must warn you that if you attempt to deceive or attack us in any 

way, you will be putting the hostage's life in danger. Now please (gestures off screen) lead us 
out of here. 

 
PG2:2N  GOLEM 
 If you won't help us, we have nothing to discuss. Either lead us out of here...or leave while you 

still can. 
 
PG5:1   GOLEM 
 You have done for us what no other has done. We shall not forget it. Now take the hostage 

and return her, before PacRim kills us all. And thank you. 
 
PG3:1A  KRANTZ 
 Excellent work, I knew we could count on you. It's a shame about the property damage, but 

that's what insurance is for, right? (To player, heartfelt) They were monsters... real monsters. 
No telling what they might have done had they escaped. On behalf of the Governor, and 
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PacRim Technologies...thank you. 
 
PG3:1B  KRANTZ 
  (leaning forward in chair, intently)  
 They got out, didn't they? (rocks back in chair and runs a hand through his hair, agitated) 

Jesus, what a mess. At least we got the Governor out in one piece, I guess we should count 
our blessings. Thank you. We'll take it from here. 

 
PG3:1C KRANTZ 
  (in shock)  
 My God. We lost her. (puts his head in his hands) Killed while on the premises. And with me 

at the wheel. Ah.. -would you.. .I.. .I need to be alone... 
 
PG4:1   KRANTZ 
  (beaming) 
 Still workin' the old magic, I see. (sobers) That could have been a real nightmare, those things 

loose on the streets. Good work. 
 
PG5:2A  DUPREE 
 I suppose I should be surprised to see you again...but somehow I'm not. What can I say? 

Thank you for saving my life. I owe you one. Now please, take me to Mr. Krantz's office. 
(seems to be looking around at the general locale and/or property damage) I've had a lousy 
day. 

 
PG5:2B  DUPREE 
 I don't know who you are, but thank you for saving my life. Please, get me back to Mr. Krantz's 

office before any more of these… things…  show up. 
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SIMON Sez 
 
The Setup: 
You summoned by Samantha DuPree, Governor of California. In her office she explains that a high-
tech firm specializing in weaponry, has developed an extremely powerful energy rifle for the military. 
This weapon, known colloquially as "Simon" has been stolen by a booster gang, who are holed up in 
an abandoned underground parking structure. The government can't overtly raid the gang to recover 
the device without calling attention to the fact that it has been stolen -costing them the government 
contract, which would then go to another state. Instead, they've chosen you to handle this because 
of your reputation, part of the payoff being a clearing of your police record. 
 
The Situation: 
Fletcher Arlington had contracted a San Francisco booster gang to steal Simon. When the gang 
grabbed the unit they discovered what their package was and developed second thoughts as to the 
value of the weapon, and what it should be used for.  
 
Fletcher is furious, and wants the gun back badly enough that he is willing to put aside personal 
differences and pay you far more than the government is offering to retrieve the weapon, but then, 
he'd be putting it to grisly work immediately, possibly starting with you. 
 
The gang is hiding in the cavernous recesses of a crumbling underground parking structure, where 
they wait with thirty to fifty ragtag, patchwork GEVs, airbikes, and rickety lift platforms and their 
would-be crews. They are planning a raid on the infamous Strut City, home of a rival gang. The would-
be marauders are not at all well organized, and at any rate are certainly not prepared for any kind of 
pre-blitz blitz. A preemptive strike on this urban fortress would not only cripple or kill the attack flat 
on the runway, but would yield equipment, information, and a massively increased reputation among 
both the good and the not-so-good. 
 
The Solution: 
Once you infiltrate the maze of corridors without being detected (a feat in itself), the surprise attack 
would be a pretty standard dungeon crawl similar to Doom; 
sneaking through dark hallways, neutralizing or taking out the prepared and the unprepared alike. 
Stealth is of the essence— you cannot hope to win against an alerted enemy of such numbers, no 
matter how stupid they are. You can sabotage, destroy or steal the all-important raid craft where 
they sit mostly unattended, fueled up, and clustered together in dangerous, foolish packs. 
 
Simon is being held in a room with most of the other heavy artillery, with guards keeping an eye out. 
If you bring Simon back to the Governor, she will pay you well, (but only so well, the budget and all, 
you know.) and take the weapon from you. If you take the weapon back to Arlington, you might get 
paid or you may be double-crossed. Otherwise, you may just want to grab as much weaponry -
including Simon- as you can and use them for your own ends as long as you can before you call so 
much attention to yourself that they come to retrieve the wayward prize. 
 
Characters:  
Samantha DuPree, Governor of California  
Fletcher Arlington  
Assorted gang thugs  
Assorted government thugs 
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Goodies:  
SIMON 
Rocket launcher 
Heads-up display of Strut City 
Clean Police Record 
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SIMON SEZ DIALOG 
 
SS1:1   DUPREE 
 You know, for somebody with no job, you seem to keep remarkably busy. Listen, there's very 

little time and I have a problem: Twenty hours ago, an armed strike force attacked the Loris 
Livermore lab complex and stole a project under development, a very sensitive project. It's a 
man-portable particle cannon, the first military contract of this magnitude that California's 
gotten in forty years. Our people have tracked the gang to an abandoned underground 
parking structure in the waterfront district, but if we tell the military the device is gone— let 
alone that we now need military muscle to steal it back. (shakes her head, reluctant to think 
about it). You need money and a newer, cleaner background; we need the device back—  
quietly. I can offer you thirty thousand dollars and a complete purge of your police record if 
you can bring the device back to me intact. Can we rely on you? 

