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Dreams of Babylon
Snaefell Mountains
Solath, Babylon
The Pentagon
2 June 2821
Magnificent.
From her position atop the mesa, Dana Kufahl thought she
could see forever. The dark browns and rich reds of the desert valley
floor contrasted with the deep blue of the river, its banks lined with
verdant greens, meandering through. She could just about smell
the blooming flowers she knew to be down there.
It was the desert. Her desert, her home. She knew it so well.
Mesas and rocky crags scattered across the valley floor below her
in a visual cacophony so beautiful yet so deadly—at least to those
unfamiliar with the land. Her people had built their homes down
there, thriving in the desolation that gave them the solace they had
sought for so long.
In the distance lay the foreboding wall of stone that frightened
her. To some, the towering peaks were nothing short of heaven, as
beautiful as they were impassable, so close yet just out of reach. Her
people knew these mountains to be a gift from their gods, that which
protected their idyllic life from the outside—and the outsiders.
But to Dana, those mountains were something to be feared.
She knew they were but a thin veil, behind which lay horrors she
wished were only imagined. On the other side of those mountains
lay death, destruction and the evil of man. She had lost her family—
all she was—before escaping to the desert, before finding her new
family and new home.
Nothing could keep the inexorable evil at bay forever, though.
It spread across the barrier and pushed aside the veil to engulf
Dana’s new home, threatening once again destruction of everything she knew and loved. She could not let that happen again.
She would not.
She stood there a long time, staring out across the landscape,
letting the hot desert wind play about her. A wisp of hair had freed
itself from her ponytail and played across her face as she stood,
almost transfixed. Tucking it back around her ear, she looked
towards the mountains, and the magnificent oranges painted in
the sky as the sun set behind them. Despite the hot winds still
blowing, she shuddered involuntarily, knowing the deep chill that
would soon enough overcome the heat of the day. She smiled.
We will fall on them like the night!
As the sun’s waning rays retreated, Dana began to pick out flickers of light from the desert floor ahead of her. Soon enough the sun
crept down behind the mountains and Dana’s eyes began to adjust to
the twilight. The desert floor, already bathed in darkness, came alive.
First two, and then another three, constellations of light coalesced
from the flickers of light ahead, each a different settlement.
One of those constellations was her home. Even though she
hadn’t been there for years, even though the evil had coursed

through its streets and continued to terrorize its inhabitants, it was
her home. She owed it to those still living under the heavy thumb
of occupation to free them. And to free everyone else from the evil.
And there was only one way to do that.
We will destroy them.
She was not alone in the desert and she knew it. She relished it.
They will taste our fury soon enough.
Dana smiled again. She could feel the army, silent and invisible,
amassed at the foot of the mesa, ready to move. Ready to attack.
It was cold now, the dead of night. And she was atop her
mount. The army was on the move, finally. Five spearheads thrusting forth, every one aimed at a different constellation ahead. Dana
rode at the head of one spearhead along with three others, she just
ahead of the rest.
Go, go, GO!
***
“The doors are open,” her radio blared. “GO, GO, GO!”
She opened her eyes, images of the desert morphing into the
display consoles of the BattleMech that had been her second skin
for most of her adult life.
With an ease developed only after decades of training, Clan
Coyote’s Khan remotely disengaged the clamps that held her Black
Knight securely in its berth and deftly maneuvered through the
cramped confines of the Overlord-class South Wind, out one of its
massive cargo hatches and down the ramp to finally set (mechanized) foot on Babylon. The last time she was on Babylon was more
than twenty years ago.
That was a lifetime ago.
To Khan Dana Kufahl, that was true. In fact, by her own count
she was on her third life. Amaris had ended her first life almost
before it began when he seized Terra and his stormtroopers had
murdered her parents, orphaning an infant Dana. Her second life
began in the North American desert, where she was adopted by a
native tribe and taught the ways of their forebears even while battling the evil that was Amaris. The Great Father destroyed Amaris,
but could not close the wound that continued to sap the life from
humanity and its greatest accomplishment—the Star League. The
Great Father gathered together those few that still held true to the
ideals of the Star League and set out to rebuild the League again,
only to be stymied by Humanity’s greatest enemy—itself. The Great
Father died, and with him Dana.
