THE LAST DAYS OF CRANK FI1ZZLEPOP
A SHORT TRAGEDY IN LETTERS, JOURNAL ENTRIES AND DESIGN DOCUMENTS

BY SEAN L. RILEY
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Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,
Day 1253

IZ occurs Lo me CAhad the product of an engineer s ingenctity 15 delerruned not éy
AlS cleverness ror /nZ‘e//fﬁenCe, nor 5}/ Als understanding of the runutiae of
technical schemdadla, but by Che lirtless ambitions of Ais dreams and his
perceptions of the //‘OA/&MS 2he world fuces. A skilled enﬁ/neer may ivent rue
marvels of technical achievement, bud unless he can conceive of a probles great
enoughy and imagine a world in which this probles is solved, Chen he cill be
lirnted Zo creaz‘inj small 2‘/7/‘/735 of” small import. Like 2hat over—rated hack,
Merriton %opp/"f/zweze - ho JZZSZ /ast vear won the £lral énomereﬁan fngfneer/ng
Grand Prix with fis ” Lifelike Mechancal Toad . T ask you, what sort of
proé/em does that solve?

Well, I suppose it could sole an over-excited /yy populadion.

But no! Never for me. I drearr of /7/:9/76_# 3062/5 y and note Lhat no problesr in the
world is éeyono/ So/\//‘ng. We Iive in a world of conflict, a world of war, and ¢h's
s the greatest problesm we Fface.

435@//7, Z say! 434:‘/7.’ No problesm is beyond solution. IF we cwar over +ood, then
better Farrung rught ield enowgh #or both of us. I we Ffear that which we do
not understand, then better communication Z‘ec/lno/ogz‘e\s removes that lack of
ano/eréz‘and/nj./ IF we face wundead, or demons, or Zroqgs, well, then e have
weqpons engneers for thad sort of Ching. None the less! I maintan, a world of
peace is atanable. I mantan, I shall £ind our way to that cworld! I mantan, T
cill be made famocs and insanely wealthy For this discovery!

Also, I need to call an exterrinador aga/n. The roach proé/em /s reac/p‘nj a
5reaé/n5 point.

TYHOUGHT FOR THE DAY: Think big! Think big!

Dear mother & fatﬁer,

As a[ways 1 Eegin this letter Ey praising whatever faws may exist for your survival of the
Gnomeregan disaster. Every letter 9 receive ﬁom you is a Bfessing. (1 realize that Merriton
ﬂ-ﬂ)}ayitﬁwet also survived, but one must take the good with the bad, 1 suypose.) ‘My
mnc[erstancfing is that you have both settled down m’ce[y in Loch Modan now? The refresﬁing
lake air must be cfoing you both a world @C goocf, a world @( goocﬂ

‘Jﬁings here are tigﬁt, but my syonsorsﬁip ﬁom the Cogswortﬁ Cowomn’on Eeqps me ﬁch and the
"TOOf over my head my own. ‘mey were a little bit unﬁa}o}oy over the demonstration of the
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@cy[oafing Firework Entertainment Device, however. 11 ﬁaar my next Joroafuct for them had better
be more impressive, s0 ’'m woréing on one now. This is all a side yroject, (f course, but it is my

jpaufmmré

Give my love to each other. 1 miss you and will travel to see you soon. Qronforge isn’t that far
dﬁvwzﬁodi?%odhn.

Love,
Crank.

Design Brief 81-RD vO0.1
Author: Crank Fizzlepop

The problem: A key issue in creating a peaceful world is the
further understanding of different cultures. We have seen visible
proof of this in the past; humans and night elves, future allies,
initially warred with each other over perceived differences.
Better communication and translation technologies could facilitate
stronger cultural exchange between groups, strengthening ties
between allies and removing barriers between enemies.

The solution! A two part system of translation booths and
mechanical birds to send messages faster and cheaper than a
messenger on a gryphon can be.