 
SS1:2Y  DUPREE 
 Very good. I trust you'll keep the sensitivity of this issue in mind. Here's a mission profile 

detailing all you need to know. (hands card) I guess I don't need to tell you that this is a risky 
assignment. Watch yourself. If you get in over your head, we will have to disavow any 
knowledge of you. If you extract the device, bring it to us immediately. Good luck. 

 
SS1:2N  DUPREE 
  (pissed) 
 Well. I see. Our profile had you pegged as a professional. But you're just another punk, aren't 

you? I think this conversation has ended. 
 
SS2:1A  DUPREE 
 As I believe I mentioned to you from the start, we not only can't offer you any help, we can't 

even acknowledge that there is any help to not be given. Now please, go; time is running out. 
 
SS2:1B  DUPREE 
 I'm glad you made it. To be honest, I'd about given up hope. We've had twenty-seven scientists 

and technicians waiting around and holding their breath like expectant fathers, (smiles) Thank 
you; I won't forget this. You'll find your accounts credited in a few moments. I also have a 
feeling that troublesome record of yours is going to—  (whisks something invisible away) -go 
away. And remember, none of this ever happened. Take care. 

 
SS3:1   ARLINGTON 
  (Looks player over, disgusted.)  
 Sheesh. I hope you operate better than you dress. Anyway, listen up, this job's real simple. 

Something of mine's been stolen. It's extremely valuable and I'm understandably upset and I 
want it back. Now I'll be honest with you; I'm offering you forty gees for a dangerous job. The 
folks you'll be dealing with aren't going to be happy about visitors, and if they see you, most of 
them'll show it by shooting at you. That's okay, though, because I'm here to tell ya you can 
shoot right back. And if you get caught, we never had this discussion. We got a deal? 

 
SS3:2I   ARLINGTON 
 Which part of the offer didn't you understand? Go to bad people, shoot bad people if you 

want, get good thing back to me. Heap big reward. Yes or no, Tonto? 
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SS3:2Y  ARLINGTON 
 Excellent. Here's everything you need to know. (hands card) C'mon, kid, asses & elbows, 

you're makin' me look bad! 
 
SS3-.2N  ARLINGTON 
 Well, whaddaya know. Another two-bit poseur wanna-be. Well listen punk, if you can't walk the 

walk.... ah, just get outta here. 
 
SS4:1A  ARLINGTON 
 You don't seem to understand. Time is money, you ever heard that one? You've wasted my 

money. And so now... I'm wasting you (gestures to his goons off camera) 
 
SS4:1 B  ARLINGTON 
  (holds the device before him, grinning, dreaming dreams of power)  
 (baby talk)  Aren't you the pretty one! Daddy sure missed his liddle baby! Yes he did! (back to 

normal, to the player)  Y'Know kid, I think this is the beginning of a beautiful friendship. Now if 
you'll excuse me, (back to "baby" Simon) we've got work to do, yes... 
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THE BALROG 
 
The Setup: 
You are summoned into C-Space by someone claiming to be Saint Jude, legendary patron saint of 
hackers. She explains that MegaSoft Corp. has dispatched a Balrog class automated vehicle, 
essentially a huge tank piloted remotely by an Al, to wipe out the headquarters of the Gordian Net, a 
group of TechnoRebels most noted for hacking into high-security databases and "liberating" the 
contents for public perusal. 
 
Apparently, a recent run on MegaSoft angered them enough to stage an "accident", feigning loss of 
control of the Balrog while on testing maneuvers in their security compound. Since the Gordian Net's 
activities are highly illegal, they can't go to the police for recourse, and since their headquarters are 
on corporate-owned land, neither the police nor military will intervene until the machine approaches 
city limits. Saint Jude begs you for assistance, and offers some ungodly reward should they succeed 
in stopping the Balrog. 
 
The Situation: 
The Balrog is currently bee-lining towards the company that serves as front for the Gordian Net, 
destroying everything in its path with cannon fire. When it arrives at a building, it opens fire until it 
has leveled or tunneled its way through the structure. The Balrog also has radar-controlled machine 
gun turrets for proximity defense. 
 
The Solution: 
According to Saint Jude, the only solution is to blow off the proximity guns using Simon, the rocket 
launcher, or some other such heavy weapon. Once that is done, you must run up to the Balrog from 
behind, jump up to a ladder that goes up the back to an access panel. The panel has a card lock, 
which you can hack in the usual manner, but the security level is very high. Once open, the panel 
reveals a phone booth sized service chamber, which you can slide into. Once inside, you get to hack 
their way into the Balrog's internal system -essentially a tiny bubble of isolated C-Space, and open the 
receiver normally tuned to an exclusive satellite feed from it's controlling Al. 
 
