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      Listen up, MechWarriors! Let’s get the bad news out of the way first: due to unforeseen personal circumstances, the conclusion to Michael Stackpole’s “If Auld Acquaintance Be Forgot…” serial was not able to make it into this issue by press time. Rest assured, it will show up in the next issue, but in the meantime, if you can send Mike some good vibes, I’m sure he would appreciate support from the BattleTech community. It’s also worth mentioning that fellow BattleTech author Jennifer Brozek, who penned the Rogue Academy trilogy, is also going through a rough time, so let’s extend her some support as well. Hang in there, Mike and Jenn! We’ve all got your six!

      Though Mike’s absence will be felt, we’ve still got an action-packed issue full of the usual Shrapnel goodies. In addition to the usual battlefields in our short stories, prepare to visit some rarely seen corners of the BattleTech universe. Venture from the brutality of the Outer Reaches Rebellion, from a time before the age of the BattleMech, then experience heartbreak in the Word of Blake Protectorate before visiting a forgotten world in the Periphery.

      Some of the stories in this issue also remind us that technicians, medics, and other support personnel are just as important—and just as brave—as MechWarriors, infantry, tankers, aerospace pilots, and naval crews.

      We have a short story from BattleTech veteran Jason Schmetzer, documenting the birth of a new mercenary outfit. Then we have a Cracked Canopy tale from Harper Brand, whose first BattleTech story appeared in Front Lines: BattleCorps Anthology Vol. 6. Other stories in this issue include a naval tale from the FedCom Civil War; an Exiled-Wolf warrior’s quest to compete for an unexpected Bloodname; and the Twenty-First Centauri Lancers struggling to coordinate with their Capellan allies during Operation Guerrero.

      For game-related content, we’ve got several special items as well. Among them is a blast from the past: a new technical readout entry that reveals the real story behind the SuburbanMech, which first stomped off the pages of BattleTechnology magazine in 1992. Then we have an in-depth look at House Steiner culture, in the form of a guide to help young social generals navigate galas and other social engagements—because who you know is just as valuable as military intel. Newcomer Stephen Toropov brings us a look at a WarShip that mysteriously went missing during the Clan Invasion, and Joel Steverson introduces us to new ways to effectively utilize ’Mechs in a roleplaying campaign. Rounding out the features are a technical article about PPCs from Matt Cross, with some awesome accompanying artwork by Mr. Cross himself (and the article features the character Alexander “Tear Tooth” Perry, named by Clan Invasion Kickstarter backer Jeff Perry); a unit digest for a mercenary unit from the ilClan era; a look at cryogenic technology; and a scenario straight from the pages of the novel Sword of Sedition.

      For this issue, I also want to extend a special shoutout to new author Giles Gammage for sticking with us over the years. We had some of his stories slated to publish when BattleCorps shut down in 2016, but now we’re finally able to showcase his work here in the pages of Shrapnel.

      It’s also worth noting that this issue marks our largest crop of new authors so far—Charles Gideon, Giles Gammage, Faith McClosky, David Razi, Stephen Toropov, Marc Follin, and James Lee—so if you’ve got a story about big, stompy robots in you, may the voices in this issue inspire you to don your neurohelmet, put pen to paper (or fingers to keyboard), and write!

      
        
        —Philip A. Lee

        Managing Editor
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        FOX-CLASS CORVETTE FCS KENTARES

        NEW AVALON SYSTEM

        CRUCIS MARCH, FEDERATED COMMONWEALTH

        15 NOVEMBER 3066

      

      

      Alarm klaxons blared and strobing red lights barely lit the passageways, but these were the furthest things from Koichi’s mind as he weightlessly pulled himself down a handrail toward the primary bulkhead. The WarShip rolled around him, forcing him to adjust his balance and trajectory to avoid ramming his shoulder into a support beam. A lifetime of zero-G work made such adjustments second nature and nearly effortless, and this was helpful because he couldn’t focus on anything but his racing thoughts.

      The vice admiral requested me? Surely I am the lowest ranked person on the entire ship. I’m surprised he remembers my name. Koichi’s thoughts drifted back to the repairs he had been pulled from to answer the summons. Realizing his mind had gone adrift, he lightly tapped the left breast pocket of his coveralls. Hearing the slight crinkle of the folded paper he kept there helped still his mind.

