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Phil hard at work <G>

FWP Commemoretive Issue!!


The very first issue of the FWP was put out on May 20, 1994; at the time

the ever popular Wild Card was the editor-in-chief.   Since then about 30 issues 

have been printed and distributed.  This issue attempts (and I stress attempt <G>)

to have the "best of the best" of Free World's Press articles, picture, and sounds.

And no, none of my articles are included, so ya'll can relax now. <BG>  Although,

"Aliens meet Ito and Tansy" was pretty good if I say so myself.  Anyways, I hope

you enjoy this issue.  If there is enough response I'll see about taking over the 

editorship of the FWP so that this great paper doesn't die.  (And if that happens

I promise to write better articles <G>).  Well, start off with excerpts from the 

news sections of past FWP about everyone's favorite vapor-ware ..... 

   SVGA BattleTech!

10/7:
First off this week, the Skipmeister put out a time line of when things is proposed to

happen concerning the game. Jan.- 3025 is supposed to come out. June, 3057 time line is engaged.

Oct., the planetary map comes out for 3057 and infantry is supposed to come out at this time.

1/21:
In the news the past couple of weeks or so has been Kesmai's push back

on SVGA MPBT. The word from on mount high has been "First Quarter" for the

release of the enhanced version of MPBT.

2/5:
"We are getting real close to release." says Uncle Skippy. He told

me this a couple of weeks ago over the phone. He wouldn't tell me what

features are going to be in this first release but said that most of what

he told us about will be there.

2/19:
Uncle Skippy say's 1st Quarter doesn't end until March ends and that is when we should

start looking for SVGA. All I can say to Uncle Skippy is, don't forget 2nd Quarter ends when June

does.

3/9:
Lets see, Uncle Skippy is still saying end of the month for SVGA. That's the real big

news. Some little news is that in Greensboro there is going to be a demo of SVGA with Stereo

sound. Ohhhhh Ahhhhhhhh.<G>

5/17:
I guess the big news is the push by Kesmai on the date for SVGA MPBT. For those of

you that haven't heard Kesmai said that SVGA won't hit the streets for another 6 months at least.

The flak hit the fans after this announcement and continues to this day.

Present: As you all know, SVGA still isn't out.. but it should be real soon now!  <BG>
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I guess NH can be beaten <G>


Footage from a recent press conference on Atreus, home to the Free Worlds League and

the Free Worlds Press.

  Reporter: "Wild Card, recent accusations  have been made against your paper and you. How do

you feel about that."

  Wild Card: "Feel kinda good about it. It tells me that at least they are reading the thing."

  Reporter: "But these are serious accusations. They say you are to biased in your reporting of

events. Is this true?"

  Wild Card: "Is what true? That my reports are Biased or that these are serious accusations."

  Reporter: "Your reporting. Is it Biased?"

Wild Card: "Hell yes it's biased."

  Reporter: "How do you think it's biased?"

  Wild Card: "It's biased towards the Marik point of view. See you have to understand. I've been a

Leaguer all my life, hell man I come from the Southwestern region what more do you expect?"

  Reporter: "Well I would expect a non-biased point of view. Do you know that your paper is

distributed to every House in the Inner Sphere?"

  Wild Card: "Yes I know where my paper goes. It goes all the way to Terra."

  Reporter: "And you still don't think you should try to change your style of reporting?"

  Wild Card: "No. I've tried to cut back a little but it still shows up. Personally I would think that

the people making these accusations would know what they where in for by just reading the title to

the thing."

  Reporter: "I agree but still that doesn't make up for the fact that the reporting is still Biased in

nature."

  Wild Card: "I'll tell you what. I'll state the policy of this paper. We report what we see in our

words from our point of view."

  Reporter: "You say "We". Who else is writing this."

  Wild Card: "I write it all except for one section, the Kirkman Report. That section is wrote by

Trey Kirk. And I will say that if anyone out there feels they have something to say send it to me. I

might just put it in for fun."

  Reporter: "You'll publish anything."

  Wild Card: "Just about anything. If I like it it's in. If I don't it's in the can. I'm sorry this has taken

to long I must get back to work on the paper. Thankyou for stopping by."
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Davion roll call.


Welcome friends it's time for another story from the archives of NASDAQ. So join

around the microwave and read close.

Nighthawk: "What I need is a couple of volunteers."


