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CAST YOUR VOTE

The following fusion of Classic BattleTech sourcebook format and a short-
short fiction format is a textual and visual experiment. Demonstrating
a strength of BattleCorps, this piece provides a glimpse of the
possibilities we can explore, combining the different styles of various
Classic BattleTech products through a dynamic visual rarely achieved in
previous publications. This is just the tip of the iceberg of more fleshed
out, much larger pieces that can be presented, but we need your help to
determine if this is a direction you, the subscribers, would like to go.

Once you've read the fiction, follow the link here to the forums and let us
know what you think.

Pearl’s Ghost

By Randall N. Bills



http://www.battlecorps.com/
http://battlecorps.com/community/viewtopic.php?t=430

LIC CLASSIFIED REPORT T3FDO: ALPHA CLEARANCE
From: Hauptman-General Heinrich Kinchmeyer, Loki
To: General Sasha Gorge, LIC Chancellor

Date: 17 September, 3067

The following leaflet has begun circulating in subversive
circles, most notably among Free Skye activists. Though
the scrap of original hard copy my agents claimed on
Denebola (the failed operation to capture the dissident
‘Pearl’s Ghost’ is detailed in report T3FB3) has been car-
bon-dated and our database does place the pulp fragment
from the Kannon Shire of that era—most likely manufac-
tured and shipped from Kannon (province capital in that
era)—and the hand writing is also a perfect replicate of
several documents on display, its authenticity is still
not verified to my satisfaction. For example: the ink dis-
plays small anomalies in its spectrum analysis, which we
are pursing. In the end, regardless of whether this can
be proven (or made to be proven) a forgery, it will fire
the seeds of discontent for those who will use it so. With
my current agency’s ongoing restructuring, I lack the

full abilities to pursue this threat as appropriate.



DOWN WITH THE GAUNTLET!

®nte more, the Mathinafions of q Coveupf throne on disfanf
Tharkad are refealed!

Ffor (onf gears fhe Archon's freacherg fas subiulated friffions
fo fhe whitms of furanng. House Steiner. Taxing us dispro-
porfionably fo buil theiv Qofben falls. Sendinl] our sons
iy daullffers fo spill fheir bood o (asf breaths on forein
s0il. All the ulfile suching af the silfer spoon qud spilling
fheir seed mith our eneiies. Loen the best b bridffest of us,
Pafurs qud Puppets, Moged qaud danked fo the sounds of had-
dened filarify, laaligiousness and Periersions.

Nofy the fruth is hrougqf fourfh! One of fhe Greafest feroes
of fhe Luran people, fhe Back Yearl, Antlela Franks fersef,
in fjer ofim uords, refeals fhe cortupfions mithin e falls of
gogervinent. A corrupfion Cenfuries ofy, it afite fodayg as nefer
hefore. A pam, wsed, and fer hroken hody Cast astoe (offen
sfie defied fjer oppressors. Pef ehen fer act of conrale fas heen
flnisfed ;o despoifed. A disforfed qud fainfed gersion of fhe
beaufiful fruhy of standing up for our rights!

OF sfpding allainst despofisi aud dEMGpmY our oice i feard.

Nofu read the Black Pearls o words aud ferl fhe foumess
of the Archonship fill you. Raise gour fisf alainst he injus-
fiCe iy prepare fo gy tn fhe reaping of our regeagie. Lef fhe
Rogal Coure feel our unifed dislust and fef the Archon pre-
pare for fhe fearing dogm of fheir unholy Triad!



The DCar*% of Arngela Franks

//uejdcz%) 28065
I'm godnﬂ to dce ﬁoddg.

Tt doesn't Aurt so much as I thought t woould to
tirlte. Strarge. But ther, I've (lved a ﬁood ((fe.
RIGAE? A (fe of Lohich my parerts would be prroud,
rno matter my cholces. But T &'uj?f car't take (t ary
more.

I've been gore So Cong From Durellar. ard the shores
of lLockror. What T woouldr't give to feel the
brine (’,odidng my Alesh. To see the sur burst—
Cng above the Cdzudd Aor(2om  ard bw/‘ndnﬂ avay
the /\edv% fogj 5/\;ﬂouddnﬁ ever f/\drtﬂ (e loving arms.
Tt's so furowy. T used to hate that place. Not because
of (ts provincial “charm. Or the fact that despite dddd%‘j
wealth and the rumerous suites we owwred (n Marsderadle,
he always loved to have the Family or the coast, (n
that ((ttle chalet. /\/o) (t was the cold. The steal gray,
opressiveness of a 5iorm% molrrning on the ocear that
seemed to threater me as a chdld. A 564!"% monster of
erndless ((quid that would ocoze (r under the windotw
seal and steal me awoay,

And %eﬁ 4 ﬂw’e all my Fame and morey for &'ujt
one more dd% ort. lLockror. One more dd% of bad
weather and cold rain and erdless clouds ard almost

Perpefudl darkness. A a’dg of 5ﬁdﬂddnﬁ at dddd%’j



Krnee and wdfc/\dng the CnCoanﬂ ﬁj/\dng Aleet. Hear
the cries of thelr wulves ber“dféng them for bednﬂ S0
late, a5 t/\e% ept olth 3r4tdiude For a good haul ard

a safe return.
Just one more dd% ..... T worlt geﬁ.

W/ud/; did T jon? T've beert over (t a hundred times.
T Jolred the army to make a differerce. And wher T
discovered I ((Kked Pd(oédnﬁ a Mech, and I mear re—
ally (Cked (L, what more was there to think about. I
Las. youry arnd beaut ful. EV&P%./JOC{% loved me. Tust
one more shotu. Just one more holovid. Anrother 5&96

to Sweep my fans of¥ thelr feet.

Ther the pains b@dﬂ. And the deaths. And I couldr't
Alde arny longer fiom Wwhat was golng orn. WAt was
/\dppéﬂdﬂﬁ. Elizabeth Stelrer car talk all she warts
about deferding the Commorwoealth. About a righteous
woar 494&7(5& the evdl dr@on. I belleved for so mary
%edr“j. Fouﬂ/\é and rurt and watched those under me

and arourd me die.

And that's all (& was o the end. War And brutal,
@on&dnﬁ death.

But T 5dgned up for f/\df) rdg/\ﬁ? Sure I did. But
what T didn't sigr up for was the /\Lﬂ/\ command and



the Archor to use me to recrult a million reww d(spos—
able heroes. I car't stomach (t ary (onger“. Léfer“d((%.
For too (ong I've gone 4(079 Lotk the whole charade,
urdd I'm cmg/\dnﬂ up blood every other morrning

Frrom half dorer wlcers.

No. Got to 5fop. Has to. And I'm ﬁodnﬁ to FAnish this
(n the best Loay of thlch T car tACnK. The best Loay
to end the ir“dv-ejf%. Hopeﬁ/ﬂ% my sacrifice tolll halt
the ease oth tohich the Archon gemﬂdfej her endless

((rnes of fo% soldiers to send to thelr deaths.

well catch the srakes fodd%. I Krow we wolll.
And wher we do, T'U dce. W(th my death Cdpéur‘ed
on. the (nferral cameras that fFolloww me every-

here, T chop a leg) out Ffrom urder Elisabeth.

I hope she Ats her ass hard.

It's all T've left to ga/'e. C';Cvdrtg back to the L%V“dﬂ
people for all that my Cmdge Aas beer used to take

awoay From them.

o /\ope /\ijor% remembers me kdna’%;. s ord% tirced
to do what woas V‘Lﬁ/\f

Anﬂeéa FrarkKs