      Koichi pulled himself into a tight ball to rotate to a feet-first orientation, then casually spread out his body until his feet lightly contacted the deck a meter from the comm panel in the bulkhead. The moment he felt the soles of his boots touch down, he flipped a switch on the small metal box attached to his belt. The control unit responded, sending electricity through the cables running down each leg of his coveralls and to the rubber-coated webbing he wore over his work boots. The electromagnets beneath the plastic instantly came to life, locking Koichi’s feet in place on the ferrous decking. Of course, there were newer and more advanced methods to keep a crewmember feet-down during deep-space operations, but he did not trust controls designed to activate and deactivate the magnets based on foot movement. When effecting repairs on a ship, the last thing he wanted to distract him was how he was moving his feet.

      He took a slow breath in through his nose and ran his soot-covered hands through his straight, shoulder-length black hair before punching his ID code into the comm panel. The face that appeared on the screen was not a comms officer, as he had expected. It was the vice admiral himself, who was shouting something to another crewmember on the bridge. Koichi missed what was said because he was gobsmacked to have been connected directly to the man responsible for the entire WarShip.

      The admiral’s eyes noticed his comm was active and turned his attention to it. “Koichi, is it?” he inquired knowingly while adjusting in his chair to directly face the communications console. Even through the vidscreen, it was easy to see he was fit for his age, only the graying of his hair at the temples and permanent stress lines around his eyes giving away how many standard years he had seen.

      “Yes, Admiral,” Koichi said as he collected himself. He bowed his head slightly at being addressed and to break eye contact through the two-dimensional screen. In his experience, being the focus of higher-ups usually led to terrible consequences, and the steady look from the admiral’s dark eyes made him feel uncomfortable. He silently hoped the camera didn’t pick up the reddening of his cheeks.

      “Time is short, but I’m told you’re the right person for a job,” the admiral said. “I understand you have a history of working with K-F drives?”

      Koichi, head still slightly bowed, nodded wordlessly.

      “There’s a malfunction, and we’re unable to release the safeties on the drive from the bridge. We don’t know what’s causing the issue, but I need you to assess the situation and release them directly at the primary.”

      Koichi’s head snapped up, and he began to protest, “But…” was all that slipped past his lips before he took the request to its logical conclusion. With solemn understanding and an internal push of resolve, he removed the look of surprise from his face and replaced it with a thin-lipped seriousness. “Hai, Admiral. It will be done.”

      The admiral’s expression softened, and it seemed he was going to say more, but a burst of activity on the bridge pulled his attention away. “Dammit!” he shouted to an unseen bridge officer. “They’re moving to intercept, prepare to—” The screen flickered as the connection was severed.

      For a long second, Koichi stood looking at the blank screen. Then, remembering himself, he again patted his pocket and took a deep breath. After deactivating his magnetic boots, he floated toward the door to the inner compartment that housed the Kearny-Fuchida drive and its primary terminal.

      A massive man, painfully familiar to Koichi, came out of the door he had intended to take deeper into the ship. Koichi had the instant urge to change course. He wasn’t physically intimidated by Skip, but the man had made it obvious he did not care for having a Draconis Combine native aboard. He would often string together derogatory phrases in some ignorantly imaginative manner and always just loud enough to reach Koichi’s ear. He was also apt to go on at length about being the twelfth generation of his family born and raised in the Draconis March, as if to justify his hatred for all things Kuritan solely with genetics.

      The urgency of the mission prodded Koichi on, and he returned to moving hand over hand toward the doorway. Just as he was about to pass Skip, a single whooping buzz interrupted the battle alarm klaxons. Reflexively, everyone in the compartment activated their boots and grabbed onto handholds, locking themselves in place. Koichi scanned the work site, ensuring no tools had been left unsecured to become unexpected missiles.

      Exactly three seconds later, the ship began to turn, causing the wall of the compartment to become the new down. The work crews braced against the g-forces. The intensity in the shift of inertia was not the worst they had experienced during the battle over the previous hours, and with looks ranging from worry to annoyance, they waited for the all clear before returning to their work.