Standing on either side of  Candyman and Mad Dog are Beagle and Wild Card. And with

a firm shove both Candyman and Mad Dog fall forward.

Nighthawk: "I'm glad you two volunteered. I was hoping for a team with a little experience for this

mission."


With looks of anger Candyman and Mad Dog look back to see who their volunteer where,

but all they see is an empty space. For Wild Card and Beagle have bolted from the scene with

their money from Nighthawk for their help. 

Nighthawk: "This mission is very important to the advancement of House Marik. I'm just sorry to say

  that when it is over so are you. You will have to go merc to continue living. I also hear from my 

  sources in the TBC that you will be welcome there if all goes well." 

Candyman: "Geez Nighthawk what do we have to do? Invade Com-Star central on Terra." 

Nighthawk: "Exactly. They have the plans for a new mech that I want. With those plans we can finally 

  destroy the other houses and rule the Inner Sphere." 

Mad Dog: "You got to be kidding.  Invade Com-Star central. That place is a fortress. They got 2 

  regiments on the planet at least. And you think we are going to invade. Ya right."

Nighthawk: "Invade. Not exactly, more like infiltrate.  It's only going to be the two of you on 

  this one." 

Candyman: "Why don't you send Wild and Beag on this one. This kind of stuff is right up their alley:" 

NH: "I was. But, I got other uses for those two right now."  


Scene cuts to Wild Card and Beagle cleaning the ice cream out of the trunk of Nighthawks

convertible. 

Wild Card: "How did he know it was us?" 


Back at the office.

Mad Dog: "Ok. What do we have to do? Always wanted to be a Bloody Clan member." 

Nighthawk: "Thats the spirit boy's. This is what you got to do.  Jump into the Terran sector, 

  proceed on to Terra. We you get there, land and proceed straight to Com-Star HQ. On the fourth 

  floor of the basement level there is an office on the south side of the building. The plaque

  on the door will read "Phil, Paper chaser and general do all." Break into that office and trash 

  it. The blueprints will be on in the bottom drawer." 

Candyman: "Who is this Phil character? And why are we trashing the office if we know where the 

  papers are." 

Nighthawk: "Phil, you know the guy that writes all those lame speeches for Precentor Kelton Flinn."

Mad Dog: "Ya that guy. I hate those speeches. It will be a pleasure to trash that guys office" 

Nighthawk: "When you get done bolt for Marik space before the Com-Gaurds figure out what happened 

  and start chasing you." 

Candyman: "This might not be so bad. Ok we'll do it. But you got to make sure we get into the Clans." 

Nighthawk: "No prob. I know Ice will love you guys."


Later. 

Candyman: "Look at all these cobwebs, you would never believe anyone ever comes in here. What's this? 

  "The Art of Writing Boring Speeches" Boy this guy goes all out." 

Mad Dog: "Check out what I found. There must 300 dollars worth of Magic cards here." 

Candyman: "Grab'em. And lets get out of here. This place gives me the creeps." 

Mad Dog: "No plans. Just these cards." 

Candyman: "Forget the plans. Lets just get out of here."


Later. 

Phil: "Oh my gosh. Someone stole my Magic Cards. Quick call the Com-Gaurds I've been robbed."


Much later. 

Nighthawk: "Where are the plans?" 

Candyman: "There where no plans NH. Just some Magic cards. We snagged the cards of course." 

Nighthawk: "Dam. I was told for sure they where in that office."


Overhead a blood red dropship appears. 

Mad Dog: "I guess that's our ride. We'll be taking the cards with us NH. Might be able to get a

  good price for them on the black market." 

Nighthawk: "Ok. You guys drop us a line when you get in the star system. Cya:"


Off in the distance you see Wild Card and Beagle standing on top

of Nighthawks convertible which is on top of the parliament building,

waving at their departing friends. 

Beagle: "I'm going to miss those guys. You ever think NH will figure out what happened to his car?"

Looking around Wild Card replies: "Naw this is a good hiding spot."


Down on the ground. Nighthawk: "Anyone seen my car?"
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                                     <G>Thanks Beagle.


