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“Stack the dead next to the road so our 

enemy will know which way to find us.” 

Hauptmann Eliza Paine 

 

 

Leftenant Silva was in his office reading the files of the most recent arrests when his com-line chirped. Laying the 

paper copies on his desk he opened the line and enabled the video feed. The 50-centimeter desk display wavered and 

flickered as the signal stabilized and arranged itself into orderly pixels. 

When the screen finally clarified itself Silva was greeted with a picture out of a cheap holovid. A bearded white man 

with soot marks on his face was standing before a wall of twisting flames coughing and shaking his fist at someone off 

screen. Then suddenly as the image came in it shrunk down to a dot of light and disappeared Silva left the channel open and 

waited patiently a moment later the audio crackled through broadcasting a baritone threat, “Keep that camera crew back 

dammit!” ~sizzle-sizzle-hissss~”Van, you have 5 seconds to get this right or you’re fired! Got me!!”  

Silva’s waiting ended when the bearded white man appeared again and nodded at seeing Silva on his own screen. 

With the two-way link working Silva said, “Leftenant Silva, Hoan Military Police, how can I help you?” The figure nodded 

again as a reply and in terse tones said, “I’m Constable in Charge of Law and Order Chockpoyah of Nantucket’s Canyon and, 

he looked at Silva fixing him with a disturbing glare. “We, and by that I really mean you have a serious problem… 

  

Grier blew in through the narrow doorway of Silva’s office and crossed the scarred and tile floor to his desk so 

quickly it startled the junior officer. His look of fear turned to relief when he recognized his commander. “Glad you’re here 

sir.” 

“What happened?” 

“I don’t know for sure yet. I got Mumfries and a forensics team on their way, they should be on scene in two hours.” 

He tapped at his console for a second then stood and gestured for Grier to take his seat. “I’ll re-run the footage sent to me for 

you to see.” 

Grier stared entranced as he watched the feed. Everything was burnt. The trucks, the mechs and the bodies. They 

had laid the corpses out in neat rows and in the far off fire-light they looked like ancient mummies, shriveled and black. The 

camera view pivoted and homed in on the mechbay, there all was black too. A ten wheeled fire wagon sat idling next to the 

wreckage of a pair of mechs spraying water onto them to cool their armored skins. A paramedic team was visible nearby 

waiting for the machines too cool down enough for them to search inside of them.”  

When the screen blanked out Grier stared into it , trying to divine more from it. Silva read aloud from a print-out 

Nantucket’s Constable had sent him. “Preliminary investigation and witness statements state the following: Local police units 
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observed small arms fire in and around the vicinity of the armory. Their statements read they saw one mech burning and two 

others engaged in combat. The battle ended as a whole when one of the two mechs we observed in the feed exploded. They 

were of the opinion that the explosion disabled both operators…” 

Grier shuddered at the clinical phrase and blanked out. His mind started replaying old images inside his head: He’d 

seen mechwarriors who had died from heat alone. Some had come out rigid, conformed to the shapes of their seats. 

Sometimes they were brought out without their hands, the medics having had cut them off at the wrist because they refused to 

yield their grips on their control sticks. Others, the real bad ones to him, where the heat was beyond intense, literally melted 

them into their chairs and the pressure inside their heads from the fluids boiling blew their skulls apart like fleshy melons. 

Grier shivered involuntarily and looked at Silva and in morbid curiosity wondered what he will look like on his day of death. 

“Sir? Silva pushed into the present, Are you okay?” 

“Huh? Grier unglazed his eyes and centered on the Leftenant, Oh, um, yes, yes I’m fine.” Grier shook his head to 

chase away the wax- faced image he’d conjured up completely out of his mind. Then clearing his throat coarsely, he asked, 

“So what do we think happened?” 

“Well sir, if I were to offer my opinion I would have to go with either a mutiny or a hostile takeover.” The locals are 

just doing the preliminaries for us out of courtesy. I’d say, he looked at his watch and said, in 5 hours we’ll know more.” 

