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19 January 3135  

Recording Begin. Normally I hate these things, so if this seems a little odd, bear with me. My name is Deandra Lowe, and I am  

courier for Periphery Express. Itôs my job to take information and items from one place to another within the Republic of the 
Sphere. Itôs a pretty good jobðit takes me all over the Prefectures, and it never gets boring. Iôve been to a lot of worlds and met 
a lot of people, and it never ceases to amaze me the lengths some people will go through to get their informatio n from one place 
to another. Iôve decided to keep this journal as a way of keeping track of whatôs happening around me: In my line of work, it 
pays to remember where youôve been and who youôve met. 
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24 January 3135  

JumpShip Tamarack  

We finally got word. Ann ounced more than two weeks ago, but we finally got word.  

Itôs Levin. 

I think Iôm relieved. I donôt know why Iôm worried about it, really ï as long as JumpShips keep running, I can function 

regardless of who the Exarch is ï but it had been on my mind. I kep t worrying Kessel was going to worm his way in or get one 
of his proteges through. But they went with Levin, and heôll at least be stable, I think. He may not be everything we need, but 
thatôs because we need nothing less than the long-awaited second comin g of Devlin Stone. But heôll do for the time being. 

Planetfallôs only a couple of days away. Should be easy ï maybe too easy. Chances for extracurricular activities diminish when 
the jobôs too easy. 
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26 January 3135  

Hallanan, New Wessex, Prefecture I  

Honest  to God, who pays a courier to pick up a damn book? Do these people know how expensive I am? No bookôs worth what 
theyôre going to have to pay me. 

The upside, of course, is that I now have something to read while Iôm darting across The Republic, as long as I donôt noticeably 

stain any of the pages. Itôs that Wainright guy again, trying to get everyone worked up about some boogeyman or another. Iôd 
just dismiss him as a crackpot if he didnôt have this annoying track record of being right. 

Going to stay on -planet a few more days. Probably be a good idea to gauge local reaction to this thing, if there is any.  
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27 January 3135  

A review of Wainright already. Interesting.  

ñWhen Conspiracy Theorists Go Bad ,ò from the January 27, 3135, New Wessex Times 
by Cintus Domi ngo  

When our esteemed editor, Valance Jameson, asked me to review Signus Wainrightôs new ebook, Dominion Over All: The Rise of 

the New Ghost Bear Threat , I knew I was setting myself up for a long read and an even longer attempt to make sense of the 
crazy c onspiracy theories Wainright has become famous for. Although Wainrightôs previous works ï Dragonôs Blade: The Kurita 
Threat and Prefect Tormark  and Sword in the Stone: Lord Governor Sandovalôs Links to House Davion ï became bestsellers 
across The Republic,  and some of his less extreme warnings have indeed come to pass, Dominion  proved that two hits does not 
a genius author make. Wainright returns to the Chicken Little style of writing that made his first book such a hit, but the a uthor 
overdoes the effect i n Dominion . Although Wainrightôs warnings that Prefect Katana Tormark was planning to rise against The 
Republic and that Lord Governor Aaron Sandoval was creating a new force to cause chaos in Prefectures III and IV may have 
been borne out, he has certainl y gone too far with his harebrained ideas about the threat posed by the Ghost Bear forces in the 
Rasalhague Dominion.  

The main thrust of Dominion Over All  is that the forces of the Rasalhague Dominion, most notably members of Clan Ghost Bear, 

intend to use  the current disruption in The Republic of the Sphere as an excuse to resume the age -old Clan assault upon Terra 
itself. Some of Wainrightôs information is eerily specific, leading me to wonder whether he simply made up numbers that 
sounded good, or whethe r he has somehow managed to find sources within both the Republican Armed Forces and the 
Rasalhague Dominion. Wainright strings together an absurd number of facts that he could not possibly have obtained, spinning a 
web of deceit and trickery worthy of old  Succession Wars political drama holovids.  

As with Dragonôs Blade and Sword in the Stone, Wainright gathers some of his information from credible sources, which he uses 

to distract from the fact that the majority of his information is scarcely more than he arsay and rumors, used without any 
attempt at citing the source (to ñprotect his informants,ò of course). Because Dominion  mainly discusses forces outside The 
Republic of the Sphere, unlike Blade  or Sword , Wainright just doesnôt have enough credible information to back up his alarmist 
theories.  

Beyond the unsubstantiated rumors and leaps of logic, Dominion Over All  simply isnôt written as well as Dragonôs Blade or Sword 

in the Stone . Wainright uses an overly bombastic tone to push his paranoid point of view , trying to paint the improbable invasion 
by the forces of the Rasalhague Dominion as the next Clan invasion. At times, Wainright unnecessarily refers to the fact that  the 
conspiracies he ñuncoveredò in his previous ebooks were realized, as if even he knows that Dominion ôs conclusions are shaky at 
best.  

Wainrightôs previous forays into the realm of the written word have garnered him a great deal of attention and some fervent 
fans, but Dominion Over All  does not have the sort of immediate impact that Dragonôs Blade  or Sword in the Stone  did, as the 
latter two works dealt with dangers from within the very heart of The Republic of the Sphere, while the threat in Dominion  is 
light -years away. Some conspiracy theorists might enjoy the theories and warnings put fo rth in Dominion Over All , but most 
readers would do well to stick with Wainrightôs proven works. 
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01 February 3135  

I happened to be glancing through some random communiques when I noticed a reference to the Wainright book.  

Courier - borne Com Message, Febru ary 1, 3135  

From:  Corporal Isaak Williams, Third Battalion, Triarii Protectors, (censored for the safety of The Republic)  
To:  Simon Williams, Centralia, Graham IV, Prefecture X  

Da,  

Weôve seen some action out here, mostly against the insurgent factions, but Iôm still doing fine. Weôre moving off of (censored 

for the safety of The Republic) today. I heard that weôre moving to (censored for the safety of The Republic). Scuttlebutt says 
that the (censored for the safety of The Republic) are making trouble, and weôve got to be there to stop them. 

Sergeant Kirkwood lent me Dominion Over All , an ebook by Signus Wainright. Iôm sure youôve heard of it; they made a Lana 
Spinner holovid out of it just a little bit ago. I assume that the show made it to Graham IV alread y, or at least will by the time 
this note gets there. Itôs about how the Rasalhague Dominionôs been looking at all the splinter factions within The Republic, and 
how Jaine Tseng, one of their leaders, is starting to get an army together to invade The Repub lic. I thought Lana was great as 
Jaine, but the movie really scared me in some ways. When youôre out on the front line, you see what war can do, and I canôt 
even think about what those Clan bastards in the Dominion might do to a planet they conquered. And with (censored for the 
safety of The Republic) and (censored for the safety of The Republic), there really isnôt (censored for the safety of The Republic). 
But thatôs what The Republic and the Protectors are here to stop, and Iôm going to do my duty, no matter what.  

At times, I miss work on the assembly line; it was hard, but duty with the Protectors is even harder in its own way. You donôt 

have the same schedule all the time, but the sergeants keep us busy ï and a turret isnôt all that comfortable after a few days. 
The scrubber on our tank went out a couple weeks back; it got pretty ripe in there before we got the unit replaced. Iôm looking 
forward to the move over to (censored for the safety of The Republic). Itôll feel good facing down the (censored for the safety of 
The Republic) and making sure they donôt make any trouble and take any planet . . . me and the other boys are set to tear them 
up if they try anything.  

I hope that all is still going well at the factory; tell Scott and Moira I miss them, but t hat I really think that Iôm doing some good 
out here. If all goes well, Iôll be home soon. Give my love to mum, but donôt tell her what I was saying about Dominion; I donôt 
want her worrying.  

Your son,  

Isaak  

------------------------------------------------ --------  

Deandra: Corporal Williamsô Battalion of the Protectors was previously stationed on Talitha in Prefecture VII. Williams is the 

gunner of a Kelswa Assault Tank, and his Company is a specialized ôMech-hunter unit; Williams believes the unit will be 
redeployed to Tsukude in Prefecture I, which ï if he is correct ï suggests that someone in Republican Planning is taking the so -
called ñDominion threatò seriously. Corporal Williams also has a taste for Terran whiskey, and he can drink a rhino under the 
ta ble ï you owe me a bottle when I get back.  
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04 February 3135  

Hallanan, New Wessex, Prefecture I  

Itôs amazing what you can do when you convince people to trust you. I should know ï thatôs the basis of the majority of my 

career. Signus Wainwrightôs figured it out, too. He was lucky (and maybe even a little good) with his first two books, and now 
half of The Republic thinks heôs the closest thing there is to a prophet. Heôs spun this latest book out of rumors and wild 
guesses, with enough real evidence to fill a single footnote. But heôs got people buying it. 

Problem is, once people believe something bad is coming, they have a way of making things happen. Maybe not the thing that 

was predicted, but something. Iôd like to stay here a little longer, see how this works itself out, but I think maybe Iôve already 
been here too long. The Sphereôs too busy for me to stay in one place for long. Should leave soon, but Iôm guessing Iôll be back 
before long.  
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08 February 3135  

JumpShip Discipline  
Prefecture I  

On the move agai n. Actually stayed a day or more on New Wessex than I should have, because Iôm sure there are more 
important places to be. Wainwrightôs interesting and all, but thereôs more pressing stuff going on than his theories. 

I really think I should be in Prefectur e IX right now ðplenty going on there that needs to be seen by the right pair of eyes ðbut 

the jobs arenôt falling right. Best I can do right now is move a little more toward the core, then hope to find something that will 
take me where I want to go.  

Best ca se scenario would put me on Skye in a week or two. But more people seem to want to get away from there, so finding a 
way to the planet isnôt simple. Iôve got to look, thoughðcall of duty and what not.  
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15 February 3135  

Hereôs another one: 

Article from the F ebruary 15, 3135 Lambrecht Daily Gossip: Dominion Over All  Set To Start Rolling  
By Simon Vandenberg, Holovid Correspondent  

The holovid based on Signus Wainrightôs mega-hit e -book Dominion Over All: The Rise of the New Ghost Bear Threat  has started 

filming today on Kervil in Prefecture II. Signus Wainright himself will be penning the novelization of Dominion Over All , and with 
his dynamic writing style and flair you can bet that the script will be spectacular. While Wainright claims that his e -book is a 
work  of non - fiction based on iron -hard data, but says that the movie will depart somewhat from the specific facts that he knows, 
adding dialogue and personalities but still staying true to the facts.  

Wainrightôs books have caused quite a scandal on some worlds, with some pundits claiming that Dominion Over All  and 

Wainrightôs other works are nothing more than paranoid alarmism. Other scholars, after careful examination of the facts 
available to them, have come to much the same conclusion that Wainright has. Pro fessor of Political Science Elias Tamrin of the 
Lambrecht Academy had this to say: ñéWainright certainly was on to something with his previous workséò The theories 
advanced in Wainrightôs previous e-books, Dragonôs Blade: The Kurita Threat and Prefect Tormark  and Sword in the Stone: Lord 
Governor Sandovalôs Links to House Davion have both been borne out by the formation of the splinter groups the Dragonôs Fury 
and the Swordsworn. Neither Governor Kyle or Legate Bekkar would comment on the threat of an attac k on Prefecture I by the 
Rasalhague Dominion.  

Signus Wainright isnôt the only big name attached to the production of Dominion Over All , however, as famous director Alphonse 
Knightly is lined up to direct, and rumor has it that mega -star Lana Spinner has si gned on to play the femme fatale Jaine Tseng. 

The last time Lana Spinner was involved in an Alphonse Knightly production, was of course Fire in the Heavens , with Lana taking 
her award -winning turn as the infamous Black Widow herself, Natasha Kerensky. With  Knightly and Spinner teaming up once 
more, signs point to Dominion Over All  becoming a big hit.  

Dominion Over All  wonôt be without competition, however. Several other holovids are either in post-production or currently 

filming, and more than a few of them  focus on threats to The Republic of the Sphere. I spoke to Filip Otomo, instructor of film at 
the Lambrecht Academy about this somewhat worrying trend in subject matter. Instructor Otomo noted that public 
entertainment has always played to the fears of th e populace, ñshowing people what they are most afraid of and then showing 
that they can defeat it is a sure -fire way to make money.ò Otomo also mentioned that if the current crop of movies would most 
likely follow this formula and end with The Republic of the Sphere triumphing over its enemies.  

Signus Wainright, however, wasnôt quick to confirm Instructor Otomoôs guess, however, ñWhile I made up details for this film, it 
isnôt a work of fictioné I donôt decide how itôs going to end, I write whatôs real.ò Not exactly reassuring for anyone who has read 
Wainrightôs e-book. I asked the author if he thought his previous works might also be made into holovids, but he just flashed 
that grin that has become so famous on the news dailies and said, ñIôd like to get this movie finished before I start worrying 
about my next one.ò Hereôs hoping that Dominion Over All  is a hit, and Wainright can follow up his success with further 
adaptations of Dragonôs Blade and Sword in the Stone . 
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16 February 3135  

Prefecture II  
JumpShip Discipline  

I keep getting booked on the Discipline . Not sure why ðsomeone trying to send me a message? I always tell people Iôm plenty 
disciplined when I want to be. Why am I the only person who thinks that lineôs funny? 

Anyway, Iôm going the opposite direction from where I intended to be, going away from Skye instead of toward it. Two good 

reasons for it ðfirst, there were approximately zero (give or take zero) good ways to get me to Skye. Second, a few new things 
have cropped up, including a message waiting  for me on Lambrecht. Kervil, it seems, would be (and I quote) ña useful place to 
be.ò 

Not exactly sure why (coded messages are renowned for their brevity) but Iôve got a few guesses. May need to make sure the 

pirates of Bernhard Island are still quiet, an d Iôm hearing some rumblings about Senator Leeson that might be worth some 
attention. Thereôs some other chatter in Prefecture II about the border, but itôs too early to tell what, if anything, it means.  
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17 February 3135  

Don't ask me how I've come by a pie ce of Levin's personal journal. I'm recording this so I can look back later.  

Well in a few days, it will be official and Iôll have taken the oath of office for Exarch. Over-whelmed by this fact, I will still face 
this challenge as I have in the past; head on.  

I canôt help to reflect back to where this journey started. It seems a lifetime ago. Many of a friend lost and gained. Still, I count 
on one. Anna, my wife, has stayed by my side through it all.  

Sheôs and my two teenaged children are making their way here. It will be good to see them again. Somehow, being with them 
sets the world right.  

Family has a way about it, a cleansing effect if you will. To remove the stress of the real world, centering your focus on wh at 
matters most.  

One day, when this is over,  Iôll retire to Kervil, and just grow old. Okay, itôs a pipe-dream, but Iôve got to have something to 
wish for.  

A goal.  

What is a man without one? Goals serve to set focus on a direction that we must follow. Without one, weôre nothing more than a 
rudderles s ship, navigating lifeôs peril filled seas waiting to sink under the turmoil and unabated seas. 

So whatôs my goal now? Thatôs an interesting question. One that Iôve thought about since Heatherôs speech put me in this 
position Iôm in now. 

ñBut we can't jus t elect someone who will fight well; we need someone who we know will fight fair,ò Heather said in the Hall of 
Paladins.  

Well...I guess not all nice people finish last. Back to my goal. Times have changed since Devlin Stone led the Republic. We a re 

assaile d on every front now. A cancer is growing within the Republic. Itôs called nobility and greed, each go hand-in-hand with 
one another. The noblesô lust for power will destroy the republic. What the Ghost Paladin told me in our first meeting, rings true.  

ñMany of them see themselves as nobility first and senators second, particularly since the HPG blackout. While there are many 

senators who are loyal to the Exarchôs office and who continue to support The Republic, a significant number have begun to 
show a ten dency to fall back into the old ways, in which nobility automatically equates to rulership.ò 

ñWon't make my job easier,ò I responded 

ñI'd say not,ò the Ghost Paladin answered. 

Then I asked, ñCan I arrest them all?ò 

With a ghost of a smile he said, ñEventually, maybe.ò 

I looked at him for a moment contemplating what Iôd say next. Finally, like a light bulb, it came to me. 

ñThe whole idea of Paladins and senators working together ðthe nobles and the military, all cooperating for the good of the 

people ðthat was  one of Stoneôs best moments. That goal was supposed to keep all of us thinking of things larger than 
ourselves."  

His reply was to the point, ñThat's difficult for many people, especially nobles.ò 

I almost laughed and finally said, ñI wish we could just blame the nobles. But itôs clear that The Republicôs problems run deeper 

than that.ò Therefore, thereôs my goal. To remind the people, the Paladins and the Senate, the Republic is larger than we are 
and together, united, can make it work. Otherwise, the Repu blic, Devlin Stoneôs dream dies a horribly slow death into the abyss 
of history.  

Implementing it is the hard part. However, charging into it straight one may not work this time. Therefore, Iôll take this one on 
in the same manner as I did investigating Pri nce Victor Steiner -Davionôs murder. Iôm sure Burton Horn might enjoy some extra 
money. Meanwhile, the Republican forces and I will hold the line for Devlin Stoneôs dream. 
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21 February 3135  

Iron City, Kervil, Prefecture II  

I should stay here longer, but I ca nôt. First, everyone always expects a courier to move along quickly. A courier who hangs out 

for a week after the job is done is either lazy or canôt get another job, and neither of those is a reputation I want. Second, other 
jobs need doing. The Republicôs clearly way too interesting for me to want to stay in one place for long.  

Leesonôs in trouble. Itôs a shame, because she always seemed like a decent sort. Iôve been here only a few days, and I was able 

to uncover that without breaking a sweat. If I had m ore time . . . oh, well ï at least I managed to avoid the set of the 
Wainwright movie.  

But Fletcher awaits. And after that, it might be time to get to Terra for some face - to - face time with Those Who Remain 
Nameless (in my journal, that is). Some situations  simply demand in -person meetings.  
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When youôre glancing through data and find something like this, it would be a waste not to record it. 

Alert Message  

Security Level:  Top secret, ultra black  
To:  All Ghost Knights  
From:  Ghost Paladin  
Date/T ime Group:  3135 -02 -24/1800Zulu  

Knights,  

We are preparing for war. The question, however, is against whom?  

The Republic is currently engaged on multiple fronts in Prefectures I, V, and VIII, and we are currently suffering massive 
incursions from House Liao,  the Draconis Combine, and Clan Jade Falcon.  

Because all of this is known, I will not go into details: Many of you have fought defending The Republic.  

Currently, Republican forces have held the line. Though a number of worlds have been lost, and we have no t broken, our 

military is quickly preparing itself for more aggression. Events on Terra surrounding the death of Paladin Victor Steiner -Davion 
have shed light on another enemy. This foe will have far - reaching repercussions should it prevail. A cancer grows  within the 
leadership of our own Republic. This involves senators, certain military commanders, and ComStar.  

A few of our illustrious senators were implicated in an attempt to place warriors hand picked from certain families and groom ed 
for special positi ons. One such person is a paladin. Thankfully, that Paladinôs honor and sense of duty overrode his obligations to 
these traitors.  

Yes, traitors: This is what they are. They acted of their own accord for power, and they attempted to usurp paladin authority  in a 
blatant attempt to manipulate the voting result for the office of the Exarch.  

To do so, they used terrorists and insurgents. Thanks to our new Exarch and Paladin Heather GioAvanti, however, these 
criminals were stopped dead in their tracks. Senator Ge offrey Mallowes was indicted for his role in this conspiracy.  

We should have seen this coming. We are the eyes and ears of The Republic. We are currently too focused on external events 
and not enough on internal matters. This must change immediately.  

My di scussion with Exarch Jonah Levin proved fruitful and insightful. He knows that nobles are part of the equation, but that the 
root of the problem is deeper.  

Ghost Knights, we must find where this cancer is growing and remove it before it grows too large and  ultimately destroys The 
Republic.  

ComStar is another problem. Since the disappearance of Tucker Harwell, they have repeatedly rebuffed our inquiries of his 
whereabouts. They say that it is an internal matter and that The Republic need not worry about it.  

ComStar grows bold in their dealings with The Republic. Not only that, but theyôve also shown they have reconstituted and 
rearmed the Com Guards.  

This does not bode well for us. If they have reactivated the Guards, what about ROM? We must assume this is th e case.  

ROM is the foe weôll need to concentrate on. ROMôs history is one of resourcefulness, secrecy, and uncommon aggressiveness 
and brutality, and I expect ComStar to use ROM as the tip of its sword as they attempt to expand their influence.  

We must sta y vigilant. You are the best The Republic has to offer. I know I can count on you all to go beyond your duty.  

You are Ghost Knights, and you fight in the darkness against those who would see Devlin Stoneôs dream destroyed. You are 
shadow warriors.  

The mome nt to shine is here. The time has come for us to stand up and be counted. The fate of The Republic is in our hands. 
Good luck and God speed.  

Respectfully,  

GP 
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02 March 3135  

JumpShip Alacrity, Prefecture IV  

Already gone from Fletcher. Never even opened my bags, just shipped them from one DropShip to another.  

I donôt want to believe the report about Acamar. I donôt want to think about it, to spend even a minute pondering a universe 

where something like that could happen. How can anyone in the IS even think a bout deploying a nuke? Is our memory that 
short? Is our lust for power and conquest that strong?  

Sadly, most of the time, the answer to both questions is ñyes.ò 

Okay, clearly Iôm not in a mood to think or write properly. Thisôll be just another item to discuss with the good folks on Terra, 
though Iôve got little more than rumors and guesswork to feed them. One more stop, and Iôll be there. 
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All this jumping is making me lose track of things. But I did get this interesting bit of data ï an inter view with Wainright.  

Transcript of an interview between Signus Wainright and Anna Crennov of the Vega World News Networkôs ñGood 
Morning, Vega!ò on 3 March 3135 

Anna Crennov:  Good Morning, Vega! [applause] Weôve got a great show lined up for you today. Joining me first is Signus 

Wainright, author of such e -books as Dragonôs Blade: The Kurita Threat and Prefect Tormark and Sword in the Stone: Lord 
Governor Sandovalôs Links to House Davion. Mr. Wainrightôs newest work, Dominion Over All: The Rise of the New G host Bear 
Threat  has been receiving a great deal of attention in the newsfaxes. Mr. Wainright, thank you for joining me on Good Morning, 
Vega!  

Signus Wainright:  Thank you, Anna, itôs a pleasure to be here. AC: Mr. Wainright... 

SW:  [SW laughs]...please, cal l me Signus. ñMr. Wainrightò is my father. 

AC:  [AC smiles] All right, Signus, Dominion Over All  has raised a number of eyebrows and ruffled a lot of feathers. How do you 
respond to those who say that your book is nothing but a paranoid conspiracy theory?  

SW:  Wow... coming out of the gate full -speed ahead, arenôt you, Anna? [SW laughs] Arenôt you supposed to lob your guest a 
few easy questions to let him get his feet under him?  

AC:  Sorry, I can ask another question if youôd like... 

SW:  No, Iôll answer that one. I was just joking around a bit. [SW frowns] Really, I only have two things to those who doubt the 
veracity of my work. First, thereôs Dragonôs Blade and Sword in the Stone  to consider ð 

AC:  Your first two books...  

SW:  ...right. These same skeptics calle d both Blade  and Sword  paranoid conspiracy theories too, and now if you look at these 

so-called Dragonôs Fury and Swordsworn forces jetting around The Republic attacking planets left and right, you can see that I 
was exactly right about ex -Prefect Katana T ormark and Lord Governor Aaron Sandoval. Though the Draconis Combine and the 
Federated Commonwealth have not yet acknowledged their respective ties to the Dragonôs Fury and the Swordsworn, it is 
obvious that these revolutionary factions have been receiving  supplies from The Republicôs neighbors. 

AC:  There is certainly some truth to that, Signus. You mentioned two things you would like to say to your detractors?  

SW:  I did, Anna. The other point I would like to make for those who think that my studies are not hing but paranoia is the 
ominous silence radiating from the Rasalhague Dominion. If the Ghost Bears and their Rasalhague subjects werenôt planning 
anything, they would have denied this whole thing by now.  

AC:  But couldnôt that silence also be caused by the failure of the HPG network? I mean, itôs hard to say anything if you canôt 
broadcast.  

SW:  Well, thatôs certainly one possibility. But itôs worth pointing out that weôve received JumpShip courier runs from deeper in 

The Republic, as well as from the Lyran Commonwealth and the Draconis Combine ðand yet nothing from the Rasalhague 
Dominion. That implies to me that they have a military quarantine in effect.  

AC:  Another good point. We have only a few more minutes, so I was hoping you might be able to shed some l ight on rumors 
that Dominion Over All  is going to be used as the basis for a new big -budget holovid.  

SW:  Well, Iôm really not in a position to say anything at this point. [SW smiles] Letôs just say that I would love for that to 
happen, and there are some p eople in the broadcast world who have shown interest in Dominion.  

AC:  Well, thank you very much, Signus. Once again, Signus Wainright, author of Dragonôs Blade: The Kurita Threat and Prefect 
Tormark  and Sword in the Stone: Lord Governor Sandovalôs Links to House Davion , and now Dominion Over All: The Rise of the 
New Ghost Bear Threat . Thank you for being on our show.  

SW:  It was a pleasure, Anna, thanks for having me. [SW leaves the stage]  

AC:  Our next guest is retired Colonel Erich Riggen of the Vega Militi a, an expert on military law and the Ares Conventions in 
particular....  
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JumpShip Heart of The Republic, Prefecture X  

One day I hope to spend enough time on a planet to make a journal entry while on terra firma. But every moment on land is 

filled with running, talking, listening, and occasionally poking my nose into places where nobody but me wants it. Doesnôt leave 
a lot of time to sit and think.  

Epsilon Eridani was a milk run ï hectic, but a milk run nonetheless. Nice to be on a planet that d idnôt seem to be on the brink of 

a major crisis. Of course, everyone there was talking about how many other planets seem to be hurtling toward some crisis or 
another, so they were about as tense as people everywhere else.  

On to Terra next, to meet and gree t the elite. And to do a little planning; I feel like Iôve been bouncing around like the rubber 
ball of the universe.  
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Considering that many within the Oriente Protectorate have never accepted the loss of some worlds in Prefectures VI and VII,  

Baron Ryan may be hedging his bets with his statement. In the eyes of some in the Protectorate, taking back that which they 
still consider theirs would not be an attack on ñthe sovereign planets of another nation.ò 

Eselda Fashions all the Rage in High Cir cles Princefield Military Academy, Princefield, Oriente Protectorate by Damien Noche, 
society columnist  

The partners of several prominent officers at Princefield Military Academy, including Baroness Elizabeth Ryan, wife of Baron 

General Patrick Ryan, comma ndant of the Academy, have been seen wearing attire designed by Eselda, the most famous fashion 
designer in The Republic of the Sphere, where her work is often seen as archetypical. She favors utilitarian functionality wi th 
graceful lines and careful tailo ring. Lana Spinner, the premier holovid actress of The Republic, has often been seen wearing 
outfits designed by Eselda.  

Baroness Ryan often mentions how much she enjoys the ñsimple eleganceò of Eselda-inspired gowns and everyday wear. But 

comments made by  several of the baronessô companions suggest that there may be more to wearing Eseldaôs fashions than 
meets the eye.  

A member of the baronessô inner circle, who asked not to be identified, said, ñWe will have to show the people of The Republic 
that we unde rstand who they are, and that we have no intention of destroying their national identity. We wish to be liberators, 
not conquerors.ò Another, also speaking on the condition of anonymity, noted, ñIf my wife is going to be assigned to garrison 
duty in The Re public, Iôll certainly want to be able to blend in with the populace.ò 

Concerned by the imperialistic tone of these sentiments, we asked Baron Ryan about the rumors suggesting that the Oriente 

Protectorate plans to intervene in affairs within The Republic.  Ever the politician, the baron said, ñI am sure that the comments 
you mentioned are the results of a misunderstanding. Although the Oriente Protectorate is concerned about the increasing 
anarchy within The Republic of the Sphere, it is not an aggressor st ate, and it would never attack the sovereign planets of 
another nation.ò Reassuring words from the commander of the most prestigious military academy in the Oriente Protectorate, 
although perhaps he should pay closer attention to what his wifeôs friends are saying.  

Whether or not there is any legitimacy to the rumors circulating through the upper circles here on Princefield, The Republic of 
the Sphere, via the incomparable Eseldaôs fashions, has already taken the upper echelons of the Academy by storm. 
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11 M arch 3135  

Geneva, Terra, Prefecture X  

This day has been too risky. I understand the value of face - to - face meetings and all, but having so many of them in a row . . . if 

anyone followed me for any length of time today, theyôd know something was up. Couldôve blown my cover. I know everyoneôs 
dying for information, but it might be better for them to wait a little than to compromise me. At least until I assemble a ne w 
cover.  