Announcer: "Good evening Ladies and Gentlemen and welcome to the Friday Night

Fights at the Atreus Gardens. For our main event we have the World Champion vs. some guy who

just spent a fortune to get this fight." <crowd cheer>


Announcer: "And in the red corner wearing pink shorts that are to big for him we have the

guy who spent the fortune, Treey Kiiiiiiiirk."<crickets cheer>


Announcer: "And in the black corner looking exceptionally evil wearing black trunks we

have the World CHAMPiiion weighing in at 320 lbs, Larwence "Mech Eater"

Pitzzzzzzzz."<crowd cheer>


Larwence: "Are you making fun of my name? I'll kill you if you make fun of my name."

<crowd chant. Kill,Kill,Kill>


In the red corner. Beagle: " Check out the number chick Wild. Man now thats something I

would like to go home with tonite."


Wild Card: "Beagle quit drooling. We got to get Trey awake before the fight. Besides

wait until you see the 2nd round number chick. I made a bet with her that if Trey survives round

one she has to go out with me."


Beagle: "Oh man set me up with 3rd round chick."


Wild Card: "Can't. They didn't call her in to work."


Beagle: "Darn. Hey he's not waking up. What do I do?"


Wild Card: "Smack him."


<smack>Trey Kirk: "Hey what was that? Where am I?" <looks around> "Wild Card,

Beagle! What the hells going on? Why have I got these shorts on?"


Wild Card: "Told you it would work. Ok listen up Trey. See that guy over there that looks

like a shrunk Atlas?"


Trey Kirk: "Ya. Why are we at the Garden?"


Beagle: "Shut-up Trey. Now that big guy over there is Larwence Pitz, the world

champion. And  you my dear friend challenged him to a fight for the title."


Trey: "I DID WHAT?!"


Beagle: "You should have seen it man. You where unbelievable. Best thing I've seen in a

while."


Wild Card <smack>: "Watch it Beagle. We ain't got much time Trey. Now all you have to

do is stay away from him for the first round. Then we, I mean you can go collect the money."


Beagle: "Ya money. Stay away from the guy is all you got to do. And call him Larwence,

he likes it."


Trey: "You sure. Ok. let me see if I got this, stay away from him and call him Larwence a

lot."

 
Wild: "Thats the plan man. Now go get him."

<DING!>


BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! Announcer: "1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, "<ding>


Beagle: "Get up Trey. Man Wild Card he's heavy for 5' 1'' and 120 lbs."


Wild Card: "I got to start working out."


Trey: "I know you told me not to stick the knife into the wall outlet Ma. But I just couldn't

resist, it looked like it would fit."


Beagle and Wild look at each other. Wild Card<shrug><smack>: "Trey snap out of it

we're rich man."


Beagle: "RICH!"


Trey: "How many times did he hit me?"


Wild: "About twenty I think. I lost count we you left the ground."


Trey: "Can we throw in the towel now? I made it through the first round."


Beagle: "No way. If you survive this round we get double the money."


Wild: "And I can finally afford that trip to Terra for a new paint job on my mech."


Trey: "But dad I don't want to go out and play with the big boys. They'll just beat me up

again."


Beagle <smack>: "It's for your own good Trey. Now get out there and run."

<DING!>

On the nightly news that night.


TV announcer: "I'm down here at the Atreus military hospital trying to get information on

Trey Kirk. Excuse me doctor do you have any info for us on Trey Kirk?"


Doctor: "Oh the young man that cost me a bundle of money. Yes we think he's going to

live but the bills are going to cost him everything he won."


TV announcer: "Thank you doctor. Night Ladies and Gentlemen."

On Terra.


Wild Card: "What do you think Beagle? Pretty nice place huh."


Beagle: "Not bad. It's a little to green for my taste though."
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This one is for Tansy. <G>  She says I need more stories about her. <VEG>

Wild Card: "Alright Beagle I got it figured. What well have to do is put a SEP field around the

palace...."

Beagle: "A what field?"

Wild Card: "A SEP field." From the look on Beagle's face Wild Card can tell that the man has no

idea what he's talking about. "Here beagle take this. Read it. When you get through we'll continue

with the plan."�

Beagle: "Well ok but I don't see what good a HitchHikers guide is going to be now."

Wild Card: "Just read the thing."


A week later Beagle returns. "Ok I understand now. We're just going to say Smeg the

moving and put a SEP field around the palace. Effectively doing the same thing but cheaper."

Wild Card: "Right. Now this is what we do. Where going to wait for Fenrir to leave for some

function that only House Leaders have the privilege of doing and knowing about. And while he's

gone we'll put up the SEP field. So when he comes back all he'll see is a vacant lot with a For Sale

sign out front."