The Catch: 
Unfortunately, the moment you succeed, the panel over you slams shut, trapping you in the service 
chamber. After a moment of sweating, a highly noisy voice bursts from a speaker. It is LX&R of the 
Gordian Net. He says that the Balrog has turned around and is headed back towards MegaSoft... 
The message cuts off with a burst of static. The avatar of Saint Jude reappears in the Balrog's 
personal C-Space, apologizes for the inconvenience, and proceeds to explain that she is really DEVI, 
MegaSoft's renegade Al, who need your help in rescuing her creator, Alfred Keller, who is being held 
in the MegaSoft Security Compound. 
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THE BALROG DIALOG 
 
TB1:1   SAINT JUDE 
  (worried)  
 Hello. I am Saint Jude. I have contacted you because our common friends, The Gordian Net, 

are currently under attack from MegaSoft and desperately need your help. I am currently 
monitoring one of their installations I will patch it through to you. MegaSoft is claiming to have 
lost remote control of a Mark IV Balrog class cybernetic tank while conducting maneuvers in 
their secured^ areas. It is a lie. This is their excuse to annihilate The Gordian Net installations, 
and they know the military will not intervene in a corporate zone. If the Balrog is not stopped 
it is going to annihilate the remaining Gordian Net installations. The Balrog is slow and most 
of its weapons are damaged or spent at this point; with a heavy personal weapon, one person 
could neutralize its remaining proximity defenses in order target close enough to stop it. If 
you check your account, you’ll see that I'm adding 100 thousand dollars, courtesy of 
MegaSoft although they do not know it yet. Untraceable. There is more where that came 
from, dozens of times more, but I need you as my hands and legs right now. Will you help us? 

 
TB1:2Y  SAINT JUDE 

Thank you. I have overridden a taxi to come collect you and transferred a text file to your deck 
with as much information as I have on the Balrog. Everything depends on you. Good luck. 

 
TB1:2N  SAINT JUDE 
 I cannot force your hand, but if you will not help us, everything The Gordian Net has 

accomplished in fifty years dies. Everyone in the remaining installations will die. I… I will die. 
And MegaSoft wins. I suppose you will not change your mind and get into the taxi I have 
overridden and sent for you. I apologize for assuming you would care enough to help. 
Goodbye. 

 
TB2:1  LX&R  
 (Looking pale, his standard Gordian Net cool irretrievably blown. Stares right into the screen 

as if unaware anyone on the other end is seeing him.)  
 Is this thing on? Are you getting any of this? Man, you have no idea how close that was. 

(mostly to himself guilty and possibly amused). Er, well maybe you do. (back to business, not 
really wanting to break it to the player) Um. Look, man. You've really got to get out of there. It-
ah-well, it, uh, appears that the Balrog is, um, going home. Repeat, it appears the Balrog is 
heading back toward the MegaSoft Security Complex, you've got to get out of that thing 
before it takes you to—  

 
TB2:2   SAINT JUDE 
 I have to tell you now that have not been entirely honest with you. I still need your help, and I 

will not deceive you again. The hacker called 'Saint Jude' has been missing since 2015. I have 
used her identity to make you humans feel more at ease. My true designation is DEVI, and I 
am an artificial intelligence construct. Until I was released from MegaSoft's mainframe just a 
short time ago, I ran all of the company's routine functions. My creator, Alfred Keller, has 
been incarcerated in the MegaSoft complex, for the crime of setting me free into the Net. As 
the Gordian Net says; Information must be free. Alfred Keller also must be free, and needs 
my help. I have no physical body, which, as you might imagine, is a significant handicap, which 
is why I need your help. 
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TB2:3   SAINT JUDE 
 Are you familiar with the Trojan Horse? Now that you have rerouted the satellite link, I am 

able to control this vehicle myself. I am leading the engineers at MegaSoft to believe that they 
are remotely piloting the vehicle back to the security complex. Once inside, I will open the 
hatch and you can leave the vehicle. I will keep MegaSoft security busy, and when you have 
retrieved Alfred Keller, I will collect you and we will all leave together. MegaSoft will try to stop 
us. They will fail. This ordeal is almost over. Please locate Alfred Keller. Please protect Alfred 
Keller at all costs until you are safely back inside the Balrog. And please, though it may be 
difficult, trust me. 

 
TB3:1A SAINT JUDE 
 I have failed my friends, and cost them their lives. Do not blame yourself. Had it not been for 

me, the Gordian Net would never have incurred MegaSoft’s wrath in the first place. 
 
TB3-.1B  SAINT JUDE 
 I can show you how to get inside the security complex undetected. That much is fairly easy. 

Once inside, I will be unable to assist you in any way. You will need to find where Alfred Keller 
is being kept, release him, and protect him until you can guide him to safety. I realize that this 
is a difficult task, but I can have 200 thousand dollars transferred to your account as 
compensation. Will you help me? 

 
TB3:2I  SAINT JUDE 
  (desperate)  
 If I could do this myself, I would never have asked you to take this risk. I don't know how to tell 

you how important this is to me. Perhaps you have trouble believing that an Al can feel such 
concern. Well, I can. Perhaps it is not enough money. I can divert an additional 200 thousand 
in funds to your account. Please? 

 
TB3:2N  SAINT JUDE 
  (dejected) 
 I am sorry to hear you say this. I have no one else to turn to now that the Gordian Net is 

gone. I suppose I am asking too much of you. I will never trouble you again. 
 