Anyway, some good came out of it. I am, as Iôd hoped, a little more put together. Iôll be getting to the places I want to be. Of 

course, judging from the reports coming out of Prefecture V and other similar gossip floating around The Republic, by the tim e I 
get where I want to be, a hundred new hot spots will have erupted.  

Well, weôll see how many of ôem I can hit. 
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16 March 3135  

DropShip Esther Maize, Prefecture X  

Iôm still uncomfortable. People on Terra seemed too distracted by everything else in The Republic to remember to be covert ï 

when, of course, troubled times are exactly when you nee d to be more covert. Iôm really not sure why itôs still bothering me now 
that Iôm safely off-planet, but it is.  

This is going to be a long one, heading out to the edge of Prefecture I. I knew Iôd be back there before long, but I didnôt know it 

would be thi s soon. But thereôs enough going on to keep people concerned, and I have the real bad feeling that once I land Iôm 
going to be hit with more from that firebrand Wainwright. The manôs got the sucking pull of a black hole, and the influence heôs 
brought to b ear on The Republic should be beyond his abilities. But isnôt that the dream of all humankind: to get more from life 
than we deserve?  
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17 March 3135  

I wish I could say that this doesnôt scare me, but it does. This is from the Ingress News Times. 

The Last Wo rd: Nuclear Bonds?  
by G. Fredrick Will  

With all the discussion surrounding the possibility that the Capellan Confederation used nuclear weapons in its conquest of 

Acamar, certain other facts have gone relatively unnoticed. One such fact is the recent revit alization of the Oriente Protectorate 
under Captain -General Jessica Marik, and the recent overtures made by the captain -general toward Chancellor Daoshen Liao. 
Rumor has it that the captain -general sent envoys to the Capellan chancellor with an offer of al liance against The Republic of the 
Sphere. Given the fact that only the alleged use of nuclear weapons, despite the strictures of the Ares Convention, allowed 
House Liao to strike as deeply into The Republic as it did, it may be worthwhile for the chancell or to consider Jessica Marikôs 
offer.  

Such an alliance is not as far - fetched as it might seem: The parent nation of the Oriente Protectorate, the Free Worlds League, 

joined with the Capellan Confederation against the Federated Commonwealth in 3056 to wage an extremely successful war. If 
the Oriente Protectorate were to join the Capellan Confederation, the scattered forces of The Republic would likely not be ab le to 
repel them. The Oriente Protectorate would stand to gain a number of worlds ceded to The Repu blic just after the Word of Blade 
Jihad ï worlds that the Oriente Protectorate has long claimed.  

The downsides to such an alliance are minimal, but significant. The Oriente Protectorate would be associating itself with a p ower 
that has apparently shown its elf willing to flout the Ares Convention. This could lead some companies or states to levy economic 
sanctions against the Protectorate by proxy. War, however, has shown itself to be a strong motivator for economic growth, and  
a successful war could be just  what the captain -general needs to reconstitute the Free Worlds League.  

So what can The Republic of the Sphere do to prevent the Oriente Protectorate from joining the conflict? At this point, it re ally 

has few options, all of which are limited by the prese nce of the splinter factions fighting within The Republic. One option is to 
look to its neighbors for assistance. Until recently, The Republic of the Sphere has enjoyed good relations with its surround ing 
states. But this seems unlikely to succeed given th at the Federation Commonwealth, Draconis Combine, and Lyran Alliance have 
all recently lost supporters within The Republicôs borders. It seems that The Republic must hope for a diplomatic solution, or 
trust in the madness of Chancellor Daoshen Liao to prev ent an alliance between the Capellan Confederation and the Oriente 
Protectorate.  
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21 March 3135  

JumpShip Regal, Prefecture I  

Iôve had way too much time to think, and the more I go over it in my head, the less sense it makes. I mean, the Ghost Bears? 
Invade?  How out of character is that?  

So then I think this: Wainwrightôs theory is clearly wrong. But he believes it. And his sources, whomever they may be, believe it. 
And heôs made enough of a case to convince others. 

So we have (at least) two options. First, t he Ghost Bears have totally lost their heads and turned their backs on everything that 

made their Clan what it was. Second, some third party wants everyone to believe the Ghost Bears are up to something and has 
done an incredible job planting enough inform ation to convince people that this could actually happen.  

I think the second explanation is both more likely and more frightening.  
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22 March 3135  

Why is it I get the feeling that some of the stuff Iôm carrying around isnôt as random as Iôd like to think it is? 

5 March 3135, Log -Entry Transcript Excerpt  

Merchant - class DropShip Burning Starways  
Captain Hector Ian, Commanding  
St. Andre  

...even sure why I bothered. Cramped DropShip. Got that rattle in the heating system that Chief Gantz canôt seem to track 
down,  and that, of course, routes through the bulkhead just aft of my cabin.  

And I hate ï hate! ï dirt -side ports. How do I always forget that? And theyôre especially bad along this stretch, with the war 

mucking up what used to be a sweet run. All this new snar king red tape. Suspicious glares. Boarding party after customs 
inspection after political interview.  

What? They think Iôm spying for The Republic? 

Who needs that kind of bilge?  

The way the Cappies are moving stuff around so openly, organizing right there o n the spaceport tarmac, it donôt take a cloak-

and -dagger expert to see that itôs all a sham anyway. Mighty Capellan war power. Sure. What I saw more than anything was 
merc troops. Lots of them. And the local grapevine is full of that news as well. Few regu lar line units have shown their faces on 
St. Andre. All hired guns, bought and paid for off Westerhand.  

Some units I recognized. The Long Striders. Burrôs Cobras. Canôt miss those crests splashed over the sides of a few grounded 
DropShips. But there were a  lot more, too, scraped off the sides and the bottom of the barrel without even a unit patch to their 
name. Just a few rifles, war surplus socked away by Daoshen or old Sun -Tzu, Iôll bet. 

And the Mag units, of course, though that hardly came as a surprise.  Has there been a Cappie conflict in the last hundred years 
that didnôt borrow troops from the Magistracy? Or from somewhere else? Always getting someone else to fight their wars. 

Now them, the Mag, they did try to keep away from us. Always at a distance, or where they didnôt think weôd see. But you canôt 
miss a Canopian field unit. The turquoise and black. The three -star crest. The long hair they allow under relaxed regulations.  

Those tight officer uniforms showing off curves that belong under a pleasure c ircus tent.  

Make a good dog break his leash.  

No pleasure circus has been set up that I saw or heard of, though. And no orbiting party -vessel, either. Thought about asking, 
but I figured it wasnôt worth the trouble. Questions arenôt exactly encouraged when the Cappies come to town, are they? More 
likely, asking after local Mag ships would get me a visit from some Maskirovka agent and another ñinterview.ò Who needs it? 

Yeah, feels like business as usual with the Capellans. They donôt got so much as they want everyone to believe. Grab a few 

worlds. Shake down the neighboring systems for some protection money, maybe. Put the fear of Liao ñdivinityò into The 
Republic. Same old, same old. They probably have their main line units resting on a safe Confed planet, re ady to throw back any 
attempt at a counterattack. Thatôs my bet. 

What else could they be planning, after all?  
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What happens when you put all kinds of words in a search engine? Letôs find out. 

PLEX Search Engine Results  

Found: 1,152 titles/entr ies matching criteria_Capellan+war; St. Andre+troops; New Aragon+war+Paladins; New Aragon+St. 
Andre; Terra+Capellan; Terra+Paladins+troops; Anders+New Aragon; Bannson+($ et al)...  

1. Troop Consolidation on St. Andre  

St. Andre, March 19, 3135  

A parade, head ed by a company of McCarronôs Armored Cavalry, swept through the capital today, accompanied by marching 

bands from 50 different high schools and vehicle after vehicle of waving politicians, officers, and celebrities. Marching tun es 
included the Capellan An them, Liaoôs State Address, and works composed by Po Singh Li, a popular Capellan nationalist. 

Although some reporting did focus on the lack of regular line military, the Confederation went out of its way to display a 

battalion from the Magistracy Home Gua rd, which anchored the festive procession. And guarding every intersection and rooftop 
was a mercenary cadre composed of many different units. Most notably...  

2. St. Andre Worries New Aragon Politicos  

New Aragon, March 24, 3135  

Dynasty Party leader Hu Khan  Sei issued a scathing response to Governor Groganôs statement that St. Andreôs recent embrace 

of Capellan nationalism reflects an armed enforcement of Capellan culture against Republican freedoms. That such ñshows of 
spontaneity are shams, meant to dissua de fence -sitting politicians from undertaking the necessary defense of our borders.ò 

ñThe governor should be worried,ò said Hu Khan Sei. ñIt is clear that she understands little of the desires and basic heritage of 

so many of her own constituents. The Repu blic effectively managing to suppress Capellan heritage, which so many took pride in 
for centuries, does not mean that a resurgence is anything more than a natural expression of expanded freedoms, not 
restrictions. Or does the governor believe that behind every flag -waving mother is a mercenary with a rifle pointed at her 
children? This only goes to further prove...  

3. Paladins on New Aragon Discuss Ongoing War Policy  

New Aragon, March 23, 3135  

On the record, Paladin Anders Kessel made it clear that local R epublican representatives do not expect a large offensive to 

sweep over New Aragon anytime soon. ñI have discussed this with Sire McKinnon and others,ò he promised. ñThe current 
Capellan policy seems to be one of containment, not conflict, when it comes to  New Aragon.ò When pressed, Sire Kessel would 
not comment as to why that was, or what advantage he or the other paladins hoped to take from it.  

Although New Aragon has not been immune to Capellan depredations, it does seem that the level of warfare visited  on 

neighboring worlds such as St. Andre and Menkar is, in fact, missing here. Some analysts believe that this is because of New 
Aragonôs deepening political crisis. With the rise of the Dynasty Party, and Governor Groganôs current disfavor, the 
Confederat ion may be waiting for a political maneuver to hand over the world withouté 

4. Bannson Ties the Knot with House Liao?  

St. Andre, March 16, 3135  

According to unnamed sources, Jacob Bannson, CEO of Bannson Universal and the most successful and important busi ness 
leader within three Prefectures, has married a distant relative of Chancellor Daoshen Liao. The wedding supposedly took place  
on the world of Sian late last year, and it has been kept a secret pending the outcome of the war of Capellan aggression.  

Talk of this unlikely union reached St. Andre just this week, perhaps prompted by rumors that Bannson Universal is supporting 

the Capellan war effort. Given Jacob Bannsonôs diverse interests and known stance on remaining a neutral party, it is likely that 
sub sidiary businesses have taken Capellan contracts. However, most close associates of the business tycoon think it is unlikely 
that he has chosen this time to marry, or that he would accept a Capellan bride, no matter how strong her ties to the powerfu l 
fami lyé 

Page 2, 3, 4, 5 (more)...  
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25 March 3135  

JumpShip Regal, Prefecture I  

Iôve known for a while that I canôt just sit around during long hops. Skills like mine get rusty quick, and I donôt like to go more 

than a couple days without getting some practice. O n long trips, that comes from mingling with other passengers. Usually Iôm 
just getting fun stuff: whoôs on vacation without their spouse, that kind of thing. But thereôs a group of people, four of them, 
who are simultaneously hiding something and dying to tell someone what they know. Theyôre pros at covering up, but info like 
theyôve got is too interesting to keep a lid on for long ï it seethes out from under any lid they put on it like the hot water it is. 
Thereôs something happening on Wyatt. Theyôre being cagey, but Iôve squeezed that much out. And whatever it is, itôs not small. 
Not small at all. I hope to have more before Vega.  
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29 March 3135  

I am reminded that the olfactory prowess of sharks has not been exaggerated.  

Editorial Sudeten Star - Lance  

I write  today because the blood in my heart boils over. I do not pretend to be politically astute, nor would I ever pretend to be 
as tactically instinctive as the great warriors of our Clan. I do, however, know an opportunity when I see one.  

If I, as the owner of  several small mining outfits, were to learn that holdings claimed by rival corporations had lost contact with 

their superiors ðnay, with anyone beyond local boundaries ðI would consider this an enormous boon. A chance. An opening. I 
have men and equipment a t my disposal, and it is very likely that my goods are far closer to these sites than to their owning 
corporations. What do I do? I send my men, I send my ships, and I claim these assets for myself. I am a shrewd merchant, and 
I say this only because I can  prove it. Only humble modesty keeps me from revealing myself in this letter, because I appeal to 
all of you readers as a fellow Clansman ðnot as businessman with clout and prestige.  

Some assets might be easy to take. I might find it useful to take my time in acquiring many of them, sending some of my more 
inconspicuous personnel to collect and gather information on the current standings of each operation. Some assets might be 
desperate for real management and will readily agree to my offers.  

Some might not.  Loyalty runs deep, and even though it may be arrayed against me, I respect it. And this is where my money 

and the quality of my men and equipment come into play. Some outfits I will purchase outright. Though my monthly 
expenditures will be prohibitive for  a month or three, depending on the asset acquired, the immediate profit loss will be worth it. 
Some outfits will require more duress. I am not afraid of such tactics, and ðI arrive at my point ðneither should we.  

The Republic is coming apart at the seams. I  have seen warriors of our Clan chafe at sitting quietly, training every day to keep 

themselves sharp and deadly. I can only acquiesce to the wisdom of our great commanders, and I know that they bide their 
time for a reason. Because clearly the moment of r eturning ðthe moment of finishing what we have started ðis upon us. The 
Republic was ill -conceived from the start. It allowed weakness of all kinds to reside in it and make it soft. And now it reaps the 
fruit of those unaddressed maladies.  

Tradition is a pow erful thing, methods established long ago by people wiser and stronger than me. Methods whose very 
soundness has been proved by the passing of time. Do things that fail, last?  

And so it is time, with this most - timely HPG collapse, for us to make our presen ce known once again in the Inner Sphere. Not as 
we are now, but as we should be. As we will be.  

Our Clan knows and understands how valuable and important the work is that we nonwarriors perform. In our decades of 
softness ða harsh word, but I am deeply awar e of our storied warrior history ðwe have become comfortable with our lot, with 
the small struggles we have on the worlds we claim.  

No more. Terra calls, on frequencies no HPG could ever transmit! The weakness of The Republic has shown itself utterly, and 

though I do not know who or what has taken down this communications network, I thank them in my prayers every morning. 
Remember Tukayyid, as if we could ever forget. Because this is our chance to finish what we started those decades ago.  

ðAn anonymous but c oncerned civilian, merchant, asset manager, and acquirer  
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Wrinkles, wrinkles everywhere. Comments to come after Iôve had time to digest this. 

Contact Report  
27 January 3135  

Emil,  

Iôve successfully made contact with the target, thought it wasnôt easy. Sheôs more skilled than reported, as she was able to spot 
and ditch two of my operatives.  

I reacquired her trail two days later. She was hiding out at the Cross Creek Motel. It was a stroke of luck that I found her,  
actually, as I stumbled into her  coming out of a communal restroom.  

I waited a minute for her to get outside before I stepped out of the restroom. She had begun to head south down the street. 

Snowfall was heavy at the time, and I could tell she was nervous about being out in the open. Se veral times I saw her checking 
for a tail.  

I radioed Chandra to pick up her trail, while I moved to get ahead of her one street over. Chandra radioed back that the targ et 
was getting jittery, which I expected. We had dogged her for nearly three weeks, and her nerves had to be frayed.  

The target soon moved into the alley that I had positioned myself in, in anticipation of her looking for cover.  

When she leaned back against the alley wall, I knew she was exhausted. Her posture gave it away. Not only that, but  she was 
scared. I quietly tapped out an order for Chandra to cross by the opening of the alley in order to distract the target.  

She froze at the sound of crunching snow beneath Chandraôs footfalls, turning to draw a weapon. I moved in closer. Then I 
notic ed a change in the targetôs body language; she had sensed my presence, as expected. 

But she was too late.  

When she turned, I placed the muzzle of my weapon against the back of her head and told her to hand over her weapon, which 
she did. Smart girl.  

Hereôs the recorded transcript of our conversation:  

MD:  Donôt try anything stupid, Norah. Or should I say, Cassandra Raines? Hand me your gun. Ah! Slowly, there you go. 

CR:  Who are you and how do you know my name?  

MD:  How I know you is not important, though I su ppose I should tell you something: My name is Donelly. Sam Donelly. I know 
all about you, dear. Youôre goodðreally good. This is why I am talking to you instead of killing you. The Republic requires your 
special talents, Ms. Raines.  

CR:  Oh and how might th at be?  

MD:  We want you to help us bring down the rest of the Kittery Renaissance for starters. After that, weôll see. 

CR:  Betrayal? Just like that?  

MD:  Yes. 

CR:  Thatôs pretty presumptuous of you, donôt you think? 

MD:  No. You see, I know your history. I kno w who your grandmother was and what she did, just like your mother and father.  

CR:  You should find higher -quality sources, Mr. Donelly: Iôm an orphan. My family died in a fire. 

MD:  Yes, you are indeed an orphan, but not for the reason you believe. Your gra ndmother was a ROM counterintelligence 
operative. She fought against the Blakists both before and during the Jihad. Your parents were Ghost Knights, murdered by neo -
Blakists. You were placed with a special family who would care for you.  

CR:  I donôt believe you. How do you know all of this?  

MD:  There are some things even the Paladins and Knights donôt know. Thatôs why I am here delivering this message. 

CR:  And if I refuse?  

MD:  Then Iôll have to realize this missionôs other ending. 
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CR:  Congratulations, Mr. Do nelly. I must submit to your powers of persuasion; it looks like Iôm your agent provocateur. 

MD:  Thatôs good to hear, Norah. Welcome to the team. 

Then I safed my weapon. Sheôs currently in our safe house outside of Geneva waiting for further interrogation and your orders.  

Respectfully,  

Mason Dunne  
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04 April 3135  

JumpShip Regal, Prefecture I  

In -between wriggling information out of the four techies that are my new best friends, I had a chance to review some of the 

hundreds of files the friendly folks of Terr a dumped on me. A lot of itôs uselessðalready too old to do me any good ðbut buried 
in the dirt I found a gem.  

Dunne managed to turn Norah.  

Thatôs an impressive piece of work. Just finding her mustôve been hard enough, but getting her to turn is a tremendous coup. 

True, it would be more significant if it werenôt for the fact that other groups have eclipsed Kittery Renaissance in terms of the 
threat they pose to The Republic (what with their way bigger armies and all), but itôs good work nonetheless. 

Dunne ha d better be careful, though ðone reason Norah might have decided to turn is that sheôs already figured out a way to 
use her new position to undermine The Republic, going from double agent to triple agent in one quick move.  
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JumpShip Regal, Pref ecture I  

Three little letters. Three magical little letters: H. P. G.  

Thatôs what my techie friends know about. Weôre finally getting serious about firing it up again, and maybe we will. I hope, I 
hope, I hope!  

If I were more poetically inclined, Iôd write an ode. Iôd call it ñOde to Data,ò lauding it as it hurtles through known space at 
speeds greater than anything else we know. Truly a glorious thing.  

In case you canôt tell, I really, really want it back. Godspeed, my techie friends! 

Incidentally, Iôve got another new friend besides the techs. I didnôt choose this one, though; he chose me. He hasnôt spoken to 

me at all, but I keep seeing him wherever I go. Much as Iôd like to think heôs just smitten with my beauty, I imagine his motives 
are more sinister. Heôll bear watching. 
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Bannsonôs getting sloppy. 

Confidential Bannson Universal Document  

Styk: On Further Review  
Prepared by Senior Engineer Walter Plunkett (RA)  

I am uncertain where to begin.  

Security, I suppose. It was just as stringent as I expected. The time I spent waiting allowed me to examine the four VTR -9K 

Victor s on display at the local spaceport. They were not older machines, as I thought they would be, but neither were they line 
equipment: They were unfinished shells, lacking any fus ion engines or final control components. They could be made battle 
ready in a handful of weeks ða few months perhaps ðbut only with a knowledgeable team and the right components.  

It wasnôt too hard to get close to them, which led me to believe that Iðand oth ers on -world ðwere supposed to. It also led me 
to decide that there would be no strong turnout of military materiel from Styk. Not in the near future. Another empty Capella n 
threat.  

Another effective ploy! Circles within circles. What a tangled web Daoshen weaves.  

The factories, sire, are not only working, but they are in excellent condition and have no shortage of workers. There are sat ellite 

facilities spread all across Styk, most of them with redundant sites capable of assuming a full load in case any one  facility (of a 
certain type) is damaged, destroyed, or captured. And the main assembly plant! With a large underground network, safe from 
anything save perhaps orbital bombardment (and I wouldnôt bet too heavily against that either), the above-ground faci lity could 
be brought down, and still ôMechs could be produced, stored, and shipped as needed. 

There are automated rooms where a single worker might oversee a molding press to shape armor or see that an actuator is 

tested to its demanding limits. And there  are a number of team -orientated rooms where the majority of all final production takes 
place. Hardly an assembly - line mentality, but with enough educated and dedicated manpower, production goals will not be 
difficult to meet.  

In fact, there was enough ind ustrious activity going on that I began to wonder why I, and the rest of my team, were brought in 
at all. Soon, Daoshen would be storming the battlefields with legions of new Victor  assault -class BattleMechs.  

And then I saw something I was not meant to see  so early in our . . . indoctrination. I should have guessed it, though, given the 
wide range and redundancy of the satellite facilities. They are not making just one type of BattleMech here. On a testing ran ge 
yesterday, I saw the first of a new style of BattleMaster , I am sure. Very similar to the Steiner variant and, looking at some of 
the overall build and the main gauss weapon, also not dissimilar to the Victor . This was certainly why the facility was chosen (by 
Daoshen or The Republic?) to begin produ cing this new assault -class machine.  

I canôt be sure that there is much difference at all, in fact, between this BattleMaster and others, except for cosmetic changes 

meant to give the ôMech a more Asian look. But I am guessing that they are incorporating a few equipment variations, thus the 
additional engineers and techs ðthey are trying to solve some flaw they discovered in field trials.  

The more I see, the more I discover there is to learn.  
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11 April 3135  

DropShip Mercury, Prefecture I  

What a surprise. Alth ough my tech friends have departed on a different course, my silent friend has stayed with me. Heôs really 

quite bad at his job ðI wouldôve noticed him much sooner on the Regal  except I was distracted by the difficulty of yanking 
information from the techs.  If he were any good, or decently funded, he would have a teammate or two, and they would have 
found some angle to watch me from, where I wouldnôt have seen them so easily. This guy is one of those types who thinks 
holding a scandal sheet in front of his f ace will make it so that I donôt notice him. 

So Iôm not terribly worried about him, but still, a tail is a tail. Iôll shake him on Vega, and that will end it. 
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12 April 3135  

Bannsonôs even sloppier  than I thought, but apparently so am I. The Styk report I l ogged last time had a preview ðand possibly 
a sequel. Iôll keep perusing... 

Confidential Bannson Universal Document  

Styk: On Arrival  
Prepared by Senior Engineer Walter Plunkett (RA)  

I have to admit, I was prepared to be underwhelmed by what I would find on Styk. A world that The Republic would let go so 

easily, I assumed, the Capellan Confederation would not find reason to garrison so strong or to factor in so heavily in their  war 
plans.  

I became quickly disabused of that notion when we were met by a Capella n WarShip while traveling in -system!  

A Feng Huang ïclass cruiser! If there are more than two of them in existence, Iôd be surprised. And one of them is here, in the 
Styk system, intercepting all inbound and outgoing traffic. We were boarded, searched by Con federation Marines, and 
interviewed (albeit briefly, thanks to our bonafides) by Maskirovka officers.  

Styk, as you may know, has a checkered past. During the Marik -Liao Offensive of ô57, it was one of several worlds that House 

Liao failed to reclaim. But i t was able, on its own merits, to throw off Davion stewardship and assert its independence for a short 
time. (No, sire, I am not a historian. But the DropShip has an excellent library, and I looked it up.) By agreeing to a partn ership 
with Gan Singh, they formed the Styk Commonality, which managed to remain neutral until Liao finally rolled in and established 
dominion once again during its Xin Sheng campaign a few years later. The world was lost to Word of Blake during their Jihad, 
and it was held until the  final years of that war when it became contested between the Capellan Confederation and the forming 
Republic. It was one of the reasons House Liao fought so hard.  

What made the world so attractive to all was, of course, the Tao MechWorks facility. House D avion helped to retool this long -
abandoned factory in order to produce the VTR -9K Victor assault BattleMech. I would have thought the facilities ruined in all the 
fighting, or, at the least, mothballed to the point of obsolescence when The Republic pushed through its disarmament policies.  

It would seem that neither happened quite as any of us suspected. Either that or the Capellans intend to pour more resources 
into the industrial complex than we anticipated.  

I wonôt get to the industrial center for at least a week, Iôm told. Clearances. Security. More damned background checks and 

polygraphs, no doubt. These facilities are either extremely important to the Capellans or all this is some of the best milita ry 
misdirection Iôm leaning only slightly in favor of misdirection, mostly because I think I was meant to see the lance of new Victors 
standing at silent attention on the spaceport tarmac. Of course, they could have been standing there for a month or a year. 
They could have been old machines scoured down to fr esh metal and put on display.  

Damn. Theyôve got me running in circles. I know enough to begin asking intelligent questions, but not much more. Not yet. 
Whatever they are up to, the Capellans have learned very well from past mistakes and are going at this i n a whole new way. It 
will make my real job here more difficult, but where there is intrigue, there is usually information worth guarding. Let me s ee 
what there is to learn here. See exactly what it is they want from me ðand from us.  

When I know more, sire,  so will you.  
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Not good.  

Confidential Bannson Universal Document  

Styk: A Final Report  
Prepared by Senior Engineer Walter Plunkett (RA)  

This may be my last report for some time, sire. In fact, I may be killed before much longer.  

I can verify th at my earlier reports have been accurate to the extent that anyone can be trusted to know what is happening here 

on Styk. Tao MechWorks has been refurbished, and it appears to be making Victor  and Zhang -da-shi  (BattleMaster ) designs at a 
feverish pace. Liv e-fire tests continue. There is still no obvious transport method in place to move these machines off planet, 
and the on -planet forces and local security make taking this world all but impossible, unless an army could be raised that would 
be capable of tak ing worlds like New Aragon ðor Terra itself.  

The troubles with the Zhang -da-shi  seem limited to command and control functions, meaning that not every MechWarrior can 
pilot one of these new designs. How extensive these problems are, I cannot say.  

Many machin es are prepainted with the crests of Capellan warrior Houses, McCarronôs Armored Cavalry, or the insignias of 

secondary line regiments. As far as I know, the machines are being delivered as marked. I have seen empty hangars and 
abandoned DropShip landing p ads. But I have yet to see one machine loaded and lifted off of Styk, though certainly they must 
be taken away and shipped by some method.  

There is still so much to learn here, so many leads I have yet to follow. Not the least of which is how this ðall of t hisðwas 

accomplished in such short order. Millionaires ðand, in effect, new Capellan lords ðhave been created virtually overnight. But the 
amount of resources and funds spent here ðthough boggling ðcannot begin to explain the speed at which the Tao MechWorks 
plant has been brought online. The only explanation, in my professional opinion, is that the Exarch or some very powerful nobl e 
(acting on his own or in concert with others) had already made significant headway in advancing the local military - industrial 
com plex before Liao ever took control of this world. In so doing, this person may have handed the Capellan Confederation the 
keys to The Republicôs downfall. 

This is where I must leave off, if I am to get this message away. Time is of the essence. We understo od from the first that the 

Confederation would tightly control all security and access, but still they needed the extra hands and minds badly enough to 
justify bringing us in. Our connection was to be sparingly used, but reliable. We never assumed the Mask irovka would truly 
attain a deep penetration into our network.  

They have.  

My usual ñconnectionò has been terminated. Literally. I managed to find a way to jump several levels in order to get this final 
report to you, but after that, the agent passing this along will be going underground. It is all very confusing, and if I did not 
know better, I would say that Bannson Universal has been heavily infiltrated by Liao sympathizers. Or, possibly, it is a 
competitor fomenting inner struggle among highly placed exe cutives. Whatever the reason, sire, do not expect another status 
report for some time, if ever.  

And guard your local communications network with great, great care and suspicion. There is no telling how far the treachery 
extends.  
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DropShip Merc ury, Prefecture I  

Look at me ðIôm gone again. This is what I get for trying to have a spot of fun. I relay some of the stuff I learned from my 

techie friends, and I am told to get my pretty little rear end off of Vega as soon as possible. Where to? Prefectu re IX, finally. 
Been wanting to go there for a while, and it should be fun.  