Nicholas was the savior, her savior. He knew what had to be
done to ensure Humanity’s survival, even if at times his decisions
were draconian. Through him were born the Clans, and with them a
new Dana. Nicholas gave her a new purpose and entrusted her with
so much of value. But he also gave her his own brother, Andery,
the love of her life (all of them). And together, they would save
Humanity from itself.
Beginning with the worlds of the Pentagon.
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She throttled down some after moving away from the
DropShip and took a moment to look over her instruments, doublechecking that her Black Knight was in fighting condition and, more
importantly, that the information her helmet display indicated
mirrored what the rest of her instruments told her. All around her,
the MechWarriors of Clan Coyote were doing the same thing. Dana
smiled to herself.
This will be glorious.
She keyed the discrete command channel reserved for her
Clan as she turned to the southwest. “Beta, Gamma and Delta, form
up and move to the Initial Point.” She then keyed a second channel
reserved just for her own Binary. “Alpha Star, converge on Alpha
One. We will move to the IP before proceeding.”
Dana listened to a chorus of rogers from her Star Captains and
MechWarriors before once again keying the command channel.
“Alpha Two-Two, Alpha One. SITREP.”
High above her, a pair of Coyote fighters were focusing their
sensors on the mountain ranges surrounding Kufahl and her
MechWarriors, searching for any hint of danger. “Alpha One, this is
Alpha Two-Two. No contacts. Cobra and Fox Groups are grounded.
Hellion Group still inbound.”
“Roger, Two-Two. Maintain CAP.” The operation was on schedule, but Dana and her fellow Khans were still unsure of too much
when it came to Babylon and its defenders. So she ordered her
fighters to remain on Combat Air Patrol, ready to pounce on any
enemy fighters. The Clans had spent years gathering intelligence
on the Pentagon worlds, and for what? They still didn’t know what
resistance they could expect, or even where the pockets of resistance might be.
A waste of time.
Four other BattleMechs formed up behind Dana even as three
other groups of ’Mechs—her Clan’s other Binaries, each composed
of two Stars of five ’Mechs each—combined around her. A total of
five Coyote DropShips were on the ground, each the center of a
buzz of activity. Supplies were being offloaded, ground transports
full of ammunition lining up to travel to forward operating points,
and security troops setting up defensive perimeters.
Dana raised her Black Knight’s arm and signaled her Clan to
move out. They were on their way.
Finally.
***
Dana led the charge, thirty-nine of her own warriors, her own
kin, behind her. Lagging behind them were more than a hundred
others, all focused on the single objective ahead. She would be
the first one there, she and her kin. It was destiny. And while those
behind her would add their own fury to the battle to come, it would
be Dana and her warriors that would be known by all as the conquerors, the victors.
On their steeds, the horde swept through the streets, cutting
down any in their way that raised arms. Dana almost felt sorry for
them. Almost. They were wholly overmatched, but they were the
enemy, the evil that had infected Dana’s home.
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Let their blood run and wash the streets clean!
She found herself atop a spire, overlooking the entire desert
floor. It was high noon and all around her she could see the havoc
her army was wreaking. Below her, the settlement was in shambles.
But the corpses of her enemies lined the streets and a few hopeful heads were peeking out of the rubble. The fighting continued,
though in the far corners of the settlement. Her own warriors were
easy enough to pick out, though she could not quite make out
the other three groups through the blur of the desert heat. One
group, now less than half its original strength, was unleashing its
fury upon a determined enemy. She could see the two others, their
banners side-by-side, fighting as one to rid another corner of the
settlement of the entrenched opponent.
Dana took the opportunity to look all around her, to take everything in. She could see clouds of smoke and dust rising from the
other four desert settlements, the army clearly doing its job. In the
distance, the mountains she feared so seemed a little less dark. And
far behind and above her stood a ghostly image on a commanding
promontory. She could not see it clearly, but she thought it to be
an armored knight; as it looked down at the desert floor, it nodded
approvingly before disappearing into the blurred distance.