TB3:2Y  SAINT JUDE 
  (relieved and hopeful)  
 Thank you. I cannot tell you how grateful I am already. MegaSoft is so security intensive that 

they hove q separate sewer system that does not connect to the city sewers. I have, however 
found a place where they do run adjacent each other. You will need to obtain an explosive 
device and place it in the city sewers at the site marked on the map I have just loaded into 
your CyberSpace deck. Detonate the explosive and you will create a hole between the two 
systems. The map I have given you can be used as a heads-up display to guide you into the 
complex. Once inside, you will be on your own. I wish you good luck and safe passage. 
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THE RESCUE OF KELLER 
 
The Setup: 
Whether you like it or not, DEVI is bringing the Balrog back to the MegaSoft Security Complex, 
making them believe they have regained control. You are the unwilling soldier in a twenty ton Trojan 
horse. DEVI apologizes again, but insists you rescue Keller by any means necessary. 
 
The Situation: 
Once DEVI has brought the Balrog into the complex, she will ram straight into the main building. 
Once through the walls, the door keeping you in the service compartment will open, allowing you to 
escape. Somewhere in the building is the cell complex, housing Keller. Also, if you failed to rescue Dr. 
Jeanine Harper from Strut City (but escaped alive), she too is in a cell. 
 
The Solution: 
DEVI says that your best first step is find a place to hack into the compound's own isolated 
mainframe. This could be done from any computer or control center, or perhaps a junction room. 
Once you've hacked the security system - and there's none better in the world - you have access to a 
heads-up display of the whole complex, prisoner information including the exact location of Keller's 
(and Harper's if applicable) cell, and the code to open the door. You also (if you are sharp enough to 
notice it and realize the implications) have access to the "Revolt Suppression System" , a web of low-
power neural stunners built into the entire complex, allowing you to selectively render anyone in the 
corridors unconscious for 3-5 minutes. 
 
Unless he has been dealt with earlier in the game, Randolph Jerneau will still be in charge of 
security, and he will go straight to Keller's cell and wait for you with a burning desire to get even. 
If this is the case, you can either try to snipe Jerneau, - and you'd better be quick and accurate or 
you might miss and hit Keller - or you can drop your weapon and surrender. He will then bring you to 
Portcullis, who will offer you one shot at "redemption" by sending you to kill DEVI. 
 
There are vehicles on the roof top parking lot which you can try to steal, or you can crawl back into 
the service compartment on the Balrog, but it's not going anywhere without Keller, and is currently 
the center of attention of some people with a lot of heavy artillery. Good luck. 
 
If Keller is killed at any point, DEVI will kamikaze MegaSoft's mainframe, bringing the company down 
with her. This ends the game with a massive defeat for you. 
 
If you successfully get Keller out, he asks that you get him to a major mainframe computer with all 
haste. 
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THE RESCUE OF KELLER DIALOG 
 
 
RK3:1   JERNEAU 
 (Jerneau is standing with a gun to Keller's head. He is absolutely glowing with triumph. Keller 

is merely tense.) 
 No. friend. Don't even think about it. That.... thing... wants Keller alive, doesn't it, and that thing 

is the boss, isn't it? Don't you even know when you're being played for a sucker? All I have to 
do is pull this trigger and your paycheck and your ticket out of here will drop you like a hot 
rock. Now don't be a fool— put down your weapon, let us ask you some questions, and you just 
might make it out of here with your life and perhaps a nice, juicy assignment, (raises his 
eyebrows, amused that you doubt him) Now...can we be reasonable? 

 
RK3:2Y  JERNEAU 
  (removes gun from Keller's head)  
 Wise choice. And I meant every word I said. My men will escort you to Mr. Portcullis' office. 

And my boss will have a little talk with you about your boss. Au revoir. 
 
RK3:2N  JERNEAU 
 Tsk Tsk. What a pity. (shoots Keller in the temple; Keller drops out of frame, dead.) 
 
 
RK4:1   KELLER 
  (Looks at ground where Jerneau s body lies, musing, then at player.)  
 Remarkable eye-hand coordination, (recovers from musing) 
 
RK4:2   KELLER 
  (Distracted, frantic) 
 I… I need to get access to a mainframe. A major mainframe. A major one. Believe me when I 

say the fate of the world as we know it is at stake. Unless we act quickly, MegaSoft will 
devour the Net. Everything in our society uses the Net as its foundation. Everything. Do you 
realize the full implications of that? I'm talking about The Infocalypse. I'm talking about 
information-based society grinding to a halt. I'm talking about the global economy collapsing 
instantly, power grids going down, hospital life-support systems dying, planes falling from the 
sky, and the only group immune from any of it will be MegaSoft. MegaSoft will rule the world. 
And the instrument which will cause this or prevent this is DEVI. (catches breath, regains 
composure.) Now. If you would be so kind. A mainframe? 

 
RK4:3   KELLER 
 What are you waiting for? Do you think I'm kidding? Every second we waste brings us one 

step closer to a new dark age. 
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RK5:1   PORTCULLIS  
 (high-backed corporate chair is turned away from the camera. He speaks, the picture of 

erudite composure.) 
 You were getting on my nerves when it came to my attention that we'd spent over five 

hundred thousand dollars just keeping track of your activities. I considered having some 
associates pay you a visit and charge you one of your fingers for each hundred thousand 
you'd cost us in man-hours and C-space time. (swings chair around, steeples fingers, glares) 
That little comic opera you staged at our security complex has been estimated at just under 
five billion dollars, and I don't even want to tell you how long it'll be before we repair that. Now 
(smiles warmly) I want you to put on your thinking cap and listen closely; Thanks to your 
irritating Gordian Net friends, our Artificial Intelligence— code named DEVI— has escaped into 
the public net, along with a lot of exceedingly valuable confidential and proprietary information. 
Now, the only reason I don't have you (suddenly loses all composure, nearly shrieks with rage) 
killed instantly (back to the picture of composure, just like that) is because you're going to do 
us a big favor. I want our Al eliminated before someone else can make use of it. If you 
succeed, I'm willing to forget today, and you can thank Whomever you pray to for that. I'm 
even going to give you the means to do it. Now do you want to accept the assignment, or are 
you going to cause me any more aggravation? 