The system begins as this: A booth exists in any town or city, in
which one can write a message. The message is then converted by
the booth into a punch card with binary messages, at which point
the booth summons a mechanical pigeon! The pigeon will be designed
to look obviously mechanical (to reduce terrible misunderstandings
with local wildlife and veterinary dentists) and, of course, be
designed to not defecate upon local statues. The pigeon will then
take the punch card and carefully insert the top part of the card
into its underbelly. This holds the card in place, and reads the
top strip of the card, which contains the instructions telling the
birds where to go. It’s simplicity itself! Once arriving, of
course, the bird will fly to the appropriate booth and deposit the
card, which will now be translated into the appropriate language
for the receiver.

The birds will, of course, require energy. Again, this is simple!
When not sending messages, they will forage like normal birds for
seeds. The seeds will be pulped in their beak and the resulting
liquid refined into fuel. As such, they will require little
funding or investment beyond the initial capital expended.
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The challenges: Creating a metal bird that will fly. Programming
bird-1like behavior into the device so it can forage. Finding a way
to turn seeds into fuel. Finding translators for various
languages. (Note to self: Goblin help may be regrettably
required.) As always, acquire funding.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,

Day 1257

While I was owt shepping in Ironforge for good gualidy bronze £or sy
ex/ﬂer/menz‘é in bird —-1[71:9/12(, I saew Fé//‘ciz‘y A)/nz‘erSPr/'ng aga/n. >§/e/~ Aair 1S a/ways
So lovely, as are her eyes. Both are as green and lovely as 2he Spring in Elerynn
Fforest.

Or so Ive been told. I ve never been Zhere.

77~>//n3 lo start wup a comersation, I informed her that there is a place called
A)/nz‘erSPr/nj, and asked if she d ever been there. Furthermore, I noted Zhe chilly
éeaaz‘y of the place and the pure crystalline snoeo 2hat sparkles life gerts Zhere.

Could M/'nters/ar/ns be as beacdiful! and piUre as /Jinz‘erSPr/ng? Z didn'? say that
last part, bt I wanted to. Had I not chosen the noble path of enjfneer/ng,
poez‘ry was a/ways v Second choice.

She replied Co me, in her beawdiful dulcet tones,” World you shet wp, Crank,
Z Z‘ry/ng 2o work here and ad the very least cowld you stop Sz‘ana/inﬁ on the
Z‘e\sfing p/az‘form p/ecz53.7 "

Alas, she's so dedicated 2o her coork.

777/‘/73\5 were not fa/fe So cheery around a/l of Tinker Towon, however. That
lodthsome beast Merriton ¥oppidhwet was wandering around, Zoo. Would yout
believe the nerve of that man? He came n‘g/% Up to me and said, /e sad, ‘ Why,
thad's a lot of bronze you have there, Crank! What have you got planned 2his

Zime? '

The nerve! You cwoild 2hink we cere friends or Somez‘h/ng. T 2o/d Ainr 2o riund
HAiS oton business, what little he had of i, and leave e and all 1y Friends alone.

Experiments in A/ra/—-ﬂ/‘g/]f @re continting nicely. A)elghi—fo—power ratio 1s Che
,éey, I ' cominced. The actual mechanmcs of bird —f’/{ghf are not that
complicated. Bronze may not, hocoever, be the r/5/7{ mcderial.

7;‘/04/ 6%7,'{ 0( 7;75 D/4 Y-' 77]8 \//5/0/7 /5 proa’dded one o/ream af a f/me.l
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Dear mother & fatﬁer,

Well, this is an exciting piece (f news! 1 had fearecf that with the frradiation cf Gnomeregan the
Gnomeregan Engineering Grand Prix would have })erisﬁed: but Q-figﬁ Tinker Gelbin
‘fMeEanrque has yromiseaf that the Grand Prix will survive in Tinker Town! What most
excellent [eadérsﬁijo! What tenacity in the face cf acf\/ersity! What a chance to ﬁnaﬂy show up
"Merriton T[(yo}aitﬁwet and exact revenge for my ﬁumiﬁ’au’ng oﬁzfeat last year!