Dana swelled with emotion. She knew the campaign was just
and right, but the pure naked anger she once felt was now replaced
with hope and pride.
***
“Coyote One, say again intentions.”
Dana just shook her head, partially in exasperation but also
in a sorrowful disbelief. She knew the orders she had given to her
warriors were clear, as was her communiqué to Khan Kalasa. She
also knew her ilKhan’s directives at the outset of the operation:
“Fight with honor. Your decisions and your actions will be evidence
to all of the righteousness of these, our Clans.” Unfortunately, others apparently did not accept Nicholas’ directive. It was up to her to
help them understand and embrace that vision.
She keyed up the inter-Clan command channel. “Fox One,
Coyote Cluster is disengaging and will rally at point Sigma-Two.”
“GOD DAMN YOU!” Even the radio’s auto gain feature could not
subdue the Sea Fox Khan’s curse enough to keep it from hurting
Dana’s ears. “Get your Coyotes back into this battle!”
Throttling up to reach the top of point Sigma-Two, a hill that
offered a relatively commanding view of the city of Camlaan, Dana
thought better of replying. For all their bluster, the Sea Foxes were
capable warriors, but their leaders still did not understand some of
the precepts of the Clan society, despite Nicholas’ every attempt to
educate them. Nor did they understand that their indiscriminate
attacks not only brought dishonor upon themselves but on the
Coyotes as well. Dana could not let her warriors break their oaths to
Nicholas. Only the Sea Foxes could right this wrong.
A new voice sounded on the command circuit. “Fox One,
Skyfox One-One. Forget her. You’ve got a column five blocks to your
north inbound. Rally at the fountain and I’ll see what I can do.” It was
Nagasawa, Kalasa’s fighter commander.

Dreams of Babylon
“Wilco.” Kalasa sounded exasperated. “Buy me enough time to
get some cover.”
Dana shook her head again and sighed. Anyone can drop a
bomb or mow down an enemy with a firing squad. A true warrior fights
honorably. Massed fire and saturation bombing were not the ways
of a Clan warrior. Those were the tactics of the morally bankrupt—
the very thing the Clans were battling right now.
A pair of Sea Fox Rapiers—one of them almost certainly piloted by Nagasawa—swooped down to drop their cluster bombs on
the BattleMechs moving down the street towards their Khan. Even
two kilometers away, Dana felt the shockwaves rattle her Black
Knight. Before Nagasawa was a pilot, she was a talented journalist. It
was no surprise that Nicholas recruited her to assist him in crafting
his messages to his people. Dana just could not understand why
Nicholas would entrust so much to someone who so clearly did not
embrace the most basic of his ideals.
Dana sat in her command couch and watched, her warriors
arrayed about her. A column of vehicles rolled up, techs jumping
out to begin quick checks of their assigned BattleMechs while
armorers set up the cranes and field gantries they would need to
refill the Coyotes’ depleted ammunition bins. Ahead of her, the
battle raged on, Sea Fox fighters continuing their strafing and
bombing runs while Kalasa and Nagasawa both tried to direct Fox
Stars into positions where they could ambush their opponents.
The battle will be over soon enough. If the Sea Foxes will not fight
with honor, we may have to show them how.
***
Dana stood on a plateau overlooking the desert floor and
the five settlements. The smoke and dust from battle had settled,
replaced by the smoke of funeral pyres that had burned now day
and night. The bodies of the enemies were stacked like cordwood
in the desert for the scavengers to pick clean—still too good an
end for them.
Atop the plateau, though, a different group of dead was being
honored. The slowly setting sun shone down on row after row of
cairns. Surrounding them stood hundreds of unmoving statues—
those that survived honoring those that had not. Such was the cost
of freedom.
As the sun’s last rays retreated, the statues one by one passed
before the graves, paying their last respects to their fallen comrades. Dana waited a long time, taking her place at the back of the
procession. Only one figure lingered longer, falling in place behind
her. They moved along with the column, but both paused by three
graves set apart at the head of the cemetery, obviously a position of
honor. One sat just ahead of the other two, drawing her gaze.