 

It took Grier an hour to navigate the fog shrouded city streets and locate the militia headquarters. At the 

communications vehicle the duty officer pointed him in the direction of LaFortune’s tent and sent him stumbling through the 

fog to find it on his own. Cursing at a tent rope that caught his foot he saw the tent and angled for it. In the front of the tent 

Grier saw a ground car parked in front. He couldn’t tell what make it was only that it was white, smooth and clean. Its sleek 

body lines spoke of recent manufacture as did it unblemished white upholstery. He was still admiring it, wondering how it 

drove on an expressway when voices inside the tent caught his ear. He listened near the entrance flap to see if he was going to 

interrupt something important… 

 

“Virgil I can’t do a thing about it, Peter Wiser moaned, I’ve tried, lord knows how I’ve tried.” Virgil looked to his 

friend and fellow Son. He could see how this was affecting him; his once flush face was ashen and his eyes rimmed red from 

lack of sleep. He sat limp in a folding canvas chair staring at his feet. “Those. . . idiots can’t see past their own noses.” He 

looked at La Fortune and gestured with a tin cup. The militia colonel refilled his friends’ cup from the 3-liter bottle of 

whiskey he’d been using to put his own self to sleep with. 

“Pete, how were you supposed to know this would happen?” 

Wiser sipped at the acrid booze and whipped himself more, “Virgil I should have know better. No! He said with 

anger and embarrassment, As a matter of fact I did know better! I got horrid feelings at the first meeting, its just, its just…  

that I knew they were going to do something with or without my approval. The only thing I could think to do was keep them 

working together. To somehow keep it from, he couldn’t say it out loud again. 

“From becoming what it is now”, La Fortune finished for him. 

“Yes, from becoming the bloodbath it is.” 
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 Grier listened at the tent flap. He could scarcely believe his own ears. Actually he did believe it. He just 

didn’t want it to be true. He felt he had enough problems without this holovid melodrama. Supposedly loyal Davion citizens 

had conspiring together in some giant plan that was supposed to remove the Lyran influences from their little world. He 

fumed at the thought and ground his molars flat as La Fortune traded woes with his companion: The unreliable infantry unit 

he sent to Wolfhagen just to be safe and how he himself was now seeing splits in his own command staff. People he had 

thought trustworthy now expressing sympathies for the Lyrans. La Fortune shared his feelings rage, shame and 

embarrassment over Second Battalion’s outright gunning down of helpless civilians. Grier rolled his eyeballs back and 

snorted in disgust as the militia man whined away and confessed his treasons. It made him sick to his stomach listening to the 

two men moan and groan. But it also implanted a cinder of apathy, and it was that idea that really took form in him. Outside 

the tent in the milky white fog he accepted the idea that the people of Hoan were lying in a grave they had dug for 

themselves. They had no desire to reform their ways because they had worked for all the years before and if the Capellans 

could chase out all loyal St Ives Compact citizens why shouldn’t they be allowed to run the Lyrans off world as they pleased? 

And there it was. The real issue at hand: revenge! Nothing more, nothing less just straight up un-adulterated revenge. He felt 

his anger recede like a retreating wave an almost purifying moment. The stress of caring sliding off his shoulders and 

washing out into the deep azure ocean to wind up anywhere just not back on his soul. 

 

La Fortune was reaching for his whiskey jug when Grier slid the tent flap open and glided in. He was surprised 

beyond words at seeing him this late in the evening and felt himself forming words to question him with but stopped himself 

cold. He could tell by looking at him that he had heard him and Peter crying to each other. As Grier walked toward him he 

felt his breath grow faint and his strength vanish in quivering fear. He was completely ignoring Peter Wiser who, like La 

Fortune felt like his arms and legs weighed ten tons each. La Fortune swallowed repeatedly trying to lubricate his arid throat, 

his Adam’s Apple bobbing through his flabby neck. Finally he croaked out “So, uh, what can I, uh, do for you, 

Kommandant?” Grier stared at him silent and knowing and just as LaFortune’s tongue dried out and felt sure his heart was 

going to burst he said, “You got a serious problem Colonel, then laid his data disk down casually and pushed it towards him. 