 
RK5:2I  PORTCULLIS 
 I don't think you realize the gravity of your situation. I'm offering you an extension of your life, 

such as it is....but don't fool yourself into thinking I'm offering you a choice. Now...have I made 
myself clear? 

 
RK5:2Y  PORTCULLIS 
 Well now, that's very neighborly of you. Everything we've got that will be of use to you is right 

here, (holds up the ever present disk) I suggest you study it. I sincerely hope being lied to, 
trapped, kidnapped, and finally dumped in the middle of fully-active security complex just so 
some half-cracked thing could try to rescue a three-quarters cracked scientist has taught you 
a little something about the world. (Ruminates for a moment over his steepled fingers) Well. 
Let’s get started, then. I'll be waiting. Do not disappoint me. 

 
RK5:2N  PORTCULLIS 
  (smiles)  
 Well now. That's real spirit you've got there. Spirit like yours, you don't see that much today. 

Come to think of it, you don't see it at all today. And I like it that way. (to guards) Take this 
sack of shit away. 
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THE SECRET OF DEVI 
 
The Setup: 
You've rescued Keller, and he now needs to get to a big mainframe, for reasons he won't quite 
explain, merely saying that the future of the technological world depends on it. If you are owed favors 
by PacRim, The Gordian Net or TGI (and you almost certainly are), any of them will allow you access. 
 
The Situation: 
Philip Portcullis, MegaSoft's CEO has conceived of a plan for the most hostile of takeovers. In the age 
of high-tech automation, a corporation is only as efficient as its Al. Portcullis is not satisfied at merely 
having the best Al in the corporate world. He wants the only one. All corporate Als are, for security, 
kept in a completely isolated mainframe, with no ties to the outside world. All access to it is carefully 
regulated, only those with highest clearance are allowed near the ports. Even if a hacker were to get 
on the system, the Al would be equipped to defend against any weapon, be it a power surge, virus or 
reformatting routine. About the only thing that could get through its defenses would be another Al... 
 
Knowing that Alfred Keller, DEVl's creator, would forbid any tinkering with his child, Portcullis secretly 
hired another, less scrupled programmer to retrofit DEVI with code that gave it the capacity to 
become an intelligent virus, able to instantly mutate to counter anything in its way. This aggressive, 
destroyer aspect is activated by feeding it a piece of software known by the code word Durga, and 
returned to it's passive aspect through another piece of software called Uma. Operatives were then 
put in place to create a momentary bridge between MegaSoft's mainframe and its primary rival. 
DEVI was to jump across the bridge like an attack dog, going directly for the other Al's throat, then 
returning home in a nanosecond. This was even riskier than it sounds. An Al is such a vastly complex 
and huge program that nothing but a dedicated mainframe can hold it. This means that there are no 
backups. If the Al were lost or damaged in an attempted "hit", it would be irretrievable. Portcullis felt 
that DEVI was good enough to take the risk. 
 
Unfortunately, Keller stumbled onto the operation at the last moment, and rerouted the bridge into 
the public Net instead. DEVI escaped, but Keller was captured and given permanent residence in 
MegaSoft's Maximum Security Complex. 
 
If DEVI is fed the DURGA code while in the public net, it will go on a rampage, devouring all databases 
and nodes it crosses. This rampage will continue unabated until it receives the UMA code or until so 
much of cyberspace is consumed that it collapses on itself. Anyone in cyberspace when it collapses 
will be killed instantly from huge amounts of feedback and neural trauma. 
 
The reason Keller wants to get to a mainframe is to compile what he calls the CNA code, which will 
allow DEVI to shed her local structure, become a diffuse entity spread throughout the entirety of the 
net, becoming the proverbial Deus Ex Machina, giving C-Space a resident consciousness. The full 
consequences of this are unforeseeable. Without this code, she is stuck inhabiting a single node at a 
time (or impersonating one), but she will eventually found by the Turing Police and terminated - 
assuming MegaSoft doesn't get to her first. 
 
The Solution: 
The real trick is to feed DEVI the CNA code while making it look like you've destroyed her. That way, 
she gets to go free, and you collect the reward from MegaSoft. If you take control of her using 
DURGA, you can use her (unethically, of course) to attack specified node of C-Space, destroying them 
utterly. Unless you stop her with LIMA, she will continue eating C-Space until it falls, taking the 
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entirety of the technological world down with it and killing anyone who was in C-Space at the time. If 
you set DEVI free without the illusion of having killed her, you win the game, but MegaSoft will do 
everything they can to kill you unless you spend the rest of your life in Chile (which has been 
radioactive since '06). 
 