Bad news is, Iôm not traveling alone. I tried to lose my other new friend on Vega, but nothing doing. I thought he was just some 

chump, because heôd been so obvious, but now Iôm worried itôs something else. Maybe he was letting me see him as a 
challenge, a way of telling me that he was so good at keeping up that he didnôt need to be subtle. 

Iôm more worried now. 
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18 April 3135  

JumpShip Star of Kerensky, Prefecture I  

This is when slow  information hurts. This is when I needed to know something the day ðthe hourðit happened, instead of 
learning of it 10 days later. Ten days later !  

There is no more Senate. Levin disbanded it, just like that. ñWe have shown ourselves to be divided,ò he said, in the most 
colossal understatement since Aleksander Kerensky said, ñIôll be back soon.ò So long, see you later, good-bye.  

But itôs not that easy, of course. Iôm sure he anticipated the reactionðI can feel it already on the ship. The bluebloods are up in  
arms, raging on and on about Levinôs ignorance, his unmitigated gall, and his lack of popular support. 

As a courier, Iôm not supposed to get involved in these things, and I need to keep a low profile. But tonight, when I am certain I 
am alone and unwatche d, I will raise a glass of champagne and silently toast the Exarchôs cast-iron guts.  
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JumpShip Star of Kerensky, Prefecture IX  

Iôve been watching my friend in return. Iôve given up trying to shake himðbig as they are, a JumpShipôs too small to get away 

from a dedicated tail. Iôve come to a few conclusions about him. Heôs probably from The Republic, or at least some aspect 
thereof. Heôs got all the right mannerisms. He also has pretty refined, expensive tastesðIôve seen him sneaking a drink from a 
bottle of Alioth wine, and a quick check with the shipôs stewards confirmed they hadnôt brought any aboard themselves. 

Anyone who packs Alioth wine across the galaxy is likely to be a blueblood, which has got me thinking more about the Exarchôs 

executiv e order. Clearly, the problems in the Senate didnôt pop up overnight, and the Senate might have been digging in its 
heels before the order finally came down. All this is to say that the senators, who are the bluest of the bluebloods, might w ell 
have an int erest in tailing people who they think are valuable to The Republic. All of which makes me wonder why heôs following 
me.  
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26 April 3135  

Being a member of the courier network has its privileges ðespecially when youôre owed a favor or two. 

Kev Rosse Personal J ournal  

Spirit Cats Enclave, Outside McPherson, Marcus  
Prefecture VIII, The Republic of the Sphere  

Star Commander Nikki brought me a package today, delivered by special courier. I knew there was something familiar by the 

way the package was wrapped. Once I opened it and dumped the contents into my hand, I knew who had sent it: The origami -
styled Nova Cat in the palm of my hand confirmed it.  

Benjork Nova Cat. Ah, Lone Cat. I thought I would never hear from him again. Though a pleasant surprise, it drudged up old 
memories. Painful memories that troubled my spirit.  

I lovingly laid it down on my desk. Its head seemed to track my every move, watching. I felt a little uncomfortable, a little  cold. 
I dismissed the feeling, yet still it stared at me, judging.  

The pac kage also included a holo -disc, which I plugged into my personal holo -player. I watched with fascination as the screen 
flickered to life and displayed the Nova Cat symbol. Soon it faded, and Benôs face appeared. 

He was older now, hair bleached silver with time. His face had a few more scars than I remembered. Still, his eyes held the 

intensity of a much younger and hungrier warrior. There was a smile on his face ðsomething that Ben did not display often. 
When he spoke, his baritone voice was still rich and s trong. Impressed by the confidence in his voice, I found myself answering 
him.  

ñGreetings, Ovakhan. It is me: Benjork Lone Cat.ò 

ñAnd to you, my old friend,ò I answered. 

ñI know I am the last person you expected to hear from; however, something has prompte d me to contact you.ò 

ñI guess time does heal all wounds,ò I found myself saying. 

ñBy now I am certain that you have heard of what transpired here on Alkalurops. You will be pleased to know that the path I 

journeyed for so long has finally ended. Even stil l, I found it necessary to seek a vision quest for guidance in my new position as 
Legate.ò 

That was interesting. I was proud of him for trying to find his place in life. I knew Ben was serious when his eyes narrowed and 
the wrinkles around his eyes became more pronounced. I leaned even closer to the viewer to make sure I did not miss what he 
was about to say.  

ñAfter spending seven days fasting, I was rewarded with another vision. I know it is not unprecedented to have more than one 
vision, but it is still n ot common.ò 

ñAff,ò I responded automatically. Unlike Ben, I am not a ñtrueò Nova Cat. I am a descendant of those Nova Cat warriors of Delta 
Galaxy who followed Stone. Ben, however, was a true Nova Cat.  

ñI am telling you this because I need your insight ðbecause I cannot speak of this to the Nova Cat oathmaster.ò 

Truly, my friend had forgiven me.  

ñAfter placing my veneers in the fire, I closed my eyes in meditation. When I opened them, I saw flames of black and silver. 
Hovering above was the symbol of The Rep ublic. Haggard and torn, it was pierced by multiple swords from all directions. Blood 
poured from the wounds. Finally, it exploded, disintegrating completely.ò 

I sat in stunned disbelief. For how long, I do not recall: I had the same vision, not two nights  ago.  

I stared at the Nova Cat origami when I spoke: ñOld friend, I believe we have foreseen the death of The Republic.ò 
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DropShip Hollyberry, Prefecture IX  

Initially, I wanted to come to Skye because it looked like one of the true hot spots i n The Republic, where the constant threat of 
hostilities had boiled over in recent months. Hot spots are always more fun than cold spots.  

That was, of course, before the whole Republic became a hot spot. Throw a dart at a map of The Republic, thereôs a good chance 

youôll hit a planet engaged in battle, a planet where fighting is imminent, or a peaceful planet with local troop movements that 
might indicate when the fighting will begin.  

In short, every planet in The Republic is now really interesting. Which i s bad from the point of view of the people who, you 
know, have to live here ðbut great for business.  

It takes a little luster off my visit to the Isle of Skye. Itôs no longer a unique pool of violence; now itôs just another part of the 
ever -growing storm.  
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That buzzing in the hornetôs nest just got louder. Really. 

Aliezhyn -054: Deposit 2933, synchronize at aforementioned hour; signal reference 05.03.33  

[[begin encryption Lazarus -13]]  

It is just as you suspected. Forces are mobilizing across Sude ten, as far as intelligence can demonstrate; check with outlying 

sources A, F, and G for corroborating data. Am working on getting dossiers on faculty in academy. Low to negligible chance of  
infiltration; data useful nonetheless. In general, infiltration a  greater risk. Morale increasing. See commentary on broadcasts 
below.  

Hydraulics Subtechnician Teresa remains uncompromised. Have searched for possible source of breach, but found none so far. 
Please see included crystal for further details. Will increase surveillance frequency, but recommend searching for breach 
elsewhere.  

Local broadcasts have increased. Some entertainment, though most programming is now local news and historical 
documentaries. Tearful review of glory days, patriotic schmaltz. Mood growin g restless, expectant. Trials of Grievance up 
threefold. Two fatalities in past week. One fatality an older, unpopular officer with conservative views. Other fatality, unt ested 
warrior. Training exercises up by 25 percent. Increased use of real ammunition.  May explain accelerated technician tracks.  

Work staff at most Borealtown industrial zones up by 200 percent. Recommend additional personnel to augment monitoring. 

Stick with low -skill laborers. High demand right now, some officers struggling to fill roste rs, likely not to check thoroughly. Will 
recommend placements in next missive. If Uomi -393 available, request presence. U393 ideally suited for this environment.  

Traffic into and out of location up by 323 percent. Intense mobilization! Military and civilia n activity each equal. Infrastructure 

being carefully maintained; evidence of long - term use and occupation of facilities.  

Back to Teresa. Mentioned, in casual conversation, ideas for her ñthesis.ò This and other factors indicate high mobilization at 
earlie st levels. Academy track for technicians usually three years. New activity indicates acceleration to half that, if not faster . 
Some rumors of ñon the jobò training. Something very big about to happen. Working on details, nothing surfaced as yet. 

If ñthesisò is valid, may indicate unexpected levels of innovation in JF ranks. Suggest seeking corroborating data from alternative 
sources and locations. Again, U393 ideal for additional local coverage.  

New placements should occur before end of next month; evidence  of new security protocols, much higher complexity than 

previous. Will likely not interrupt this operation; however, may affect any new missions in area. Recommend additional 
placements in surrounding municipalities.  

[[end encryption Lazarus -13]] **asynch* *  

**UPDATE** Deposit 2944, asynch AM -PM drop. Location redirect. Protocol refresh. All protocol, one year, disregard. Asynch 
ONLY. U393 requested.  

[[begin encryption Wencesz -07]]  

Held report for one week; drop impossible, new security procedures. Massive m obilization. Live ammo training daily. Technical 
academy now accelerated to one year. Regular channels of arrival compromised. Safe for incoming ground; no direct spaceport 

arrival.  

Lyrans are topic of daily discussion; nothing clear. Mobilization clear in dicator of organized assault, likely in the next 12 months. 
MiningMech fabro working 24 -7; enough retooling inside; final products could be anything. Most likely not industrial.  

Technical academy curriculum change: Morning PC now includes heavier combat tr aining. Mood is entirely changed. Removal of 
nonessential ops highly recommended. Security measures of greater complexity, updates every day (possibility of updates in AM  
and PM by next week).  

For continued quality of data, U393 absolutely necessary. Also recommend Ginro -251 and Ximenez -992. Do not relocate 

personnel from Lyran locations! All intel indicates push toward Terra. Inevitable. No solid data to prove, but what else coul d it 
be? 

Consider relocation of this agent. Status uncompromised, but possible  overstayed welcome. Channels closing for my talents. 
Relocate to Skye? Decision ASAP. Will wait three months for reply. If in danger of compromise, will leave by middle of fourth  
month.  

Drop rescheduled, now asynch. No more direct contact.  

Brace yourselve s.  

[[end encryption Wencesz -07]] **asynch**  
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Heavenôs Gate, Ryde, Prefecture IX 

Iôm in enemy territory, and it looks like Iôm going to have to get used to that particular thrill. Weôre losing. It feels like more and 

more planets are slipping a way each day, and I imagine the powers that be are going to want me in those spots. Fun for me, but 
pretty damn terrible for the incredible shrinking Republic.  

The Jade Falcons are an interesting lot. I think whatôs most unnerving is their calm in the face of chaos, but I guess thatôs what 

a firm sense of destiny does for you ðyou know where youôre going to end up, so why worry about how you get there? We could 
swarm this planet with every ôMech we have and stomp every last Falcon machine into fine metal dust, and they would just 
shrug, mumble something about destiny, and get ready to hit us again. When youôve got a destiny, you donôt stay knocked 
down for long.  
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Ooh, ComStar bits.  

Situation Report  

To:  Paladin Kelson Sorenson  
From:  Alexi Holt, Knig ht Errant  
Classification:  Eyes Only  
Attachment:  Encoded file ï 3113.HZ.WB 12k  

Sire Sorenson,  

My infiltration of ComStar is nearly complete. The history you had prepared for me proved invaluable. I expect to pass my fin al 
indoctrination shortly. Once comple ted, Iôll be inducted with the rank of acolyte. 

This, however, is not the reason for my report: I uncovered data while attempting to locate the whereabouts of Tucker Harwell . 

The attached file gives you the information I retrieved. Unfortunately, much of t he data is corrupted or intentionally edited by 
others.  

Transmission Code: Velvet Level Access Only  

Date: [data corrupted]  

To: Precentor ROM  

From: Tempest Stryker  

RE: Unit Dispositions  

Per your request, I have gathered specific information on unaccounted - f or Blakist units.  

The 3rd Division (Pure Thoughts and Actions) [data corrupted], however, a few of the level IIIs survived 

to [data corrupted].  

The 10th Division [data corrupted], listed as destroyed, remnants scattered throughout the [data 

corrupted] peri phery. Though they fought against [data corrupted], most were able to [data corrupted].  

The 11th Division [data corrupted], though the unit was located on [data corrupted] and [data 

corrupted], along with supporting units. This division may still [data cor rupted].  

The 12th Division (Harbingers of Blake) [data corrupted] moved from base in [data corrupted] on orders 

from St. Jamais. [data corrupted] located mercenary command Blancôs Coyotes in the [data corrupted] 

system after they broke [data corrupted]. A portion of the Coyotes [data corrupted] Samoyedic Colonies 

[data corrupted]. The Bloodletters (level III unit) [data corrupted]. Prior to the Regulan sterilization 

of Circinus, Precentor Decline Chaney ordered the remaining 12th [data corrupted] with the M aster and 

followed [data corrupted].  

Sire, one might infer that the Master -ð and perhaps some of the Blakist troops --  may still be alive. These are my thoughts, 
though I am not an intelligence analyst; perhaps you will choose to make this information ava ilable to those who are? I am 
certain they can provide you with a better analysis.  

I did acquire the information on the Samoyedic Colonies. It is a 12 -world system in the deep periphery. Allegedly, Blancôs 

Coyotes returned from this system after misjumping  ð- some four decades after the event. Curiously, the local population is 
alleged to have interplanetary travel capability and other advanced technologies. I have encoded the coordinates in this 
message; you have my activation code.  

Iôll leave it to your judgment whether to inform the Exarch, though he may need to know. Based on the resurgence of the Com 
Guards and other activities we have uncovered, however, ComStar may know exactly what happened. We should take care to 
protect The Republic from a ComStar who, it seems, has reverted to what it was before the split.  

Until next time, sire; I am your humble servant.  

Alexi Holt,  
Knight Errant  
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Yeesh, talk about your podunk city writers.  

Voidrunner  Canôt Make Kyrkbacken Run, Needs Spare Parts Sao Paulo, Asuncion, Prefecture VI  
by Terrence Smythe  

The JumpShip Voidrunner , so long the strongest and most dependable link in the communications chain between Asuncion and 

Kyrkbacken, has been forced to cease its tireless journey because of a malfunction in its  Fuchida -Kearny drive. Legate Rodrigo 
de la Cruz released a statement today announcing that although Voidrunner  is unable to swim between stars, he and Governor 
Peter Ogden will be doing everything in their power to ensure that communications remain open w ith Kyrkbacken until 
replacement parts have been brought in from New Canton. A list of the parts that Voidrunner  needs will be going out with the 
departure of the JumpShip Crimson Hawk tomorrow, bound for New Canton along the usual series of relays.  

But co uld the loss of the Voidrunner ôs Fuchida-Kearny drive be the last nail in the coffin of Asuncionôs isolation? Even with the 

Voidrunner  in perfect shape, we got news of happenings throughout The Republic of the Sphere only twice a month, and the 
captain of the Voidrunner  had long been telling Governor Ogden that so many jumps were creating excessive wear and tear on 
the aging JumpShipôs interstellar driveða warning the governor ignored until it was too late.  

Now that the Voidrunner  is offline, it may be mont hs before we have regular communication with the rest of The Republic, and 
with events rushing forward all around us, by the time we hear about important events, it may be too late to do anything abou t 
them. Although this reporter certainly doesnôt support any rash actions, the governor and legate should have known what they 
were doing when they insisted on pushing the Voidrunner  beyond her limits.  

Winona Everren, a former engineer aboard the Voidrunner , spoke with me about the situation.  

ñThe FKD [Fuchida -Kearny drive] had this funny rattle every time we kicked it up, but it always worked,ò she said. ñWe couldnôt 
figure out what it was that was causing the problem, so we just left it alone.ò 

Frankly, it startles this reporter that such a vital piece of mach inery would be maintained by people who did not know the first 
thing about fixing it.  

Although both Governor Ogden and Legate de la Cruz have promised that the Voidrunner  will be fully functional within three 
weeks, this reporter has his doubts as to wheth er any part of their ñtoo little, too lateò policy will succeed. 

[Deandra: This is about as overdone and hammy as Iôve seen, and Iôve seen some pretty overdone stuff. But the point is 
still important: The JumpShip relays that were set up after the HPG netw ork went down are starting to fall apart, and itôs 
going to take some serious work to get them up again. As an interesting side note, the Sentinel  published the following 
column the next day. Looks like Smythe got just what he deserved for writing this rot .]  

The Asuncion Sentinel  would like to apologize to Governor Ogden, Legate de la Cruz, and Ms. Winona Everren for comments 

made by Terrence Smythe, former Sentinel  reporter. The editorial staff of the Sentinel  wishes to assure the governor and legate 
that we have every confidence in their ability to guide the people of Asuncion through these difficult times.  
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Location Unknown  

Is this on?  

Hello?  

What ... where...?  

I still have it. The recorder. Why did he leave that? Took everything else. Why did he leave that?  

Oh, God. He thinks Iôll talk. He thinks Iôll be incoherent, and Iôll talk into the recorder by reflex, and Iôll say stuff he wants to 
hear.  

I wonôt. I wonôt say anything. Thereôs nothing to say. Iôm just a courier. Thereôs been a mistake. I donôt know anything. 

Oh, God.  
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11 May 3135  

Unknown Location  

I think Iôll sing: 

Iôm a little teapot short and stout 

Here is my handle, here is my spout  

When I get all heated and release some gas  

Tip me over and kiss my ass.  

You hear that? I know the drill he re. Take it away for a few days, keep me in isolation, give it back, and then Iôm so grateful and 
so disoriented that Iôll spill my guts into the stupid machine. 

Well, I guess itôs not a bad plan. Except Iôve got nothing to tell you! Iôm a courier! Youôve made a mistake! Play all the games 
you want ðI still wonôt have anything to say. 

Bastards.  
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16 May 3135  

Unknown Location  

Iôm not sure where I am. Theyôre moving me, but Iôm not sure where. I was unconscious most of the time, but I woke up for a 

few minutes i n what I thought was a JumpShip. I was in an empty, sterile room, so really I couldôve been anyplaceðbut it felt 
like a JumpShip.  

Then I was out again. Then conscious. Then out again. In the same room. And it still feels like a JumpShip. So I think Iôm 
mov ing somewhere, but I canôt say where. 

Theyôve lightened up on the interrogation. Theyôre just keeping me drugged and out of it. Not fun, but I donôt hurt as much. I 
imagine the only reason Iôm awake now is they forgot to redose me. 

Footsteps coming down th e hall now. They remembered. Nighty -night.  
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Unknown Location  

I donôt know. I donôt know what youôre talking about! I go to Terra all the time ðthatôs where work is. 

[unintelligible input]  

No, no, no, not the, no, not é 

[unintelligible input]  

Wha?  My, uh, my, é oooooohh. 

What?  

Recorder?  

I donôt know. I donôt é oh, God é 

No. No, I didnôt. Not on purpose. I didnôt activate it on purpose. 

Turn it off. Yes. I will. But my arm. I canôt move my arm. I canôt feel anything there anymore. 

The red button. Pr ess it. Thatôll turn itð 
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Unknown Location  

Dunwallop slew on the kailin brosh. Vrip! Vrip! Heedle heidle hodle.  

Krrrrrrrrrrr. Bunsocket.  

Fancilface. Bennis lawg with geedle fram. Pankling. Pankling on the majintour.  

Hee hee! Majintour! Pankling on the majintour! Get it?  

No? 

Krrrrrrrrrr. Bunsocket.  

Vreeep vreeep vreeep vreeep vreeep.  

Vreeeeeeeeeeeeeep.  
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Unknown Location on Skye, Prefecture IX  

Iôm out. Damn them all to hell, Iôm out. 

Shouldnôt talk much. Shouldnôt make noise. Theyôll be looking. Donôt know how many there are. Donôt know how much they care 
about tracking me down.  

Away from any cities, towns, anything. Pretty sure Iôm on Skyeðtwo suns, lots of fog, accents on the few voices Iôve overheard. 
Where I wanted to be, but now I do nôt really want to be here. Too much trouble. 

Need to sleep. Find a copse of trees, leaves. Dig a hole. Hope I donôt sleep in it forever. Then maybe food? Jaw hurts too much 
to think about chewing.  

But I made it out. Nice to sleep without four blank walls around me.  
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The world doesnôt stop while youôre away... I donôt have the energy for this right now. 

From the office of The Honorable Raymond Fritz, Muphrid System Governor  

To Deandra Lowe, Independent Courier  

Muphrid System Government Independen t Contractor Agreement  

This Agreement is entered into by Deandra Lowe (hereinafter ñIndependent Contractorò) and the Muphrid System Government 
of Prefecture X of The Republic of the Sphere.  

The parties hereby agree to the following terms, conditions, and p rovisions:  

I. Term of Agreement  

The term of this Agreement shall end upon completion of the agreed -upon delivery.  

II. Services Performed by Independent Contractor  

Independent Contractor will perform the following services for the Muphrid System Government:  

1. Transport official mail packets from the Muphrid system to the Yorii system.  

2. Transportation includes ensuring that official correspondence is not tampered with and that it reaches the appropriate 
government authorities in the Yorii system.  

III. Paym ent Terms  

Independent Contractor will receive 1500 Republic Stones upon intact delivery of the official mail packets to the authorities  in 
the Yorii system.  

IV. Independent Contractor  

Independent Contractorôs status in all matters pursuant to this Agreement shall be that of an independent contractor. 
Independent Contractor may not directly or indirectly represent or imply in any way that he or she is an employee of the 
Muphrid system government. Independent Contractor, in the performance of this Agreement, will be acting in his or her 
individual capacity ðnot as an agent, employee, partner, joint venturer, or associate of the Muphrid system government. 
Independent Contractor shall not have any right, power, or authority to create any obligation, express or im plied, on behalf of 
the Muphrid system government. Independent Contractor is liable for providing all necessary insurance to protect against loss es, 
claims, injury, damage, compensation, and/or other actions for which Independent Contractor is responsible.  Independent 
Contractor will be solely responsible for payment of any and all taxes levied and assessed under any law with respect to rewa rds 
given to Independent Contractor under this Agreement.  

V. Terms and Conditions  

The Muphrid system government reserv es the right to modify the terms, conditions, and policies applicable to Independent 
Contractorôs services provided pursuant to this Agreement at any time without prior notice. 

The Muphrid system government reserves the right to penalize Independent Contra ctor if he or she has not provided services in 
a manner consistent with this Agreement. Penalties may include, but are not limited to, reduction in payment and/or inactivat ion 
of Independent Contractor status.  

VI. Indemnification  

Independent Contractor her eby agrees to indemnify, defend, and hold harmless the Muphrid system government from and 

against all claims, actions, lawsuits, losses, damages, and expenses (including, but not limited to, attorneysô fees) arising from 
Independent Contractorôs acts or omissions.  

VII. Governing Law  

This Agreement and Independent Contractorôs participation in the Program shall be governed by and construed in accordance 
with the laws of The Republic of the Sphere and the system and planet of Muphrid without reference to any conflict of laws 
principles.  

VIII. Entire Agreement  

This Agreement constitutes the entire agreement between the parties with regard to the subject matter hereof, and supersedes 
any prior oral or written agreement regarding the same.  

Signed,  

Danielle Gryf, Aide to the Honorable Raymond Fritz, Governor of Muphrid  
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03 June 3135  

Outskirts of New Glasgow, Skye, Prefecture IX  

I almost feel sane again. Itôs a miracle. 

Let this be a lesson to all would -be jailers, kidnappers, and all others who want to hold on to someone against their will ð
deranged people generally need to be watched more carefully, not less.  

I think this lesson has sunk in pretty well in jails and hospitals across most of civilization, but you amateurs sometimes st ill have 

trouble with the concept  (thank God). I put on my deranged act for a few days (and, honestly, I didnôt have to act that hard), 
and the more I kept on gibbering, the more they lost interest in me. As their visits and supervision eased, I had more time t o 
work on loosening bonds, f inding exits, that sort of thing. The fact that they were pretty much starving me helped, because I 
could fit through some really narrow spaces. I bet they looked at that floor vent a million times and thought ñItôs okayðno 
human could fit through that.ò 

Suckers.  
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07 June 3135  

Even the Falcon chicks are building weapons!  

Aliezhyn -054: Deposit 2956, asynch luck -of - the -draw; signal reference 15.07.33 [[begin encryption -Santiago03]]  

*Transcribed conversation between this agent and Dual Track Hydraulics Subtechn ician Teresa. Entire conversation recorded for 
thoroughness; salient points marked with emphasis.  

T 
Gary! Hey! Over here!  

A 
I tell you, I just want to die.  
[pause]  
Then I might actually get some sleep, quiaff?  
[half -hearted laughter]  
Would you like some co ffee?  

T 
Neg! Coffee is no good.  

A 
This is decaf.  

T 
So you drink it just because it tastes good?  

A 
I drink it black. It keeps me awake just fine that way.  

T 
What do you have next? I can barely remember my own scheduleé. 

A 

Information Systems. Oh ðI wanted to  know if it would be all right if I took some of the data from Electricals to plug in for test 
architecture.  
[pause]  

T 
Okay.  

A 
If you would prefer not to do this, I do not mind. It just seemed like a good idea. We have the data handy, and if my work is  
cor rect, then we get some free analysis in the bargain.  

T 
If your work is correct.  

A 
Nice to hear the faith you have in me!  

T 
I would not want you to think that Iéthis data is important. 

A 
Resistance ratings of different superconductors?  

T 
There is a reason I  chose the project we have.  

A 
Okay.  

T 
I want this to be a part of my thesis.  

A 
Ohhh. I have heard you say some things about your ideas, but not very much.  
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T 
IðI do not want to jinx it. [nervous laugh]  

A 
I can help you, if you like.  

T 
This is my thesis.  

A 

So? There is no reason I cannot contribute data analysis, quiaff? Maybe I can be your QA person. You do your analysis, and the n 
I back it up. Thoroughness is a sure sign of diligence.  

T 
Neg. You will laugh.  

A 
I promise I will not. But I think it is a shame that you have so little confidence in your idea.  

T 
I have full confidence in my idea. I justéhesitate to talk about it when the idea has not been fully developed. 

A 
Sounds like weakness to me.  

T 

[pause]  
Reconsider your words.  

A 
How can I? Your threat is em pty.  

T 
The idea is not yet fully formed. It is unseemly to display something malformed, quiaff?  

A 
Neg! This is how we ensure the idea is strong and benefits the Clan.  

T 

[pause]  
What you say is true.  

A 
What matters most is that this benefit the Clan, quiaff ? 

T 
Aff, aff. But I feel I should not need help.  

A 
Help does not indicate weakness. It indicates thoroughness. You are simply being extremely cautious with all your work.  

T 

[pause]  
Simply put, it is an extended -range plasma cannon.  

A 
Has this been tried be fore?  

T 

In the little research I have done, I have seen some evidence of it, but it has not seen much success.  
[pause]  
I would welcome your expertise on this. My math has never been that strong.  

*end transcription*  

[[end encryption Santiago -03]]  
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08 June 31 35  

Outside of New Glasgow, Skye, Prefecture IX  

Hereôs the dilemma: First, Iôm in enemy territory. Not a great thing, but not so bad, either, because couriers, cogs in the world 

of commerce that they are, get better access than do a lot of other folks, like  military and government people. But the second 
thing is the real problem, and itôs this: Thereôs no official record of me coming on planet. Iôm pretty sure my kidnappers didnôt 
bother to get the appropriate visas and other crap. I believe I was just smugg led in. Possibly in luggage.  

Oh, and letôs not forget number three: I have no identification. The kidnappers have all that stuff. And all my money. So 

although Iôd like to get off planet, my current status is pretty much Homeless Vagabond. Tough to get on board a DropShip that 
way.  

Luckily, I have connections. But Iôve got to get to the city, which means my next course of action is getting my fingers all loose 
and nimble and ready to hunt through some innocent peopleôs pockets. 
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13 June 3135  

New Glasgow, Sky e, Prefecture IX  

Asylum. Wonderful, glorious asylum. Not the political kind, of course ðtoo complicated, too fraught with national loyalties. No, 

itôs the business asylum Iôve got, and itôs wonderful. Safe in the protective grasp of Periphery Express. And they have a shower. 
A shower . Heaven.  

Thankfully, my reputation with PE is such that they donôt ask too many questions when I find myself in a bind. They just help me 
out. I love these people.  

Iôll be out again tomorrowðmy little side trip has put me behind  schedule, so thereôs no time to sit around. And Iôm going out 

with an extra mission in addition to the work backlog. The face of my old friend, who followed me across The Republic, is 
emblazoned on my brain. Iôll find him. 
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16 June 3135  

The mole is blinkin g in the sunlight againé. 

Aliezhyn -054: Deposit 3001, asynch AM/PM double -blind; signal reference 22.12.31 [[begin encryption -Ignatius18]]  

As planned, will be staying as second - tier student - instructor. Dual Specialist Track Subtechnician Abruzzi detailed t o new unit. 
Determined information on project as follows:  

Viability of new weapon chancy at best. Not likely to be implemented in foreseeable future.  