And, until a short while ago I really felt sorry for you.” He looked into LaFortune’s eyes, invisibly sending waves of disgust 

at him, now? Now I feel…nothing, nothing at all. But anyway you’ll get the bodies as soon as I can get them released to you 

and I’ll keep the equipment in lockdown until the investigation is cleared.” 

LaFortune looked up at Grier in confusion. “Bodies? What bodies and where are they from?” 

“Your mech unit Colonel, you know, the ones at Mill 17.” 

Grier knew he wasn’t getting it yet and delighted in the wrinkles of frustration gouging his face. Grabbing the disk 

and he asked, “How many of them are dead and how did it happen?” Grier smiled and shook his head ruefully, “Looks like 

all of them. Matter of fact, not only do I have enough corpses to go man for man against the unit roster, but I got a load of 

extras too.” Grier changed his expression back to apathy, and as far as why? Well, lets just say… it should still fresh in your 

memories. It is in mine.” Grier moved to leave the tent but Wiser jumped to his feet faster than a man his age should and 

blocked his way. “Kommandant, if this should still be fresh in our collective memories as you say, may I ask you what you 

plan to do with your portion?”  
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Angry that his dramatic exit had been ruined, “The mere fact you are standing there asking this should be enough 

evidence as to what my intentions are” He backed away from Wiser and looked at both of the men and said, What you should 

be thinking about is “Why aren’t we in chains? Why aren’t we dead?” That’s what should really be on your minds.” 

Wiser looked at his feet and then back at Grier, “Well then why?” Grier smiled reassuringly making LaFortune’s 

colon feel cold watery and said, “Oh don’t fool yourselves, my first impulse was to shoot you both in your seats. But…even 

though I knew I could get away with is as Provost Marshall I thought it might be better to clamp you in irons and turn you 

over to MIO or the LIC or whoever wanted you. He hissed a long sigh, but I figured that it wouldn’t solve anything at all. 

Even if the intel people turned you into screaming puddles of goo and you told them the name of everybody in your little 

secret society it wouldn’t change a thing. So I figured I’d let you people have your secret handshakes, do my job and stay out 

of it. Besides, he grinned like a sadist, I hate burial details.” 

Grier moved to make another theatrical exit but Wiser moved to stop him once more which pissed him off to no end-

again. “Kommandant, in part I respect your supposed desire to remain neutral and be a good soldier and follow your orders. 

Wiser’s voice dropped two octaves, but is it that you are covering yourself. I mean people are choosing sides all over the 

entire Commonwealth and the losers will be…losers and the winners will have the realm.”  

Grier swallowed his urge to break the old man’s hip. “You two are the exact reason this is happening, making 

people choose sides, here and all over. Ignorant little pockets of people that refuse to forgive the past. All over the sphere you 

live in little enclaves of prejudice and malice making secret revenge plans and sharpening you claws in anticipation of the 

day you make your move.” Grier grabbed Wiser by his rumpled white jacket and shoved him into the chair he had been 

using. “You may just be right about that old man but I take delight in the idea that I have remained loyal to the 

Commonwealth, he jerked a thumb up and pointed at himself, my realm, until it officially dissolves. I have hope that 

someone will finally see how Ignorant this all is!” 

 

Kommandant Apodaca strained and kicked wildly at the air to finish her fortieth chin-up of the morning. Her triceps 

and upper back muscles shrieked in agony and despite their quivering and protests she delivered her chin to the top of the 

chrome-plated bar spat out the breath she had been holding. Releasing the bar she dropped to the floor snatched her towel up 

and mashed it against her dripping face and neck. “Dammmmit!!!” she yelled then looked out across the room daring 

anybody to say or do anything at or even give her a look of any kind. She quickly realized it was an unnecessary gesture as 

she surveyed the room. It was empty except for her. Slapping the towel around her neck she stomped across the padded floor 

to an angled sit-up bench and went to work. She pounded out repetition after repetition as she raged inside herself. Lance 

leader Torker and Sergeant Hasekker had been on the ground for 16 plus hours and she still hadn’t heard a thing from them. 