      “I’ve done some checking on you, snake,” grumbled Skip.

      Koichi had nearly forgotten about him as he had shifted his focus to the other workers. When he turned toward the heavyset man, he realized Skip was staring into him as if his eyes were lasers boring a hole straight through Koichi’s head. Koichi said nothing.

      “Apparently you were some sort of JumpShip repair prodigy,” Skip continued, now that he had the attention of his desired audience. “That was enough to get you into aerospace training, and then you washed out of the DCMS in nearly record time.” His eyes explored Koichi’s face, hoping to elicit a reaction to his past. Getting nothing, Skip swung harder with his next line of thinking. “What’s a K-F tech, who isn’t even good enough to stay in the Drac military, doing in Davion space making WarShips?” he bellowed, building steam and drawing the attention of the others in the compartment. “And why would that same sorry bastard then decide to sign on with Prince Victor’s forces when they claimed this ship for the war effort? Smells like some sort of idiotic ISF plot to me!”

      Koichi couldn’t contain himself any longer, and a scoff ran through him. He dropped the Swedenese accent he had affected since entering Federated Commonwealth space, and with his natural Japanese intonation unrestrained, sneered back. “‘Idiotic’ is right.”

      Skip’s neck and jaw tensed at the slight and the belittling of his allegations, and he turned a shade of maroon. He flexed his massive hand into a fist and opened his mouth to give Koichi a dressing down, if not something more severe. But the all-clear whistle interrupted whatever he had planned.

      The comfort of returning microgravity allowed Koichi to relax his tensed muscles. He drifted out of Skip’s reach to discourage things from escalating to a physical scrap. Instead of the battle-stations klaxon returning, an announcement blasted over the loudspeakers, ordering everyone to abandon ship and to double the standard number of people to each lifeboat. Koichi had heard enough horror stories to know that exceeding the recommended number of occupants in a lifeboat was often good intentions outweighing good sense, but with the number of friendly craft in the area, no one was likely to be adrift for more than a few hours. It would be an uncomfortable, and likely malodorous, few hours, but survival often doesn’t take comfort into account.

      Confusion moved through the work crews like the ripples over a jump sail caused by a solar flare. They were in the middle of repairing damage from previous skirmishing, but there hadn’t been another salvo fired or taken. Evacuating the ship at this point didn’t make sense, but, no one was going to question such an ominous, unexpected order. Without further delay, the workers made their way toward the nearest designated evacuation point to secure a space on a lifeboat, leaving work and tools where they lay, but Koichi and Skip remained.

      “We’ll settle this later, Drac,” Skip snarled as he released his boots from the walkway and started off after the others. As he passed, he gave Koichi a solid shoulder check, which sent the smaller man bouncing off the wall, and without looking back, left the compartment.

      With that, everyone had gone, everyone but Koichi. He still had a task to complete.

      As he entered the center spine of the WarShip, he floated past a few other crew members who paid him no attention as they hurried past, anxious to locate a lifeboat. Anchoring himself in front of the master terminal, Koichi quickly scanned through systems, making sure there were no issues that would prevent him from engaging the overrides from his location. Finding none, he typed commands into the console at a fevered pace. The systems he was accessing were rather straightforward, but the steps required to override the safeties, which were hard baked into the software, were intentionally complicated and time consuming.

      There were two levels of safeties built into the systems of a Kearny-Fuchida drive’s controls. The first prevented the drive from engaging if other gravitational forces were detected nearby. The second inhibited the massive engine, designed to bend and warp spacetime itself, from charging if there was a reason the drive wouldn’t be able to take its leap across light-years of distance. One safety to prevent misjumps, and the other precluding the wear and tear placed on the engine from needless charging.

      Koichi chose to first address the regulators blocking the device from charging. Those restrictions were the easier of the two to nullify, and it would take time for the drive to draw up the power necessary before it could attempt a jump. Koichi was counting on this additional time to allow him to handle the remaining lockouts. He became so enraptured in the puzzle of software commands, and the elegance of the programming, he forgot what lay at their completion. He also failed to notice that he was no longer alone.

      “You filthy sonovasnake!” Skip barked from behind. “I knew you were up to something! Only a fool or someone who’s up to no good doesn’t follow the order to abandon ship!”

