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CONVENTIONS ARE
GOOD FOR THE SOUL

I'm convinced of that—conventions being good for the soul.
My husband and | help put on a convention each June called
Milwaukee Summer Revel. Aside from it being a chance to
essentially throw a grand gaming party for all of our far-flung
friends, it’s a chance to do some good, and feel good in the
process. This past Summer Revel we offered a variety of charity
events and held a charity auction.

The end result?

We raised more than $3,300 for the Humane Society of
Wisconsin and the Kenosha County Humane Society. Pretty
impressive given that our con is small, drawing a mere 125 role-
players, board gamers, and miniature fans. .

Presenting the checks made our day. It was a treat to
watch the shelter workers' eyes pop open and stammer their
“thank yous.” There are few things better to do with your free
time than helping worthy organizations while having fun.

We'll try to do it again next year—raise money at our con-
vention. Maybe we’ll even make one of our BattleTech events
keyed to our charity. Hmmmmm.

if you are involved in putting on a convention, consider help-
ing a local organization. It's easy. Just designate a tournament
or two as a “benefit event,” and the money you collect is turned
over to your charity. Conventions across the country do this,
including one in Denver, Colorado called BenCon. All of its prof-
its are divided between a couple of organizations. This summer
they raised more than $9,000.

Aside from “doing good,” conventions are great for seeing
friends. | got to meet several MechForce contributors at Origins,
held in Columbus, Ohio over the Fourth of July weekend. And |
got to watch several BattleTech games. The dealer's room was
rather impressive, and there was a nice display from Ral Partha.
| got a chance to chat at length with Ral Partha employees and
to thank them for sponsoring a painting competition at Summer
Revel. It was also an opportunity to pick up a well-dressed troll
figure for Shadowrun.

Okay, enough of conventions. How about some of you guys
write in with your own con experiences?

MechForce Contributors

I've started asking authors to include a bit about them-
selves with their submissions, and several have complied.
Here’'s some information on a few of this month’s contributors.

Melvin Frank Darbe: He's a retired Navy Petty Officer, work-
ing full time as a Software
Manual writer for mips DATALINE America, Inc. He has written
all of their software manuals since 1993. Additionally, he won
" the 1996 Fiction Writer's Award at Mesa College and published
a short Story “Resurrection Man” in Visions, a magazine printed
by San Diego City Mesa College.

Janet Pack: She lives near picturesque Lake Geneva,
Wisconsin, and shares a home with two adorable and some-

times demanding cats. She’s the author of dozens of published
short stories in the DragonlLance line for TSR Books, in Andre
Norton’s Cat Fantastic anthologies, and in DAW Books’ antholo-
gies. She’s a chef, a costume designer, an actress in local the-
ater productions, and she’s a fan of Mike Stackpole’s
BattleTech novels.

Warner Doles: He has played BattleTech since the game
came out way back when. (He still has the original books, too!)
He lives in Burlington, NC, and has been married to a lovely lady
named Patty for the past ten years. They have one daughter.
Warner is in Loren Coleman’s next BattleTech novel as himself,
as he won the charity auction last year.

Markus Garlauskas: He's an Army ROTC Cadet and a senior
at Kent State University. His hobbies include military history,
competitive shooting, writing, and wargaming.

Jason Schmetzer: Jason is a student at Ball State
University in Indiana, studying creative writing. He lives with his
wife, Adrienne, and tries to persuade people to buy his scrib-
bling. So far he's been somewhat successful.

The next time you submit something to MechForce, include
a paragraph about yourself so the rest of the membership can
meet you.

Submissions

I've been taking submissions over the Internet for several
months, and things have been going relatively smoothly.
However, several contributors are still missing an important ele-
ment—their name.

When | get a submission with no name attached—ifrequent-
ly E-mail addresses such as Word-O-Blake-13 and Atlas don’t
provide a clue—| am forced to delete them. | can’t print some-
thing unless | know who wrote it.

Sometimes submissions come in as attachments, which is
the most preferable. However—here comes that wonderful
three-syllable word again—the attachments don’t have the
authors’ names on them. Please, Please, PLEASE, if you want
your submissions to be considered put your name and address
within the E-mail message and your name as a byline on the
submission attachment. It's just a few extra keystrokes and it
could mean the difference between getting published and get-
ting deleted.

On a humorous note: | recently received an E-mail submis-
sion from an author who apologized for not having time to spell-
check his submission. He said I'd have to live with his mis-
spellings. Yeah, right. MechForce receives many quality submis-
sions, 100 many to have to “live with” laziness.

Use your name. And a spellchecker or a dictionary. Those
things take you farther faster.

Take Care,

Jean
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A NEW LOOK AT AN OLD CHAPTER
by Mark “Jaeger” Garlauskas

The Quantum Bandits Regiment is a BattleTech players' organi-
zation that has recently reestablished its chapter membership in
MechForce. Some of the Quantum Bandits fictional exploits
were featured in Issue 1, Volume 2 of MechForce Quarterly in a
short story called “Night of the Red Star.” MFQ had an opportu-
nity to interview the Chapter leader of the Bandits, Markus
“Jaeger” Garlauskas, recently. The following is a summary of
that interview.