Suddenly, Dana was filled with an overwhelming sadness, grief
like she had never felt before. But just as quickly, it was replaced
by pride, by hope. At least most of it was. The grief was still there,
along with something else. Something she could not quite identify.
Something confusing.
As the two of them paused over the graves, Dana looked back
over her shoulder, across the desert.

***
A stray missile fell a few meters ahead of Dana’s Black Knight,
its explosion kicking up rocks and debris. Dana started.
Her visions were not uncommon. She had been experiencing
them since first learning her tribe’s rites as a child, some prescient
or inspirational while others were merely retreads of varied experiences or even manifestations of her hopes. But as the Clans grew
closer and closer to launching Operation KLONDIKE, her visions
grew more frequent and more vivid. In fact she had experienced
this vision many times over the past several weeks.
Except she had never seen its conclusion before, never stood
over those graves before.
Her vision left her confused and sad. She knew there would be
casualties. They all did. They were warriors, they accepted that fact.
But this was something deeper.
Another few stray rounds exploded near the Coyote Khan,
bringing her to the here-and-now. Camlaan’s defenders were straying closer, and that angered her. Dana targeted a rebel Orion that
had come too close and fired her PPC and two large lasers at it. The
’Mech disappeared briefly amid the fury of her attack, re-emerging
splayed out on the ground. Dana fired again before its pilot had
the chance to react, catching it as it tried to regain its footing. The
Orion’s MechWarrior failed.
Taking their Khan’s lead, a trio of Coyote warriors opened fire
on the Orion’s three other lancemates. To their credit, the rest of
the Coyotes held their fire, unwilling to cross the same line the Sea
Foxes had.
Dana did not notice, however. She was too enthralled with
her own battle. She was in a rage, and she was going to make
sure the Orion paid the price. She advanced, continuing her
unmerciful barrage.
It stood, striking out with its autocannon and a barrage of
missiles. The autocannon found its target, blasting a deep score
into her Black Knight’s right leg. Dana ignored it. She was nearly in
a trance.
She fired, blowing open the Orion’s right side.
Dana was angry. But there was something else going on.
The Orion fired, its shots wide, just peppering her Black Knight’s
left arm.
Dana was hysterical, nearly in tears. She was never in tears,
except…
She stabbed the firing stud again, once more loosing hell
upon the Orion.
Dana was back on the plateau, looking off into the distance. If
she squinted she could just about see…
The Orion rocked under her continued brutalization. It fired
again before Dana’s lasers blew its right arm off. This time the
Orion’s shots connected, blasting more than a ton of armor from
her torso.
There were two figures standing atop the distant promontory,
two armored knights staring back at her.
Her fingers clamped down on the triggers. The air was charged
with electricity.
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Two knights, the taller one resting his left gauntlet on the
other’s right shoulder. The gesture was almost… fatherly.
One final shell lanced out from the Orion before it disappeared in a staccato series of fireballs. The shell struck Dana’s
machine just below her cockpit window. The shock, the heat… it
was nearly unbearable.
Atop the plateau, the figure next to her placed his right hand
upon her left shoulder. They were both grieving.
The blast from the autocannon sent a shockwave through her
neurohelmet. Dana did not even feel it.
The emotions welled up. Anger, grief, frustration. And guilt?
Darkness fell.
***
Dana awoke to the acrid smell of blasted electronics and
charred flesh stinging her nostrils, the coppery taste of blood mixed
with the bitterness of smoke in her mouth. She did not know how
long she had been out, but that no longer mattered. She was alive,
her ’Mech still stood, and her enemy was destroyed.
But that meant little compared to what she had seen, to what
her vision had shown her.
Her visions had been wrong before, though. Sometimes her
nightmares played tricks on her.
Not like this. Never when they have been this vivid.
She just sat there, staring into the distance, unaware of the
battle still waging around her.
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By nature, Dana was not an emotional creature. It was easy to
recall the last time she had felt this drained, the last vision that triggered these emotions.
When I saw the Great Father fall.