‘mings are [ooﬁing u}o!

Tve been coum’ng the Eeauuﬂf young ‘Ms. WianSJoring; you remember her, don’t you? 7 know
You cﬁsapyrovecf of her sﬁiyying school, but she comes ﬁom a Joroucf fami[y of inventors, and 41
know you will be excited to see your son sett[ing down at last. She has current(y not accejowc[ any
cf my gifts, but 1 know she is just }afaying hard to get.

1 have a meeting with the Cogsworth Corporation tomorrow. Perhaps they will commission a new
Troc{uct ﬁom me. This would be a most excellent d'eve[oyment, as1am m}n’cffy running out of

fooaﬁ ‘Mayﬁe 7 should reinvestigate my fxp[ocﬁ’ng Fireworks Entertainment Device. It a[ways
held such promise. The prototype is still around here somewhere, 1 wonder where?

Give my [ove to each other. One c{ay 7 will visit you, 1 promise. Fares for the grypﬁons have gone
up a (ittle, 1 fear.

Love,
Crank.

Design Brief 81-RD v0.22
Author: Crank Fizzlepop

Update: After extensive testing it has become clear that bronze is
an unsuitable element for this flight. The softness of the metal
requires more of it to be used, and thus the weight becomes too
much. I have switched to hardened mithril, an expensive choice but
one that allows me to use much thinner sheets of metal. This does
make the beak and wings a little sharp. I actually see this as a
plus! It makes cutting down seeds for fuel much more efficient.

My programming challenges have increased as I must now meet the
deadline for the first Tinker Town Engineering Grand Prix. Since
it would be inefficient for me to craft each and every one, I will
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program into each bird the means to create another one of itself.
Thus after I make one, we will both make the second and third.
With three created, I can create one, and they will each make
another three. Exponential growth will deliver results in time!

Dear Mr. Cogsworth,

| urge you to reconsider the termination of my contract with you. This is a terrible mistake for

both mysegf and your business.

While it is understandable that you would be reluctant to continue our association gi\/en some of

~the issues with my products, these were only small defects. My Automatic Room Fragrancer

may have emitted gasses J?roc[ucing anosmia, but it did make the room smell nicer, at least in

f-rﬁeory‘ While it is true that the T[oau’ng Flectric Uluminator you commissioned yroducec[ a
ﬁ'gﬁt that blinded the test su@'ects, you did ask that it be as Em'gﬁt as yossiﬁfe so that it could be
used in construction work. Furthermore, the fact that my ija(od’ing Fireworks Entertainment

Device ex}afodéd Eefore it could exy[ocfe should not deter you from ﬁmding ﬁﬂtﬁer research! 1 fee(
S0 conﬁc{em‘ that it could be made to work with onfy minor tinEering!

17 Beg you to reconsider!

“Yours sincerefy,

Crank Tizzﬂz]oojo fsq.

P.S.. PLEASE!

Crank ﬁzz/e/?op ‘s D/‘er,

Day 1259

With the money from 2he Cogsworth Corpordtion no /onger reliable, I have been
forced 2o rake cut-backs in //‘feSfy/e. Decided 2o purchiase a /arge 54(/)9/}/ of
medd products at the market oday as they were discounted in price and I may
not be able Yo afFord thesr /ader.

There is one area I cannot afford Co cut back wpon, however, and thad is Y
work. THis is for two Aighly important reasons:

1. My cork is oo important. IZ s rty Firmest belief Chat without peace 2he
rany races of Azeroth cannct truly reach Cheir Highest potentials. I imagine a
world where gnorish ingenuity matches wwith human ambition and orcish
deterrination to create Zruly great results. there the hard wwork of the dearves
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can meet the nadural anc/eréiand/ng of the dawuren. there Che trolls and the eles

can peacef’a//y discuss Majfc.