      Koichi glanced over his shoulder to see Skip glaring at him from across the compartment, about ten meters away. Turning back to the command terminal, Koichi estimated he had about three more lines of commands to input, and the task would be complete. It would be done before Skip could interfere, and Koichi could explain after.

      Several soft ripples of vibration ran through the decking and up through the soles of Koichi’s boots. At first he feared they were taking enemy fire, the capital weapons on the enemy ships undoing the repairs he and the others had painstakingly worked on throughout their shift. The tremors were minor, and he realized in the back of his mind that it was likely the launching lifeboats disturbing the ship, but he continued to tap the keys. He finished inputting the last line of commands and was reaching for the final key. That one last keystroke would put the commands into effect, giving the bridge full access to the Kearny-Fuchida drive controls. Just then, he registered that the lifeboats were away. No turning back.

      Koichi’s moment of hesitation was the precise amount of time it took for the ferro-steel spanner to soundlessly arc through the air and impact with the back of his skull.

      Stars cascaded across Koichi’s vision, and he tried to blink them away to make sense of where he was. His lungs burned as he tried to open his mouth to take a deep breath. Only he realize he couldn’t. A thick arm tightly encircled his neck from behind, and a brawny shoulder pressed hard into the back of his head. Skip’s voice entered his awareness, his mouth only millimeters from Koichi’s ear.

      “I knew it the first time I saw you, you gutless snake,” Skip hissed through gritted teeth. “I knew if I kept my eye on you long enough, you’d slip up, and here you are trying to sabotage us in the middle of battle.”

      Ironically, it was the persistent growl of Skip’s voice and his off-the-mark insult that gave Koichi’s addled mind something to anchor to. He was leaning away from the terminal, feet still attached to the floor, with his head enveloped in the bulky man’s arms. At this angle he had no leverage to pull himself away, if overpowering Skip, who easily outmassed him by one and a half times, was even possible to begin with. Ahead, Koichi saw the terminal monitor, the cursor flashing at the end of the last line of commands he had typed, still awaiting the final key press to execute. Stretching his arm out, Koichi willed his hand to find the terminal, but it was nearly a meter away.

      Skip continued to speak, but Koichi couldn’t make it out over the drumming of his own pulse in his ears. His focus on the terminal began to blur, turning red and then black around the edges. As his body slackened, he felt the paper in his pocket crumple between his chest and Skip’s elbow.

      Koichi’s eyes snapped open, and in desperation he flung his left arm back while simultaneously deactivating his boots with his right hand. His left forearm connected solidly with Skip’s groin and gave him propulsion away from the choke hold. Reacting to the blow, Skip reflexively bent at the waist. The sudden movement and tenuous hold Skip still had on Koichi’s head imparted a slow spin to Koichi’s body as he broke free of Skip’s grasp, somersaulting him across the compartment.

      Tumbling through the air, Koichi didn’t have a chance to get his bearings before slamming shoulders-first into the far wall. Any air he’d been able to get into his raw lungs was blasted from his chest. Through pure instinct he secured his feet to the wall before drifting toward the center of the room where Skip was recovering from the hit he had taken.

      “That was a dirty shot. Shoulda expected it, I guess, coming from you.” Skip smiled at his own joke and looked to the computer interface. “Let’s take a look at what you were up to.”

      Koichi knew that nothing he could say would abate Skip’s suspicions, and trying to convince him to contact the bridge before doing anything else was too great a risk. With a few moments at the controls, Skip could undo most of Koichi’s commands.

      With a practiced swing of his arms, Skip propelled himself into a hover toward the computer. His eyes trained on the screen, intent on identifying what the interloper had been doing when he had entered the room.

      Without any apparent recourse, Koichi decided it was up to him to stop Skip if there was to be any chance of him completing the admiral’s orders. He pulled himself into a ball against the metal bulkhead. The muscles in his legs screamed for oxygen, but he pushed it from his mind. He had to. Skip was closing on the terminal, and at any moment he would discern what the entered codes were meant to do and would surely interpret Koichi’s intentions as nefarious.