MFQ: The Quantum Bandits is one of those chapters whose
meeting place is on the Internet. Is it true most of your mem-
bers have not met each other in person? o

Jaeger: Yes, that's right. We have several local subgroups that
gather for games, and we do try to meet other Bandits when we
travel to conventions near their homes. However, most of us
have never met in person. We are spread over eleven states, so
it is a little difficult!

MFQ: So, how many Bandits are there?

Jaeger: I'm sorry, that's classified. (Laughs.) Actually, we have
nineteen who are currently active, and another five or so in the
‘reserves” who are less involved. Most of the latter aren’t
MechForce members, but we're working on that.

MFQ: With so many members in so many places, how do you
keep in touch and play games?

Jaeger: Our main means of communication is our web page. The
page contains a wealth of information on the Quantum Bandits,
our structure, and our history. This gives us a real sense of
unity. The page also has two message forums, one for planning
and conducting games and another for general role-playing, sto-
rytelling, and shooting the breeze. We also use E-mail for run-
ning the operations of the unit. Most of our actual gaming is
done on IRC (Internet Relay Chat). In the past, we’ve also played
games on AOL chat, GameStorm, and GEnie. Way back when we
started, we used the bulletin boards of Prodigy. That was when
Internet E-mail was just coming into use.

MFQ: That means your organization has been around for quite a
while. When was it formed?

Jaeger: The exact date is “lost in the mists of antiquity,” but it
was sometime in the winter of 1991. Unfortunately, none of the
founding members are still around to tell us exactly when. ! did-
n’t join the unit myself until the early summer of 1992.

MFQ: That’'s nearly eight years, quite a long time for such an
organization to last. To what do you attribute your longevity?
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on player decisions, storytelling, and keeping the action moving.
These things are more important than the details.

MFQ: Sounds interesting. What was the most unusual thing
you've ever done with the Quantum Bandits?

Jaeger: | once game-mastered a really fun training battle
between our 2nd and 3rd Battalions on [RC. We used a system
loosely based on BattleForce, with each player commanding a
lance of their battalion. To add realism and an element of the
chaos, | ran it as a double-blind game, and kept it moving as
fast as possible. Players were forced to make decisions rapidly,
often based on what turned out to be incomplete knowledge.
The result was phenomenal. It ended up as a six-hour slugfest
lasting into the wee hours of the morning. But it was great fun
and everyone learned a lot about the importance of good recon-
naissance, communications, and maintaining a reserve. It was
also a great morale booster for the units involved.
[

MFQ: Sounds like it! So, what does the future hold for the
Quantum Bandits? Any more big games coming up?

Jaeger: Well, we are a little bit behind the FASA time line, and
we want to get caught up. The Regiment is about to participate
in Operation Bulldog. Weive been assigned a role in the attack
on Hanover, and itis going to make for the largest game we have
ever had. It will be a complex, integrated campaign, using
MechWarrior, BattleSpace, BattieForce 2, and BattleTech. We
are going to use E-mail and the message forums 1o determine
the big picture, and then when units actually get into action, we
are going to game it out on IRC.

MFQ: Any plans for more submissions to MFQ?

Jaeger: We've got a few projects in the works, and a few already
submitted. In the past, we found a lot of our material was too
long for the MFQ format or required knowledge of the QB to be
meaningful, so we had a hard time shoehorning our work into
submissions. Most of these pieces have been posted on our
web page or printed in our own newsletter instead. | think we've
learned the best way to write for MFQ is to write for MFQ, not to
take what you've already written and adapt it. So, expect to see
more from us.

MFQ: Can you offer any other advice for other online chapters?

Jaeger: Certainly. The most important thing | would say is to
keep in touch with each other. Plan activities on a regular basis.
As with any organization, if you're not communicating or meeting
to do something fun regularly, interest can die very quickly.
That’s especially true on the Internet.

The best sort of games to run are ones that include both
bulletin-board type segments and “live” games over a chat sys-
tem. The bulletin board segments keep everyone involved and
interested between games in planning and role-playing, while
the speed of “live” games is much more satisfying to players
than siow turn-by-turn games.

Most of all, just remember that it is supposed to be fun for
everybody. Get-into the role-playing, and be sure to spread
around the recognition—everyone likes to be the hero.

MFQ: If our readers are interesting in checking out the Quantum
Bandits, how would they go about finding out more information?
Are you accepting applications?

Jaeger: Our web page address is http://www.ida.net/biz/ice-
man/index.htm. The page contains a wealth of information on
the QB. We welcome all MechForce members to stop by and
check us out, even if they're not interested in joining.
Applications can be directed to me at JaegerQB@aol.com or to
our Executive Officer, lIceman@ida.net.
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DRIGINS AND GEN CON

The Origins convention went well for FASA. We released
both the BattleTech Field Manual: ComStar and Wings Over
Manhattan (for Crimson Skies). We also ran the trdditional
BattleTech Open, which had 50 participants. This was the first
year that we allowed vehicles to be used in the Open. Not only
did many people avail themselves of this opportunity, the winner
of the Open used a vehicle in every round!