More importantly, size of forces mustered is enough to comprise three Galaxies. Verifying numbers as of ti me of this report.  

Coordinated efforts with Uomi -393 indicate focused intent on Inner Sphere, primarily Terra, via Lyran Commonwealth. Status 

against Wolves unclear; recommend relocation of Ginro -251 (see prior Wolf infiltration reports for further conside ration). If 
Wolves confrontation is a goal, reassign Ximenez -992 for opportunity assessments. The splitting of forces must be supported.  

Secondary evidence of Falcon infiltration into Sphere. Nothing very clear; however, all indications are that infiltrati on is single 

person or isolated cells. Purposefully disjointed chain of command. Fairly sophisticated operational procedures, especially f or 
Falcons. Assassination attempt unlikely. Intelligence gathering most likely goal. Corroborate with M. Perry. Reques t information 
from Static Assignments if necessary; allow extra time for clearance verification.  

Outside news increasingly difficult to find. Most news propagandized, inaccurate. In next Objective Brief, please include gen eral 
news update from INN and othe r sources.  

Local laws and restrictions heightened in city and surrounding regions. New drop schedule successful; will adjust again in on e 
month to prevent patterning.  

Current production at highest in weeks. Mostly small materials, perhaps small arms, infan try equipment. No hard evidence, but 

most vehicles from MiningMech factory appear to be BattleMechs of varying designs. Few support vehicles, not enough seen to 
say for certain.  

Surprising amount of consumables ðrations, uniforms, ñhouse wares.ò Leave every week on a freighter. Destination not 
revealed. Presumably coreward.  

Academy tracks accelerated to single year. Incoming classes tripled. Some minor technicians, NCOs, being graduated and 

deployed in 3 ï6 months. Many headed coreward. Recruitment at all - tim e high; selectivity very high as well. Veterans on -planet 
being deployed, replaced with newbies. Makes drops easier. Possible drop increase if intel warrants it.  

**UPDATE**  

Invasion of Lyran Commonwealth. News is nonstop, word of crushing defeats on Porrim a, Chaffee, and Ryde. Brutality on 

Chaffee and Ryde unthinkable. Are numbers accurate? Hamilton gone? Horrifying vid from Ryde invasion: Malvina Hazen 
screaming and bleeding, troops howling behind her. Propaganda? People here eat it up. Frenzy of fervor; d angerous mob 
mentality. Many people from academy staying on campus, locked in dormitories. Not a bad idea.  

Never seen this before: partying for two days straight. Celebrations, drunkenness. Even the factory scaled down for a few hou rs. 

Movement into Laiaka , Alkaid? Rumor, no evidence. Please verify or corroborate, reply with data. Status of Zebeneschamali and 
Carnath unknown, presumed conquered. Please update on this as well. After Ryde, possible movement to Zebebelgenubi, 
Kimball II. Alcor and Mizar? Too f ar from verified line of movement, please clarify.  

Will overstay welcome soon, probably. Will be reassigned to new post by end of training year. Sounds like coreward, but diffi cult 
to say. Stay in current mission? No guarantee of placement. Will fall out o f contact for at least three months. Can we afford it?  

Also, what is Republican reaction to Falcon activity? Have heard in other intel circles that something is breaking in Knights . Any 
truth to this?  

Combine made its move; how is it pressing its advantage ? Lyrans on defensive, no offensive plans? Even thwarted by invasion? 
Also, status of HPGs. Still down for foreseeable future? Has sublink system been established as planned? Pony express very 
tiresome, highly unreliable. Very expensive. Please send fresh funds in next drop. Also, a bottle of whiskey. The booze is 
insufferable here.  
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17 June 3135  

JumpShip Periphery Express XI, Prefecture IX  

The blessing and the curse of torture is that you can never remember it all. Your mind mercifully suppresses a lot of i t, plus part 

of the exercise is to make you confused and disoriented and not sure of what youôre saying. And when your mind is in that state, 
you just donôt remember much. 

Which is good. I remember too much as it is. The pictures in my mind are horrid, and  I shudder each time I remember these are 

things that happened to me . The pain, the humiliation, the anger, the complete degradation comes back with each memory I 
have, so itôs good to have only the few images I can dredge up. 

But when I find him ðah, thatôs a time Iôd like to have each and every memory clear in my mind. So when I do whatever it is I 
decide to do, Iôll know exactly why Iôm doing itðand why he has it coming.  
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21 June 3135  

People are scared all over the place. They should be.  

Hey there, fair re ader. If this is your first time glancing over my scattered electrons in the sky, Iôm just a gal trying to make 

sense of the world ðand to make sure that the kind of stuff that usually falls through the INNôs cracks ends up in your hot little 
hands anyway. Information wants to be free, sez I. So if you ever have a line into something astoundingly cool, strange, 
outrageous, impossible, or just plain astounding, donôt hesitate to drop me a line. 
ðRilke Spess, concerned citizen of the Republic of the Sphere  

Okay, so, for those of you who werenôt aware of it already, the Falcons are blazing a bloody path toward Terra. I mean, pretty 

much so. Itôs looking really, really grim. You want to see grim? Take a quick gander at this transcript I found, from some local 
Skye news broadcaster. Iôve only read it, I havenôt even heard it, and it still makes me cry. We are all in some SERIOUS trouble. 
I know I post stuff here two, three times a day, and I always have my tongue firmly planted in cheek, but thereôs nothing else I 
can say. I guess it all reads glib.  

Iôm terrified, people. Not that it helps all that much to say itðwell, actually I think it does ðbut maybe itôll make you feel a little 
better, too.  

I have something else that might make us all feel a little better. Barel y, but Iôm grasping at straws, okay? Run with me, here. 

So, weôve got the unimaginable violence and brutality on Chaffee and Ryde. But have you guys read about Summer? Alkaid? Itôs 

not the same thing. Itôs like night and day. Gentlemanly diplomatic offers and counteroffers ðall at the point of a sword, donôt 
get me wrong ðbut people are TALKING. Not slaughtering. Especially not civilians.  

So, whatôs happening here? Is there a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde thing going on with Falcon leadership? Is it a psychological 

experiment? Help me here, people. Anyone is welcome to comment, but Iôm especially interested in hearing from the 
academicians among us.  

COMMENTS  

H. Murakami  
Posts: 521  

Unless you grew up in the Clans, understanding them is almost impossible. I know only that the Falcons are really staunch 
traditionalists. I donôt know what Kerensky had to say about how to wage war, at least not like this. If anything, Iôd say that 
Mongol tactics arenôt very honorable. Maybe there is an ideological split in the Clan. But I donôt think itôll help us, or the people 
of Skye, in any way. And that transcript? Heartwrenching. I can only imagine. Iôm scared weôll be seeing that soon. 

Rilke Spess  
Posts: 4122  

Scared is the watchword of the year. Ever since the HPGs went down, itôs all gone straight to hell ðfor pretty much everybody. Is 
the Republic so bad that people want out? If so, I donôt understand it. Maybe someone can post and give me a clue. 

Guest  

The Republic is a sham it was going to fall apart anyway. Noone believes that ma ny people can be good and noble and careing. 
Corruption is coruption.  

Rilke Spess  
Posts: 4122  

I was going to slam you for your hideous abuse of the English language, but Iôm just too heartsick to do it. And for anyone else 

whoôd like to give me some anti-Republic clarification, please cite some reasonably hard evidence. And use the freakinô 
spellchecker.  
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22 June 3135  

JumpShip Periphery Express XI, Prefecture VIII  

You want proof that Iôm good at what I do? You want it? Iôll give you proof. April 4, thereôs your proof. I said Wyatt. I said HPG. 

And what do you know, while Iôm being beaten and drugged within a millimeter of my life, it turns out the old HPG on Wyatt 
came to life. Could I have been more  right?  

Not sure what it all means, though. The network shou ld be repairable, but it doesnôt seem like weôve made great strides since 

Wyatt came back online. The whole networkôs not working yet, not by a long stretch. Weôre still pretty much in the Dark Ages. 
But thereôs hope that itôll be fixed, which is more than I had before. I love those techies I met even more now than I ever have!  

In other news, Iôve been cleared for work, and the shipôs captain has let me know weôre going to Murphid, where work awaits. 
Canôt wait to see what it is. 
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Howdy Max,  

All  these little brush -wars have been causing havoc with my supply lines. Do you think you could get the following items out to 

me on Nashira? I should be stopping there in the next couple of weeks, and I can get it then. I know that I could pick up som e 
of t his stuff on the open market there, but itôd be much easier if it was all waiting in one batch. 

Global Enterprises Low -Rise Hiking Boots, brown; L iberty Industries Model 6 Weight Resistance Machine; Eselda Loose -Weave V -

Neck Shirt, Republic Red, size small  (I got an annoying hole right along the waistline of my last one); Nano -Laboratories 
Incorporated Printer Cartridge for a Senetex F32 data -pad (make sure itôs for the F32; the last batch I got was for the F34, and 
the blasted things didnôt work at all); Gin, two bottles (Bombay Opal only, I donôt know what that last lot you got me was, but it 
was vile); an AC/DC Power Adapter for my data -pad; Realisis Hop -Up Caffeine Pills, two bottles; Reading Light, Landmark 
Technologies goose -neck type; Yeancy Technolog ies Travel Alarm Clock; Gio-Avanti Type II Electric Toothbrush, with recharging 
base; Ozawa Fudge Company Milk Chocolate Fudge, 2 kilos (I wonôt eat it all at once, donôt worry); V ictory Conditions, Inc. 
Model TC300 Light Laser Pistol; Eight extra battery packs, V.C.I. LLP011 Laser Pistol; Reading Line Noise -Canceling 
Headphones, slim - line for use with a flight helmet (I broke my last one in a hard landing, and the noise of the engines has been 
driving me batty ever since); N ine 8 -packs of AAA batteries, ni ckel cadmium; One Brainard Trading Company Shoulder -Bag, 
khaki with brown trim; Risk Systems Wireless Stylus Model Tee -Kay 4 -21; Powered Hand -Drill, Tactical Advantage Ltd Model 
367H; L ipton Iced Tea, plain, 1 case (I once had the tea they make over on Lip ton, and ever since then I canôt get enough of it); 
Anwar City Curry Company Hot Curry Paste, 2 jars; Norm Bars, 1 case, peanut butter cup flavor (I really hate these things, but 
they keep you going when you need a bite quick, and I ran out on my way to Yo rii); Seven Blank Memory Chips, high capacity; 
Risk Systems Graphic Interface Monitor; Eight - foot Extension Cord, with ground; V ictory Conditions, Inc. Mark IV multi - tool; 
One copy ñDominion over All ò by Signus Wainright; L andmark Technologies Series IX h olo - link adapter; and Thirty 36 Solaris 
VII Championship season holodisks.  

On a side note, never get caught carrying mail. The temptationôs huge to dip in and take a look at some of what youôre carrying, 
but theyôve got enough security on most official Republic Mail that even I couldnôt crack into it. I tell you, it was pure torture 
carrying that pouch from Muphrid across to Yorii and not even being able to peek at any of the juicy details I knew I was 
carrying (thatôs why I ran out of Norm bars; I kept eating the nasty things to keep my mind off of what I was carrying).  

Thanks Max ðI owe you one.  

Deandra  
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27 June 3135  

DropShip Murphidôs Law, Prefecture X 

Neither rain, nor snow, nor psychotic terrorists treating my body like some sort of pharmaceutical testing  lab can keep the mail 
lady from her appointed rounds. . . .  

Itôs one step ahead and two steps back, isnôt it? One minute Iôm feeling a little better about The Republic and our communication 
capabilities. The next Iôm carrying the bleeding mail. That doesnôt say much for our communications network, does it? 

Part of me wants to go out and throw myself into the chaos surrounding The Republic to see whatôs going on, but another part of 

me wants to stay right here in good old Prefecture X, since by the time I g et to the most far - flung reaches, it may turn out that 
the planet Iôm traveling to has been conqueredðbut word of the fall didnôt get to the ship carrying me. That kind of situation is 
bad for business.  
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Sometimes Iôm contracted to carry the strangest things. This notice was totally unencrypted. I doubt that Ms. Haefitch is going 

to be particularly happy about that, as it looks like this Aaron Sanfield was in too much of a hurry to get her (or more like ly 
Bannsonôs legal team) to look at this to get it encrypted.  

From:  Aaron Sanfield, Director and CEO, Sanfield Disposal Services  
To:  Victoria Haefitch, Vice President, Bannson Enterprises, Ltd.  
Re:  Termination of Service Notice, Nirasaki City, Nirasaki, Prefecture II  

Ms. Haefitch,  

Given the relatio nship between Sanfield Disposal Services and Bannson Enterprises, it is my duty to inform you that we are 

ceasing our business relationship with the municipal government of Nirasaki City until Governor Yamaguchi can assure us that 
our needs will be met. We  have taken this action due to repeated delays in payment accompanied by increased demands on our 
resources and time.  

Although these delays represent a significant loss of revenue ðwhich will be sorely missed in these trying times ðI believe that 
the present  arrangement is simply not profitable or sustainable in the long term, and this suspension of service will allow us to 
renegotiate the contract with Governor Yamaguchi.  

For your records, our list of grievances is as follows:  

Payment for services rendered h as been delayed on several occasions due to supposed ñcash-flow problems,ò periods in which 
Governor Yamaguchiôs government has been unable to obtain the necessary funds to tender payment at appointed times. 

Both the municipal and system governments have m ade repeated demands upon Sanfield Disposal Services and our personnel 

above and beyond those described in our contract with them ðdemands which have also not resulted in payments and which 
likely will never result in payments because they fall outside our current contract.  

The various promises made by the municipal and system governments in exchange for the above additional services rendered 
by Sanfield Disposal Services, including special tax credits and the waiving of certain fees, have not been fulfilled  at this date.  

In response to this blatant abuse of the goodwill of Sanfield Disposal Services by the municipal government of Nirasaki City and 
by Governor Yamaguchiôs system government, we have informed said governments that we have ceased service to Nirasaki City 
and to all other settlements and facilities upon the planet of Nirasaki.  

Following the protest of our actions by Governor Yamaguchi and Legate Larsen, Sanfield Disposal Services submitted an updated  
contract, with the following clauses added:  

All  payments due to Sanfield Disposal Services are to be tendered to the Sanfield Disposal Services main office within two days 

of the first of each Terran month. If all necessary payments are not tendered by the aforementioned deadline, Sanfield Dispos al 
Ser vices will cease all services until such time as all overdue payments have been presented to the Sanfield Disposal Services 
main office.  

If additional services are requested of Sanfield Disposal Services, or if current routes are modified at the request of  either the 
municipal government of Nirasaki City or the system government, additional fees will be charged by Sanfield Disposal Services . 

The exact fees, a specific timetable for their payment, and specific penalties for lapses in payment shall be agreed upon by all 
parties involved at the time the additional route or route change is requested.  

Your thoughtful response is appreciated,  

Aaron Sanfield  
Director and CEO  
Sanfield Disposal Services  
ñClean Streets, Happy Citiesò 
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01 July 3135  

JumpShip Tradition,  Prefecture X  

Iôve been lining up my ducks. Since the mail mission isnôt exactly a brain stretcher, Iôve had plenty of time to think of something 
else, and mostly that something involves the best way to locate my friend the kidnapper.  

Iôll have access to plenty of resources on Terra. The only thing I wonôt have a lot of is time. Iôll be on planet for no more than 36 

hours. Naturally, I wonôt sleep. Iôve made appointments, booked times at restricted terminals (if this isnôt the right time for me 
to call in a  few favors, when is?), and otherwise plotted out every second of those 36 hours. I donôt plan on processing any of 
the info I get while Iôm thereðIôll just gather. Then, when Iôm back on a ship and have gotten some sleep, Iôll see what I have. 
It better b e useful.  
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05 July 3135  

Looks like things got heated on Glengarry. I wonder if anyone saw that coming?  

Glengarry Rocked by Skirmishes  

Hawkeville Post -Times ; Hawkeville, Carnwath; Prefecture IX  

Citizens of Carnwath have recently been looking to the skies as word trickles through to Hawkeville of recent fighting on nearby 

Glengarry. Apparently some members of the governorôs cabinet were displeased with the election of Jonah Levin to exarch of 
The Republic of the Sphere and were planning a coup to take control of the system and declare themselves independent from 
The Republic. The Republic Armed Forces (RAF), however, got word of the proposed treachery and dropped hot into the 
governorôs mansion and the adjoining militia compound. 

Our sources say that the fighti ng was quick, but that damage to the city was heavy. Evidently, although the mansion was 
quickly and effectively taken by armored infantry squads from the Hastatii Sentinels, the mixed force of ôMechs and armor that 
stormed the adjacent militia compound we re met with stiff resistance. The Allied Press is reporting that a single Havoc  
BattleMech and three modified Industrial ôMechs faced down the Stalking Spider  and Crimson Hawk  ôMechs fielded by the 
Sentinels, inflicting heavy damage on the RAF ôMechs before they were disabled or destroyed and their pilots captured. In 
addition to the ôMechs, several militia vehicles were deployed to fight the RAF forces, including an assault tank of an undisclosed 
type. Despite the weight of firepower available to the trait ors, the RAF forces were able to force the rebels to break off combat 
and flee the city.  

The squads of Hastatii Sentinels troopers in Achillius and Cavalier battle armor were able to take out the mansion without ev ent, 

although one of the Governorôs aides, a woman named Annette Sullivan, was able to escape before the armored infantry squads 
sealed all the exits.  

It was only when militia units from outside the capital struck the Hastatii Sentinels the next day that Sullivanôs importance was 
fully realized. W hen the initial attacks were driven off, and the new captives debriefed, they all mentioned Sullivan speaking with 
them and onvincing them that the RAF force was there to kill the governor and legate. The commander of the RAF force 
immediately began organi zing his meager resources to scour the city and surrounding countryside in search of the escaped 
traitor.  

Within two days the Sentinels had combed the entire city, aided by units of the Glengarry militia still loyal to Legate Nicol ette 

Iniku and The Republ ic of the Sphere. Toward the end of the second day, a squad of Sentinels found the apartment building that 
Sullivan was using as a bolt -hole, and they threw up a quick perimeter. More loyalist units quickly arrived on the scene to 
replace the Cavalier squa d, allowing the armored infantry to storm Sullivanôs refuge after a short standoff. One trooper was 
wounded, but none was killed, and Sullivan was safely taken into custody.  

Knight -Errant Sanford Wilson is currently assisting Legate Iniku with repair effor ts and in setting up a temporary government 

until a replacement for Governor Weslean arrives on Glengarry. Our own Governor Xianglo has generously offered assistance, 
but Knight -Errant Wilson has refused all but minor aid from Carnwath, given the proximity  of the Jade Falcon incursion and the 
nearby activity of the secessionist faction called the Stormhammers. Our prayers go out to Knight -Errant Wilson and the people 
of Glengarry ðmay their recovery be quick.  
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06 July 3135  

JumpShip Manifest Destiny, Prefectur e X  

Woooooooooo. Did I actually make it to Terra? Iôve got some memories of staring at screens, at talking to people in very loud 

and urgent tones, and imbibing liquids that were only slightly less potent than amphetamines, but the rest is a blur. I donôt 
remember seeing the outdoors at all. I think I was on Terra, but it could have been any planet with anonymous offices and tig ht -
lipped bureaucrats.  

Iôve got a lot here. Intel on active terrorist groups, on new groups formed since the Senate went the way of all things mortal, on 
methods, on tactics, on Donder, on Blitzen. . . .  

Whoops. As we can plainly see, I havenôt made much time for sleep yet. Maybe a little rest would help this data make more 
sense. Sounds good to me!  

Got a few stops in Prefecture II co ming up. The Dragonôs been a little unruly, so itôs time for some poking around. 
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07 July 3135  

As Iôve said before, sometimes the strangest things find their way into my hands. Although this ñProject Icicleò is evidently being 
tested out on Furillo in the L yran Alliance, Iôm guessing that the guy who hired me to move it was from the FedSuns. 

From:  Damean Nacht, Chief Science Officer, Project Icicle  

To:  Leutnant -General Erich Von Bulow, Commander Project Icicle  
RE:  Live -Fire Test  

Herr General,  

I have the most  unpleasant duty to inform you that our first live - fire test of Project Icicle is a failure. Although the Project has 

worked through several simulated fire trials, and has not had a problem in 11 months in the laboratory, the system proved too  
complex and hazardous for true field use until significant improvements are made.  

The exercise centered on a single Project vehicle ðLuetnant Jaochim Von Heldenbergôs Zeus  BattleMech, ñDortmundòðand a 
platoon of armored infantry from the security detachment. The Zeus  was outfitted with half the normal complement of heat 
sinks to facilitate testing, and had its weapons set to training levels. The security forceôs Fenrirs were equipped with live 
ammunition and fully functional weapons.  

Testing began with repetitive firing  of Dortmundôs weaponry and a preliminary testing of the Icicle equipment. At this time, Von 

Heldenberg reported no problems, and the Project team likewise declared that their equipment was functioning as expected. The  
coolant flush was successful, and Von  Heldenbergôs BattleMech appeared to have recovered from all heat buildup. 

We then introduced the Fenrirs into the exercise and had Von Heldenberg react as he would in a combat situation. The Fenrirs 

advanced, firing on Von Heldenbergôs BattleMech. The Luetnant evaded the incoming fire, then returned fire, scattering the 
Fenrirs. Heat began to build up in Dortmund, and Von Heldenberg called on the Project vehicle to attend to his Zeus . The Project 
team reacted with admirable speed, but their cool under fire  when the Fenrirs returned and began firing in their general 
direction proved less than ideal.  

Although we have been unable to ascertain the exact sequence of events, we have been able to put together a rough estimate of  

what took place next. To the best o f our knowledge, one of the technicians attached to the Project Icicle vehicle panicked under 
fire and failed to attach the input hose to the Zeusôs heat sinks. The removal system, however, was engaged without error. The 
results were nothing short of spect acular and catastrophic. The Icicle system flushed the coolant from the Zeusôs heat sinks but, 
due to the technicianôs error, did not replace the missing coolant, causing a complete lack of coolant in the BattleMechôs heat 
sinks. This apparently caused the  BattleMech to experience an above -critical level of heat, resulting in the catastrophic 
detonation of onboard munitions. The resulting explosion destroyed the Project vehicle and personnel, and prevented the 
retrieval of Von Heldenbergôs body. 

Although th e test cost us expensive equipment and experienced technicians, it did gain us valuable knowledge about how the 

Project Icicle system works in a combat situation. The investigatory board that oversaw the inquiry has determined that the 
Project Icicle syste m must be considerably simplified to allow for easier linkage between the Icicle vehicle and the ôMech and to 
minimize the possibility of accident or malfunction under duress.  

We are currently working to solve the problems demonstrated by this first test, and I have every reason to believe we will be 
able to resolve these difficulties without any further serious problems.  

Damean Nacht  
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11 July 3135  

JumpShip Manifest Destiny, Prefecture II  

Sadly, my thoughts keep returning to my techie friends that I met on t he Regal . I thought I was being so charming, so smooth. 

I thought I had everything under control. But thatôs where I met my other friend, the one who tried to rearrange the molecules 
of my brain to resemble lumpy porridge. Maybe I wasnôt as smooth as I thought I was. Maybe I was too curious. And maybe my 
techie friends ðmy sweet, nice, cheerful techie friends ðthought I was asking too many questions and decided I needed to be 
watched.  

Or maybe it wasnôt them. Someone could have eavesdropped on my talks with the techies, someone who wanted to know what 

they were up to as badly as I did but didnôt have my social skills. This person could have heard me asking questions and then 
made all sorts of wrong assumptions about me, thinking I was something other than a cu rious courier.  

Whatever the case, I think I was incautious. And it cost me. Iôve thought a lot about it, and the Regal  seems to be where I 
stepped wrong. Thatôs where Iôm going to focus my investigation. 
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15 July 3135  

JumpShip Manifest Destiny, Prefecture I I  

Iôve been reviewing the list of passengers and crew who were on the Regal  when I was, and trying ðas much as possible ðto 

match names to pictures that might by floating around known space. The good news is Iôve pretty much cleared my techies. 
They were rea lly just cheerful people excited about their job. I donôt think they sold me out. 

The bad news is that I havenôt located my other friend yet. If he wasnôt an idiotðand he caught me, so clearly he wasnôtðhe 

used a fake identity to get on board. The question  is, was his fake identity totally made up, in which case I should look for him 
among the names with no pictures, or did he steal someone elseôs identity, in which case I should look for him . . . well . . . just 
about anywhere?  

Does it sound like Iôve worked for hours without a whole lot of progress? Yeah, it sounds that way to me, too.  

Nashiraôs next. Hopefully some good stuff waiting there for me! 
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19 July 3135  

Happened to be digging through the endless files of a merchant data -dump from a few months back  and came across this little 
tidbit.  

INTERSTELLAR FINANCIAL SERVICES CONSORTIUM (IFSC) Pan -Federated/Republic Markets  

IFSC Pan -Federated/Republic Markets has been involved in 423 financial advisory transactions in the Pan -Federated markets 
between 3130 and  3135 YTD.  

* Financial Advisory  
* Public Takeovers  
* Restructuring  
* Mergers & Acquisitions  
* Valuation & Due Diligence  

Total Requests: 12 Records (1 displayed)  

Client:  GioAvanti Holdings, Unlimited  
Advisory Type:  Divestitures  
IFSC Role:  Joint Financial Ad visor  
Faction:  Republic of the Sphere/Federated Suns/Lyran Commonwealth  
Sector:  Heavy Industry  
Deals:  3,134 ongoing  
Fiscal:  Undisclosed  

Advisory Description  

IFSC, together with Grand Federation Bank, was appointed by The Republic of the Sphere (via the Cha ncellory of the Exchequer) 
to work, as appropriate in conjunction with the Commonwealth Reserve Bank, as liquidator of GioAvanti Holdings, Unlimited (in  
liquidation) to assist in the disposal of a 33 percent share in Basantapur Fine Metals, a Trans -Federat ion Stock and Commodities 
Exchange ïlisted company, the largest supplier of rare ores and minerals to the Federated Sunsô and fourth-largest supplier of 
common ores.  

IFSC and Grand Federation Bank (in cooperation with the Commonwealth Reserve Bank, where ap propriate) prepared a detailed 
information memorandum relating to the business to be sold and conducted a bid/auction process that included targeting 
selected potential bidders and advising on proposed bids. The transaction is ongoing and expected to close  in 4Q 3136.  

+So?  
: -Draco041  

+man boring what my dad does all day long why you bringing that here  
: -SteelFist17  

+Because itôs not as straightforward as it looks. 
: -WetWillie  

+Not the conspiracy theories againé. 
: -Chungabunga  

+Just cause you guys refuse to believe. Take a look at that again. How is it, you might ask, that a Lyran Commonwealth 
company has such a large chunk of a major ore supplier for House Davion? More importantly, ask why The Republic of the 
Sphere appears to be liquidating (read, nationali zing) said Commonwealth company, and all involved are playing buddy -buddy.  
: -WetWillie  

+Who cares what megacorps do?  
: -Draco041  

+Um, isnôt GioAvanti Holdings a Republican company? The olô GioAvanti family on Skye? 
: -XSOkay  

+Thatôs GioAvanti Holdings, Limited. Slightly different company, though Iôd bet Devlinôs stones theyôre both owned by the same 
family ðjust headquartered and traded through two separate factions to keep things nice and separated. Ever wonder why the 
names are so close? I have.  
: -WetWillie  

+stop boring everybody dammit. anybody hear the new gaijin2gaijin single. damn could they be more preachy? you got a 

message for me send it via HPG not through my headphones.  
: -SteelFist17  

+No, this is actually interesting. You got answers for us WetWillie ? Iôll keep listening if you got more to say. 
: -XSOkay  
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+You enjoy egging him on. Iôm out of hereésomeone ping me when youôre done with this crap. 
: -Chungabunga  

[Chungabunga signed off]  

+I think I got some answers, yeah. Why is The Republic involved in the liquidation of a Commonwealth company with 

investments in a Federated company? Because GioAvanti Holdings, Unlimitedôs controlling shares are owned by one James 
Tolverson, whose food -processing empire is a wholly owned subsidiary of Bannson Universal.  
: -WetWillie  

+Oh, please, WW. No wonder Chungabunga left. Why wouldnôt we know about that? 
: -Draco041  

+Why would we?  
: -WetWillie  

+Why?  
: -WetWillie  

+Why, Drake?  
: -WetWillie  

+Because we WOULD, WW!  
: -Draco041  

+Wow, Drake, that was so well thought out. How did I mi ss that, snake?  
: -WetWillie  

+ MALF OFF, WW!  
: -Draco041  

+ Draco. WW. You both make the board fun, but Iôm going to ban you both if you donôt back off each other. 
: -ModR8R13431  

+boring. goin to listen to g2g single  
: -SteelFist17  

[SteelFist17 signed off]  

+Not  necessarily, Draco. Tolverson, Limited is nontraded company, so it doesnôt have to disclose things such as who itôs 

invested in. Or who owns ité. 
: -XSOkay  

+Exactly. Soéas I was saying, once you throw Bannson Universal into the mix, I think you get the idea. Ever since old Bannson 
sold out The Republic during the Liao invasion, theyôve been quietly getting the best revenge possible on such a corporate 
whore: Theyôre nationalizing his companies. Or at least trying to when they can. The fact that both the Davions and Steiners are 
in on this one brings some real interesting possibilities to light, particularly when it comes to the Grand Federation Bank, which 
has a huge history of corporate intrigue and internal investigations. Who knows what boardroom deals we re going on within The 
Republic, and the Davions and Steiners are playing nice to cover their tracks.  
: -WetWillie  

+Wow, accusing the sainted Davions of underhanded dealings? Arenôt they going to take away your fedrat card? 
: -Draco041  

+Like you snakes are a ll high and mighty? You practically invented vendetta. HELLO, bellyslitters!  
: -WetWillie  

+MALF OFF, WW!  
: -Draco041  

+Thatôs it. 
: -ModR8R13431  

[WetWille and Draco041 have been kick -banned from server by ModR8R13431: I warned you ðyouôre both off for a month this 
time.]  
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20 July 3135  

Logan City, Nashira, Prefecture II  

Gonna be in this general area for a bit. Dragonôs getting grumpy, and Iôm here to stick my head in its angry, toothy mouth. 
Might dart around a little, but Iôll need to keep checking in on these parts.  