      Koichi pushed off the wall with every bit of strength he could summon and launched himself at Skip like a human-sized rocket. He stretched a fist in front of himself in an awkward attempt at a flying punch. A moment after his boots left the metal wall and he had no chance to adjust his course significantly, he realized he had fallen into a trap. Skip stopped his forward momentum and activated his boots. With fists raised, he stood ready to welcome Koichi.

      In a moment of wishful thinking, Koichi thought how helpful a course on zero-G combat, or even one of the several martial arts he had heard of, would’ve been. As his momentum brought him to Skip, his attack turned into nothing but ineffective flailing. His punches bounced harmlessly off the bigger man’s arms and shoulders.

      As inertia carried Koichi past, Skip grabbed his belt and redirected him into a loop, then slammed his back into the deck. With a few fluid motions, Skip pinned Koichi between his feet and locked Koichi’s arms to his sides. He bent one leg to pin Koichi’s chest, crushing his ribs. Releasing the grip on Koichi’s belt, Skip instead grabbed his collar and rained down blow after blow into Koichi’s face.

      Every punch sent an electric buzz through Koichi’s body, and caused every square centimeter of his skin to tingle. Struggling proved useless against Skip’s greater mass and anchoring. There was no telling how many strikes Koichi had taken, but the few moments of brutality felt like an eternity of punishment. When the fist finally stopped, he opened his eyes as best he could through the swelling. Skip straightened some, taking the pressure off Koichi’s chest, but still maintained his hold.

      “Think I’ll save the officers some time and hold your trial and sentencing for sabotage right now,” Skip huffed. The exertion of battering Koichi had apparently run through his energy reserves. Skip reached to his tool belt and withdrew a heavy spanner, measuring a half meter in length.

      The execution was interrupted when the maneuvering siren screeched, breaking Skip from his single-mindedness. He took a moment to look around the empty compartment, and then down at Koichi. With a smirk and shrug he pulled his arm above him, readying a blow that would crush Koichi’s skull in a single swing.

      Koichi didn’t have the strength to break Skip’s grip on his collar, and his mind raced trying to find a solution. As Skip’s arm began to move, leading the wrench in an arc that would connect with his head, Koichi activated his boots. He kicked his legs forward until the magnets attached to his feet caught the spanner mid-swing. The jarring force threw Skip off balance and broke his grasp. It also pulled Koichi out from under him.

      Koichi immediately launched himself away, once again finding a foothold on the far bulkhead. In a rage, Skip wound up to throw the spanner, but the WarShip’s fusion thrusters fired. This instantly added over twice the standard mass to everything on the ship. The tool haplessly fell from Skip’s fingers and slammed into the floor. Koichi hung inverted directly above Skip, whose attempted throw had left him oddly contorted when the engines fired. Unable to resist the sudden Gs, Skip eased himself to the deck, flat on his back.

      “So, which are you, Skip?” Koichi spat from torn and bleeding lips. “You said only a fool or a troublemaker didn’t heed a call to abandon ship.”

      His taunt did not hold long. For the second time in as many minutes, his vision began to fade to red. He became acutely aware he was in a perfect posture to red-out from all the blood pooling in his beaten head. Fighting against the g-forces, he bent at the waist, using his hands to try to climb his own legs. Attempting anything to get his head above his heart.

      As the strain increased, he felt the tendons and ligaments stretching in his ankles and knees, giving the distinct sensation he was about to be torn to pieces. He glanced over his shoulder once more to confirm Skip’s position, braced his jaw, and deactivated his boots. As he streaked across the meters separating the overhead and the deck, Koichi managed a half flip, more through luck than skill. His shins hit first as he crashed into Skip’s supine form. The sound of cracking bones and mutual shouts of pain filled the room.

      Koichi rolled to the side and surveyed the broken form of the man next to him. Skip was gasping. Breathing in 2.5 Gs on its own could be difficult, but with a crushed rib cage, it became impossible. Anguish washed over Koichi as he realized Skip’s suffering was his own doing, but his duty to the admiral remained.

      With monumental effort, Koichi rolled himself onto his stomach and dragged himself and his lifeless legs toward the terminal. Every repetition of stretching his arms forward and pulling the dead weight of his body sent stabbing pain through him. He was so overcome by agony and so fixated on his sheer refusal to succumb to its control that he was surprised when he found himself at the base of the terminal, unsure how he had covered the distance. He used one hand to grab the edge of the command console and the other pushed against the deck. With strength he had never known, Koichi lifted himself just enough to see the terminal’s screen.