Gen Con is the “grandaddy” of gaming conventions and this
year it lived up to its title. We released VOR: The Maeistrom, a
new sci-fi table-top miniatures game, Shadowrun Quick-Start
Rules and MechWarrior, Third Edition. With all this, we ran more
demo games at our booth then any previous year in FASA’s his-
tory: BattleTech; MechWarrior, Third Edition; Shadowrun;
Crimson Skies and VOR: The Maelstrom. Of course, this
required us to build another terrain table—a river valley—to
demo BattleTech; the Factory demo table was used to demo
MechWarrior. In addition, people got their first look at the
Palisades BattleTech collectible toys—which will be on sale by
Christmas—and Armorcast’s resin Mad Cat (Timber Wolf)—
already on sale—and the prototype of the Vulture (Mad Dog).
And to top it off, for the first time since 1992, we had a new
backdrop: several crimson-coated growlers—huge beasts from
the VOR game—Iloping towards the viewer with outstretched
claws. Needless to say, with the backdrop measuring 25 x 50
feet, this left an indelible impression on every attendee.

Of course, you can't talk about Gen Con, without mention-
ing the tournaments. As many of you know, last year the minia-
tures were located in what most players described as “The
Hole.” Located in the basement of one of the arenas, it was
small, hot and very loud. However, this year the miniatures were
given the entire floor of Bruce Hall, where there was plenty of
room and a lot of air conditioning—I actually found myself
chilled several times. And next year, we hear that the miniatures
area might actually be included in the main halll Imagine that!

As for how many, what was run and so on, here we go. The
BattleTech Open had 56 participants and the Grand Melee had
20. As usual, both the Gunslinger and Trial of Bloodright tourna-
ments filled their 32 slots, and this year we also ran 2 ToyTech
games—in previous years the first game had filled quickly, leav-
ing a number of people unable to play. The fourth annual
MechForce Challenge also took place, with Dave Low winning
the right to face Bryan. Bryan’s “big blue dice” failed him,
though, as Dave chopped the head off of Bryan’s Grasshopper

on the second turn! Needless to say, it did not go well from
there, but Dave was a very gracious winner. And of course, as
always, many other games were run by non-FASA-affiliated
groups—thanks to all those unsung heroes!

With the new tournament rules, we saw both vehicles and
some unusual 'Mechs. For me, the highlights were two
Gunslinger games, where a Bishamon and Ti Ts’ang both defeat-
ed a Wraith! It's always good to see some of the more unknown
"Mechs do well against the classics.

In the end, whether it was the air conditioning, the piayers
or the judges—most likely a good combination of all three—the
tournaments ran more smoothly than any previous time | can
remember. | would personally like to thank the judges of the
FASA BattleTech tournaments—Christoffer Trossen, Christopher
Smith, Brian Gruber, Dan “Flake” Grendell, Rich Cencarik and
Andrew Bethke—as well as all the players. Thanks for making
this my best Gen Con yet. Hope to see you all next year!

Randall N. Bills
Precentor Martial

?QHF{MMENT WkNNﬁna

BattleTech Open

‘st Place: Stephan Wallg
2nd Place: Jesse Stockwell
3rd Place: Alan Gopin '

Gunslinger
Scott Hopkins

Trial of Bloodright
Frank Crull

MechForce Challenge
Dave Low

ToyTech
1st Game: Holly Locurito
2nd Game: Michael Dingeldey
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STAR DOGS

UNCOVERING INTRIGUE ON KHALTEN

by Janet Pack

“Hell dogs, Mama!”

Pete Rekion's dark eyes leapt from the placid view of his
five hulking associates’ backs to the source of the scream. The
boy stood outside a shelter made from pieces of broken steelex
stolen from the recycle pile behind one section of the nearby
'Mech factory. The chiid’s fist now stuffed his mouth, muffiing
his terrified mewling.

“Nah, youngling, these’re star dogs,” Rekion grated in a
voice that the twernty-nine other Peace Keepers on the continent
of Lurthiol likened to the rasp of sliding a charge cartridge into a
blaster. He wanted to say more to comfort the child, but as
usual the words faltered and died. ’

The Garimbul Tarjun canines, ears pricked toward the boy,
dug their thick paws against the pocked, cracked service road
that lanced from the factory through the forcefield gate, crossed
a redolent bog locals called a stream, then bisected the fungus-
like slum where the boy stood. It terminated further on at the
tiny shuttleport where the few supplies needed by the factory
were flown in.

Five sets of massive shoulders and hindquarters prepared
to drive the dogs toward the intriguing sound in a rush that
threatened to drag their Keeper along despite his muscled bulk.
The boy wailed louder, volume increased by the regard of the
pairs of large, intent eyes. The Garimbuls whined chorus to his
screech. Pete touched each tether one by one and spoke softly,
controlling and calming.