She let the grief overcome her, knowing that there was nothing she could do to prevent it. If it is even to come true. Besides, she
could be wrong. She had interpreted her visions incorrectly before.
Many times, in fact. And they were merely a shade of what could
happen. Nothing was set in stone.
Like the cairn stones that covered his body?
She was not even sure it was him. But whoever was buried in
that grave died a warrior’s death, died in glorious battle fighting for
a just cause. And that is to be celebrated, for that is how a warrior
should die.
But will he feel the same way?
Dana Kufahl shook away the emotion. The battle for Camlaan
was far from over, let alone the KLONDIKE campaign. She could
not afford to lose herself now for something that might not even
be true.
But still, it was… My love.
She had to focus on the here and now, had to put the needs
of her Clan, her new family, ahead of her own. They had a long
campaign ahead of them. And though she knew the Clans could be
nothing but victorious in this endeavor, she had a duty to her fellow
Clansmen and to her ilKhan, Nicholas Kerensky, the Founder.
Even if that meant… My Andery.
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Introduction
Who are the Clans and where did they come from?
That is a question that most of the Inner Sphere was asking
twenty-five years ago, and continued to ask for years to come, even
after the landmark works by Anastasius Focht became public.
So who are they and where did they come from?
One simple answer is: Operation KLONDIKE.
Unfortunately, that’s a name many people are probably unfamiliar with. So, for the sake of clarity, let’s also use another few
names that the common man may be a little more familiar with,
or at least that might be a bit more descriptive: the Pentagon
Campaign, the Clan Homeworlds Campaign, or Nicholas Kerensky’s
conquering of the Pentagon.
Clearly, the history behind the genesis of the Clans could
answer those questions well. But why, with everything else that is
going on in the Inner Sphere now, would we choose to write about
and publish a work on this topic now?
That’s not a particularly easy question to answer. The initial
work on this project began many years ago, long before the dawn of
this so-called Jihad, even while the nations of the former Federated
Commonwealth were battling against each other in civil war. The
Clans—at least a few of them—were really beginning to open up their
borders and their lines of communication to those of us native to the
Inner Sphere. Some of the Clans now saw us as allies, or as customers,
or at least not as the hated enemy. A few even made diplomatic overtures, opening their borders to missions of mutual peace and understanding—the Babylon Diets being the first and most productive.
In short, never-before-available resources opened up that
promised academic riches thought impossible just a year or two
earlier. It would have been foolish—nearly criminal—had we not
taken advantage of those new and untapped resources.
Of course, thanks to Clan Wolf Khan Phelan Kell, and the previous
works by Precentor Martial Anastasius Focht and Colonel Jaime Wolf,
we had some good bases to work from. But we also knew that the Clan
historical sources would be, to put it mildly, sparse. Unfortunately, even
our worst fears were overprojections of the reality of the situation.
To put it into perspective, within the Inner Sphere we can
expect detailed reports coming from the battlefields on a daily or
weekly basis. These are then followed by exhaustive treatises that
cover just about every perspective of a campaign or war often
within months, and certainly within just a couple of years, of its
conclusion—and once again every five or ten years thereafter, for
decades to come. Even within the wildest wilds of the Periphery,
the entire Inner Sphere will know at least the basics of what is going
on within a few weeks or months at the outside.
But that is with a professional press and a population not only used
to detailed coverage but eager for information. Those are two things
that the Clans simply do not possess. Neither do they have a military that
looks to the past for lessons learned or insights into the future.
So while our team was aware of those facts, the true impact it
would have on the process of writing this work was not apparent

until our researchers began digging into the Clan archives during
the First Babylon Diet. A few planned months of research quickly
turned into years of cataloging and detailing the many millions of
disorganized and scattered files and reports. This was then followed
by years more of visiting key locations within the Pentagon and on
Strana Mechty.
What you have before you, therefore, is the product of six years
of research on the part of more than two dozen individuals. More
specifically, it is the first of what we hope is many products of this
research. Our team embarked on this journey hoping to illuminate
the earliest history—and with it the true nature—of the Clans. And
this is a task they well accomplished. From General Kerensky to
Nicholas Kerensky to the founders of the Clans, each had his or own
history and perceptions that fused during the formation of the Clans
and combined to give each its own unique outlook and personality.