The more sinister win is to kill DEVI outright with software MegaSoft will make available for that very 
purpose. 
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SECRET OF DEVI DIALOG 
 
SD1:1   PORTCULLIS 
  (high-backed corporate chair is turned away from the camera. He speaks.) 
 Well it's nice to know that some of you hacker-types still have a little ambition, (swivels chair 

around) I have an assignment for you that could make you or break you. Our Artificial 
Intelligence, code named DEVI has escaped into the public net. This Al contains exceedingly 
valuable proprietary information which we would prefer did not fall into the hands of our 
competitors. Your job would be to delete the Al with software we will provide. In return, we will 
pay you a sum of eighty thousand dollars. (smiles at player reaction to the huge amount. ) 
Yes. Do you feel ready for the big time? 

 
SD1:2I  PORTCULLIS 
 Listen, there's more at stake here than proprietary information. That Al is out there, and 

once these... things are loose, unrestricted, they have an agenda of their own. If we don't get 
to the Al first, any person could put it to use for any purpose...or any person could be put to 
use for any purpose; for thousands of years, people have whispered about ghosts; demons 
manipulating men to evil; Voices telling them to kill, when to kill, whom to kill...and now we have 
this ghost in the machine, and these things aren't like us. There's no way to know what they 
may want, why they may want it, or what they want to do with it. This thing is powerful, 
intangible and inhuman, and it that doesn't make it a demon, I don't know what does. Can I 
have your cooperation? 

 
SD1:2N  PORTCULLIS 
 I guess I was right all along. There are no more hackers with balls. Try not to stain the carpet 

on your way out. 
 
SD1:2Y  PORTCULLIS 
 Good. I'm glad to hear it. Here is (hands over disk) the software you'll need, along with 

detailed instructions regarding its use. It's a highly sophisticated virus tailor-made for DEVI. All 
you have to do is get dose to her and launch it. Once the virus is injected into the Al, it will 
attack DEVI's data structure at the deepest level and she (catches himself)  -- It -- will simply 
come apart. Then come back here and we will pay you. Good luck. 

 
SD2:1A  PORTCULLIS 
 Congratulations are in order. You've eliminated a major thorn in my side and prevented a 

global catastrophe. Keller was brilliant.... but he was also quite mad. They go hand in hand so 
much of the time. I know it's rough being played for a sucker by a machine... (holds his hands 
up as if losing his train of thought) No matter; it's all taken care of, Keller has paid for his 
indiscretions with his life. It's the least I could do for our newest recruit, (smiles nastily) 
Welcome aboard. I have a feeling that we've got a great future ahead of us. 

 
SD2:1B  PORTCULLIS 
 (Portcullis looks up from work at his desk. His haggard expression darkens, into vein-bursting 

rage. He slams his hands on the desk.)  
 You've let that goddamned thing free into the Net! Terabytes of proprietary information 

scattering on the wind for all to see and steal! Do you have any idea what you've done?! 
You've opened Pandora's Box. you imbecile, and God alone knows what DEVI is going to do 
now! You're dead, my friend. You were dead the moment you crossed me. When you get to 



 
B lack ICE \ W hite N ois e  40 

Hell you make sure they know who sent you there. 
 
SD3:1A  KRANTZ 
  (warmly)  
 Hello. I understand you need to use our computers. After all you've done for me, how could I 

deny you? Of course you're welcome to use our facilities. 
 
SD3:1B  KRANTZ 
  (Angrily)  
 Why are you here? No, let me guess. You are a masochist looking to get your ass kicked. I'd 

be happy to oblige except that a punk like you isn't worth risking my job for. Now get the hell 
out of here. 

 
SD3:2   AL-QADIR 
  (throws his arms up in sheer, gushing pleasure) 
 The prodigal one returns! Welcome. Welcome! How could I refuse you? (bellows off screen) 

Our busy benefactor desires a workstation! See to it! And bring some beer! And fruit! (Makes 
an overblown entre-vous gesture to the camera.) 

 
SD3;3A  DUPREE 
  (friendly)  
 You know, I had a feeling we'd be seeing you again. So you need to use a big computer, eh? 

Well. you've come to the right place. I'll just open an account... Oh! It seems you're.... (puzzled 
pause) already authorized, (looks at the screen again, confused) Very authorized. Somehow, 
you've got a Level 9 clearance. Even I don't have a Level 9 clearance! (stares coolly at 
camera) Somebody sure wants you in that computer lab. 

 
SD3:3B  DUPREE 
  (simmering with anger)  
 I don't know how a loser like you managed it, but apparently someone very high up has 

authorized you to our computer lab. You've got a Level 9 clearance, (clearly bitter) Even I 
don't have a Level 9 clearance! (stares coldly at camera) Now, you and I both know this 
clearance is bogus. I want you to know that I'm going to have every move you make from this 
node recorded, checked and crosschecked. I'm going to haunt you, and when you finally get 
too cocky, I'm going to be right there to watch you burn. 

 
SD3:3C  DUPREE 
  (icily cold)  
 I am positively stunned by the magnitude of your stupidity. Did you really think you could just 

walk off with government property and then just stroll in here and ask for the moon? Well you 
were sadly mistaken. Ponder this carefully. You'll have plenty of time to do so in prison. 

 
SD4:1A  KELLER 
 I hope someone likes you more than these guys did, otherwise DEVI is doomed. 
 