“Quiet there, hush, back now, there’s no threat,” he
crooned to his quadruped friends. Seeing the beast’s ears flick
backward in response to his rough tones always caused a stir of
wonder in his mind. Despite not hand-raising a single pup in this
bunch, his quintet all liked and respected him. It showed in their
attitudes, in their behavior. This alone caused the other Peace
Keepers puzziement and some jealousy.

After not quite making the final cut as a Mech Warrior,
Rekion had been assigned to his home world of Khaiten, where
the Wolf Clan governed the continent called Caluny and the
Zaling-Doremy Dynasty ran the other, named Lurthiol. Because
of his combat training and his affinity for animals, Pete had
been assigned to the Peace Keepers, a security unit made up of
men like himself from Caluny who were “loaned” semi-perma-
nently to the royal siblings in return for the rights to build three
factories near natural resources in Lurthiol.

After assignment, Rekion had taken the time to walk the
kennels again and again searching for young animals with a cer-
tain tilt to their heads, a peculiar curious expression, just that
lift to their ears. He didn't understand why he needed dogs with
those traits, still wasn’t certain why he had insisted on them.
But he was very satisfied with his associates: each dog from a
different litter, each dog dissimilar in coloration. Of all the Peace
Keepers now working in Lurthiol, he and his cadre formed the
only true team.

Pete loved his dogs, as only a sensitive individual who'd
known battle training without amenities of family or pets could.
And within the sanctuary of his heart he knew they loved him in
return. That knowledge was his soul’s treasure, a jewel gleam-
ing within an otherwise harsh life.

Peace Keeper Kulshaw had reared his own pups since their
weaning, and claimed his dogs would soon savage or kill him.
Severit had been crippled by two of his: Danrian, the Voice of
the Zaling-Doremy ruler brats, had forcibly retired him from trav-
eling as unfit for the job. Severit now limped through the boring
regimen in the Kennels at the capital city Lurcy where young
Garimbul Tarjun, Selvernong, and Kaxia breeding bitches
brought higher prices than any Peace Keeper claimed for a life-
time's work.

Any of the breeds could be devious and mean. Rekion fig-
ured himself lucky. His Garimbuls were intelligent, even some-
what thoughtful, with an unusuai curious streak that made them
poke their muzzles into every available cranny and investigate
every stone they passed. As far as he was concerned, his
friends were a cut above the norm. ’

That his dogs didn’t abuse him or each other gave Pete
peculiar standing among the other Keepers. During the few
weeks of each year he made his required sojourn at the Royal
Kennels for updates and retraining, he tried to ignore whispers
and taunts about himself and his inquisitive companions. That
was difficult for him. Peace Keepers were supposed to be steel-
hard, quick to anger, and immune to banal emotions like curiosi-
ty, love, and hurt. They formed the backbone of the Royal's
ground security forces, rooting out criminals and delivering them
to puppet courts spaced around Lurthiol for the inevitable swift
justice of the death penaity. The Zaling-Doremy regime tolerated
no pleas for mercy.

Pete wrinkled his broad copper-hued brow. He himself pos-
sessed curiosity and affection like the animals surrounding him.
Perhaps he was different from other Keepers, just as his dogs

exhibited traits slightly different from others of their breed. He

put that thought away to worry at another time—his dogs were
still restive and demanded his attention.

“Quiet, Valis. Hush, Zeth and Quinty,” he muttered. “We’re
just supposed to pass through this place. Make an impres-
sion.” He smiled grimly, an ugly expression matching his
cracked voice. “You know, the usual intimidation procedure. I'll
have to report these shelters. Probably built last night, and no
one’s had time to do anything about them yet.”

Such slums sprang up between one eyeblink and the next
on access roads to factories, outside town boundaries, any-
where dispossessed people could bring attention to their plight.
Those injured on the job, fired, or accused of various infractions
constantly wandered the country if they were able; others died
of starvation, disease or often both. Rekion hated this part of
his job. He reported the slums to the Royal Beautification
Project. Their thugs moved in with 'dozers and blasters, eradi-
cating life forms within a given perimeter as well as the tempo-
rary settlement itself.
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He tugged steel-gray Quinty back into line by his leash and
received a snort of protest. Pete and his Garimbul Tarjuns con-
tinued down the road, all inhabitants of the slum except the
youngster having gaped and fled.

“My boy!” the mother shrilled, darting from the shelter, an
illfitting factory uniform flapping about her bony frame. “Those
dogs eat children!” The unhealthy-looking female snatched the
child inside, halting his howl. Rekion caught the glint of her fear-
ful eyes peering at him from a crack. He spared her a look. The
eyes vanished.

The Peace Keeper hid a brittle smile. Though he owned a
fearsome title and could paralyze most Lurthiolans with a scowl,
he was little more to the Zaling-Doremy rulers than an ugly dog
himself. Much of his and his canines’ savage reputation was
rumor created by their Information Commission mainly to incite
fear. The thought made him spit forcibly between the space in
his upper front teeth. It splattered against another ramshackle
shelter and dripped into the recently-disturbed dirt beneath. He
didn’t want to be responsible for the deaths of the poos people
in the slum.