Beagle: "What about his wife. I hear he never lets her leave the house by herself. Not with

vagrants like you and me running around the city. He's afraid we might do something to her for a

practical joke."

Wild Card: "So much the better. If she's still in the house she'll never know the difference. And

besides Beagle we don't pick on women unless they pick on us first."

Beagle: "Ok. I'm set. Got the sign out in the back of Nighthawks car. And the SEP field generator

is in the back of your truck."

Wild Card: "How on Atrues did you get Nighthawk to loan you his car?"

Beagle: "Well actually he doesn't know I barrowed it. He's out of town this week and well I just

couldn't let it sit there and do nothing. You know you got to drive those things every once in a

while to keep the battery charged."

Wild Card: "How long you been charging the battery?"

Beagle: "About a week. It should be getting close to being fully charged. But I can't tell he doesn't

have a battery gauge in that thing. So I figure I'll drive it around until the day before he gets back

and then I'll drop it off at his house. No problem."

Wild Card: "Well ok as long as your doing something to help him I don't see it as a problem.


Imagine the scene from Ferris Bueler's Day Off where two garage attendants are driving

the covertible. That's Beagle and Wild Card cruising Nighthawk's car.


A couple of days later. Fenrir leaves the palace for some untold reason. And the boys go

to work.

Driver: "Sir we got a problem up here."

Fenrir: "Whats that Sam? A stalled car or something?"

Sam: "It's the palace sir. It's not here. I could have swore this is where we left it."

Fenrir: "The palace. What are you talking about. No one can miss place a building that size."

Sam: "I know this and you know this. But apparently the people who stole it don't. Because the

palace is gone."

Fenrir looks out the window a totally astonished look rolls on to his face. "My god man the palace

is, is , is....."

Sam: "Gone, sir."

Fenrir: "This can't be right. No one can steal a palace. Sam give me the phone I got to find my

wife." Sam hands the phone to Fenrir. Fenrir quickly punches in a set of numbers, "Hello dear.

Where are you? <pause> In the palace? That's impossible. <pause> You can see us? How?

<pause> Your looking out the window. (Fen cranes his neck around looking.) Yes dear that's how

I would expect you to see us. Ok me and Sam will quit hanging out in the street. Bye." Fen hands

the phone back to Sam. "Sam there's something really wierd going on here and I think we need to

find out whats going on here."


They both exit the vehicle and begin wondering around the palace lawn.

Sam: "Sir I think I found something. Look over at that building. See the reflection in the window?

That's got to be the palace."


In a building across the street Beagle and Wild Card are watching the two out a window.

Beagle: "Cut it off I think they figured it out."

Wild Card: "Looks like it. Ok here it goes. WOW check out the look on Fen's face. You'd think he

saw a ghost when the field dropped."

Beagle: "Lets go man. We still got to meet those chicks at the Eagle's Nest."

Wild Card: "Right oh. Lets go. We'll let them keep the field generator as a gift."


Out on the palace lawn. Fenrir says, "Hey Sam what do you make of this?"

Sam: "Looks like a generator. Whats that say? A SEP field generator. I didn't think they made

Somebody Else's Problem field generators. They was just part of a story. Not something real."

Fenrir: "What story? It says here that it was manufactured by ACME. They can make anything I'm

told."

Sam: "It was a book actually. Or a series of books I read once called The Hitchhiker's Guide to the

Galaxy. Really a very funny series of books."

Fenrir: "I'm going to have to check this out. I don't see why a hitchhiker would need a guide

though. I think I figured out who set this up. Isn't that Wild Card's truck over there?"

Sam: "I believe it is sir. You want I should have it towed."

Fenrir: "No I got something else planned for him."


Late that night Wild Card wonders back to his truck to find a note attached to it's

windshield.

Girl: "What is it Wild?"

Wild Card: "It's a set of orders saying that it was a nice joke we played. But to report to Grounds

keeping in the morning for my first day on the job."

Girl: "What you going to go?"

Wild Card: "Show up tomorrow afternoon at the vehicle maintenance shack just like I was

ordered."

Girl: "But that's not what it says."

Wild Card: "Not now no. But it will tommorow.<BG>"

Girl: "Hehehehe. Lets party."
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so friendly skies
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