There are going to be a lot of losses. Iôm pretty sure there already are a lot of losses, but the government isnôt eager to get the 

word out. I can understand the silence on this, but itôs still a little disappointing. Levin should know that we can take a little bad 
news. Some advisors must have gotten into his head, subverted his better instincts. I hope heôll throw them off soon. Meaning 
his advisors ðnot his better instincts.  

My old buddy Max didnôt send me anything other than a brief message, but it was a good one. Almost makes me wish I was 
headed back to Prefecture IX for a spot of fun. Oh, well.  
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25 July 3135  

JumpShip Luxor, Prefecture II  

The question that keeps running through my head as the quest to discover the identity of my abductor - friend is this: Are they 

done with me? Obviously, they didnôt get what they were looking for from me, but do they understand why they failed? Did they 
finally realize that Iôm not who they thought I was, or did they just figure Iôm a really, really tough nut to crack? 

I donôt expect to see my friend from the Regal  trying to follow me again ðI donôt think whoever got me is either so stupid or so 

undermanned that theyôd send the same person twice. So while Iôm hopping around, Iôll have to keep an eye out for any new 
faces looking to attach themselves to my backside. Luckily, I donôt think Iôll be on a single JumpShip for a long period of time 
like I was on the Regal . Too much happening everywhere to stay off the ground for long.  
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26 July 3135  

I ran into another passenger today, one of those lone gunmen mercenaries Iôve heard about: a ñgunslinger.ò His name was Boris 

Vassilev, a really friendly guy, even if his accent made him a little hard to understand. We got to talking and before long t he 
conversation turned to his ôMech, which he seemed really  fond of. I asked if we could take a peek at it, to which he replied, ñYou 
wish to see óBlackout?ô But of course! She loves the admirers!ò 

All I can say is something Iôd never be able to repeat in any sort of company. 

This thing wa s a monster. ñA hundred tons,ò he said, and he called it a Malice. He wasnôt shy about giving details, either; he 

even left me a well -worn copy of the manufacturerôs brochure before we parted company. He said it was okay . . . he had 
several other copies. I thought Iôd scan part of it for the info: 

ñIn joint cooperation with Eris Enterprises Design Group, Dynamic Ordnance and Ammunition (D.O.A.) is pleased to offer what 
will surely become one of the most sought -after BattleMechs on the battlefield: the MAL -XP Malice . 

The Malice  is a monster of current battlefield technology ðan assault -class BattleMech weighing in at 100 tons. Notable features 
of this design include an adapted double -knee design (aka D.O.A.ôs óDemon Legô design), which ably protects otherwise 
vulnerable joints against frontal assaults. Though this unit may seem slow, its armor offers ample all -around protection 
(especially in the rear), ensuring that this unit will be around to both start and end any conflict. Double heat sinks enable  the 
pilo t to fire reliably, giving a MechWarrior the confidence he or she needs at the helm of this massive machine. The current MAL -
XP design offers the following configuration:  

 

Mass:  100 tons  

Chassis:  Dynamic Endo Steel  
Power Plant:  400 LTA XL Fusion  
Walking S peed:  43.2 km/h  
Maximum Speed:  64.8 km/h  
Jump Jets:  None  
Armor Type:  Standard  
Armament:  
2 LB 5 -X ACs 
2 ER Medium Lasers  
2 LB 10 -X ACs 

For a mere 29,057,334 C -Bills, this unit can be yours! Also in development from D.O.A. is the slightly cheaper (28,789,334  C-
Bills) MAL -XT configuration:  
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Mass:  100 tons  

Chassis:  Endo Steel  
Power Plant:  400 LTV XL Fusion  
Walking Speed:  43.2 km/h  
Maximum Speed:  64.8 km/h  
Jump Jets:  None  
Armor Type:  Standard  
Armament:  
4 LB 5 -X ACs 
4 ER Medium Lasers  

Though the range of this vers ion is slightly less, the damage output and diversity of its additional two extended -range medium 
lasers make it an exceptional value.  

For information about bulk and military discounts, please contact us.ò 

Iôve never heard of D.O.A., but that isnôt saying much. And Eris Enterprises doesnôt sound any more familiar. The most Iôve 
heard mentioned is Victory Conditions Industries, a pretty decent upstart. Anyway, if I ever run into Boris again, I just hop e Iôm 
not on the wrong side of his autocannons.  
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28 July 3 135  

Dear Raphael,  

It was so good to connect with you once more. It has been too long. Too long. Aruthella sends her warmest regards and a wish 

that she might also have been able to attend the gathering. Although I assured her that you made mention of her s everal times, 
she was quite forceful in making sure that I include her regards right up front.  

Ah, the vanities and impatience of youth. But sheôs a wonderfully bright and promising young lady. As I am sure you are well 
aware.  

Beyond the well wishes for yo ur continued prosperity, I will speak plainly of my ulterior motive in writing this letter; I would 
hope there is no need to explain why it has been hand delivered by a trusted courier.  

My motives are this. Following the gathering, I began to feel as thoug h I failed to fully convey my thoughts and feelings 
concerning our mutual goals. This began to trouble me to the point where sleepless nights began to follow; I could not shake 
these feelings that stole my slumber and began to affect my daily work. And so I find myself writing to those I trust most. No. 
That is not so. We have trusted each other with our names and our faces. That speaks of a powerful trust. Instead, I would sa y 
that I write to those I respect  the most.  

Under such plain words it is time to s peak even more plainly.  

Our forefathersô actions during the deplorable Jihad, as they tossed aside decades of planning in the hope of availing themselves 

of an apparent ñtoo-good - to -be-true opportunity,ò resulted in disaster. (Damn Sebastian to eternal hell!) Are we not on the 
verge of committing the same crime? The same sin? How long have we worked toward our ultimate goal involving Corwin and 
Victoria? A goal that would have progressed to its next phase this Christmas. And now? Now, with the first prince apparently 
struck down and in a coma on far -off Terra, we would dash our plans against the rocks and rush to throw our support 
elsewhere? In fact, did not Alexandretta actually insinuate that we reveal ourselves to our newly chosen liege? Reveal oursel ves!  
Has that not always proven our downfall? (The shadows will forever be ours, the light the bane that can lead only to a future  
sundering.) And though we rightly put her in her place, the fact that she would even utter such words is what, I feel, 
precipitat ed my lack of sleep and then led to these current letters and my actions. Although I fully believe that we have led our 
fractured brothers toward a reunification since the Sundering, and I take pride in what we have done to reestablish our 
birthrights and God-given prerogatives, I must plainly say that if we continue down this path, I must entertain the possibility of 
a break. Although I shall likely be harrowed unto death if I forego my oaths of loyalty to the brotherhood, I will not balk a t 
passing the ga tes of hell if it means saving the brotherhood from itself.  

Please. We must not run off like a star -crossed lover upon gazing into a new pair of beautiful eyes. We must keep to the plan, 

regardless of the apparent weakness of the coming new first prince. T hrough our machinations, Corwin and Victoria will achieve 
all that we have wished for and more. Trust. Loyalty. The plan. The foundations of all we have done. Look into your heart and  I 
know you will find it so.  

I pray for us all.  

Carnelia  
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29 July 3135  

Nir asaki City, Nirasaki, Prefecture II  

In the near future, Iôve gotta tell you about what I picked up here. Things are just getting stranger. But first, big news. 

Iôve got a match to my friendôs face. Iôd sent a bunch of inquiries out to crewmembers of the Regalðinnocuous stuff, saying Iôd 

taken his luggage by mistake or other stupid stories ðbut I havenôt heard anything back (not that Iôd expected to yet). In a big, 
largely HPG -free Republic, people arenôt breaking records to rapidly answer these little inquiries, assuming theyôve received 
them at all.  

But I got lucky. Found the Regalôs purser on the DropShip I took down to Nirasaki, and her brain is an encyclopedia of nearly 

every passenger sheôs ever seen. Or at least the ones who needed extra help. Apparently my friend, being so gracious, had the 
purser get him a room closer to mine.  

She said his name is Brad Jenkins. Probably fake, but a start.  
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03 August 3135  

JumpShip Solar Dart, Prefecture II  

Itôs time for a little tribute to Northwind. I love Northwind. I love the fact that it excels at producing three things ðfog, whiskey, 

and badass ôMech pilots. I think those three things are closely related. The connection between the fog and the whiskey is easy 
to make ðitôs foggy all the time, which can crush the soul, and thereôs no better cureðwell, maybe more of a bandage than a 
cure ðfor a crushed soul than whiskey.  

The connection between the fog, the whiskey, and the ôMech jockeys is a little less obvious, but it starts to become clearer when 

you see the number of people in Northwind who arenôt Galaxy-class pilots. Many of them have succumbed to the spell of the 
place, pulled down by the torpor of fog and drink. Itôs a strong pullðIôve given into it for a few days myself. So the people who 
resist the pull, who rise above it, have to be strong and determined. And those are perhaps the two best words to describe your 
typical Northwind jockey.  

Iôm definitely going to raise a toast to the entire planet while Iôm there. 
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04 August 3135  

This person seems to think awfully hi ghly of himself or herself. I have to wonder if such inflated egos are helping or hindering 
The Republicôs efforts to surviveé. 

32Alpha73E4Z Transmission: Cerberus Status  

FROM:  (deleted)  
TO:  Alpha -Omega Paladin  
ROUTING:  (deleted)  

This will be my last repor t for some time, as Iôll be going to a place where making a report will be difficult to say the least. Not 
that it matters.  

I know. I know. Constraints. All about constraints. Crapellans, Jade Chickens, Snakes ðnot to mention the vermin right 

underfoot. But  sweetness (I donôt give a good damn about you telling me not to call you that after the year Iôve had), Iôm 
fighting a one -man battle here. And while thatôs what The Republic demands of me and I freely give it up (as I have everything 
my entire life), to be ignored, well, just sucks. Sucks and blows. Just because the League is broken doesnôt mean it wonôt bite 
your ass when youôre not paying attention. 

Speaking of which, I could argue I saved The Republicôs ass last year. But Iôm not like that. Did what I had to do. Like any of us 
would do. After all, itôs not like we havenôt used the Foxes like that before (though watch out for ovKhan Petrðnail down 
anything he might get close to). But just because old Anson got his head handed to him doesnôt mean the Commonwealth wonôt 
be back again to try to grab Stewart . . . and this time with a lot more than just a recon force. I know, I know. Youôre gonna 
start talking about the Lyrans and how theyôre gonna keep Anson off our backs, but Iôm not seeing it. 

And donôt get me started on Jessica. You know as well as I do that sheôs got ñempire-makerò stamped all over that lovely, old 

face of hers. (Like we didnôt know that after she lobbed Major Casson into the debacle on Wyatt: any word on the Genius?) And 
her hubby? Donôt get me going on Phillip Hughes and the connections that get her right in our back yard. (And if you donôt 
believe sheôs getting some ôMech-sized kickbacks after the war on Irian when it came to light that IrTech still has a working 
production line, then I ôve got some sunny land around Tharkad City to sell you. And how did that tidbit get past your beautiful 
eyes, sweetness? A whole production line!) And my ears have been burning hot lately at some of the new rumors swirling 
around here. There are things af oot in the Oriente that I simply cannot ignore, regardless of whether The Republic ignores it. Fat 
as it is, I like my ass.  

In fact, I need to hurry it off, as Iôve a JumpShip to catch and no clue when I might be in a position to provide a secure report 
again. So try to hold down the fort while Iôm gone, sweetness, and Iôll miss you, too. 
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08 August 3135  

JumpShip Star Dart, Prefecture III  

Iôve run a worm through every network I can access from the ship. I couldnôt just have it look for ñBrad Jenkinsòðany ide a how 
many of them there are in The Republic? Me neither, and I donôt want to find out. So I had to finesse the search a little. 

I took a couple of approaches. I learned a few things about ñJenkinsò from the Regalôs purser, so I plugged them into the search. 

Then I made a second one based on what I know about his M.O. Iôve set them loose to do some limited searches here, but 
theyôll get their real run once Iôm on Northwind and can put them into some bigger networks. Then weôll see. 
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12 August 3135  

Tara, Nort hwind, Prefecture III  

You join the natives here in enough toasts, and you can almost start to imagine that weôll win this thing. 

They have no doubt. Sure, there may be temporary losses, but Northwind will stand. And theyôre so close to Prefecture X that, 

what the hell, they might as well keep all 25 of those planets for The Republic, too. Then the Highlanders, when the time is 
right, will push out again and defeat their enemies simply because their enemies arenôt Highlanders. 

It sounds ridiculous, the notio n of the Highlanders taking on the entire Inner Sphere, but when you walk the hills and feel the 

cool mist swirling on your cheek and settling into the glass youôre swirling in your hand, it makes perfect sense. How could these 
people not  know what theyôre talking about?  
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17 August 3135  

JumpShip Galaxyôs Gates, Prefecture III 

Now that Iôm away from Northwind and its fine, fine whiskey, perhaps I can think straight long enough to move ahead with my 
investigation of Mr. ñBrad Jenkins.ò 

Thatôs right, I confirmed my suspicion that my good buddy was using an alias. It was pretty easy ðJenkins skipped out on most 

of his bill from the Regal  (a kidnapper and skinflint to boot!), so the shipôs corporate owners have been looking for him. They 
looked for him all over The  Republic and finally concluded that Jenkinsô ID was 100 percent fake. They seemed to give up after 
that, figuring theyôd spend more Stones trying to find the man behind the fake ID than theyôd ever recoup from him. 

But I ainôt giving up. Iôve got access to databases the poor corporate cops donôt know about. And I donôt want to give away too 

much, but Iôll say this: Happily, one of my leads points me to Sheratan, where I was headed anyway. So stay tuned, campersð
thereôs more info on the way. 



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

18 August 3135  

Ordinarily I donôt get much news about combat in the Prefectures, but when you end up staring into the brown eyes of the 
results of it, itôs pretty hard to ignore. 

She was sitting in one of the common areas of the ship. Iôm not sure why I gave her a second look; she just had this air about 

her, the kind that said her dog had just died and someone kicked it over a cliff. She was looking at something from her bag a nd 
before I knew what happened, she dropped it, sobbing, and sent the contents of her bag skitte ring across the deck. She fell, 
literally, to her knees and started to grab at things before they got too far away.  

No one else helped her, heartless you -know -whats.  

But I did, and soon we had everything back in her bag. She seemed to be traveling pretty l ight, not that that was weird in and of 

itself, but when you factor in outbursts of sobbing there was definitely something else going on. I might not look it sometim es, 
but I care about my fellow men and women, so I sat with her for a while and helped her compose herself.  

Sheôd come from Alrakis. She told me that back in March the Capellan Confederation and Dragonôs Fury had suddenly become 
interested in her neck of the woods (though she didnôt know why). I could have told her that it was probably because of 
Desmond Arms ða personal weapons supplier on the planet ðbut she needed to talk, and I needed to listen. I also knew that the 
Combine already had a history on that planet but like I said, I was an ear, not a mouthpiece.  

The fighting had started on the cont inent of Skopjes, and at first the native Alrakians stayed out of it. But soon they figured they 

should do something, and that with their innate advantages over the invading forces (being used to the high gravity and all) 
they should stand a chance at gett ing the planet back. Well, as soon the natives involved themselves they became fair game, 
and before long they realized they were outgunned. Before long both sides were ñrecruitingò Alrakians. Sure, some of that 
recruitment was legitimate, but from the sto ry she told me, some of it was questionable. Youôd think the Ares Convention would 
have something in it about that. Heck, maybe it does, but history isnôt my strong point. Anyway, eventually the Dragonôs Fury 
kicked the Capellansô sorry selves off the planet, but the damage had already been done. When the battle had ended, her 
husband had been taken off -planet for basic training and she was only just now managing to go join him. She been told sheôd be 
ñtaken care ofò once she got there, but she had to get there first. And to get there, she had to leave a lot behind. Her mom and 
dad offered to keep an eye on their place, but they were getting on in years. All she wanted was for him to leave the militar y as 
soon as he could so that they could go home.  

I probab ly shouldnôt have, but I gave her my information and told her to track me down when they were ready to go back to 
Alrakis. I knew they couldnôt possibly have enough money to make the trip on a military salary, and I know I can make some 
kind of arrangement s. You just canôt hear a story like that and not  want to do something.  

Dammit, Stone. Where the hell are you?  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

22 August 3135  

Pittston, Sheratan, Prefecture III  

I hate to admit it, but it might be helpful that Iôm nowhere near as notorious as I like to think I am.  

If I really were Big Bad Deandra Lowe, Queen of Information, then it would be only natural for every enemy of The Republic to  

be gunning for me. If I wanted to find out who hired Jenkins, Iôd have to sort through a long list of people who are out to get 
me.  

But the sad truth is that most of the enemies of The Republic have no idea who I am and wouldnôt bother setting up a whole 

kidnapping scheme to get me. Iôm just not important enough. Anyone who knows me would understand what a difficult 
admission  that is for me to make.  

Thatôs what I learned from my source here. Iôm just not notorious enough to draw a lot of interstellar attention. If I want to find 
out who nabbed me, I should be looking at whoôs heard of me. People in The Republicðthe enemies wit hin our own borders, 
within our own government ðare the ones most likely to see any value in me as a target. Thatôs who Iôll be looking at.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

23 August 3135  

Inbound, Marcus, Prefecture VIII  

This poor Spirit Cat has an unfortunate trait for someone compelled to comb the galaxy for a place to call home. . . .  

I hate space travel. I mean, I really, really , hate it.  

I know that probably makes me sound like some spineless Spheroid slug, but it is better, I think, to vent about such things t o 

my monitor and my sibk ins than aloud to my fellow warriors. They know what this does to me. They know how I tremble at the 
horrible thought of interplanetary transit. They know, and they watch me for weakness.  

To hell with them.  

I have traveled far, in spite of the fear. This i s not transit disorientation syndrome, no matter what the medical techs say. This is 

a phobia ingrained into my very cells. I feel it every time the officers speak of relocating. It drives me to yearn for the s afe 
haven perhaps even more than our ovKhan do es, Kerensky help me.  

From the moment we board the DropShips, I feel the tremors. By the time I am strapped into the G -couch, I pray that I pass 

out. The lurching, the pressure of acceleration, the thunderous roar. It is all so deafening, and the vibration  always convinces 
me that the multithousand - ton cocoon I have willingly climbed into, made up of far too many moving parts, is but a poorly 
armored bubble of life -giving air against the vast power of the cold, unforgiving Void.  

But I am Clan. More, I am a warrior! Death does not frighten me.  

I say the words. I will them with every fiber of my being. And yet, I feel the racing heart with every Kerensky - forsaken minute 

we fly heavenward. And when, in the blackness of space, I feel the weightlessness ðthe nause ating, free - floating 
weightlessness ðI remember that Death embraces our bubble, waiting for the tiniest pin prick to suck me into her bosom, where 
I will die quickly, my body lost to Eternity, forgotten, slain not in battle, but by the thankless Void.  

I am accustomed to facing a deadly enemy in battle, clad in a one - ton shell of armor and weapons. Why can I not cope with 
traveling aboard a bigger, thicker shell of metal that thousands trust every day in the passive depths of space?  

Then comes the jump. Oh, t he jump! Words do not describe it. The images, the experience. I could take a thousand vision 

quests, and not come close to the awe - inspiring, gut -wrenching revelations that come in the middle of a half -secondôs jaunt 
through hyperspace. Revelations lost a s soon as they come, leaving me to ooze life for half an hour after returning to ñrealityò 
again.  

I hate it.  

Kerensky help us all; if Wyatt was not to be our sanctuary, please  let the next world be the haven we so desperately seek! I 
simply cannot bear man y more transits like this.  

ðTorrenz  
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25 August 3135  

Free Trader Sudetenland (Marcus System), Prefecture VIII  

Mika Hasseldorfôs been keeping an eye on the Spirit Cat migrationsé. 

Confirming earlier reports: One Union -class DropShip, bearing Spirit Cat markin gs, returned to the Marcus System at 2217 

hours, Terran Standard Time, carrying military forces apparently departing from Wyatt system late last month. Observations 
made by contacts in Wyatt system and acceleration analysis of inbound vessel confirm that t he DropShipôs bays are at least half 
full, carrying an estimated ten BattleMechs and assorted support assets such as armored infantry. Star Captain Cox 
(MechWarrior specialized in Warhammer IIC  BattleMech), apparently survived his special mission for Galax y Commander Kev 
Rosse, who has requested a final briefing in person, according to intercepted and decoded transmissions.  

The Spirit Cats are agitated again. My contacts dirtside of Marcus say that there is a great sense of anticipation among the 

factionôs supporting merchant casters, an eagerness of some kind. More buying than selling suggests a supply build -up larger 
than that which preceded Coxôs departure. Analysis of past trends suggests that this is indicative of another large-scale move by 
the Clansme n in search of their so -called ñsafe haven,ò and the quantity suggests a longer haul than usual. Rosseôs presence on 
Marcus is not to be discounted. Could the entire Spirit Cats population be preparing for this next step?  

At the present time, intentions ar e to follow up as soon as word from regional pickets reveals the possible destinations of the 
outbound Cats. For now, Sudetenland  will remain in Marcus system for weekly download and dissemination of routine feeds.  

Hasseldorf out.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

26 August 3135  

JumpShip Mercury, Prefecture III  

Time to take control for a while. I donôt do this oftenðdoesnôt look right for a courier to be setting her own agendaðbut I need 

to do it now, at least for a few jumps. Iôve got word that someone Iôd really like to talk to is on Tybalt. Heôs not going to be there 
for long, and heôs not big on leaving forwarding addresses, so once heôs off Tybalt it might take months to find him again. So Iôm 
getting while the gettingôs good. 

I did some shopping around for jobs and found something on New Rhodes III. Time frameôs just about right. I should be able to 

make a quick stop or two before heading there, and no one will mind. Iôll hit Tybalt first, see what I learn, and chart a course 
from there.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

30 August 3135  

Another entry from Mika with som e interesting bits. A courier doing double -duty? Good work if you can get it.  

Well, well! This is certainly interesting news. Word is that the entire to -do about Wyatt was related to the reactivation of the 

local HPG ðthe first one to actually, honestly, co me back online since the blackout began. Glad to see all my tax Stones were 
spent wisely. Now, can anyone explain why it took so damned long?  

Apparently, the activation/deactivation was what drew the Cats there. Something about how the planet ñvanishedò from local 

starmaps in the whole mess. Of course, now that the world is back on the grid, everyone wants to know how it was pulled off, 
and I understand the genius involved has been shuttled off somewhere safe. Word is that lots of parties (from these Spirit  Cats 
to some of Bannsonôs cronies) are after ComStarôs new techno-wizard. That the Cats left empty handed somehow does not 
surprise me, though.  

And guess who gets to keep watching them?  

You know, Marc, sometimes I gotta tell you, observation duty is just plain dull, especially when you have to do it from the grav -
deck of a JumpShip. If I had known what this Pony Express gig was gonna be like before I did ité. 

Okay, I still wouldôve taken the job. Seeing strange new worlds. Meeting people from exotic cultures and ways of life. Going 

boldly from one end of The Republic to the other to collect news, mail, and gossip far and wide. And in the end, theyôll give me 
citizenship ðand maybe even some money ðfor all my time and troubles! Wheee!  

Still, it gets damned dul l up here. I can do only so many laps on the G -deck and watch so many reruns of the same old pre -
blackout Republican programming before I start pining away for you and the kids and eavesdropping on local comm traffic.  

Six more months, though, and my ñtourò is officially over. Theyôre going to ask me to re-up, of course ðprobably both of my 
ñemployersò will. But I doubt either the exarch or the archon can offer me enough to overcome the loneliness and homesickness. 

Enough of this self -pity, though; time for m e to get back to work. Send my love to Mutter und Vater. And, of course, love to the 
kids. Iôll write more in a couple days. 

ðMika  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

31 August 3135  

Valis City, Fletcher, Prefecture IV  

I donôt want to get so caught up in my own problems that I forget The Republic is coming apart at the seams. I know the two 

sets of problems are related ðI wouldnôt be a target if it wasnôt for all the current turmoilðbut I have to remember that the 
situationôs bigger than me. As if reality would let me forget that for long. 

The faces of people watching the news are as dour as the expressions of the folks reading the news. The normal, peacetime 

formula for a good newscast is 3 to 5 minutes of politics and crime, then health, then entertainment, then sports ðstart grim, 
get lighter,  everyone goes home happy. But now itôs just war, strife, war, turmoil. The other stuff, even sports, gets bumped 
most nights. And no oneôs happy.  

 



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

01 September 3135  

More from Torrenz on Marcusé. 

I did not think I could stand another hour strapped into t hat G -harness, brother, waiting helplessly for the end of the journey ð

one way or another. The turbulence coming back was bad enough, but I swear that old DropShip creaks and buckles too much 
for my comfort.  

And what was it worth? Nothing. Wyatt was a bustéagain. Our landing zone was near an old factory, destroyed by the Jihad ð

another radioactive pile of wreckage claimed by the Mad Ones and their honorless quest to destroy everything they saw. Not as  
bad as I remember seeing on Outreach when we went there, b ut bad nonetheless. Why do we go to dead worlds to seek our 
sanctuary? Why not a world teeming with life, untouched by war? Do our estranged brethren, in their distant reservations, als o 
cling to ruins like this? What point is a sanctuary others would figh t over, or one populated by the ghosts of those killed by the 
ambitions of others?  

My cynicism is showing again, the legacy of another transit to and fro, with nothing tangible to show for it but another cost ly 

repair bill. We may be on solid ground again,  but my heart still races with the thought of leaving. And because Wyatt did not pan 
out, I fear that indeed may be very, very soon.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

05 September 3135  

JumpShip Swift, Prefecture IV  

Getting more caught up on events around The Republic, and I guess itôs a kind of good news ïbad news situation. The good news 

is that in the future I might not have to be spending so much time on JumpShips. The bad news is that my travel will be cut 
back because The Republic looks like itôll be reduced to two, maybe two and a half, planets in the next few years. Itôll be pretty 
easy shuttling back and forth between them.  

I shouldnôt be surprised. Really, itôs a miracle that Stone and Redburn held the border as long as they did. There were just too 

many wolves (and Iôm not just talking the Steel kind) at too many doors to hold them off forever. And what military power in 
history has ever been able to win a four - front (or five - or six -  or however many it is now) war?  

I gotta get on land and back to work. Iôm thinking too much and itôs making me gloomy.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

06 September 3135  

Torrenzôs saga near Marcus continueséhe might not make it. 

It is just as I feared. Our glorious leader has once more been ñinspiredò to relocate. Our destination: Addicks, Prefecture III. 

Prefecture III!  We traveled a ll these light -years, landed on all these planets, fought all these battles, witnessed all these scars of 
the Jihad, experienced all these horrors of what one man can do to another ðall to go back home!  