“Damned Zaling-Doremys,” he cursed, hoping he wouldn’t
have to pay later in some manner for taking the rulers’ names in
vain. Stories of such always made their way back to the capitol
of Lurcy. Punishments were meted from there too, sometimes
years later, long after he who uttered the curse had forgotten.
“Earthquakes and storms on their House."”

He would like to meet some of the people who ran from
him, tell them that his dogs were nosy instead of bloodthirsty.
But he didn’t know how to quell people’s fright. He'd been
taught only fighting as a boy, and the care of dogs since failing
the selection process for MechWarriors five years ago when he
turned nineteen. Pete Rekion had little knowledge of the words
that might ease fear from those who fled from the sight of him
and his canines.

Another thought thinned and lifted his lips, an expression
much like a snarl. He'd gleaned tidbits of interest in rebellion
from careful conversations with other Keepers as they passed
on their routes. Someday soon when a leader they could trust
surfaced, they’'d overthrow the spoiled Zaling-Doremy in favor of
the Wolf Clan. The Peace Keepers might even start the battle
themselves. After all, they knew intimately what layers of securi-
ty the rulers kept wrapped around themselves—Keepers had
designed those protective tiers, and constantly tested them and
the fighters picked for the positions.

For an instant Rekion visualized himself as the leader of
the insurrection, he and his hounds giving guidance and courage
to others in the fray against the grasping rulers. Then the big
man shook his head. True, he was the only Keeper on speaking
terms with most of the others, but that gave him neither the
ability nor the license to consider himself their commander. He
didn’t want the position anyway: those who changed things had
to make uncomfortable decisions, and got headaches from ten-
sions no one person was meant to bear. He’d seen that happen
often enough to Tanglear in Lurcy. Head of the Zaling-Doremy
security force, formerly the Coordinator of Peace Keepers, that
man always seemed to be on the verge of an implosion.

Valis pulled his leash and stopped, head turned to look
back over one shoulder. Pete met the dog's liquid eyes.
Understanding passed between them. The animal had needed
direct contact with his master rather than finger twitches aiong

the thick leads. With a grunt of satisfaction, the ferocious-look-
ing Garimbul faced forward again, content now to pace beside
his companions.

The Keeper nodded. The animals surrounding him would
assist if he served in a war against Lurthiol’'s rulers. He relished
a vision of his dogs running down and dispatching the deposed
royalty. A fitting end to a dynasty of brother and sister who con-
sidered the continent their toy, never kept their contracts, and
treated the Wolf Clan worse than the gilt and embroidered
footrests beneath their thrones.

“Hey, Sanzen!” Rekion tried to correct a dog pulling to one
side. “Come on!” The animal insisted, his rust-colored head hid-
den behind the slum’s central woodpile, long thick tail held in a
taut curl quivering with curiosity. He growled, then whined and
set his feet, pulling the others out of line.

“What?” Pete leaned forward as he rounded the stacked
wood and jerked back in surprise. “What're . . . uh ... " As
usual, words atrophied before he could speak them.

Unafraid, a pretty gold-and-cream woman of about his own
age regarded the dog, then him. “Is it all right to give him a
scratch?” she asked.

Rekion stared. She knew enough about working dogs to ask
permission! He cocked an ear toward his fourlegged associ-
ates. Their growls were short and in the upper register, giving
him only warning of a stranger. His dogs felt no threat from this
woman and obviously wanted her attention.

“Uh, yeah. Sure. All right. Be gentle, dogs.” He loosened
his hold on their leads.

She reached long fingers toward Sanzen and scrubbed his
chin. The animal sighed with pleasure and closed his eyes as
the rest of the dogs crowded around her. Seated on the ground
and leaning against the woodpile, she laughed softly with delight
while trying to share her attention between five monsters.

Six including himself, Pete thought.

“Well met,” the female gave an old-fashioned greeting that
slid naturally from her tongue. Her laugh reminded the Keeper
of a scintillating waterfall spangled by a rainbow he’'d seen once
on Caluny during training in the mountains. “Always wanted a
big dog. You've got five of them.” She lifted sky-eyes to his,
leaning her head against Valis's flank and gazing directly at a
man few dared to view. “If | had just one this big, then | could
maybe ride in a cart. Can’t afford a scooter right now.”

He tore his eyes from her unusually open face, a rare thing
in Lurthiol, and glanced down the rest of her body. A well-worn
coverall, probably discarded by someone at the factory, bagged
over most of her thin figure. Deformed feet and ankles were
bare. Rekion looked at the near-shapeless lumps with the eye of
a warrior trained to assess battle injuries: crushed bones that
hadn't had the benefit of medical expertise. Likely nothing had
been done except wrapping them in cloth. His gut lurched when
he thought about the pain she’d had to endure.

And here she sat among feared Garimbul Tarjuns taiking to
a Peace Keeper, smiling and speaking as though he were a fel-
low factory worker she'd known for months. Pete felt his usual
reticence buckle under her disarming warmth and dignity.

“You're not afraid.” It was a statement rather than a ques-
tion.

She shook her bright head. “Not of your group. Other dogs
and Keepers would be a...a different matter.”