2. Also, the Grand Prix really is my best chance Zo pick up a nec sponsor. I o
life to have Some money aga/n.

But even so, I know I must have Sore poetlry in sy soul. A grope does not
Survive in raco techmcal conditions. So I Aave decided Zo oo Zhe young Ms.

A)/‘nz‘erépr/nﬂ once more. I have a horrible amount of bronze et over From %

early experiments. A litt)e bit of it I will fashion into a bronze rose, pressing it
into the fFinest, most delicate folds I can. Ma/ée s will win her heart.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,
Day 1259
Addendiir

A)/7y do I do Zhese Z‘/ﬁnj\s Zo M}/Se//? A)/7y7

Fé//c/z‘y liked 2he 3/‘/2‘ y @ £irst. I crafted each and every peta/ to the t/nnest
bronze I could. She tock the rose, sriled so Sa)eei/y ( ry heart was set
aflectter!) and held it 2ight.

In retrospect, I should Aave realized I didn ¢ need o craft acdthentic thorns on
the sten.

Set into a rage, she accused me of 56&50(43//73 her efforts for 2he Grand Prix,
and ran of ¥ 2o Aana/aje her hand. AFter coating there a Aeart ——a)renc/?/ng moment,
I retetrned home. Spent Che n{g/)i 'h a depressed state.

@ear motﬁer andfatﬁer,

The fEngineering gmmf Prix is tomorrow. 1 am, of course, nervous. But my devices have
79e1formec[ acfmimﬁfy under testing and even now a tiny ﬂocE qf twenty such birds are }Jecﬁing
ata ﬁamﬁ%f of seed on my apartment’s ﬂoor. Occasiona[fy tﬁey coo like real pigeons. The
ex]oonenu’a[ growtﬁ system 1 cfeve[cyoec{ to }n’ocfuce the birds in a mjoiaf pace has proven just the
ticket, as tﬁey say. It requires me to do little to make more @( them than [ay a singfe Jafaw q(
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mithril on the grou‘rwf and their tiny metal beaks yecﬁ it apart, excrete ajo})rcyoriaw parts, and
put them wgetﬁer ac[miml;fy. This should also lend itseﬁf to easy rq?[acement and maintenance
cf the ﬂocﬁ over time.

Clﬁings continue swimming[y here. ‘My contract with the Cogswortﬁ C01joomtion was renewed.
j’e[icity yesm’cfay was cfe[igﬁtu{ By a bronze rose 1 gave her. Your son is c{oing well in all

“matters!

Give my [ove to each other. 1 cannot wait to visit you. It is rea[fy on[y a matter of time.

Love,
Crank.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,
Day 1259

I is ?w‘cé/y éeCOM/ng clear Zo me thad Chere is no justice in s world. None
at all. ﬁagedy, wnrelenting horror: Chat wntalented and contempluous /ict/e Sneak,
with no Sense of Vision or 17mag naion what soever, yes, Merridon Hoppit heoet has
once agarn aken the Grand Prix! And with whdad, with whdd, I ask vou? Why,
eoith improved clothes wa\S/?fng Z‘ec/mo/ogy.’ 7T do not even d’o,ée. S invention was
an improved cringer CAdd washed and worung dry clothes in a single motion.

Where IS the vision in Chis? Yo could 2hey acoard it 2o LAat when sy invention

prorised prosperity, improved communication and peace on Azercth?

So whad i sy device suffered a runor malfunction during the presentadion? So
whad i he birds became vicious and pecked one of the onlocokers half Zo
death? So what £ it was a Judge? The second 5/7014)//73 went of ¥ ewnthout a
HAiteh! You have o lock ot Zhe greater perspective!

And that... that horrible Iittle man, Merriton Hoppithwet. He approached me
afler the (GGrand Prix. Ye came over Just to red ry nose in it Lo Seek fame and
3/ory a ry expense; to steal r1/ ambitions and dreams. &very word I recall, and
eoill Zranscribe verbatinm.