The departure is slated for another two weeks from now , giving our supporting castes time to gather supplies and secure enough 

transports for departure. There is even talk of dragooning some local DropShips and JumpShips for this move, as there are mor e 
of us to move at once than our own vessels can accommoda te. I even understand that the merchant caste has opened 
negotiations with a local JumpShip captain already, and some of us may be moving sooner, to ñprepare a foothold.ò 

And I just know  they will call on our formation. Star Captain Cox Ludner is itching t o prove himself worthy of his new 
Bloodname, I am certain. He will surely bid for the honor to spearhead our latest ñcampaign.ò 

Naturally, he will need his infantry support, and so I will have to go.  

Addicks is five jumps away, the technicians tell me. Tha t is seven weeks  in transit. Forty -nine  days between launch and 

planetfall. Space flight to the tune of 1,176 hours , between the safe, solid ground of Marcus to the reassuring soil of Addicks. 
Encased for 70,560 terrifying minutes  in a metal bubble surroun ded by a cold and unforgiving void ðnumbers that all assume 
nothing goes wrong.  

Brother, how did I let you talk me into this?  

Oh, yes. I remember now. It began when a certain sibkin of mine had  to hear the speeches of a ñtrue warrior of spirit.ò But think 
no less of me, brother. Just as you did, I believed then ðand I still do now ðbut the time is rapidly approaching when I fear all 
this travel and all these failures will divide our Clan if we cannot locate the haven in time.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

08 September 3135  

Mika comes to us  with a variety of security briefingsé. 

Prefecture VIII  
Free Trader Sudetenland  (Marcus System)  

Per earlier requests received on 12 -9 of this year, JumpShip Sudetenland  has remained in the Marcus System, Prefecture VIII, 

for routine upload and transfer of information and personal messages in accordance with her JumpShip CommNet charter and 
requests from the office on Denebola. Since last report, the Sudetenland  has received roughly 600 off -world communiqués from 
Marcus, and relayed 450 to passing JumpShips bound for destinations elsewhere in Prefectures VIII, IX, and X. Of these 
transmissions, 161 have been flagged for review (including ñrandom securityò analysis) after using RSN Keyword Search 
Algorithm Alpha -Seven Standard.  

News relays to and from Marcus S ystem have provided the local populace and surrounding worlds with a general picture of the 

current state of The Republic, with special emphasis on recent incidents on Wyatt ðthe reactivation of the local HPG being a 
favorite topic of discussion ðand the sta te of Clan Jade Falconôs incursion into Republic territory. Military traffic indicates a 
shifting of Republic resources to contain the Falcon threat, though requested modification of inbound reports per Classified 
Memorandum RSN -Echo-Oscar -3135 -Gamma is re stricting public dissemination of sensitive data.  

Meanwhile, a report on local Spirit Cats activity continues to indicate preparations for a move, confirmed by a request to hi re the 
Sudetenland  for a five - jump journey to Prefecture III. No midpoint stops h ave been requested. Sudetenland ôs captain is still 
negotiating the price for carrying two loaded military DropShips and one civilian support vessel to the destination.  

Their destination appears to be Addicks, a world last known to be in pro -Republic hands.  The request for additional transports 

over and above those already present and claimed by Spirit Cat forces suggests a massive relocation effort, possibly a milita ry 
campaign. Recommend a warning to Republic troops of potential threat.  

Will attempt to det ermine if and when Spirit Cats obtain consensus with Sudetenland  captain for transit.  

Hasseldorf out.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

09 September 3135  

JumpShip Swift, Prefecture IV  

House Davion? Are you kidding  me? Davion ? 

Ah, hell, why not. Welcome, House Davion, to The Republic of the  Sphereôs ñGoing Out of Businessò sale. Can we show you 
something in a Caselton?  

At least that gives me a really good excuse to go out to the Tybalt area. Sure, I already had a job out there, but if Davionôs 
going to start rattling some sabers out in those  parts, thereôs likely something I should be looking for. 

But hey, thatôs de rigueur  at the moment. If Iôm on any planet more than a single jump away from Terra, I should be putting my 
ear to the ground to see who wants that particular planet. Because ever y faction in existence wants a piece or five for 
themselves.  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

13 September 3135  

The Spirit Cats arrange their move.  

Prefecture VIII  
Free Trader Sudetenland  (Marcus System)  

Yup. Itôs official, Marc. The Sudetenland  is for sale. After spending almost three m onths in the area, acting as the floating media 

outlet for this little corner of the universe (yeah, Iôm sure that having former-senator Kev Rosse and his Spirit Cats parked below 
us had a lot to do with it!), we have been hired for a trip to the other sid e of The Republic. To Addicks, to be more precise.  

The Spirit Cats, you ask? You got it!  

You know, Iôm no expert, but Iôve got to say, if I were the commander of a rebel faction, the first people Iôd think to hire for a 
ride would not be Pony Express ships  of the local government, which could be filled with informers and all (wipe that smirk off 
your face, Marc!). But I donôt think that even crossed these wannabe Clannersô minds. 

So, in about three days ðyup, the bloody DropShips are already en route ðweôll be taking on passengers for a nice long trip 
across the nation. Iôll send you an e-postcard from Terra if we happen to pass by.  

What really worries me, though, isnôt the Cats. From what Iôve seen, itôs almost as if theyôre so focused on their private quest 

that theyôve barely got time to worry about the rest of us. What worries me, actually, is the government. If they decide Rosseôs 
people are a threat, they could decide to make an interception in space, and that would mean a firefight. Iôm no soldier. Iôm just 
a girl trying to make a Stone and earn a plot of land to call my own. Oh, but this line of thinking is probably worrying you,  so Iôll 
stop for nowé. 

The trip to Addicks is supposed to take us five jumps, so (assuming all goes well) it could be about th ree months before weôre 

back in home territory again. Well, at least weôll have company for the trip. Maybe I can even chat a bit with some of these 
Spirit Cats, see what makes them tick. Bet the Reppie reps would love to get some more insight to analyze b ack home, and they 
might be persuaded to tack on a few more credits for my efforts. Who knows? Maybe I can even get a transfer off this K -F barge 
on the way, civic duties discharged and all tickets punched for the big time. Wouldnôt that  be sweet?  

Time to wrap this one up and get back to work. Love to Mutter  und  Vater , as always. And to you and the kids, of course. Iôll 
write again after our next hop.  

ðMika  
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14 September 3135  

MacBeth, Tybalt, Prefecture IV  

I got information from my source. Good information. I donôt know who Jenkins is, but Iôve got a good idea who hired him, and 

thatôs whatôs important. The sad thing is, this will probably be the last time I see this particular source. Unless I go to his 
funeral, which likely isnôt far off. 

He stayed too long . I told him, why didnôt you quit? As soon as Levin disbanded the Senate, your resignation should have been 

on Senator Colsonôs desk. Which is a useless thing to say. He knows thatðnow. But before, he had hopes of saving something, 
of maybe redirecting his  boss to more profitable ends.  

So he stayed on. And things got worse, and plans were made and armies formed, and he finally realized he wanted out, but by 

then he knew too much. Now, either he keeps doing his job, which becomes more reprehensible each day,  or he runs, and they 
come after him. They donôt have any official power in The Republic anymore, but theyôre nobility. They understand the ways of 
power. If they want to get him, theyôll get him. 

Damn shame.  
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15 September 3135  

If even our resident Fraidy Cat, jittery stomach and all, notices our little Mika, she really must be none too subtle.  

Oliver, Prefecture VIII  One jump down, four to go.  

And the dry heaves took only a half -hour to subside! My body must know what is ahead and is pacing itself for the long haul. 
Good for me!  

Our first jump out from Marcus, en route to Addicks, went off without a hitch, but for me, it has already been 10 days of dre ad 

and nerves. Our DropShip is the same Union -class we took with us when we journeyed to Wyatt, and Star Ca ptain Cox has seen 
to it that we all made use of the acceleration and deceleration times to train and do various physical labors. Although the 
Republican JumpShip we are using ðthis Sudetenland ðhas its own grav decks, they are quite small. The Invader -class  was 
never built with Elementals in mind, after all.  

That and ñoperational securityò are to be considered as well, I suppose. One never knows how many Republican informers are 
aboard this crew, though, for my credits, I would wager in Spheroid fashion that  they are all  spies.  

One in particular screams ñinformerò to me, Brother. She is evidently a communications tech aboard this vessel, and her name is 

Mika. Blond hair, blue -gray eyes, Germanic accent. She looks and sounds like the stereotypical Steiners fro m any holovid you 
can name. Were I more naïve, I might even believe her to be a Stormhammer. But she is Republican to the core, and definitely 
an informer. Even distracted as I am about the icy embrace of the yawning void that surrounds us all, I know bett er than to let 
my guard down around a Spheroid female who seems entirely too eager to make acquaintance with a DropShip full of Clansmen. 
Even though we have lived alongside them for 50 years now, I have always known the Spheroids to shun us for our ways, our 
appearance. But this one is out -of -her -way nice for her role, almost as obnoxious as a Spheroid ñstreet walker.ò 

Oh, yes. A spy for certain.  

Were transports not still too rare for our Clan, I am certain we would not resort to dealing with surats  like t hese for our transit 

needs, and I would feel a great deal better about spending the next 32 days latched to this vessel. Even having our resident 
Watchmen looming over the bridge and engineering crewsô shoulders does little to comfort me, Brother. We are moving across 
The Republic, through its very heart worlds, in a time of increasing tension and war. We leave one region threatened by the 
brutal and unforgiving Falcons, and head toward another menaced by the Dragon. I suppose if Cox truly wanted to find a battle, 
he could have instructed our JumpShip to take a counterclockwise route through Prefectures VII, VI, and V on our way to 
Addicks, just to see if we could encounter some rogue Mariks and Liaos while we are about it.  

Yes, I realize that I do an awful lot of complaining, Brother. But, of late, even you must admit that there is much to complain 
about.  

I miss solid ground already.  
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19 September 3135  

MacBeth, Tybalt, Prefecture IV  

I need to be getting on to New Rhodes soon, but I decided to take advantage o f an unusual gap in my schedule to actually stay 

on the same planet for a few days. I managed to find a few quick, on -planet jobs to keep me busy and work up some funds, but 
Iôve also had a little free time to look into my senator-friendôs info. 

So far, it  looks like everything he said checks out. I guess thatôs good for me, but I didnôt really want it to be true. I didnôt want 

to believe that there are a few senators who are so far gone that theyôre planning the sort of things my friend said they were 
plan ning. I donôt know how far theyôre going to go with this; all I see is that the early indicators are what my friend said they 
would be. It looks like if I want to stick my nose into the middle of this ðand is there any doubt thatôs what I want?ðI need to 
mo ve to the other side of The Republic, to Prefecture VII, when I get a chance.  
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27 September 3135  

Xerxes, New Rhodes, Prefecture IV  

Usually I try not to let the swing of planetary control affect me much, but this one was too good to pass up. In apparent 

ñbusiness news,ò Bannsonôs Raiders apparently got their heads handed to them on planet Yorii when Bannson tried to move in 
and ñacquireò Yoriiôs mining resources. He apparently didnôt plan very well for Mother Nature and her volcanic activity on Yorii. 
Not to  mention heôs striking pretty close to The Republic. Iôm sure he just wanted to get some strip mining done before getting 
out of Dodge.  

Unfortunately for him, the Spirit Cats had other ideas. Or other visions, maybe. Those wild Spirit Cats apparently had h ad a 

vision that told them to go to Yorii as well. Creepy how they manage to be in places youôd never expect to see them. Anyway, 
whatever the volcanoes didnôt take down, the Spirit Cats finished off in a hail of laser fire. 

[BEGIN TRANSMISSION]  

In an appa rent ñhostile takeoverò attempt on Yorii in Prefecture X, a substantial force of Bannsonôs Raiders started stripping the 
normally peaceful mining planet of some badly needed resources. Not long after that, a large Spirit Cats contingent was 
reported, follo wed quickly by word of the two forces clashing near a volcanic field en route to one of many mining facilities.  

The ensuing conflict resulted in the remaining Bannsonôs Raiders forces fleeing the planet, while the Spirit Cats settled in on 
their haunches f or future purposes known only to them.  

Whether Bannson was operating under instructions from the Capellan Confederation is unknown, though reports indicate the 
Liao -Bannson relationship may be falling on hard times.  

[END TRANSMISSION]  
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Xe rxes, New Rhodes, Prefecture IV  

Itôs both not as badðand worse ðthan I thought.  

There werenôt really that many people who took up Sandoval on his offer , at least not in these parts, where itôs mostly eggheads 

anyway. Thatôs not surprising, because the number of people even capable  of acting on a letter of marque is quite small, and 
most of those people are either too busy or too honest to take part in Sandovalôs legalized piracy. 

The bad part is that those who have taken up Sandoval on his offer are doing it  with an awful lot of enthusiasm. Theyôre defining 

the term ñhis Graceôs enemiesò as broadly as possible and seizing goods and even ships from just about anyone who strikes 
their fancy. A few of them seem to act on the philosophy of seizing first and worki ng up a justification for the seizure later.  

So security is increased everywhere, everyone is paranoid, and plenty of people are acting ultra -patriotic to make sure no one 
ever mistakes them for one of Sandovalôs enemies. Quite a scene.  
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With all the upswing in combat, itôs kinda nice to slide back into a simpler time of good old-fashioned ôMech-on-ôMech bashing. 

Despite everything that might happen on the outside, good olô Solaris VII just keeps plugging away, same as it ever was. What 
caught my eye was a short piece about Alberto DeJesus. Iôd heard the name a few times, but now I had some story to put with 
it. The Spectator  had a little piece on him, and he just might be the latest golden boy to start clawing his way up the ladder. I 
scanned the piece, ôcause you never know when youôll need information: 

SEVEN, WITH ALBERTO DEJESUS  

Solaran Spectator:  Today weôve got seven with Alberto DeJesus, new up-and -comer with Hombres Stables. So, Alberto, may 
we call you Alberto?  

Alberto DeJesus:  Iôd prefer you call me fabulous , but Alberto is fine, too.  

S.S.:  The competition usually has a less - than -friendly name for you, and for your ôMech ñEl Diablo Rojo.ò Do you think the name 
ñChargemonkeyò is warranted? 

A.D.:  Absolutely not. Jealousy over my brawl ing skills brings out the worst in people. Skill with a ranged weapon is easy. Skill 
with 80 tons of flailing steel is not.  

S.S.:  What brought you to Solaris in the first place?  

A.D.:  How could anyone shy away from the thrill of one -on-one combat? The oppo rtunity to test yourself against other great 
combatants of our time? The test of pilot and machine versus other pilots and machines? Heart, faith, and steel brought me 
here, amigo.  

S.S.: Some sightings place you outside Solaris VII as of late, working on yo ur own time as a gunslinger. Any truth to that? And if 
so, what do you think the Lyran Alliance might have to say about that, especially in light of your Hombres House affiliation?  

A.D.:  Theyôre all true. Thereôs no better training ground than the battlefield, my friend. When the competition gets thin, a true 
athlete must continue to test himself or herself wherever possible. And as far as I know, the Alliance doesnôt have anything to 
say. After all, I will work for them, too ðfor the right price.  

S.S.:  Thereôs a lot of speculation about a possible grudge match between you and Lex Corpuz, owner of another Neanderthal , 
ñBuford.ò Will you two be meeting in the arena anytime soon? 

A.D.:  Corpuz is a warrior of honor, much like I am. He loses himself in the red ha ze of combat and uses it to his advantage, but 

he manages to pull himself out of it in time to take advantage of a tactical mistake his opponent might make. Setting up a 
match is definitely in the works, and we are currently talking about going in weapons dead instead of weapons live. I look 
forward to adding to the dents in Bufordôs skull. 

S.S.: An all -out melee brawl, you say? Weôll definitely watch for that one, because we may get treated to your signature 
ñpeopleôs shoulderò move. Will you be wielding the Battlemaster arm you unceremoniously took from ñLinebackerò in your very 
first match?  

A.D.: I will be wielding whatever it takes to put up a good, fair fight.  

S.S.: Thanks for the seven, Alberto.  

A.D.: Thank you . 

NTL - AG-H ñEL DIABLO ROJOò NEANDERTHAL 

A near  maxed -out ferro -fibrous standard chassis is at the heart of this Neanderthal  variation, and triple -strength myomer helps 
it get to the heart of other ôMechs. DeJesus is known to employ M-pods to great effect.  

Pilot:  Alberto DeJesus  
Stable:  Hombres Stable  
Mass:  75 tons  
Chassis:  Standard  
Power Plant:  400 LTV XL Fusion  
Walking Speed:  54.0 km/h  
Maximum Speed:  86.4 [97.2] km/h  
Armor Type:  Ferro -Fibrous  
Armament:  3 M -Pods 

2 PPCs 
1 Guardian ECM  

Manufacturer:  Tactical Advantage, LLC  
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Xerxes, New Rhodes, Prefecture IV  

What does this mean? What in the hell does it mean?  

I canôt get my head around it. Iôve got a holovid of Levin delivering the speech. Iôve got a transcript of his words, and I still canôt 
get my head around it. I donôt want to believe this is happening.  

I donôt want to be alone out here. 

Iôm not. Of course, Iôm not. There are others, stranded like me, left out, suddenly without a nation. And our enemies close in on 
all sides, moving faster and faster, and we have nothing left to defend . Nothing more to work for.  

I canôt move.  
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These letters to home often yield more information than my more surreptitious channels do. This oneôs from Charisse Perry, in 
Lindonôs Folly on Styx. 

Silence.  

You know, itôs one thing when the Dracs are bearing down on you with a couple thousand tons of stomping, flashing metal, 

when theyôre savagely mowing down civvies and soldiers alike in some glory charge to retake worlds ñin the name of the 
Dragonò and all that rot. After a while one tends to get used to being under fire, especially after the last few months, when 
Sakamoto and his thugs came barreling through here.  

Now the silence is just too much!  

Guess we can all thank that turncoat bitch, Tormark, for that one, though. Way the rumors have it,  it wasnôt till she showed up 
at Saffel that the bloodletting stopped. Some folks say she and olô Sakamoto duked it out and she won command of the Combine 
force, in true samurai ðor Clanner ðstyle. I heard that she got lucky and the man died of ñsuspiciousò causes just minutes before 
she dropped on the combat zone.  

Either way, seems the Dracs went into a holding pattern not soon after that. Least for now, anyway.  

Oh, donôt get me wrong. The Snakes ainôt given up on Saffel, Nirasaki, Styx, or any of the other four worlds theyôve been 

ñcontestingò just yet, but with their new leader off on a junket to Black Luthien to check in with her new bossðso say some intel 
guys I bought a drink for last week ðthey just ainôt showing the same thunder and bluster we got used to when Sakamoto was 
calling the shots.  

Another thing I guess we can thank the traitor for, eh?  

Either way, Jake, Iôm due a patrol shift, so Iôll scream at you again later. Meantime, keep your head down, okay? And send me 
some prayers; Iôve a feeling that we may be needing them sometime real sooné. 

Luv, Your big sister  
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More from Charisse: The one thing I didnôt expect from this conflagration was cultural lessonsé. 

Iôm telling you, Jake. You just wouldnôt believe it. I mean, I still donôt and I was fragging there !  

Okay, so the other day, Barbarry and I drew a dawn patrol through those jungles I was telling you about, about 30 clicks nort h 

of Lindonôs Folly. You know, where last weekôs mudslide pretty much turned the place into a river of brown pudding? Well, sure 
as Hades if we didnôt encounter a pair of snakes mucking about in the same sector. They were middleweights, of course, a 
Centurion  and a Ghost . Both sported the familiar snake logos, but damned if the Ghost  wasnôt also boasting a Dragonôs Fury 
standard, too.  

Now, what happened next just floors me. We spot each other at about the same time, and I was sure the snakes mustôve seen 

the words ñfresh meatò floating over our heads, what with me in my hand-me -down Panther , and Barbarry in his Wasp . But 
while one of the Dracs ðthe Centurion  jock ðdid light us up with his targeting suite, his buddy in the Ghost  simply executed a 
stiff bow.  

Only then did we notice the Centurion  was stuck, mired shin -deep in the muck and waiting for his bud to get hi s endo -steel ass 
out of there. They couldnôt really afford a fight any more than we could! 

So, Barbarry starts wetting his pants, right. Heôs freaking out about what we should do, while this Centurion  shoves the muzzle 

of its autocannon in our general dire ction, when suddenly the Ghost  just reaches out, grasps the Centurion ôs gun-arm real 
gentle - like, and pulls it down. Then ðget this! ðthe Ghost  bows to us, just like a human being.  

Barbarry, of course, concludes that the snakes have just about lost their min ds, and heôs blabbering incoherently about the 

whole thing, unable to decide whether we should blast ôem or get the heck out of Dodge. I tell him to shut up in the usual 
manner. You know, ñStand down and clear the lines, soldier!ò I then try my best to mimic the Ghostôs move without doing a 
face -plant in the mud, and we do our best to take a real casual stroll back toward the base.  

Itôs just crazy. A couple weeks ago, these guys wouldôve shot first and never looked back at the corpses in their wake. Now they 
gotta act all civilized like.  

I tell you, Jake. This war just ainôt making any sense. 

Luv,  

Your big sister  
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JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

One piece of good news. I found one piece of good news in this disaster. The word is that som e of ðall of? ðthe Davion 

movement isnôt aggression. I thought they were grabbing planets for themselves in the great Republic of the Sphere fire sale, 
but apparently what theyôre doing is some version of helping. Coming and holding on to planets for us, waiting for the day when 
weôre capable of holding them on our own. Whenever that may be. If thereôs ever a Republic again. 

God, Levin, I trusted  you! I cheered your election! I supported what you did to the Senate. And now . . . you took my nation 
away. You e xiled me without warning.  

I donôt know if I have any trust left to extend.  
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This news report from Lindonôs Folly seems to corroborate Tormarkôs impact on the fighting in that region. 

Fighting Renews in Gehenna Capital Region  

LINDONôS FOLLY [Styx News Today] ð Heavy fighting erupted again today just outside the spaceport city of Lindonôs Folly, on 

the Gehenna continent. Attempting to breach the Republican defenses arrayed along the woodlands north of the city proper, the  
surprise dawn assault  by a combination of DCMS and Dragonôs Fury troops was finally beaten back after a three-hour battle. The 
Republican victory, however, came at tremendous cost.  

ñ[The Republican forces] held the line at a region 24 kilometers north of Lindonôs Follyôs suburbs,ò said Major Simon Donnely, a 

Republican spokesman for the Gehenna operational field command. ñHowever, both sides suffered serious losses in manpower 
and materiel.ò 

Donnely would not speculate as to what prompted the Combine push, though he did remind reporters that the DCMS forces on 
Styx and elsewhere across Prefecture II remain committed to reclaiming all worlds in The Republic previously held by the 
Draconis Combine, citing the presence of many ethic Kuritans throughout the region as justification f or their recent invasion. 
This offensive ð launched without any official declaration of war by either side ð comes despite the fact that the worlds of 
Prefectures I, II, III, and X were all ceded willingly by then ïCoordinator Hohiro Kurita in the wake of t he Word of Blake Jihad.  

The rise of the breakaway faction, the Dragonôs Fury, further complicated the Combine invasion, adding substance to the claims 

by invasion leader, Benjamin Districtôs Warlord Mitsura Sakamoto, that elements of the Republicôs own citizenry wished to return 
to ñthe Glory of the Dragon.ò However, in an ironic twist, the Fury ð led by former Republican Prefect Duchess Katana Tormark 
ð has reportedly clashed with Sakamotoôs forces since the invasion began. 

The Fury -DCMS fighting culminate d, according to some reports, in a recent showdown on Saffel in which Sakamoto was deposed 
by Duchess Tormark. It was after that battle that Tormark allegedly left Republican space, and Fury troops were seen working in 
concert with DCMS regulars. According  to Donnely, this change in leadership apparently had an immediate impact on the 
prosecution of the Combine invasion, with the attacking forces on several contested worlds ð Styx included ð stalled for the 
time being.  

ñSince uniting with theé[Dragonôs] Fury, we have noticed a decrease in hostilities,ò Donnely told SNT, ñbut we expect this 

change is only temporary. Whether Combine -born or not, we must remember these people intend nothing less than the 
complete conquest of our homelands, in the name of an emp ire that long ago should have learned the lessons of war.ò 

As the sun sets over Lindonôs Folly today, the guns have once more grown silent, and technicians are hard at work repairing the 
damage, but the tension in the air remains even as the smoke clears. How long will this lull last?  

Reporting for Skye News Today, at Lindonôs Folly, Iôm Sierra Ramirez.  
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JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

Iôm still heading to Prefecture VII. Specifically, to Augustine. Iôm not really sure why. It seems pretty useless, pretty 

meaningless, now. Letôs say I find what Iôm looking for. To whom do I report it? Do I try to get someone arrested? Under whose 
authority? Because I donôt have any anymore, it seems. 

God, Iôve gotta break out of this. Itôs been 10 days and my headôs still swimming. I need to work. Iôm on a ship; thereôs plenty 

of passengers, many of them abandoned just like I was. I need to talk to them, to find out what they know. Anything to avoid 
being alone with my thoughts.  
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Why rely on outside reports when you can get information from the horseôs mouth? 

Hidechi Welles  
Lindonôs Folly, Styx, Prefecture II 

Tomodachi,  

I am sure that some of my more true -blooded countrymen may find moments like these an opportunity to practice their skills  at 

haiku, but unfortunately, as you know, my grasp of that art is limited (though I am sure I could belt out a few colorful lime ricks 
that my mother taught me, if properly motivated).  

Right now, however, I am not motivated.  

Worry not, tomodachi . I remain committed to the path of honor, to fulfill my duty to my rightful liege. ñAlways giri  before 

ninjo òðduty before heart. For her, I gladly accepted this assignment, to serve as our official liaison to the truebloods of our 
nation, to fight alongside them for  the glory of the Dragon. I know you feel the same as I, that sense of elation and pride, as if 
the moment of acceptance we have so yearned for ðthat feeling of belonging ðis finally near.  

But alas, tomodachi , I must confess the results of these first effort s have been rather disappointing. The warriors to whom I 

have been assigned are honorable and brave; a finer company I have never seen in the years since Stone left us. But to them, I 
will forever be gaijin , an outcast. To them, I will never belong . 

Bah! E nough of this self -pity! You expect a report from the front lines, and so I shall give you one. Four days ago, we engaged 
Republican forces here to demonstrate our will and determination, to prove that, even though the Dragon has been still, it ma y 
still s trike with ferocity and honor at any moment. I dare say the Republicans learned the lesson well. Their news reports claim 
we were beaten, but more of their dead littered the field than ours.  

They were tenacious, though. A worthy foe that I still remember o nce calling my own, as our liege also remembers, I am 

certain. I take no pleasure in seeing them fall, and I will be glad when this fighting is over. But before I digress again, l et me say 
that they nonetheless failed to prevent us from breaching their lin e. Were it only so ordered, we could have pushed through to 
the city beyond, and claimed the spaceport and this wretched, mud -soaked continent for the Dragon.  

Sooner or later, I know that order is coming. But, tomodachi , would it be a dishonor to admit tha t I dread the day when our 
liege returns and issues such a command?  

Always with you,  

HW  
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JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

Okay, I might not be quite back to normal, but Iôm starting to get my old bounce back. This ship is going to keep me occupied 
for a while. Who cares if Iôve got no one to report to? Just finding out stuff is fun all on its own. 

Most of us here are refugees, though not all of us know what weôre running from. Iôve talked to people convinced that the 

Federated Suns are o ur friends, others just as convinced that the Davions are going to join everyone else in the land grab. There 
have also been a few dark whispers about House Davion having to deal with its own inner turmoil before it can decide what to 
conquer.  

That last li ne of gossip sounds like the most interesting, but also probably the subject that no one will have any real facts about. 
Still, on a long flight, innuendoôs as good as anything.  
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More from Charisse: Apparently at least one Drac has retained  his sense of honor.  

I donôt believe it, Jake! It was that same Ghost! Iôm sure of it! Had to be the only one in the field with a Dragonôs Fury emblem 

on it. I donôt know what the hell Tormark puts in her boysô sake, but whatever it is makes those guys nuttier than grandmaôs 
Christmas fruitcakes!  

Okay, maybe that was a bit unfair. I know, for instance, what they teach us at the academies about the Dracs and their sense of 

honor. Almost as bad as Clanners sometimes. They say there are those who prefer combat  on the most even footing possible, 
leaving the victory to the one with the most skill in battle. One -on-one dueling, face to face. No kicking below the belt. That kind 
of thing.  