“You know us?”
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Rekion shook his head siowly, feeling stunned as if he'd
run head-on into a steelex wall. He'd been sweetly and properly
set up. By whom he didn’t yet know, but that name or names
would come if he was patient. His curiosity howled after more
information.

“We could talk in my truck,” the Peace Keeper said quietly,
watching as she scratched his dogs. Bauri stepped in her lap,
and she laughed again, hugging the barrel ribcage furred with
brown and amber. The dog turmed and slapped a soggy kiss on
her ear.

“Right here is better.” Fending the insistent animals off
with her hands, the woman declined her head toward the facto-
ry. “Eyes and ears belonging to security in there are likely from
Caluny.” She squinted up at him. “I trust them more than
Lurthiolans. And | think you understand why.”

“| do,” he agreed, beginning to get an inkling of the import
of this matter. “The dogs are confusing the scene.”

“Good, you're a quick study. | figured you'd be, told the oth-
ers s0. Those leads will be a tangle when we finish. Lool§ stern,
as if you're collecting data about my injuries.” She ducked
Zeth's whipping black tail and took a moment to gather her
thoughts.

“l used to work for the Zaling-Doremy sibs,” she stated flat-
ly. Rekion could hardly hear her over the activity of his dogs. “In
the Information Commission.”

He winced. “Known as propaganda anywhere else.”

“True. Leave it to those royal pains to come up with an
unassuming euphemism for a misinformation service. | worked
there for a couple of years and loved it. At the time, | loved the
Royals, too. Then | got too close to some details they didn’t
want anyone except a chosen few to see. Like how they were
setting up a secret underground ammunition plant with the even-
tual goal of decimating the Wolf Clan and taking over Caluny for
themselves. The old Manifest Destiny excuse.”

“Can you prove this?” Pete felt as though a portable can-
non had gone off close to his ears. They rang, and he wasn’t
certain of what he’'d just heard.

“Of course. | kept copies. They’re in a safe place . . . sever-
al safe places. Just in case.” She moved one foot beyond
Quinty's questing nose and winced. “But it cost me my feet. |
was betrayed when a friend found out what I'd done and report-
ed me. When the Royal rascals found out what | knew, they
threw me into the work force there as an ammunition packer.
The accident was staged, I'm certain. After that, | was 'retired,’
thrown out, and left to starve.”

“And you are. Starving, | mean.” Pete fished a ration bar
from the pocket of his dark gray jacket, held it out to her. “This
isn’t much, but they're not bad.”

The woman sucked in a deep controlling breath of air laden
with the scents of mud and rot and the dogs’ humid panting. “If
it doesn’t short your own ration.”

“I've got more in the truck. Water, too.”

“Thank you.” She took the bar. Rekion watched her hands
shake as she tore off the wrapping and bit off a chunk of food.
Her face turned toward the sun in ecstasy as she chewed.
“Better than fallis meat baked in brahdy." She took her time
swallowing, making the food last as long as possible. Pete
hoped he looked patient.

“V've been lucky,” she continued. “A person associated with
a group who wants to depose the royal brats found out where |
was, and allowed me to join.” The woman took another smaller
bite, then carefully wrapped the remainder of the rations for
later. She tucked it in her left sleeve pocket, the one without a
hole. “My information, if taken to the right people, will start a
war. I’'m important now. | have been eating a little when the
group finds throwaways or is smuggled some excess, but no
unwanted person in Lurthiol eats regularly.”

“Do you know of a grave around here with a woman’s body
about your size?"” Pete’s mind whirled with plans. If he could
just get her or her information to Maquis, the head of Wolf Clan
in Caluny. That would mobilize them, give the Clan an advan-
tage. He and his Garimbuls would be the first team in line to vol-
unteer, bringing war and hopefully an end to the Zaling-Doremy
Dynasty.

The woman’s eyes widened into his, then she foliowed his
reasoning and relaxed. “You want a McGuffin from the body
hills. Yes, there are several.”

“Anything closer to the shuttleport?”

“Sure. I'll show you—"

Rekion stopped her with a gesture, called his dogs to heel,
and began untangling their leads. Reluctantly the canines
padded away from the woman’s unstinting attention as the
Peace Keeper lowered his voice. “I'm going to carry you to my
vehicle. Act like you're growing weaker, but remember to tell me
where that grave is. I'll dig up a woman, then bury her remains
instead of yours when you 'die.” There's a storm front that'll be
here in a few hours and should hide the evidence. You can ride
in Zeth's travel crate with a blanket over it in the back of the
truck until we can get your information and return to the shuttle-
port. I've got friends there who’ll help us get to Caluny. The
crate’ll be cramped, but it’s the best | can do.”

She nodded. “I've had experience hiding in small places.”

“You're a brave woman.” Pete couldn’t believe he said that.
The words had leapt from his mouth before he realized he’d
said them aloud.