      The K-F drive was charging, and several warnings scrolled across the screen indicating three K-F drive signatures, along with several background gravitational fields, were too close to perform a safe jump. Koichi instantly assessed the warnings. The gravity from the planetary bodies would surely be enough to cause a misjump that would twist the Kentares on an atomic level as it ripped its way through the fabric of reality.

      The nearby K-F drive signatures were a different matter. One of the first things Koichi had learned when he first studied K-F drives was the anchoring effect they have on each other. If a ship were to try jumping with other K-F drives in close proximity, the field generated would attempt to pull all the nearby K-F drives through the hole in space, preventing the jump. Instead, all the ships caught in the field would be torn apart from inside as their K-F drives were pulled toward the jump point by forces no material could withstand.

      With one last flash of movement, Koichi struck the execute key. The screen showed that all safeties were disengaged, and he crashed back to the ground. The admiral was now free to use the WarShip’s K-F drive like a proximity bomb on an unimaginable scale.

      The ship-wide intercom system hummed to life, booming the admiral’s voice through every corner of the WarShip: “TO THOSE OF YOU WHO REMAIN ABOARD, THANK YOU. IT IS TRULY AN HONOR TO SEE THIS WAR THROUGH WITH EACH OF YOU, BUT AS IT STANDS, PRINCE VICTOR WILL LOSE BEFORE SETTING FOOT ON NEW AVALON.”

      Koichi, now flat on his back, opened the zipper of his breast pocket and carefully removed the paper he kept there. With trembling fingers, he unfolded the hardcopy. The grime and blood on his hands smudged the paper as his eyes danced over the familiar aspects of the document. Over the years he had memorized every millimeter.

      The admiral continued to speak, his voice reverberating in the empty compartment: “IT IS UP TO US TO TIP THE SCALES. WE KNEW WHEN WE SET OUT THAT THERE WAS ONLY ONE POSSIBLE OUTCOME; WE WEREN’T COMING HOME UNTIL OUR FAMILIES COULD LIVE FREE OF KATHERINE’S MACHINATIONS. I AM SORRY WE WILL NOT SEE THE JOY ON THEIR FACES WHEN THEY LEARN OF OUR VICTORY.”

      Koichi studied the paper’s Star League letterhead, the message thanking him for his service to Operation Bulldog as a civilian maintaining the massive JumpShip fleet, and the signature at the bottom. First Prince Victor Steiner-Davion.

      Koichi wanted to articulate to someone, anyone, how he had been unceremoniously discharged from the DCMS after it was discovered he suffered from transit disorientation syndrome while en route to training. How he had been treated as little more than burakumin after such a humiliation. None of that mattered, he reminded himself. What mattered was that the commander of the Star League Defense Force had not only acknowledged his abilities, but thanked him.

      “IF WE FAIL IN OUR DUTY,” the admiral continued, “THERE WILL BE NO FREEDOM, NO PEACE IN OUR HOMES. OUR LIVES ARE THE CURRENCY REQUIRED TO BUY THESE FOR A TRILLION OTHERS. I SPEAK FOR EACH OF US, OUR FAMILIES, AND THE WHOLE FEDERATED COMMONWEALTH WHEN I SAY—”

      The gift of purpose Koichi received from the gesture could never be repaid, and it proved Victor to be a thoughtful leader and an honorable man. A man worth fighting for.

      The intercom speakers popped, indicating a change in comm settings.

      “GOD SAVE THE PRINCE.”

      A man worth dying for.

      As the K-F drive activated, Koichi’s perception stretched into a sense of omnipresence…
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        OPINIONS AND COMMENTARY FROM AROUND THE INNER SPHERE: JANUARY 3151

      

      

      We all recall the famous scene in the classic camp holofilm MechAssault VII: Cold War, where the hero fights his way into the vaults beneath Rim Worlds Republic Outpost #666 and witnesses the genetically enhanced clone of Stefan Amaris bursting out of his cryogenic stasis tube, perfectly preserved and ready to destroy the Inner Sphere. In a case of life imitating art, rumors have emerged from former Republic worlds that Exarch Devlin Stone underwent more than a decade of cryogenic suspension before returning to oversee Terra’s defense. Such an event, if true, necessitates a discussion of this rare technology and its potential impact on the Inner Sphere.