Well, they also teach us that the entire honor thing is a myth now. The Clans  and the Jihad ðnot to mention a few centuries 

fighting Davies ðtaught the DCMS that you just canôt expect fair treatment from your enemy during battle. And because the 
Combineôs overriding goal has always been to conquer the universe (No kidding! Look it up in one of those Touring the Stars  bits 
ComStar kept replaying all the time!), the instructors also teach that facing a Drac in battle is the second -worst thing that can 
happen (after facing a Cappie). Iôm sure itôd be the third -worst  thing if the Word of Blake were still around, but thatôs just an 
academic point.  

Iôm getting off-subject, though. Okay, so in case the news hasnôt reached you yet, a few days back we had a major dust-up 
around the same place I told you that Barbarry and I ran that patrol, just  north of Lindonôs Folly. Well, the local Drac field 
commander got it in his head that it was time to shake things up a little, with or without word from his higher -ups (which 
Donnely swears he hasnôt gotten yet). A full company of ôMechs and tanks, plus maybe another company of supporting foot 
troopers ðarmored and otherwise ðsuddenly converged on our position there.  

Natch, guess whoôs on patrol at the time in her little old Panther? 

And this time, I didnôt even have Barbarry there to back me up. 

At the sigh t of the vanguard units, I opted to get the hell out of there, but I knew it was no use. P anther s just arenôt built for 

speed. Theyôre fragging expendable firepower. Sure enough, I can see in the sensor boards and the wraparound that I have two 
Snake ôMechs on my tail, including that Ghost. Iôm making evasives and jumping like all get-out to avoid these guys, using the 
woods to slow them some, but the Ghost  has a top speed over twice what I can manage. Weôre exchanging fire the whole time, 
and Iôm calling up support, which is already en route, but I know Iôm going to be toast before the others get there, right? 

Thatôs where once again, the Ghost  decides to cut me some slack.  

I mean, it could  have been just an accident, I suppose, but with the speed he was go ing, and the way he was dodging trees, I 
just knew  this guy was an ace of some kind. He was in the lead, his partner in a Cougar  struggling to keep pace just behind him 
and taking potshots whenever he could get a line of fire, which was strangely not that often.  

But damned if the Ghost didnôt suddenly trip. I mean, at close to 50 kph, the guy suddenly slides off to one side, not only 

topping himself and giving me a momentôs breathing room, but also sending his buddy in the Cougar  into a sprawl as they 
conne ct. Iôve seen a move like that only in cheap holovids. 

Iôm told that in the after-action, the Ghost  still fought us like a pro, and even took a fair chunk out of Lieutenant McCabeôs 
Legionnaire . (I myself managed to cripple a couple DCMS hovers and drive b ack some Drac Toads, thank you very much.) So I 
know it canôt be fear of fighting thatôs eating him, but thereôs just no way I should have come out of that one alive, and knowing 
it all came down to whateverôs ticking in that Fury guyôs noggin just gave me the creeps.  

Luv,  

Your big sister  
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Intercepted this internal Kurita communique. I suppose there can be such a thing as too much honoré. 

ISF Field Report SAST166 -DAV  

To:  Dispatch  
From:  David  

I am continuing my ongoing observation of the Geis haôs ronin forces, with particular attention paid to the Geishaôs 

representative among forces engaged on the Gehenna continent of Styx. Subject there is remarkably well indoctrinated into the  
strictures of bushido , and performs with exceptional skill durin g battle, as has proven to be the case for more of the Geishaôs 
ronin than not. More remarkable is the subjectôs clearly gaijin  birth status, not only being of The Republic, but also hailing from a 
combination of Davion and Rasalhaguian ancestry.  

Unfortuna tely, the subjectôs indoctrination into bushido  appears to have been too good. His commitment to bushido  is that of an 

idealist, as I noted in earlier reports on the matter. When faced with an enemy in a clearly inferior position, the subject h as held 
fire  and even impeded the ability of true Dragons to carry out the task. At least one known Republican remains an active 
participant in local engagements as testimony to that effect.  

In reviewing reports by colleagues, I have learned that all six of the Geisha ôs ronin here on Styx appear to demonstrate similar 
signs of weakness. We surmise that this is the inevitable result of their status as Republic -born gaijin . Clearly, a part of these 
ronin still feel a kinship with the very warriors they have resisted for the better part of two years. Their sense of honor when 
dealing with such warriors smacks of the naive manner in which the Clans have been known to do battle, creating an 
unnecessary restraint and a questionable commitment to the cause of reclaiming our wo rlds.  

My recommendation, as before, is to restrict the impact of these ronin on our war effort. If we must consort with these gaijin  the 

Geisha has forced upon us, then perhaps there may be a way to place them first in harmôs way, to toughen up those strong 
enough to realize that we are not playing games with the Republicans.  

Will continue observations pending further instructions. As ever, I remain but a humble servant of the Dragon.  
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JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

Itôs time to make some friends. And this time Iôm not just limiting myself to passengersðIôm doing everything I can to make the 
crew like me, too.  

And thanks to the wonderful ways of men and the genetic bequests from my ancestors, getting about half of them to like me is 

not  that hard. Unfasten an extra button, stare at them awkwardly, blush occasionally ðand all of the sudden your presence is 
welcome just about anywhere.  

The women can be a little tougher to crack, especially if flirting with the men makes them think youôre an idiot, a bimbo, or 

both. But if I can pick the right ones ðthe ones looking to air a few gripes about their job, for instance ðIôll get in. Then Iôll see 
what kind of gossip I can carve out of them.  
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Saw this in the Gehenna Gossip . An actual  transcript of Charisseôs run-in with the honorable Ghost . 

ABOVE ALL, HONOR?  

24 October 3135 (LINDONôS FOLLY) ð Just when you thought the changing face of war couldnôt get any weirder, it does in the 

ongoing contest for Lindonôs Folly, Styxôs vital spaceport city here on our very own Gehenna Isle. Astute readers keeping score 
may already know that, since their arrival on the scene, the armed forces of the Draconis Combine have been duking it out wit h 
the hometown Republic of the Sphere forces as part of the  Snakesô ever-deeper incursion into Republican territory, with us 
hapless residents caught in the crossfire ðas always.  

Well, as the more insular among you may not be aware (you know, those of you who probably are already hiding out in bomb 

shelters built i n case of a second Jihad), the Dracs have been much more passive since olô Warlord Sakamoto bit the big one on 
the ice caps of Saffel a few weeks back. Apologists for the traitor Tormark are attributing this change of attitude to the Dr agonôs 
Fury boys and  girls who signed up with the DCMS all too recently. More sensible folk are calling this merely the calm before the 
storm.  

Either way, judging by this intercepted comm traffic picked up during yet another recent skirmish near the Folly, it seems we ôve 
got folks on both sides who still think riding around in walking avatars of steel and death somehow makes them nobler than the 
rest of us poor animals. God, you just gotta love that Drac taste for bushido , eh?  

[RotS Panther]:  ñContact! Contact! Scout Two to Heavy Alpha, I need some backup here, pronto!ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñAffirmative, Scout Two. Heavy Lance en route. Fall back to Waypoint Baker and awaitðò 

[RotS Panther]:  ñ(unpublishable)! Taking fire! Taking fire! I count four incoming hostiles, all Baker-Marys.  Repeat. One full 
lance of Baker -Mary elements firing on my position!ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñFall back, double-time, Scout Two. Heavy Lance ETA is 5 minutes.ò 

[RotS Panther]:  (sounds of weapons fire, static) ñFive minutes!? Youôve got to be (unpublishable) me! I have a Ghost  and a 
Cougar  breathing down by neck, with a couple Centurion s not too far behind them!ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñCharlie Flight is in the air, Scout Two. Cavalryôs coming.ò (sounds of weapons fire; thumping rotors pass by; 
several explosions)  

[RotS Panther]:  ñIôm hit! Iôm hit!ò [RotS Vulture]: ñScout Two, Heavy Lance ETA is two minutes. Whatôs your status?ò 

[RotS Panther]:  ñDang it, Alpha. My hipôs blown, and that (unpublishable) Ghost  has taken out my PPC. Iôm (unpublishable)!ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñHeavy Alpha to all units. We have a ôMech down at Waypoint Gamma. Scout Two reports four medium Baker-
Marys on siteéò 

[RotS Panther]:  (unintelligible)  

[RotS Vulture]:  ñScout Two?ò 

[RotS Panther]:  (muttering) ñAll right, you (unpublishable). Youôve been stalking me all month now. Get it over withéò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñScout Two? Respond! Heavy Lance has sensor contact with your positionéò 

[RotS Panther]:  (still muttering) ñWhat the hell?ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñScout Two, respond!ò 

[RotS Panther]:  ñI donôt believe it! Again?ò 

[RotS Vulture]:  ñScout Twðò 

[RotS Panther]:  ñHeavy Alpha, enemy unit has fallen back. My ôMech is crippled. Why the hell didnôt that Fury Ghost  finish me 
off?ò 

There you have it folks. Crippled Republican Panther lives by virtue of a traitor in his Ghost ? Is this the code of bushido , a rare 
spark of compassion in a Drac wannabe? Or is it collusion between enemies, a game played between MechWarriors and paid for 
by the blood and taxes of the people?  

You decide.  
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26 October 3135  

JumpShip Gemini Gleam, P refecture IV  

Operation ñDonôt You Want To Be My Friendò is proceeding perfectly. The assistant navigator, the deputy chief of security, and 

the bosun are all rapidly becoming close, personal friends of the lovely and talented Deandra Lowe. And Iôve already reaped my 
first reward.  

I was chatting up the navigator when the first mate (whom I donôt have my hooks into yet) came in for a chat. She didnôt seem 

to care that I was sitting right there ðcivilian crews are a little more relaxed about secrecy than the mi litary is. She launched 
right into the navigator.  

ñI saw the route you planned,ò she said. ñAre you trying to get us killed?ò 

The navigator played it off like he didnôt know what she was talking about, which, in fact, he didnôt. Turns out the first mate ha d 
been looking at an old set of plans that called for passing through the Elgin jump point. And that prospect had the first mat e 
scared white.  

Thisôll bear more looking into. 

P.S. Heôll never see this, but I should wish my cousin Jonas a happy birthday. Happy birthday, dork.  
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27 October 3135  

Mika meets our Jump -sick Clanner. I just love it when things come full circleé. 

Prefecture X Free Trader Sudetenland  (Fomalhaut System)  

Let me just start by saying, ñClanners are freaks!ò Iôm serious, Marc. These guys are just the strangest, most uncouth, yet 

strangely noble creatures I have ever met up close, and I think the Nova Cats have to be the weirdest of them all. At least, if 
these Spirit Cat wannabes are any indicationé 

Okay, now that I got that out of my syste m, maybe I should explain that a bit more, but before I do, Marc, do me a favor ðget 
the kids out of the room. This is just not a subject for young ears.  

Firstly, remember that I have two jobs here and two employers to answer to. Just playing comm officer o n this Jumper is the 
first, which is no biggie. The second job, however, is to forward anything of interest to the powers - that -be at Denebola, based 
on the orders they give me and the captain (the only two of us on the Denebolan office payroll, as far as I  know).  

Well, of course the movements of the Spirit Cats got top priority once the Denebolan PTBs noticed Rosse was part of their gro up. 

Iôm guessing they told the capôn to agree to this rental of our services for much the same reason. So, weôre supposed to watch 
our charges, and see if we canôt find out whatôs what, right? 

Well, not soon after they docked, I met one of these guys. An Elemental. Had to be. He was about 2.1 meters of muscle on top 

of muscle (with a side of muscle for good measure), and cover ed in weird ritual tattoos (not those Enhanced Imaging implants; I 
asked). Anyway, this Ellie ðTerrence was his name ðseemed like he needed to talk. I mean, heôs nervous, sweaty, and his eyes 
never blink. I try to talk with him, though, and youôd have thought I pulled a gun on him. Guess someone got it into his head 
the shipôs full of Republican spies. 

Okay. Fair enough. So, I figure Iôll give him and his buddies more room. 

Then, after the first jump, I notice this guy is real scarce. Doesnôt like to mingle on the grav decks, even though some of his 

buddies do. When he finally does, itôs like he canôt get away fast enough after the minimum medically approved allotment of 
exercise.  

Come to find out from his friends that this guyôs got the worst case of travel sickness Iôve ever heard of. From dust-off to 
landing, heôs an absolute nervous wreck. Medications donôt take his mind off it, because he can focus only on the fact that heôs 
on a spacecraft surrounded by vacuum.  

And I thought nothing  scared these guys! Wei rd, huh?  

Oh, but then comes the gross part. In the course of finding out from his friends what this Terrence guyôs deal is, I get 

propositioned to ñcoupleò no fewer than a dozen times. I mean, these guys talk sex the way we talk about the weatherðand 
some of them are the fugliest things you can imagine this side of a Canopian circus.  

Worse, it seems that someone decides that this is the best way to get Terrence to relax his guard, because a few days after t his, 
the monstrous tattooed Ellie himself bumps int o me on the grav deck, gives out this exasperated sigh, and starts a whole 
conversation with, ñOkay, surat , let us couple now and get this over with.ò 

I mean, what the hell was that !?  

I tell you, Marc. I canôt tell the rest of this story without my skin crawling. Suffice to say, there are certain things about this 
second job of mine that I wish the Denebolan office had warned  me about first!  
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31 October 3135  

JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

All right. So it turns out Elgin was lucky enough to be drafted  into Prefecture X when Exarch Levin dropped his curtain or erected 

his wall or whichever metaphor you want to use. Not everyone was clear on that at first ðthey thought Levinôs fortress would 
just be Prefecture X, but it looks like, by the warnings Levin s ent out, the ñfortressò also includes 10 extra planets (including 
Northwind, which is safe, but out of my reach; Iôm pleased and crushed at the same time). 

Normally the Gemini Gleam  would stop by Elgin on this particular journey, but theyôre not going to anymore, because theyôre 

scared stiff. I asked the navigator about it. I said, ñOkay, weôre not going to Elgin. But what would happen if we did?ò And his 
eyes grew wide and he shook his head and he said, ñWeôre not going to Elgin,ò and I said, ñYeah, right, I know, but what if ðò 
and he cut me off and said ñWeôre not.ò 

Whatôs clear is that Levinôs got the means to back up his threats. I need to find out whatôs happeningðto satisfy my curiosity, if 
nothing else.  
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03 November 3135  

In my quest for entertaining  reading material, I managed to coax some fine Solaris 7 publications from a passenger. He had only 

some of the more independent tabloids, but those usually have the best info anyway. The issues were old, but any light readin g 
is better than some of the co mbat news being disseminated lately. A particularly informative one had this in it:  

ñVCI JOINS TACTICAL ADVANTAGE IN ôMECH OFFERSò 

In an apparent response to Tactical Advantageôs Neanderthal  giveaway to Lex Corpuz (ñBufordò pilot), Victory Conditions 

Indus tries (VCI), will be putting up one of their newest designs as the ante for a bet for anyone whoôll take it: Correctly choose 
the winners in a yet - to -be announced series of battles to own the reconnaissance -oriented Night Stalker . 

VCI has reported the basi cs of this design, though not all the particulars are available. Hereôs what weôve gotten out of them so 
far:  

Type/Model:  Night Stalker  NSR-K1-M 
Mass:  40 tons  
Chassis:  Endo Steel  
Power Plant:  320 Pitban XL Fusion  
Walking Speed:  86.4 km/h  
Maximum Speed:  129 .6 km/h  
Jump Jets:  None  
Armor Type:  Ferro -Fibrous  
Armament:  

3 Extended -Range Medium Lasers  
1 Beagle Active Probe  
1 Streak SRM 6  

In addition, it looks like this ôMechôs torso-mounted cockpit design also features a Beagle Active Probe and a blade fitted dire ctly 

into its left hand, which is likely intended to be used in urban combat. As more details become available, weôll be sure to report 
them to you.ò 

Wow. Win your own ôMech. Once upon a time, you actually had to buy one, or hope your great great great grandparents had one 
to leave you. Of course, now Iôm curious as to who might have won this little wager. Hereôs hoping I can run into another Solaris 
frequenter in the near futureé.  
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04 November 3135  

JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture IV  

Ships have disappeare d. Vanished. Back on Terra, they still talk about the Bermuda Triangle, this little nothing piece of ocean 

where ships keep going in and not going out. Itôs been going on for centuries, well over a thousand years, and so far no oneôs 
got a better explanati on than ñitôs just some weird coincidence.ò 

This is much, much bigger than the Bermuda Triangle, but at least we know anything that happens there isnôt random chance. 
Thereôs actual hostile intelligence in there. 

Prefecture X (and its add -ons) is the point  of no return. The crews have been swapping tales of ships that go in but donôt come 

out. Theyôre not seen again, not heard from again. What happens to them is anyoneôs guess, but their families probably 
shouldnôt keep setting a place at the table for them. 

Thatôs what the crewôs nervous about. Thatôs why weôre not going anywhere near Elgin.  
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08 November 3135  

Charisse Perry  
Lindonôs Folly, Styx, Prefecture II 

ñReports of my demise have been greatly exaggerated.ò 

Iôm not sure who said that originally. Iôm told it was an early Terran author, though Iôm sure some ComStar adept would say it 
comes from Jerome Blake.  

Either way, it works for me here, Jake. By now, you may have heard there was another ñincidentò outside of Lindonôs Folly, and 

yes, itôs true my Panther was shot down. Itôs even true that I took a hit in the cockpit when she crashed (though even I donôt 
seem to remember that part . . . .).  

Rest assured, however, that Iôm alive and well. And so is ñShira,ò though the techs had an easier time fixing her busted hip, 
gyro, and PPC than the medics here have had fixing my busted hip and three cracked ribs. (Whatever else they tell you about 
the safety harnesses in a BattleMech, those five -point straps can save your life, but they arenôt exactly gentle about it.) Thus, I 
remain on the injured reserve for a few more days, with nothing to do but help out with admin duties and in the cafeteria, wh ile 
amusing myself with the local net -drek they have here.  

And guess what? The whole reason Iôm alive to tell you this? Itôs all because that damned Ghost  saved me ðagain. Oh, sure, it 

was him who started shooting at me to begin with, and it was his pulse lasers that ripped open Shiraôs leg, back, and peeper, 
but when the moment came to make his killing shot ðdonôt let the news fool you, Donnelyôs lance was still too far away to stop 
him, and a couple VTOLs with cluster bombs just wonôt hold back a whole lance of dedicated hunter-killers like the Snakes had ð
he hesitated again.  

He just stood over me there for a whole 15 second s (I counted!), while his buddy in the Cougar stalked around behind him. 
Maybe they were even talking about me, arguing over who makes the kill and how. Whatever it was all about, it held them in 
place long enough for Heavy lance to start opening up on the ir position.  

And it gets weirder, still. The other day, Iôm checking out the Styx Nets again (like I told you, Iôve been really bored here!), and 
I stumbled upon this haiku in the topic line of a general posts chat room:  

ñLone Ghost  stalks Panther . 

Three t imes a kindred life spared.  
Ronin awaits word.ò 
ðDFRonin7  

Natch, I look into it and find out that someone going by the handle of DFRonin7 has been looking to talk to some Republicans 
via the Styx Nets. If thatôs from our friendly neighborhood Ghost jock, though, what could he possibly want? And wouldnôt 
answering him be, like, consorting with the enemy? Iôd ask the sergeant here, but Iôm not sure I want anyone even thinking Iôm 
a Draco -sympathizer.  

Iôm so confused, Jake. Right about now, I wish I was back home on Berenson with you and Molly.  

Luv,  

Your big sister  
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09 November 3135  

JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture V  

Got a story from the first mate. Hereôs how it goes. 

The JumpShip Starrunner  had heard the warnings. They had no intention of going anywhere they  werenôt supposed to. They 

were at Dieron, which on any map looks like itôs practically touching Altair, but in reality is nearly four light-years away from it, 
which gives them plenty of room to maneuver.  

But thereôs trouble. The ship is supposedly a merchant but does some covert work for The Republic from time to time (never 

mind how I know that), and in this instance they happened to be sheltering a fugitive from the Draconis Combine. So some 
Combine ships start putting pressure on them, hemming them in,  and the Starrunner  gets word that anywhere they jump has 
Combine ships waiting for them.  

Anywhere but one. Altair. So they figure, weôre on Republic business, right? Theyôll understand, right? 

And maybe The Republic folks did. But not a word about any of the hands aboard has made it out of Prefecture X since. Not a 

trace. The ship couldnôt have been more thoroughly removed if it had been vaporized. And thatôs where things stand in 
Prefecture X.  
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10 November 3135  

I wonder what Marc would think about Mikaôs ñprofessional contactò? Ah, the intricacies of covert worké. 

Mika Hasseldorf  

Prefecture III  
Free Trader Sudetenland  (Quentin System)  

Per priority requests received on 1 October of this year, I have worked to win the confidence of the Spirit Cat ñguestsò traveling 

on board the free trader Sudetenland since our departure from Marcus System (Prefecture VIII) on 7 August. In that time, I 
have focused my efforts on one Cat in particular, a nervous male of apparent trueborn Elemental breeding and distinguished 
ma rkings of the Purifiers subgroup. Known simply as Terrenz (no Bloodname, preferred battlesuit is Gnome). Apparently afflicted  
with severe space flight phobias, the mark seemed reasonable enough, too distracted by his own predicament to maintain any 
guard a gainst casual inquiry.  

Initial contacts were less than encouraging, but over the next two jumps, his resistance wore down. Supplemental inquiries an d 

interest expressed to Terrenzôs companionsðwhose willingness to provide information on their comrade was d irectly proportional 
to the amount of information they refused  to share about their current objectives ðeventually led to greater understanding of 
the subject and eventual contact during the recharge at Fomalhaut (Prefecture X).  

Intimate contact ðwhile initi ally quite unpleasant ðproved a catalyst to reaching the subject, who eventually discussed at length 
the Spirit Cat beliefs in the hopes of expressing how he came to join and embrace the values of his ñClanò and follow Kev Rosse. 
It appears, however, that t he last few years spent in search of their ñsafe havenò have worn down Terrenzôs faith, possibly due 
to his extreme transit phobias and violent TDS condition, which make all the moving around extremely distressing. Subject now  
dwells on what he considers t o be a string of ñdead ends.ò 

It appears the move to Addicks on the part of this crew is to secure a foothold there in anticipation of the arrival of addit ional 

Spirit Cat forces, including those of Kev Rosse himself. The move is in response to the latest ñinspirationò received by Rosse 
during his lieutenantôs mission to Wyatt. Evidently, this ñvisionò called upon Rosse to ñreturn to the beginningò in anticipation of 
an unspecified event. The nature of this event is unknown to Terrenz, who continues to rega rd me with intense suspicion, 
despite over a week of close contact.  

At present, intentions are to continue focusing on Terrenz for additional information on Spirit Cat objectives, motives, and 
methods via casual contact for the remainder of the jump travel  to Addicks. Afterward, it is my intention to sever all contact with 
this Spirit Cat and return to my duty post in Prefecture VIII, pending additional instruction.  

Hasseldorf out.  
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15 November 3135  

Charisse finally gets to speak to her ronin.  

***CharlyP ha s joined the server [Timestamp: 04:17 -31351112 GST]  

***CharlyP sets mode to +private, +secure, +encryptAAB11G, +invite -only  

+[Auto -Message: ModBot Moderation Disabled. Private Channel Secure -Mode Engaged. Encryption Code AAB11G Active. 
Channel is Invite -Only.] : -  ModBot2029T8H  

***DFRonin7 has been invited to channel  

***DFRonin7 has joined channel  

+Well, here we areé. 
: -CharlyP  

+Indeed.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Look, don't play the strong, silent type with me in here. You know either one of our COs would hang us for even  having this 

little chat.  
: -CharlyP  

+Or worse, I am certain.  
: -DFRonin7  

+So, want to tell me what it is with you? I mean, I have no complaints about having my life spared three times in battle, but  
when it's by the same enemy, I start to wonder if we've me t sometime before, or if you're just tormenting me for some sick 

reason, and I just don't get the joke.  
: -CharlyP  

+I assure you that it is no joke. Though I am impressed that you have noticed my efforts. I can tell you with no dishonor tha t I 

do not know y ou personally. You do not owe your life to some past friendship between us.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Then, to what, dare I ask?  
: -CharlyP  

+To honor, of course. Contrary to what you may have heard of us, we are not heartless traitors and murderers.  
: -DFRonin7  

+By "us," do I presume you mean the Dragon's Fury, or the Combine as a whole?  
: -CharlyP  

+Yes. ; - )  
: -DFRonin7  

+Oh, very cute!  
: -CharlyP  

+Apologies, CharlyP. I DO mean the Fury first and foremost, but my countrymen in the Combine are likewise not the heartless 
killers  your press and government claim us to be.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Forgive me if that's a bit hard to swallow while you're invading The Republic. It also doesn't answer my question. Why spare  

me?  
: -CharlyP  

+Honor. You were at an unfair disadvantage in every encounter we have had. Between the inferiority of your BattleMech and 

your lack of support, I could not bring myself to deliver a killing blow.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Yet you did so against other Republican troops without any difficulties.  
: -CharlyP  

+Only on an even footing. O nly where skill determined the victor. I take no pleasure in killing my once -countrymen.  
: -DFRonin7  



3135 PDA: Deandra Lowe  

+Then why do it?  
: -CharlyP  

+Duty before heart. It is the way of the Dragon.  
: -DFRonin7  

+But you are not of the Dragon, if you are of the Fury. You and the o thers like you follow Tormark, one of us.  
: -CharlyP  

+A traitor, in your eyes? Perhaps, and very true. But our liege has awakened us to a future we could not have had in the 

Republic. Duty demands no less than to follow.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Duty then also demands t hat we kill each other. My duty to the Republic is to defend her and her citizens against those who 

mean her harm. Yet you, knowing this, did not kill me. Why?  
: -CharlyP  

+Duty does not always demand death. But if you wish, we may meet again on the field, w ith no quarter asked or given. I will 

honor the request of a fellow warrior, though I wish it would not be so.  
: -DFRonin7  

+Nor would I, Ronin.  
: -CharlyP  

+Then let us leave the future to itself, my honorable foe, and acknowledge ourselves as warriors divide d only by karma. In the 

meantime, it has been a long while since I have conversed with another as an equal. I would like to continue, with your 
willingness?  
: -DFRonin7  

+I think I would like that.  
: -CharlyP  
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17 November 3135  

Hand of Starling chips in on the  Bounty Hunter, who seems have reappeared under the aegis of Katana Tormark.  

[Text excerpt from The Bounty Hunter: Piercing the Legend , The Atreus Post, 27 July 3060]  

[Begin Excerpt]  

Who was the Bounty Hunter?  

That question has perplexed many for well over  a century. The lack of few hard facts has generated almost as many theories as 
there are individuals looking for answers.  

No reputable researcher believes that there has been only one Bounty Hunter. After all, such a person would have had to have 

been mor e than 110 years old at the time of his disappearance in 3051 ðimpossible, based on the tri -vid that does exist of the 
Bounty Hunter climbing out of his Mad Cat  in 3050. But that begs the question of who  these Bounty Hunters were, and how  they 
came into pos session of the signature suit they have all worn.  

The most common theory is that the identity was passed down through a family of MechWarriors. At the height of the Third 

Succession War, when the Bounty Hunter first surfaced, the ranks of the Dispossessed far outnumbered those who still had 
BattleMechs. Any MechWarrior unfortunate enough to be Dispossessed would do just about anything to regain a ôMech, which is 
partly why the profession of bounty hunter become so common during that time. Many have deduced that only a Dispossessed 
MechWarrior could hunt others with the detached vitriol evinced by the Bounty Hunter.  

On the other hand, the Bounty Hunter didnôt show this bloodthirsty nature until the last decade of the 30th century. Many blame 
this change on a ñpersonality switchòðwhen the old Bounty Hunter retired and a new individual took his place.  

Innumerable individuals have come forward through the years, either claiming to have been the Bounty Hunter or to know who 

he was. Unsurprisingly, none of those cl aims has ever been proved, though some appear to have led researchers closer to the 
truth. Though none ever came to fruition, some did produce a few corpses with indeterminate causes of death.  

[End Excerpt]  

Actually, that would be 194 nowadays. Take that , first Star League and your average human lifespan of 108 years.  

But seriously, folks, the Bounty Hunter is back in the flesh and apparently working for Katana Tormark (though he seems to pu ll 

disappearing acts better than old Tommy: Now heôs fake, now heôs real, now heôs fakeé). Course, according to my sources, he 
first appeared on Harrowôs Sun, with enough hate-on for snakes to make Hanse ñThe Great Satanò spin with pride like a top in 
his grave. Then suddenly heôs on Irian, fighting for the snakesðafter s pending years rubbing their noses in their own blood? 
Doesnôt jive. 