“I'm only doing what's necessary.” The sunshine of her
smile warmed him, even as clouds massed above. “You're the
brave one, and your dogs, t00.” Sanzen stretched his neck from
behind his master and gave her hand a slurp that soaked the
cuff of her coverall. “The information is—"

“No. Tell me only what you have to, just in case.” He squat-
ted, gathering the woman against his chest. She felt no heavier
than the light hand cannon he’'d once trained with. Her bones
lay sharp against his arm, her head felt featherlight against his
shoulder. “Just point me in the right direction.”

She laughed quietly. “South for now. We chose well, we out-
casts did. Not only a brave man, but a wise one, too. There is
one thing you might like to know before we go any farther.”

Pete started walking toward his vehicle with the woman in
his arms and the huge dogs pacing ahead, feeling more excited
and fulfilled than he had since he’d tested to become a
MechWarrior. The right future was finally beginning for him and
his best friends. “What’s that?”

“My name’s Tiryllia,” she whispered. “Tiry for short.”
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NEWS FLASH...

FASA CLASHES WITH BATTLEFORCE IRC

by Warner Doles

Tempest Stryker here, senior reporter for ComStar’'s News
& Record for the BattleForce News Reporting Bureau.

| recently witnessed a battle between the elite warriors of
FASA’s assault team and the BattleForce IRC Strike Force. It
was waged on the obscure planet of Styk in the Chaos March
and was joined at 19:00 hours Saturday and bitterly fought until
the early morning hours on Sunday.

This is how the clash progressed.

FASA’s defending forces were elements of the ComGuards
and St. Ilves Compact militaries. They were up against a newly-
formed mercenary unit called Stryker's Strike Force under con-
tract from the Capeltan Confederation. v

After making a high run from the jump point, the Union
Class DropShip Bull Run, carrying the Strike Force, made planet
fall about 18:45. The mercenaries rushed out of the ‘Mech bays
looking for targets of opportunity. This team consisted of a
mixed force of BattleMechs. Alpha Lance consisted of an ON1-
1M Orion, NSR-FC Nightstar, WLF-2 Wolfhound, and a TR-1
Wraith. Bravo Lance consisted of a VIR-9B Victor, TR-1 Wraith,
MS1-0C Men Shen, and an ALB-3U Albatross.

As they entered the valley of Salwain, the combatants
maneuvered into position. Arrayed across from the mercenaries
were some old "Mechs that had been upgraded, and a few that
were right off the assembly line. Lance Able consisted of an
AWS-9Q Awesome, BTZ-3F Blitzkrieg, CBR-02 Cobra, and a SCB-
9T Scarabus. Lance Baker was made up of a HEL-3D Helios,
BJ2-OF Blackjack, RTX-OF Raptor, and a BSN-3K Bishamon.

The mercenaries came in from the south, formed a line,
and advanced as one—having placed their heavy and assault
‘Mechs in the middle and their light and medium ‘Mechs on the
“WINgs.

The FASA forces held the northern part of the field, hugging
the mountains and placing two ‘Mechs—the Cobra and the
Awesome—at their highest peaks for fire support. Then they
deployed most of their forces behind the mountains for cover,
and sent out the Raptor and Bishamon to scout out the
approaching mercenaries.

Seeing what the defenders were planning, the mercenaries
executed a left oblique maneuver, having the Men Shen, Wraith,
and Victor anchor the right flank of the force. The Wraith and
Wolfhound of Alpha Lance moved up on the left to within range
of the enemy and began receiving fire from the Cobra perched
on the peak about six hundred meters away. The Wolfhound was
also struck, receiving minor damage. In the center of the line,
the Orion, Nightstar, and Albatross occupied a small cluster of
hills, with the Orion on the highest ground.

The Orion soon had range on the Bishamon that had begun
scouting for the heavier units hanging back. The Orion opened
fired and scored two solid hits from its LRM 20 and LB-10X.
After the smoke cleared, it was evident that the Bishamon had
suffered some critical damage to its engine. There was a gaping

hole in its center torso, and metal was fragged in a few other
locations, including its head.

In retaliation, the Cobra and Blackjack fired on the Orion,
but missed and wasted their ammunition. The Nightstar and
Albatross opened up on their targets—the Nightstar on the
Cobra, and the Albatross on the Blackjack. Both scored some
hits, but nothing that would drop their enemies.

Meanwhile, on the right flank of the mercenaries’ line the
Wraith and the Men Shen were engaging the Scarabus and the
Helios.

The Helios opened fire from about six hundred meters on
the Men Shen, but t¢ no avail. At the same time, the Scarabus
moved to attack the Men Shen with support from the wounded
Bishamon and the Helios. After some maneuvering from both
sides, neither could gain the advantage, and both exchanged
fire causing minimum damage.

Using their heavy units, the mercenaries moved forward,
shortening their battle line and drawing the defenders into the
open. At the same time, they positioned their left wing up and
forced the defender’s lighter units to move to the right of the
Strike Force. Only the Raptor and Cobra stayed their ground.

The Strike Force engaged, forcing the defenders to either
move or be destroyed.

The Wraith and Wolfhound, supported by the Nightstar, jock-
eyed to the northeast in an attempt to cut off the Cobra and
Raptor. And once the mercenary forces closed, the fireworks
began.