      Cryogenic stasis matured in the 2600s, sustaining terminally ill patients until they could be cured, aging only a day for each year that passed. The Star League’s elites often maintained personal capsules in case of accident or illness. Deep Periphery explorer ships used them to minimize supply consumption, extending mission range. Some extreme groups even sealed themselves into reinforced geothermal-powered “time capsule” bunkers, hoping to see the far future. These “time traveler cults” were rare, as patients in stasis longer than a year are at ever-increasing risk of degenerative disorders and death the longer they stay under. Very few people have been suspended past ten years, and only a handful of “time travelers” who emerged during the Succession Wars lived more than a few months after awakening.

      During the Succession Wars, many nobles, lacking the technical resources to ensure their safe use, donated stasis capsules to their governments. House Davion consolidated its supply under the AFFS’s Medical Corps, which uses them to transport wounded soldiers to worlds with advanced medical facilities. More infamously, the Capellan Confederation used its stasis capsules to transport captives abducted from neighboring realms.

      Given the rumored return of Stone, we reached out to people around the Inner Sphere for their take on stasis technology.

      Justin Sortek, Argyle (Federated Suns): I wouldn’t be here speaking to you if the Medical Corps hadn’t used cryo to save my grandfather’s life. It’s a shame about the hallucinations, though…

      Li Bao, Latice (Capellan Confederation): An extremely versatile technology, with endless applications, guided by the arm of the state.

      Anastasia Pantazis, Canopus IV (Magistracy of Canopus): Older units and shoddy PolyTech models can cause brain damage and organ failure. That’s why you should upgrade to the latest model, produced right here on Canopus. Visit our showroom, or check out our demonstration units the next time a pleasure circus visits your system.

      Calder Farmaor, Tharkad (Lyran Commonwealth): False imprisonment, that’s what it was! I went under to see mankind’s glorious future, and ended up as a museum exhibit for decades. If not for a power surge tripping the revival cycle, I’d still be the featured attraction in Snord’s Medical Mysteries wing!

      Iolo Snord, Clinton (Wolf Empire): Ingrate! When Alexandria Snord’s archaeological team cracked the bunker on New Dallas, all the other units were offline, occupants dead. Not to mention the poison atmosphere. We saved him! Cryo tech is more trouble than it’s worth.

      Rico Menendez, Devil’s Rock (Wolf Empire): Yeah, Stone came back. Told us he had a strategy to save the Republic. Look at the flag flying over the Rhodes Foundry, and tell me how well that worked.  Cryo-pod musta froze his brain.
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      Baia Medrano’s first experience of Galatea was the heat. Bad enough her first day on the Mercenary’s Star was a Friday, but why did it have to be so goddamn hot? She held one hand up to shade her eyes as she stood on the sidewalk outside the passenger terminal. The ruck hanging off one shoulder was already soaking her battledress with sweat.

      “Balmy,” said Faseeha Sefu, from behind her.

      Baia turned and glared at the technician. Sefu was a year or two younger than Baia’s twenty-eight standard years, and had short, dyed-green hair. She wore it long over her left side to cover her ear, mutilated when a Liao cannon shell had hit the repair gantry she’d been working on. The scars were still fresh and pink.

      Baia swallowed. Beten Kaitos still felt fresh. To all of them.

      Not everyone’s scars were on the outside.

      “You say that everywhere,” said Stefan Green. He and Simona Bilek stepped outside together. The pair of mechanics still wore the green working coveralls of Davion mechanics, but with the insignia removed. The darker-colored fabric, where the sun hadn’t bleached it, showed where the Davion Guards shoulder blaze had been.

      “Only when it’s true,” Sefu insisted.

      Norma Johnson came out next, walking stiffly and ignoring the young man chattering at her side. Johnson met Baia’s eyes, glared, then looked away. Next to her, Travis Asad just kept talking.

      “—and I read
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