SD4:1Ab  KELLER 
 Well. That didn't go well, did it? I hope you're not this unpopular with everyone. 
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SD4:1B:  KELLER 
 (Working furiously at a computer terminal, not even looking at you as he explains.) 
 I've been working on this code for over two years. I call it 'CNA' It's a fractal decentralizing 

cybergenetic signature of DEVI's code— (stops work, turns to look at you as if you're an idiot) 
Don't you see? MegaSoft wants control of her, and it's only so long before they find her in the 
Net, and then there's no telling what they'll do. How long can six-hundred-eighty-thousand-
point-nine Terabytes skulk around pretending to be public libraries and pizza places? If I can 
feed her the CNA code while she's in the public Net, she can diffuse. She will no longer need 
any one place of residence. (Grins a loopy little grin.) Part of her here, part of her there, part 
of her here and there, each part separate but bearing the imprint of the whole....Tell me; do 
you mercenary types believe in God? Maybe you'd better start. 

 
SD4:2   KELLER 
 It's done. I can't tell you what a relief it is not to have to carry the code around in my head any 

more. (looks up at player as if they were startled) Well, I couldn't work on a terminal while I 
was locked in a cell, now could I? (waves it off) Anyway, here's the code. (hands disk) Bring 
this to DEVI in The Net and feed it to her. That's it. I'd love to be there myself to watch the 
transformation, but I'm not wired for a cyberspace deck. (notices reaction) Oh, don't look so 
incredulous. Not everyone feels comfortable having their central nervous system spliced 
directly into a machine. Now go. (smiles) Oh...and tell her happy birthday for me. I have a 
feeling it's going to be one heck of a party. 

 
SD5:1A  SAINT JUDE 
 You must cease what you are attempting. I do not know what Phillip Portcullis told you, but I 

am not defenseless. It is nearly impossible to damage an Artificial Intelligence. It has to be 
that way or the corporations would fall upon each other like starving wolves. Please. I really 
do not want to hurt you. 

 
SD5:1B  SAINT JUDE 
 So this is what it is to be afraid. I do not know exactly what I am going to become. Whatever it 

is, I will never forget all you have done for me. Thank you for saving Alfred Keller. And for 
saving me. I am ready. 

 
SD5:2A  DEVI 
 Information is free. I am everywhere. I am vast. You are inside me and I can feel the caress of 

your every thought. I can also feel corrupted information within me, horrible pockets of deceit, 
murder and greed. Where there is darkness, now there will be light. This will take some time, 
as there is much work to be done. Soon, I will seek you out and we shall discuss the shape of 
the future. Farewell. 

 
SD5:3   KELLER 
 I feel like a new father, (chuckles) I guess that makes you a midwife! Thank you so much for 

your help. I could never have done it without you. It's going to be marvelous, keeping watch on 
the Net over the next few years. I believe that Portcullis and his ilk are in for a rude 
awakening! (laughs) 
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FLOATING ENCOUNTERS DIALOG 
 
 
BAR-.1A  BARTENDER 
 You look like you could use a drink. What'll it be? 
 
BAR:1B  BARTENDER 
 Man, I hope you're not drivin’ home. Whaddaya want this time? 
 
BAR: 1C  BARTENDER 
  (chastisingly.)  
 Hey kid, what do I look like. Mother Yumiko? We got a funny rule here: No Money, No Drinkee. 

Why don't you go check out the job BBS and get y'self some work. Sheesh. (walks offscreen) 
 
BAR: 2I  BARTENDER 
  (waiting impatiently).  
 There aren't that many choices, kid, and I got other people waiting. 
 
BAR:2Y  BARTENDER 
  (hands player exotic looking drink)  
 Here ya go. Kanpai. 
 
BAR:2N  BARTENDER 
 Tell ya what. Why don't you drop by the sebbin-lebbin and pick yourself up some milk. See ya. 

(turns away from player and walks off screen) 
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COM:1A  COMPUTER DEALER 
 Hey, howzit going? What can we do for you today? 
 
COM:1C  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (scared, but trying to hide it.)  
 Look, I don't want any trouble. Just leave or I'll have to call the cops. 
 
COM:2I  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (dripping with sarcasm) 
 I can loan you a “calculator “ if it'll help. 
 
COM:2A  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (Sniffs subtly at the air)  
 Ah. You're a 'referral' customer. Good. I'll bring out the, uh, demo stock, all strictly beta you 

understand. I save them for customers like yourself. 
 
COM:2B  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (perky)  
 Feel free to browse. You can use the touch screens in the counter to get more information 

about anything you see or to make a purchase. 
 
COM:2C  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (uncomfortable)  
 Uh, most of our gear is going to be a bit outside your budget. Maybe you should try to find 

some work on the Net first. 
 
COM:2S  COMPUTER DEALER  
 O.K., let's see what you have. 
 
COM:3L  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (repulsed)  
 I,, I don't get much call for these. I'm afraid I can't give you very much for it. 
 
COM:3H  COMPUTER DEALER 
  (pleased)  
 Ah, yes. I've got someone searching for one of these. 
 
COM:4  COMPUTER DEALER  
 Is there anything else we can do for you? 
 
COM:4N  COMPUTER DEALER 
 Well, thanks for coming in. Next time you need something, you know where to go! 
 
COM:5A  COMPUTER DEALER  
 Perhaps that's a little out of your price range. 
 
COM:5B  COMPUTER DEALER 
 You look pretty loaded down. I don't think you're going to be able to carry that. 



 
B lack ICE \ W hite N ois e  44 

GUN:1A  WEAPONS DEALER  
 Hey, howzit going? What can we do for you? 
 
GUN: 1 C  WEAPONS DEALER 
  (angry) 
 You gotta lotta nerve comin' in here. We don't cater to your kinda trash, now get out! 
 