The Cobra turned its fangs toward the Wolfhound, with sup-
port from the Raptor and the Blitzkrieg that had come across the
field to stop their forces from being cut off. The Wolfhound had
suffered horrendous fire, but had survived only on luck and the
determination of its pilot.

The Wraith and Nightstar attacked the Cobra, causing minor
damage and making the pilot realize there were other targets
out there. Meanwhile, the Wolfhound returned fire as it was
being ventilated by the Blitzkrieg.

The right flank of the Strike Force was turning into a stale-
mate until the Men Shen moved up to assault the Scarabus and
burned nearly a ton of armor from it. Then the Awesome
unloaded on the Men Shean from its lofty perch.

Amid the smoke and fire, the Wraith trundled back to allow
the Men Shen to withdraw to a more defensible position. And
the Scarabus moved in to take advantage of what it thought was
a wounded ‘Mech. It caught a fusillade of hate from the Wraith
and the Men Shen for its trouble. The Scarabus had intended to
use its axe on the Wraith—and though it did strike with the
blade, the trouble it received for this action nearly cost its arm.

It was becoming apparent that the battle would be won or
lost in the middle of the line. The Albatross had been assaulted
with combined fire from the Helios that had moved up to sup-
port the Blackjack and the wounded Bishamon. The Albatross
faltered, but regained its feet and returned fire on the Blackjack,
unleashing its entire arsenal of long range weapons and nearly
destroying the Blackjack's gyro.

The Strike Force pressed the defenders using the weight of
their ‘Mechs, herding them into the northwest part of the valley.
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The biggest clash came on the far right of the mercenaries’ line.
The Wraith and the Men Shen had caught the Scarabus in a
murderous cross fire, and the Albatross having maneuvered
closer added its barrage to support the two embattled medium
"Mechs. The fire was too much for the Scarabus.

The defenders suffered major damage on two more of their
‘Mechs, with some light damage on the rest. The mercenaries
sustained major damage on the Wolfhound and the Albatross—
though neither '"Mechs were knocked out of action.

In the end, both sides withdrew—neither claiming victory. It
was this type of battie that was going on throughout the Chaos
March since the split in the Federated Commonwealth.

The above battle was the first online combat waged by
FASA and BattleForce, and it drew quite an internet crowd.
Thanks to the following folks for participating:

Strikers Strike Force: Phil Benton, Chas Borner, Camille Klein,
Dave Smith, Frank Tillman, Orkin Man, Derek Evans, Archer,
KaliYama, Paul Sjardijn, and Ben Brown.

FASA Force: Bryan Nystul, Chris “Bones,” Randall Bills, Dan
“Flake” Grendell, and Herb.
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ings. These pieces can be modified with card stock and other
pieces, then painted and made into buildings that look like
those in comics and science fiction movies.

Windows and doors can be cut from thin cardstock, then
glued to the Styrofoam. VTOL landing pads, communication
arrays, and even weapons’ emplacements can be scratch-built
or bought as part kits from hobby stores.

Rubble

Rubble is plentiful in ruined cities and on oid battle
grounds. Stands of ruins can be made from halfsinch Styrofoam
cut in the shapes of battered walls pocked with craters and fin-
ished with small stones or cat litter. Rubble pieces hinder move-
ment and often block line of sight for combat units and are ideal
pieces for any battle ground.

Rough ground can be found anywhere in the Inner Sphere
and is simple to make with rocks and twigs. Also, Styrofoam
pieces can be cut and shaped into rocks then glued onto
stands.

Equipment

The best material for miniature terrain is light, cheap, and
easy to cut or mold. Though almost anything found around the
house can be use to make good, realistic terrain, Styrofoam is
the most common and versatile. Styrofoam sheets in 4’ X 4’
and 4' X 8’ can be bought at building supply stores in the insu-
lation section. For BattleTech. one-half inch or three-quarters
inch is ideal.

Terrain features need to be covered with a water-based
acrylic plaint. Any building supply store carries cans of flat
acrylic paint that can be mixed to match almost any color you
would need. A quart of paint will cost slightly more than two or
three one-ounce boéttles of water-based model paint. You will
need green for grassy features, light or medium gray for rocky
surfaces, and browns for dessert terrain. A single color of each
will work, but it is best to have three colors of each type in vary-
ing shades—i.e., tan, light brown, wood brown.

White glue is used to bind the Styrofoam pieces. Note that
white glue should be used exclusively, as super glues and other
glues will dissolve Styrofoam. Toothpicks can be used to hold
pieces in place while they dry. A knife or wire cutter is used to
cut the Styrofoam pieces. Wire cutters can be found at hobby
shops or flower shops.

Sandpaper of several grades is useful for smoothing the
edges after the Styrofoam has been cut. Finally, water-based
wood filler or a similar material is very useful for modifying ter-
rain pieces.

Safety Tips

When building terrain, you should work in a well-ventilated,
area, away from open flames. Styrofoam dust, caused by sand-
ing, is flammable. A cutting board, available from sewing shops,
should be used on tables and desks to prevent accidental dam-
age.
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