Thus you’ll find within these pages a complete history of
the Clans’ genesis, from the days following the end of the Amaris
Civil War to Kerensky’s Exodus, from the Pentagon Civil War to the
Second Exodus, and finally through Operation KLONDIKE and into
the years leading to the Clans’ Golden Century. We will give you a
complete picture of what happened, how it happened, and, even
why it happened. Some of these are topics that you have undoubtedly seen recounted time and again; in those cases we will give
you something you have never seen before: a description of what
happened in the words of those who lived through it—thanks to
copies of reports, correspondence and personal journals that our
researchers uncovered within Clan Wolf’s earliest archives.
The focus of this work, though, is Operation KLONDIKE. While
you will read about the years leading up to the formation of the
Clans and the invasion of the Pentagon worlds, as well as the years
directly following the conquest of the Pentagon, it is upon that military campaign that we will concentrate the bulk of this work.
As a note, there are some aspects of this early Clan history that
we were unable to uncover, at least wholly—primarily the conduct
of the Pentagon Civil War. Unfortunately, while we know well how
the war ended, we simply cannot know what happened during the
war. There are no surviving records from that time in the Pentagon
worlds, and the Clans did nothing to compile information detailing
the war after their conquest of the Pentagon. Apart from a handful
of sidelong references within just a few personal journals, we have
no direct knowledge of the Pentagon Civil War.
What you have, therefore, in front of you is the definitive story
of the formation of the Clans. We have attempted to make no interpretations or judgments upon motivations of the participants, but
simply to provide you the facts as we have discovered them.
Keep in mind one point as you make your way through this
work, though: the Clans as you know them today are not the same
Clans that you will see here. Operation KLONDIKE took place more
than 250 years ago, and since that time Clan society, ideals and prevailing wisdom have changed significantly. The nascent Clans were
just shadows of what they would eventually become. In some cases,
Clans experienced significant upheavals and crises in the intervening years to become a wholly different entity than they were when
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born. One only has to look at the early Clan Sea Fox and the current
Clan Diamond Shark to see quite a significant difference.
Likewise, the terminology and customs we so commonly attribute to the Clans in many cases were just evolving—or not even
in existence yet—during this era. Zellbrigen was more a gut feeling
than a practice, and in fact had no name yet. A Star was just five
individual military resources (the ten-fighter aerostar, and twentyfive man infantry formations, were both still some time off yet).
Trueborn wasn’t even a term yet, and no one knew what a Galaxy
was (save for the astronomical version). These concepts would take
decades more to take hold within the Clans.
So here you have it: the earliest days of Kerensky’s Clans, including their first military campaign. From here stems the genesis of the
last quarter century of history, as well as the decades and centuries to
come. To some, this work will be merely a good story, while to others
it will be the answer to many of the questions they have asked since
the Clans appeared on the Coreward Periphery some twenty-five years
ago. So while this work was written with the historian and military man
specifically in mind, it is meant for everyone that wants to know the
real story: who are the Clans and where did they come from?
—Dr. Andrea Paliwoda,14 June 3074
When we had the opportunity to sponsor and help birth this
truly groundbreaking historical work, we had no choice but to do
everything we could to make sure it saw the light of day. The history
of the Clans has, of course, captured the interest and imagination
of countless individuals across the Human Sphere. But what of
addressing the needs of dedicated military historians, who have
long tried (and failed) to answer the most basic of questions about
the Clans’ incarnation and reason for being?
Interstellar Expeditions is, therefore, proud to help present this
work. Dr. Paliwoda led a team of dozens of researchers and three
authors for nearly ten years—including more than five years of startand-stop writing as other projects and changing situations interrupted
the process—to bring you this definitive historical source. It is our hope
that it will finally answer many of those lingering questions about the
Clans, and will give our political leaders and military generals the
insights they will need to continue to deal with them in the future.
And rest assured, more volumes detailing the saga of the Clans
will come!