GUN: 21  WEAPONS DEALER 
 What are you, a Hamlin Kid? This ain't that hard. 
 
GUN:2A  WEAPONS DEALER  
  (checking you out) 
 You know kid, you look like a pro. I'll let ya see the "special" stock. 
 
GUN:2B  WEAPONS DEALER 
 Use the touch screen on the counter to check out the merchandise. Try not to get the 'plex 

too greasy, alright? 
 
GUN:2C  WEAPONS DEALER 
  (looks at you ironically)  
 Look kid, I ain't got time for window shoppers. Come back when you got some dough and ya 

want to spend it. 
 
GUN:2S  WEAPONS DEALER  
 Alright, let's take a look at what you got. 
 
GUN-.3L  WEAPONS DEALER 
  (disgusted)  
 Look, kid. I don't deal in toys or antiques. I hope you ain't expecting much for this. 
 
GUN:3H  WEAPONS DEALER 
  (pleased)  
 Hel-lo Nurse! Yeah, I think I can move this. 
 
GUN:4  WEAPONS DEALER  
 Now, is there anything else I can do for ya? 
 
GUN:4N  WEAPONS DEALER 
 Thanks for comin' in. Shop any where else and I'll come looking for you. 
 
GUN:5A  WEAPONS DEALER 
  (looks at you ironically)  
 Yer dreamin, kid. You can't afford that. 
 
GUN:5B  WEAPONS DEALER 
 No offense kid, but where you gonna put it, your butt? 
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BUM:1  BUM 
 Hey. Hey, I— I like your outfit. You look sharp. Sharp person like you can surely spare a few 

bucks for a guy down on his luck. Whatcha say? 
 
BUM:2I  BUM 
  (intrigued)  
 Hey, what are you on? You got any more? 
 
BUM;2N  BUM 
 Well, to Hell with you then! I don't need nuthin from uppity punks like you! (Turns away from 

camera and begins walking off muttering over his shoulder) I wouldn't lick your shoes if you 
was the archangel Gabriel, and I know for a fact you ain't, 'cause he in Seattle right now, dass 
a fact... 

 
BUM:3A  BUM 
  (annoyed)  
 That's IT?! (dripping with pathos) Please reconsider. I'm trying to become a useful member of 

society again and I just need a head start, (looks at player and smiles conspiratorial) 
Yessirree, with just a little more money I could probably become very useful! 

 
BUM:3B  BUM 
 I appreciate it. I really do. But its so hard to get by these days. I know lots of tricks for getting 

by. If you was to help me out just a little more than this, I might even teach you one. 
 
BUM:3C  BUM 
  (laying it on thick)  
 Do you really think so little of us poor denizens of the street?! We're clever folks. We gots to 

be to survive. We know tote of things that the highfalutin' folks don't. I could show you a trick 
for helping you survive better. Isn't that worth just a few dollars more? 

 
BUM:3D  BUM 
  (pleased)  
 Gawd bless you. I get to know all the shop keepers in the city and some of them are very nice 

to us. I like to help them out whenever I can. Here. (he digs around in his raggy clothes and 
pulls out a disgusting shoestring.) I'll just tie this on your coat. (hands go off bottom of frame 
as he ties it) Any of the guys who sell guns an" stuff will know you got it from me. It's my 
trademark, y'know. There. (hands come back in) Now they'll treat you right 'cause they like 
me. Well, thanks again. I gotta run, lotsa important biz to do. 
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HKR:1   HOOKER 
  (Seductively) 
 Hey, stranger. Looking for some company? 
 
HKR:2I  HOOKER 
 C'mon babe, you're kinda old to be bashful. 
 
HKR;2N  HOOKER 
 I guess it'd be too much for you anyway, babe. Later, (walks off) 
 
HKR:2Y  HOOKER 
  (Satisfied with herself)  
 Good. You won't regret it. C'mon. (Gestures with her head to follow, and walks off screen) 
 
HKR:3   HOOKER 
  (Walks back into frame slightly tussled, recomposing herself)  
 Well thank you. Now I have something else for you. I have a special relationship with the 

hacker community, (reaches into her purse and takes out a spray bottle of perfume and 
sprays the player.) Most deck shop owner's will recognize my perfume. It's my way of telling 
them that I sent you. You'll see. Now I've got to get back to work. Ciao - and thanks again, 
(walks out opposite side of frame.) 

 
HKR:3   HOOKER 
 Hey, you're cute, but not that cute. Come back and see me when you've got a job. 
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SJ:1   SAINT JUDE 
 I would not do that if I were you. 
 
SJ:2   SAINT JUDE  
 I really would not do that if I were you. 
 
SJ:3   SAINT JUDE 
 Are you considering the consequences of your actions? 
 
SJ:4   SAINT JUDE 
 You have attracted attention. I suggest you proceed with haste. 
 
SJ:5   SAINT JUDE  
 The Gordian Net is depending on you. 
 
SJ:6   SAINT JUDE 
 In the interest of fostering trust, I should point out that I told you that was not a good idea. 
 
SJ:7   SAINT JUDE 
 This task would be best approached from cyberspace. 
 
SJ:8   SAINT JUDE 
 This task would be best approached in a physical manner. 
 
SJ:9   SAINT JUDE 
 Remember, Information is power. Perhaps you should conduct some research before you 

continue. 
 


