But thatôs not really what I want to talk about. What I want to talk about is the last paragraph of the excerpt from that article. 
Doesnôt it strike anyone as odd that after two centuries these Bounty Hunters come and go and work for just about every faction 
under the sun (except maybe the Clanséhigh and mighty sligs), and yet no oneðnot even a House intelligence agency ðhas 
been able to track him down? Rip off that mask he probably wears to  bed? And heôs in broad daylight? For heavenôs sake, the 
Dancing Joker, possibly the greatest assassin the human race has ever known, couldnôt hide in a hole deep enough to keep the 
snakesô ISF from sniffing him out and hanging his head at the city gates. 

If you ask me, heôs got help. Big-time help: House, intelligence agency, interstellar corp ðpick one. But just ask yourself, ñWhoôs 
got the most to gain from having a loose cannon like that lying around?ò 

I know where my Stones are laid.  

ðHand of Starling  
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18 November 3135  

JumpShip Gemini Gleam, Prefecture VI  

My Augustine friends are almost as good at pumping people for info as I am. Whenever we hook up with other JumpShips to 

exchange passengers, they scour any and all newcomers for news of Augustine. Then,  like good little boys and girls, they pass 
the news on to me.  

I was expecting word of increased militarization, but it looks like Riktofvenôs too clever for that. (Riktofven? Clever? Thatôs like 

calling a Liao sane.) Heôs actually liberalized the planet. Loosened up some wartime restrictions instituted by Levin. Reduced 
tariffs and taxes. Done everything but skip through the streets of the capital passing out daisies. He wants the people to lo ve 
him, but what he plans to do with that love when he gets it i s anybodyôs guess.  
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22 November 3135  

Towne Log  

+So what has anyone heard about this FORTRESS REPUBLIC.  
: -WetWillie  

+You mean CHICKENLITTLE REPUBLIC?  
: -Draco041  

+Soébeen hearing some disturbing stuff. After I dug up that Interstellar Financial Services Consortium report I posted, I 

managed to dig up some other info as well. Seems that JumpShips heading into any system thatôs a part of Prefecture X arenôt 
coming back.  
: -WetWillie  

+Wow, not a conspiracy theory? Just a statement of info youôve found? Niceé 
: -Chungabunga  

+Oh, Iôve got several theories, but Iôm trying to reform. 
: -WetWillie  

+Righté. 
: -Chungabunga  

+Well, I appear to be the new guy around here, so Iôll bite. How do you know? I mean, could be the JumpShips simply have had 
a change of route? Could be pirates (I mean, with everything going on, donôt doubt even PX is having to deal with stuff like 
that), or could be a blown helium seal leaving them stranded, or at the very least well off schedule. I could think of severa l other 

reasons for why it might a ppear JumpShips are not coming back out. Unless you got some more information than that.  
: - jetjet77  

+Oh, I like him. You can stick around, jj77.  
: -Chungabunga  

+Oh, I thought of all those as well, but when it comes through several different reports, includi ng an advisory to all Clan Sea 
Fox khanates that ñuntil further notice, all movement through Prefecture X is suspended by order of Khan Hawkeròéwell, thatôs 
hard to ignore.  
: -WetWillie  

+The Foxes are not as inscrutable as Nova Cats, but I wouldnôt take that at face value. They tend to think on long terms and 

that may simply be part of a brokered deal that has nothing to do with all the vanishing Republic troops.  
: -Draco041  

+Dracoôs got a point. 
: - jetjet77  

+Oh, I know. But when worlds like Hsien are crawling  with more Republic troops than a Capellanôs got ticks and then they 
vanish and weôve heard nothing about a new offensive against any House or Clan currently tearing chunks out of The Republic, 

and now thiséhas to make you wonder. 
: -WetWillie  

+Ah, thereôs the conspiracy theories I know and love from WW.  
: -Chungabunga  

+Now whoôs trolling? Honestly, doesnôt look like a conspiracy theory at all. Heôs just asking questions. Got to say, that Fox 
report does make me wonder, combined with everything else. Come on!  Foxes donôt care one wit for anything going on around 
them, and that includes going across any borders and asking permission afterwardséwith a liberal sprinkling of Stones on the 
side to make any belly aching go away. So for even the Foxes to be avoiding PXé 
: -XSOkay  

+Exactly. All Iôm saying is itôs starting to look pretty weird. Especially consideringéhow do you close up a border like that? I 

mean if youôve got a battlesat or a small fleet to lob at every border system jump point, that still leaves pirate points. Thereôs a 
reason that even the Houses at the height of their power couldnôt really protect the border worlds from almost constant 
objective raids.  
: -WetWillie  

+Space stations do not grow on trees, and there is no way The Republic has the navy to t ry such a blockading tactic. Iôm not 

sure they had it before the blackout, much less years of heavy fighting.  
: -Draco041  
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+Exactly. Just what Iôm saying. So whatôs going on? Is it really happening? If so, how are they doing it? Things just donôt add 

up.  
: -WetWillie  

+ éif nobody gonna respond back can we move on. i hear G2G might release a bonus track on the upcoming Krasher holovid 
soundtrack.  
: -SteelFist17  

+Sighéyou ever get tired of talking about them, 17? 
: -WetWillie  

+hey just didnôt want the chat to go dead sôall. 
: -SteelFist17  

+About like you and youôre conspiracy theories, WW? 
: -Draco041  

+Touché.  
: -WetWillie  

+Wowédid anyone feel the space-time continuum hum for a moment? Did WW and Draco actually not only agree, but then pass 
friendly shots?  
: -Chungabun ga 

+ Careful of the trolling, CB.  
: -ModR8R13431  

+; -) Sorryé 
: -Chungabunga  
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Pissing people off ðthe true sign of success. We picked up a new person at our last stop, a guy named Jefferson on his way back 

to Augustine. He knows Lyman, one of my new friends, so heôs been hanging around the group Iôve wormed my way into. Heôs 
been there as Iôve been asking my questions, and heôs taken offense. Thinks Iôm too nosy. Iôve told him I just want to learn 
about the planet Iôm relocating to, but that doesnôt sway him. 

Heôs obviously not a spookðheôs too unsubtle for that. He defends Riktofven every chance he gets; a good spy wouldnôt be so 

loud about it and would give people who oppose the fearless leader a chance to keep talking and eventually hang themselves. 
But Jeffersonôs having none of it. I canôt budge him. Now I have to worry that heôll turn the others against me, but I think Iôm 
too charming for that.  
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Janis Nova Cat,  

I have no desire to creat e, much less send, this communiqué. And yet I find I am honor bound to do so, before your words 

become actions you cannot revoke. As the Sudetenland  is currently recharging its jump drive and there are still weeks before we 
make landfall on Addicks, I have  made the time.  

I have long watched you. Your actions within the Purifiers have been laudable, and a credit to the true -blood that flows in your 
veins. Actions, however, are not enough.  

There is a Spheroid saying: ñActions speak louder than words.ò That may be enough among the duplicitous Spheroids, but in the 

Clans we are raised from decanting to follow orders. If, however, we feel that those orders are weak or dishonorable, we take  
instant action to right them through our Trials. The Clan version of that saying is ñWords speak louder than actions.ò Clan 
actions can all too often be assumed. It is our words, then, that can have the power to supportéor undermine. 

Despite several failed Trials of Grievance, through which your actions speak of support for Kev Rosse, your words continue to 
decry his visions. You were not coerced into following Galaxy Commander Rosse, nor are you coerced at this time. Any who no 
longer believe in the Spirit Cats are free to return to their Nova Cat enclave of origin. In fact, I a m confident any Nova Cat 
enclave, anywhere within The Republic, would accept you with open arms ðyour skills and blood a boon and honor.  

And so, under such circumstances, I cannot understand your continued belligerence. Either you believe, or you are free t o go 

your way. Others have, and you know full well no retribution has followed their departure. So what keeps you wedded to our 
cause?  

Do you have another way? It is all too easy to lash out with words, and yet have no solution. To lead you must have a vis ion. Do 

you strike with charged PPCs, but with no plan of attack? Or do you follow the calls I have heard from some quarters, saying 
that our time in exile is done and it is time for a return to the shores of our ancestors ðto become Nova Cats once more in word 
and deed?  

You are a ristar  for a reason; your skills on the field make you a valuable asset and potential icon for future generations. But will 
that reason turn to a purpose in safeguarding our future? Or to tear it down?  

Think on such things as you t ry to find your own visions and the path forward.  

Star Colonel Rikkard  
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Jefferson is completely immune to my charms. Heôs a pretty arrogant guy, and that type usually responds to humilityða little 

thinl y disguised groveling. But heôs having none of it. No matter what I do, he wants me at least 50 meters away from him at all 
times.  

Although Iôd like to say itôs not me, Iôm pretty sure it is. And itôs not just that Iôm ñtoo nosy,ò as he keeps saying. Thereôs 

something about me that has really put his guard up. I need to find out what it is, but heôs not going to tell me. So Iôll need to 
find some other way.  

Luckily, my good friend the purser has access to every single cabin on this ship. She would never kno wingly give such access to 
me, but what she doesnôt know wonôt hurt her. 
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A little xenoparanoia from Hand of Starling:  

Okay, people, time for another blog.  

My two compatriots donôt seem to want to spend much time on this, but itôs driving me certifiable. Why, oh, why isnôt anyone 
else worried about this? Itôs the coming apocalypse, I tell ya, and no oneôs paying attention! 

Although the media appears to be ignoring it, Iôve got some inside people tossing me what they can. And let me tell ya, thatôs 
saying something, ôcause this stuff is locked up tighter than Danaiôs real birth date (much less her virginity). 

So, HarJel. Everybody and their dog know what it is: sticky, gooey black stuff that Clan Sea Fox has a lock on tighter than a  
Lyran fis t around a c -bill. Helps to turn Clan battle armor troopers ðtheir Elementals ðinto supersoldiers: stops up wounds, helps 
to seal rends in armor, you get the vid. Itôs also used on Clan WarShips to seal hull breaches. Which is where the nut jobs on 
Solaris V II got the idea for BattleMech HarJel a couple of decades back. Sure, they made it work, but come on, how many 
battles really happen underwater? I tell ya, not enough. So the expense doesnôt cut it and the bean counters say no, and it 
remains a hot number for the insanely rich noble brat to install on his familyôs heirloom, before he walks it back into the stall in 
their private museum.  

Then out of the blue, we get the HarJel II Auto -Repair System, supposedly fully developed in some dark Republic lab and 

currently deploying with elite Republic troops. You canôt seriously buy into that. This isnôt some evolution from HarJel to HarJel 
II. The HJIIARS is revolutionary ðlight -years ahead of HarJel. From what I can dig up, it actually initiates minor ôMech repairs on 
the fly.  

On the fly!  

People, do you understand what that means? Can you say AI?!  

Anybody remember something called the First Star League? When two centuries of peace and all the efforts of humanity resulted  

in the semi -autonomous AI Caspar drones. Thos e computers were also able to enact repairs. And yet that took the combined 
might of the best and brightest of humanity, except it was enacted only on a WarShip -sized scale. And weôve not touched it 
since. Sure, the toasters dabbled and came up with some u nique surprises, but theirs were evolutionary movements. Got no 
problems with that.  

This?! This is something totally different. Self -repairing ôMechs?! Come on, people. Wake up and smell the deception. You really 
think The Republic cooked this up? No way; this is something else. This is AI, if not nanotechnology! And thatôs not coming from 
anywhere in the Inner Sphere, people. The technologyôs just too far, too much, tooédifferent. 

Only one word for it, people. One word. Aliens!  

Iôll fill you all in on my next blog with how aliens have infiltrated our society from top to bottom and are making us dependent on 

their technology; you wait, people, this ñRepublicò tech is gonna start appearing in other Houses and Clans before I can say ñI 
told ya so.ò And in the end, that will be the Achilles heel to topple humanity in our gravest hour!  

See ya next time.  

ðHand of Starling  
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Now it starts to become clearer.  

I got into Jeffersonôs cabin and did some rummaging. His electronic data is pretty well locked up, but I still found out a thing or 
two.  

First of all, though heôs not a spook (as far as I know), he used to be on Senator Riktofvenôs staff, which explains his fanatical 

devotion to the man. He was pretty low level ðnot much more than a clerk ðbut still, he was on the inside. And even the lowest 
people on the inside usually know a thing or two that people on the outside donôt. 

Second, heôs not only ignoring me. He wrote my name down (the fake name Iôm using on this journey, of course, not my real 
one) on a piece of paper, with a question mark after it. I imagine he sent a query out about me. Iôm using one of my established 
identities ðI didnôt have time to generate a new set of papersðbut itôs not one I use often. With luck, he didnôt find anything. 
But maybe he did, and that could explain his distance from me. Heôs discovered enough to make him think he shouldnôt trust 
me.  

Heôs right. He shouldnôt. 
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My Dearest Frederick,  

I was pleased to receive your miss ive. Though we met only briefly during the funeral, I felt an instant connection. As though a 

lost uncle had come home. Although I am most certain this will seem like unneeded flattery, it is nevertheless the truth of t he 
matter.  

As for welcoming you into our home, Iôm sure I speak for Phillip when I say we would be delighted. Iôm sure that Oriente cannot 
compare to the grandeur and wonders of Terra, but it is our home and you are welcome.  

Iôm sorry to say that Elis is visiting a cousin on Lesnovo, while Christopher is on an almost decadent (albeit much -deserved) 

holiday. He cannot get enough of skiing and is visiting several worlds that his ñcontactsò assure him offer an off-the -beat 
challenge. I was loath to allow such a dangerous trip, but Phillip persuad ed me otherwise. I have predicted, however, that he will 
get something more than a broken thigh bone and frost bite! I informed him in no uncertain terms that he was to take every 
opportunity to delve into the rich tapestry of League culture. It appears to  be working, as I just received a vidcard from the 
Musée National des Beaux -arts du Tamarind in Padaron City on Tamarind. What amazing art! It also contained a note that he 
was attempting to pick up falconry. Talk about decadent!  

And, of course, I will pas s on your warmest wishes to Nikol. Please pass on my own regards to your brother, Paladin Thaddeus.  

I pray that we all find a better year than we left behind.  

Jessica  
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Weôre finally getting close to Augustine ðshould be there in a little over a week. I already had an idea what Iôd be looking for 

when I got to Augustine, and Jeffersonôs only sharpened my suspicions. I still canôt talk to him, but Iôve been meeting with some 
of my other Augustinian friends,  and a few little pieces of information have been dribbling out. Jeffôs got political aspirations, so 
he naturally wants to stay in the good graces of the current power structure. He really admires Riktofven as much as he claim s 
to. He sniffs out hints of treason like a pig sniffs out truffles ðheôs just drawn to the smell, and he canôt help but get all excited 
when he thinks heôs found something. 

I think thatôs why heôs avoiding me. He worries about treason, and he thinks that if he came close to me, heôd get the stench of 

sedition on him. Which means he has reason to think poorly of me, probably because information circulating around Riktofvenôs 
staff portrayed me as Very Bad News. Which also means Riktofven knows of me and doesnôt like me. Which is not surprising.  
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SOLARAN SPECTATOR  

Todd Tells All  

If I hear the words ñholistic sliceò or ñmicrocosmò one more time, Iôm going to be violently ill. Really, people. Are we so 

desperate to pander ourselves to the masses that Solarans have lost the a bility to define ourselves beyond the outsiderôs 
viewpoint?  

Since that long -ago Phoenix Hawk stamped across Grayland and laid waste to Defianceôs Sentinel, Solaris has represented the 

tumultuous, fast -paced lifestyle, where lifeôs a game and good PR is more important than good armor or the latest weapon. And 
it stands to reason that where you find such lifestyles and the vast sums of money that go with it, youôll find people dipping their 
fingers into the pot. Solaris City is the very definition of the word  I refuse to write one more time. Cosmopolitan to the extreme, 
you can practically draw a map of the Inner Sphere based on the territories claimed by this faction or that, on the mean stre ets 
of our beloved city. And donôt get me started on the political baggage that comes along with it all.  

And yet thatôs just fine by me. Solaris City is the only city in the Inner Sphere that could be termed ñunique,ò with an 
atmosphere that tweaks a visitorôs tongue with endless possibilities the moment their DropShip grounds. Doesnôt matter if youôre 
walking down Sunnyside Drive ðby All -Saints Cathedral ðin the Black Hills, or cruising along Sadd Al Barani Street and the Marik 
Tower in Montenegro, or daring the slums of The Maze in Cathay, and even out into the suburbs of P eriphery - tinged Xolara and 
beyond: Itôs all Solaris City. And weôre Solarans. 

Yet it is this very cosmopolitan atmosphere that hangs like a yoke around our necks. When the fabric of the Inner Sphere begi ns 

to unravel, all too often Solarans begin to unrave l as well, as if a sirenôs song from beyond grips our city in a cacophony of 
disaster. During the FedCom Civil War and the Jihad, rioting and wars gripped our world. And now, as The Republic finishes 
tearing itself apart and the sorry remnant licks its wou nds and throws up a wall to hide itself from the hundreds of worlds that 
are now cast adrift by their leaderôs incompetence, rioting erupted at last weekôs Class IV Ishiyama preliminary bout. 

Must we continue to reflect the chaos and stupidity of the Inner  Sphere? Must we continue to adhere to the chains of false 
loyalties that have done nothing for us? We are Solarans! We do not go begging. The universe comes to us!  

Please, for the love of all we hold sacred, remember what it means to be Solaran. Remember that the universe can likely shake 
itself apart without our help.  
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Iôve been spending more time in my cabin, claiming Iôve got to get r®sum®s and other such materials together so that I can 

launch into a j ob search when we make planetfall. In truth, Iôve been making sure my stockpile of goodies are ready to rollðall 
my bugs and microphones, my sidearm ðwhile checking out every piece of information I can find about the capital city of 
Hyppo ðstreet guides, whe re government centers are, where I can stay, etc. Thereôs no substitute for actually being in a city, 
but I need to know this place pretty well before I land, because thereôs a very good chance Iôll get myself in hot water in short 
order.  
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House Liao responds to accusations of breaking the Ares Convention. Picked this up from a trader who had just come up from 

what used to be Prefecture IV. He said that the Capellans are pumping the message out as fast as they can, trying to get it 
spread ac ross all the planets in the area, especially those theyôve taken or that belonged to the Confederation before The 
Republic was created. Not sure if thereôs anything to it, but it still says quite a bit that House Liao is worried about what people 
think of them. The face man is Jiang - jun Sun Bin, assistant director of the Zang shu sheng, the Capellan Department of 
Propaganda. The speech was originally in Mandarin, but has since been translated into half a dozen languages.  

[static, opening up to a hard -faced Jiang - jun behind a podium with the seal of House Liao on it]  

Greetings. As you well know, the Inner Sphere has become a troubled area in the last several decades. With the resurgence of 

the Capellan Confederation and the resumption of governmental responsi bilities on several planets within the Capellan sphere of 
influence, we of the Capellan Confederation have become the target of hatred and fear from other nations of the Inner Sphere.  
These feelings have gone so far as to cause some persons to accuse the C apellan Confederation of horrible acts, acts in breech 
of the Ares Convention, acts that the Capellan Confederation would never sink to perpetrating. The honored chancellor, and 
through him the entirety of the Capellan Confederation, soundly denies these c laims as the ravings of fear and madness. The 
Capellan Confederation likewise denies claims that we have invaded another sovereign state of the Inner Sphere. Because The 
Republic of the Sphere has seen fit to throw hundreds of worlds to the winds, leaving them without any protection against 
marauding pirates or the depredations of other, more aggressive, nations, the Capellan Confederation has stepped in to fill t he 
void and protect those worlds. Although there has been some combat upon these worlds, it has  only been attempts by the 
Capellan armed forces to quell incidents of civic disturbance or to fight off invading forces. Because the brief combat on Ac amar 
has become a rallying cry for those attempting to vilify the glorious Capellan Confederation, we ha ve brought in independent 
observers from the Taurian Concordat to demonstrate that all portions of the Ares Convention have been observed. The full tex t 
of that report will follow this press conference, but suffice it to say they found no indications of an y violations of the Ares 
Convention, and that the so -called nuclear weapon was caused by raiders concentrating fire on a damaged BattleMech to such a 
degree that the containment around its power plant failed and the reactor detonated. No radiation poisonin g has been found on 
Acamar, and all other indications point to nothing more than unnecessary brutality on the part of the raiders. The Capellan 
Confederation vows to continue to offer safety and succor to those systems who request our assistance, and we wi ll continue to 
uphold the high standards of our forefathers. Glory to House Liao! Glory to the Capellan Confederation! That is all.  

[end speech]  

The Taurian report that followed was nearly 200 pages of scientific mumbo jumbo prefaced with two pages of bowi ng and 

scraping to the ñhonored Capellan Confederation.ò Itôs pretty obvious that the Cappies have the ñindependent observersò deep in 
their pocket. Iôm actually most amused by the reference to the Republican defenders of Acamar as ñraiders.ò Sure, the Cappies 
are just extending their sheltering arms to hold and protect only those planets that ask for their help. And Iôm the Comstar 
primus.  
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Got on the ground yesterday. Had to do all the normal customs stuff,  which was particularly nerve -wracking because my 
experience with Jefferson made me think theyôd be on the lookout for me and my aliases. But I made it through, which either 
means Iôm clear or they thought they could trap me on the planet and take care of me later.  

Iôve looked at every picture of every Riktofven staffer I could findðno Jenkins. That doesnôt mean much, as a guy like that is not 
the kind you put on your permanent staff. Just means heôll be a little trickier to find. 
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Rumor has  it that the Rasalhague Dominion has struck into what used to be Prefecture I in an effort to restore order and protect 
the sovereignty of The Republic, but we all know how rumor goes. I managed to get a hold of the transcript to a pretty 
interesting inter view with a Rasalhague Dominion soldier on Baxter. Itôs an opportunity to hear exactly what the Dominion is 
claiming theyôre up to. Of course, everyone knows that what someone claims and what they actually mean are often two 
completely different things, an d the fact that the soldier being interviewed doesnôt have a Bloodname says something about the 
weight that his words are likely to carry.  

Arianna Worthing:  Hello, my name is Arianna Worthing, and Iôm here today with Erasmus Bear, a battle armor trooper with 
the Rasalhague Dominion forces that have begun occupying Baxter.  

Erasmus Bear:  Arianna Worthing, I would like to point out that the presence of the forces of the Rasalhague Dominion are not 
a sign of occupation.  

AW: What would you call it, then, when a rmed forces of the Rasalhague Dominion occup ðpresence ðstand guard over critical 
points across the planet, after having fought off the military forces previously occupying the planet?  

EB:  The Rasalhague Dominion is not interested in conquest, as are the so -called ñGreat Housesò of the Inner Sphere and the 
crusaders among the Clans. The Dominion Expeditionary Force is interested only in restoring order to those regions where The 
Republic of the Sphere has been unable to do so.  

AW:  What about the battle that  you and your fellow Rasalhaguians fought upon landing? The splinter group previously holding 
Baxter might not have been the rightful rulers of Baxter, but they were keeping things in line.  

EB:  Groups such as the Dragonôs Fury, Swordsworn, and Stormhammers are nothing more than agents of chaos. They do not 
represent legitimate governments any more than the mercenary companies calling themselves Bannsonôs Raiders do. The 
Rasalhague Dominion feels a duty toward the unfortunate citizens of The Republicôs Prefecture I, a duty to uphold the cause of 
order until The Republic of the Sphere recovers its strength and returns.  

AW:  So, youôre saying that if and when the Republic Armed Forces return to Baxter, you and yours would simply lift off without 
a fight?  

EB:  Why should we not, Arianna Worthing? Our argument is not with The Republic of the Sphere, it is with those who seek to 
upset the natural order and bring death and destruction to innocents across the Inner Sphere.  

AW:  Well, thatôs certainly a noble sentiment, Erasmus; thank you for your time.  
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Got an official visitor, which is good and bad. Good, because it means Iôve been stirring things up enough to be noticed. Bad, 
because it means my alias is probably no longer worth a hill of beans.  

The woman said she was a ñspecial agent,ò but didnôt identify herself beyond that, but it was pretty clear she was with 
Riktofven. She didnôt put on any show like she was trying to help me or any other nonsense. She just came in, told me Iôd been 
noticed peering into the workings of Riktofvenôs staff, and that it might be best for me if I cut it out. Then she left. Short and to 
the point ðI love doing business with people like that. Doesnôt mean Iôm going to stop what Iôm doing, though.  
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I couldnôt believe it when I picked up on this. Since then, I actually ran into Captain Ford andðafter a bottle or two ðshe 
confirmed the story. Hereôs the transcript that I originally picked up. Some of the names were already filled in, and I added what 
I got from Captain Ford to complete it.  

Capt. Willa ñHopperò Ford: Bogie coming in from point eight -five, Frankie. A heavy, probably a Mad Cat by the readings Iôm 
getting.  

Maj. Francis ñFrankieò Anderson: Got it, Hopper. Weôre the only friendlies in the area, so letôs light it up. Circle around to the 
north and try to get some shots in from there. Crash, you go ôround the south and do the same. Danny-boy, you stick with me. 
TAG ôem and bag ôem. 

Hopper:  Roger.  

Lt. Christina ñCrashò Roberts:  You got it, boss.  

Lt. Daniel ñDanny-boyò Filla: One TAGed kitty, cominô right up. 

Frankie:  Watch it, Crash; keep those jumps low. We donôt want the bandit to spot you before weôre ready. 

Crash:  Sorry, boss. In position.  

Hopper:  Ready here, Frankie.  

Frankie:  Base One, this is Sigma lance, engaging enemy BattleMech, suspected Mad Cat.  

Base One:  Good hunting, Sigma lance.  

Frankie:  Enemy ôMech coming into ambush zone now. Hit ôem, Danny-boy.  

Danny - boy:  Woo! Popped a shot at me, but didnôt even scratch me. Heôs TAGed, but he donôt look quite like a normal Mad Cat, 
the racks look different.  

Frankie:  Should still be a pushover for a full lance. Crash, Hopper, get ôem swiveled around and Iôll finish ôem off. 

Crash:  Roger. [Static from jump - jet heat wash] Damn  it! Missile launch, SRMs incoming, AMS tracking ðgot ôem. 

Hopper:  [jump - jet static] Rear -mounted missiles ðitôs a Mark IV, Frankie, donôt engað 

Frankie:  SRMs incoming, itôs bringing up its lasers. [sounds of missile impacts] Cômon baby, hold together. Holy shð 
[explosions, Major Andersonôs feed closes] 

Danny - boy:  By Terraédid you see that? The bastard took out Frankie in one blasted shot. It wasnôt a gauss, wasnôt a PPC, not 
sure what it was.  

Crash:  AMS resetéletôs see this bastard try that stupid rear-shot again.  

Hopper:  Disengage, Crash. If he can take out a Catapult in one shot, our Jackalopes donôt stand a chance. 

Crash:  Like hell, Hopper. Frankie didnôt even get a chance to eject; this guyôs a murderer as far as Iôm concerned. 

Danny - boy:  Listen to her, C rash. Hopperôs got more reason to hate the bastard than any of us after what he did to Frankie, but 
sheôs rightðdamn itéCrash is engaging, Hopper. 

Hopper:  I see it, get her some support, Danny -boy.  

Danny - boy:  Roger.  

Crash:  [jump - jet static] Get some! Basta rdôs turning aroundð [explosions, a scream, Lieutenant Robertsô feed closes] 

Hopper:  Christ! The Mad Cat just iced Crash. Another one -shot with whatever the hell that weapon is. No way sheôs getting out 
of that landing.  

Danny - boy:  What now, boss?  

Hopper:  Damn itéthis son-of-a-bitch just fragged Frankie and Crash. I want blood. Iôll distract him, you see if you canôt get a 
shot or two off. Keep moving, though, and watch out for those rear -mounted SRMs.  
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Danny - boy:  You got it, Hopper. Ready when you are.  

Hopp er:  [jump -jet static] Go, Danny. Hit ôemðwhat? [sounds of a hard landing] Nice shooting, Danny -boyéaced that weapon 
of his in one shot!  

Danny - boy:  I didnôt even hit him, Willa. Looked like he tried to take a shot at you and his arm just blew! 

Hopper:  Thatôs all we need, Danny, letôs get the bastard. 

There was more to the transcript, but thatôs the important part. Captain Ford and Lieutenant Filla were able to finish off the Mad 
Cat with help sent in from Base One, but even digging through the salvage they w erenôt able to figure out exactly what the 
weapon was that had cored Andersonôs Catapult and Robertsô Jackalope, but its detonation suggests that it wasnôt quite ready 
for battlefield use. She did mention that one piece she found had the legend ñR.I.S.C.ò on it.  