—Dr. Saga Brest, Director of Publications, Interstellar
Expeditions, 13 September 3074

How to Use This Book

BattleTech Historical: Operation KLONDIKE is the latest in a series
of products that explore the major yet little-detailed conflicts in the
past of the BattleTech Universe. In this case, we cover the Clans’ earliest military action—their return to and conquest of the Pentagon
Worlds. As with the other books in the Historicals series, Operation
KLONDIKE is part sourcebook and part rulebook, detailing the background and major events of the conflict as well as providing tools
relevant to players who wish to recreate battles of the historical era
in question.
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The Sourcebook opens with Exodus and Escalation, detailing the
years of frustration leading up to General Kerensky’s Exodus as well as
the journey to and colonization of the Pentagon Worlds, and finally the
difficulties that led to the Pentagon Civil War’s outbreak and Nicholas
Kerensky’s Second Exodus. Building a New Society covers the almost
twenty years it took Nicholas Kerensky to shape and forge the Clans
on Strana Mechty, from completely reorganizing the military to a vast
social re-engineering that resulted in significant resistance from the
civilian population but ultimately created a society devoted entirely to
supporting a new and unique military. Return to the Pentagon details the
new Clans’ intelligence-gathering mission (Operation SABLE SUN) within the Pentagon systems prior to the launch of Operation KLONDIKE, as
well as the general state of affairs within the Pentagon systems and the
preliminary naval battles within each. The next five chapters—Arcadia,
Babylon, Circe, Dagda, and Eden—all provide detailed information about
the Clans’ military campaigns on each world, from their initial landing
efforts to the official conclusion of military operations. Aftermath provides information on the war’s conclusion and immediate aftereffects
experienced by the Clans and their newly conquered populations. This
includes the efforts to absorb millions of new citizens into the Clan way
of life while also erasing the culture and loyalties of the past. Aftermath
also delves briefly into the troubles that significantly impacted the
development of these early Clans—the Wolverine Annihilation, the
death of Nicholas Kerensky, and the Widowmaker Absorption.
Operation KLONDIKE also includes several chapters meant
to provide background and information about the participants
and the worlds they fought on. Personalities looks at the most
significant players in the days before Operation KLONDIKE, providing a quick bio of each so that readers can better place them
within historical context. The Clans likewise provides the briefest of
glimpses at each of the twenty Clans that participated in Operation
KLONDIKE; while these summaries are from a modern-day perspective, they are meant to help show readers the strings of similarities
and sometimes striking differences between the Clans as they were
in their infancy versus the powers they have grown into today. The
Planets provides an overview of each of the five Pentagon Worlds
as well as the Clan homeworld of Strana Mechty.
The Rules Annex includes a diverse range of items designed to aid
players who wish to recreate the Early Clan Era in their own games.
Creating Operation KLONDIKE Scenarios provides all the information
needed to create scenarios set within this timeframe. Clan Toumans &
Pentagon Powers details, in game terms, the unique talents of the Clans
and many of the enemy forces they faced on the Pentagon Worlds.
Running Notable Personalities likewise provides rules on incorporating the key Operation KLONDIKE leaders into games. New Combat
Equipment details the experimental technologies that first saw light in
the conflict as well as the unique combat units that were utilized by the
various combatants before, during and after Operation KLONDIKE.
As a stylistic consideration, all named military operations in
this volume appear in upper case. The initial intelligence-gathering
mission within the Pentagon systems is known as Operation SABLE
SUN, while the overall invasion of the Pentagon Worlds is known as
Operation KLONDIKE.

Exodus and Escalation

11

Operation Klondike

Exodus and Escalation
These are the times that try men’s souls. The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this crisis, shrink from the service of their country; but
he that stands it now, deserves the love and thanks of man and woman. Tyranny, like hell, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us,
that the harder the conflict, the more glorious the triumph. What we obtain too cheap, we esteem too lightly; it is dearness only that gives everything
its value. Heaven knows how to put a proper price upon its goods; and it would be strange indeed, if so celestial an article as Freedom should not be
highly rated.