Worse yet one of her staff had caught a snippet of news concerning some kind of “Disturbance” around the Nantucket’s 

Canyon armory. She had spent an hour in her office flipping through news programs trying to find out what or if something 

had happened. Nothing! Not one of the 87 channels held a scrap of information for her. She had taken a risk trying to 

appropriate Hoan’s twelve battlemechs, knowing full well that she had no legal authority to do so. But she knew that Grier 

wouldn’t see the need to like she did. She knew that ‘those people’ couldn’t be trusted with them and they posed a clear 

danger to her operations. “Dammit, dammit, dammit!” Up, down, up, down and it went like that for better than 112 

repetitions. When her body called it quits on her she gasped for breath and lay upside down staring into the lights above her. 
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With her chest heaving she started feeling a tremor run through her body, a cold clammy hand inside her bowels gripping her 

and twisting. She tried to dismiss the feeling as general anxiety over the operation but a tiny voice in her mind told her it was 

fear and that she was in trouble. She squashed the voice by yelling over it, “No! No! No! and rolled off the board and sprinted 

out the doors into the morning air. 

 

Three days after the battle Criminal Investigator Mumfries handed his finished report directly to Grier. In the dismal 

yellow light of his fuel bunker he motioned for the investigator to pull up a crate and sit down as he called for Hauptmann 

Langemak to join them. After he had taken his crate Grier reached behind himself and poured three cups of coffee. He 

handed one to Mumfries gratefully accepted the cup and sipped it noisily. He picked up the brown paper binder and hefted it 

in his hand to judge its weight, “Condensed version please.”  

“It was a firefight between the Hussars and a detachment from First Battalion. Nobody won.”  

Grier stared at Mumfries, hoping he hadn’t heard him right but knowing that he had, “How do you know this?” 

“I’d like to say it was great investigative work but, he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a clear bag and 

laid it down next Grier’s cup, I got lucky.” 

Grier ripped the bag open and read the names on the three ID cards: Crawford, male age 26, Moseby, female age 22 

and another male named Taggert. And right on the front was the unit identifier: Second Battalion. “How solid is this?” 

“The bodies were intact and the scene was very well maintained. The locals impressed me enough to say its 98%. 

I’d put a 10 kroner note on it too.” 

Langemak whistled softly, “This really makes our lives complicated sir.” 

“Yes it certainly has.” 

“I’d sure like to know why they were there.” 

Grier looked over the ID cards he held in his hand at his XO, “We both know what they were doing there.” He 

shoved the cards back into the evidence bag and threw them down, “Those people were there to take their mechs and they 

didn’t want her to.” He sipped at his coffee, smacking his lips. “The part that scares me and pisses me off in the same note is 

I know in my heart that she is behind this and she knows for a fact that if anybody had or still has the legal right to do it it 

was and is me and not her, which means that she had a mutiny, which is not at all likely, or there was a clear and present 

danger and being that they were all the way on the other side of the continent makes that hypothesis fairly worthless or she 

could be thinking or know for a fact that the militia was planning to use them against her or, dare I say us, but I honestly 

don’t think we rate that high in her address book. Or she just plain thinks they are trouble and we won’t or can’t do a damned 

thing about them.” Mumfries rubbed his bloodshot eyes and asked, “What do you want to do now sir? Procedure would be to 

call the CO and have her give a statement or at least question her as to why they were there. I hate to say it but she may very 

well have a legal order directing her to conduct that op.” 

Grier nodded conceding the point to Mumfries but added, “Yes but I was there when the last Operations order was 

handed out but, as it has been so clearly pointed out to me recently, sides are being drawn all over the planet and the 

Commonwealth. Not to mention she’s had 72 hours to contact us.” 

Langemak’s brace squeaked in the silence before he said, “Sir I think that your idea about sides being taken is the 

real issue here. You and I both know that if we had planned that op we would have those mechs come hell or high water. I’m 
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