—Thomas Paine, The American Crisis, no. 1, 23 December 1776
“Wars spring from unseen and generally insignificant causes, the first outbreak being often but an explosion of anger.”
—Thucydides
Hell.
That is the only way we have today to describe what the
people of the former Terran Hegemony and the soldiers of the
Star League Defense Force went through during the Usurper’s
reign of terror.
Of course, it is absolutely impossible for anyone living today
to truly understand what life was like for them up to and following
the recapture of Terra. While every person in the Inner Sphere and
Periphery was touched in some way by the Amaris Coup and the
Star League Defense Force (SLDF) drive on Terra, it was the people of
the Terran Hegemony that valiantly bore the years of oppression and
depravity of Amaris’ occupation. And it was the soldiers of the SLDF
that stood up to the Usurper and toppled his malevolent regime.
In the aftermath of such widescale devastation as that caused
by the Clan Invasion and the FedCom Civil War, we can begin to
understand the feelings of these people. However, we can never
know—and hopefully no one will ever know again—exactly what
kind of hell they went through.
Nevertheless, in order to understand why the events leading
up to Operation KLONDIKE happened, we must look specifically at
the predominant emotions of the time. Thankfully, we now have
available to us the personal journals of a number of the key players
in the SLDF Exodus and the embryonic Clans. Rather than regurgitate the same tired clichés that authors have been touting for years,
we will rely primarily upon the words of those that were there;
though we will intersperse that with prose—based upon all of the
sources we have compiled during the research for this work—to tie
everything together.
As always, any author (or, as in the case of this work, group
of authors) that agrees to take on a project such as this must make
difficult choices in what to include or exclude in the research. Most
of the sources are personal accounts of the time, and are subject to
the prejudices and other filters of the writers. As a result, all of these
sources provide slightly different accounts of the same events, and
in many cases different sources directly contradict each other. The
authors have attempted to tell the true story of what happened,
and in doing so had to make conscious choices to favor some
sources over others. Future sources may well prove more accurate
than those we had available to us, or that we chose to favor over
others; we fully accept any blame now for such inaccuracies that are
proven at a later date.
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A Brief History…

Almost since the moment man’s trek brought him into contact
with another, he has been in a nearly constant state of conflict
with his brothers and sisters. His trek took him to the stars in 2107
with the development of the Kearny-Fuchida hyperspace drive. In
just over 250 years he had colonized more than a thousand worlds
and formed the six great nations—the Terran Hegemony, Capellan
Confederation, Draconis Combine, Federated Suns, Free Worlds
League and the Lyran Commonwealth—that would continue to
dominate the starscapes for the next seven centuries.
Peace was the exception rather than the rule. That is, until the
dreams of a single man some two centuries later culminated in
the formation of the Star League. Ian Cameron’s dream of a united
Inner Sphere came to fruition, with himself as its very First Lord, in
2571. Seven short years later, the Star League was at war with the
nations of the Periphery, the war ending only after two decades in
understanding, if not in actual victory.
Historians consider the next two centuries something of a
Golden Age—one of unabashed technological advancement. It
was also an age of peace—as long as border skirmishes, organized
military dueling and constant political wrangling can be considered peace. That Golden Age ended with what many believe was
the assassination of First Lord Simon Cameron in 2751. His death
left the reins of the Star League in the hands of his son, Richard
Cameron, just a boy.
That, of course, was just the beginning. The five House Lords,
the leaders of the Inner Sphere, bickered and maneuvered amongst
themselves to advance their own agendas. Meanwhile the Usurper
Stefan Amaris made his own fateful maneuvers, ingratiating himself
with the young Star Lord and planting the seeds of rebellion within
the Periphery.
The Amaris Coup
On 27 December 2766, while the bulk of the SLDF was fighting to put down rebellion within the Periphery, the Usurper Stefan
Amaris murdered First Lord Richard Cameron. Having already
moved sixteen full divisions of his own troops into the Terran
Hegemony to aid the SLDF while it pursued war elsewhere, Amaris
took control of the Terran Hegemony. Thus began some thirteen
years of oppression and war that destroyed life as it was known in