" That redlly was a darned shame in there, Crank. I saw thad there second
Zest and 1T really looked life it had potential. You shouldn 2 3/‘/3 wup on 1T,
you knowo. That would be the worst of 2‘/71'n35 y You wunderstand. So much
good could be done with that. ITZ cowld ér/ng Cogether nadions, iF done rig/t.
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" Now I knoeww you and I have been solitary imventors our whole careers, Bett
you must know rost gromes don ? work that way. The most productive
3/70/)7/.5/7 enj[neer\s in istory have been pars: One /‘MajfnaZ‘f\/e, /94(5/7//7\9 Zhe
bowundaries, Seeé/‘nj neco frontiers. 7The other grounded, Z‘/)/‘n(fng about the
practicalities. 7They botnd of ¥ back and Forth betiween each other, like the
two Sides of a combinadion explosive. Crank, I think that could be you and
rte. Our best days could yet be ahead of us. 7’c>3ez‘/7er, nothing could stop
ws! What do you say?”

What do T say? I bnoeo what T say You 're a talest/ess lidt/e 3reen/7c>rn,
Merriton Yjoppithwet! For a single shining moment you caughit a glimpse, a tiny
glimpSe of what actual vision is and you coarted iZ. Without amy way to captire
7 yoarSe//’ in your black /itt/e heart, you looked o cozy up o me and stea/ %
owon. Steal sy vision, stedl sty inventions, steal ry credit and steal the heard of
the lovely Felicity tinterspring! tell, you con ? have amy of 2hert, coll you? I
stand alone, I Zell yout, and 2Ais imention coil/ be riine and rine alone.

I stormed of ¥ out of the makeshirt exhibition hall. As I lef?, I noted with
satistuction that Felicity winterspring ran after Merriton as he Fled from sty
rfj/;z‘eoa5 Fury. No dowbt she intended to a/so give her a piece of her rind after
howo disgracetully he treated me.

With that, I returned hore in a Aury. Tewo pints of dwarven stout lader and
anger Zurned o depression.

The mead IS 583//7/7}/73 Zo go oAfL Somez‘/ﬁnﬁ will have to be done aboud LhL.

7’%04/ 6%/7’{ 0( 7‘%5 D/4 Y-' 77‘&(8 58/7/2(5 s ér////anz‘, and //‘,ée any é/‘l‘//l‘aﬂi //3/7(
retst et/enfaa//y be seen. T /Iope.

@ear motﬁer andfatﬁer,

We(f, the gmnc[ Prix came and went, and alas, a(tﬁougﬁ my sﬁowing was formicfaﬁﬂz the jua[ges
did not see ﬁt to award me with the victory. Please do not pay any heed to stories you may read
in the Qronforge Gazette that claim my device injure(f one of the J’uc[ging }Jane[ - You know how

these tabloids love to entertain even at the ir}jury to the truth.

It turns out that my expenses for the Grand Prix migﬁt have gone a [ittle bit over my intended
Euc@et. While my ]Josiu'on at Cogswortﬁ remains very safe, very S@Ce indeedl, 1 do worry about
my aEi(ity to secure the everycfay needs of ﬁfe for the next few weeks until my next payment
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comes in. ‘Jﬁougﬁ it tears at my heart to ask you for anytﬁing, could you extend to me a [ittle bit
of money J’ust to Eega me going until then? 9 apo(ogize }oroﬁisefy even as 1 ask.

Give my love to each other. When 1 come to visit you 1 will make all this up to you!

Love,
Crank.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,
Day 1293

There are no two ways about iZ. The meal is éegl'nn/ng 2o go of F. My
calculadions show that the real rssue is the proximidy of ry apartment o he
Great Forge; I had not fuctored in 2he heat of the forge into sy assessment of
how long Lhe meat would /ast.

IZ occurs o me that 5/)70@/73 the medd would preserve it. While I suspect
¢hat setting a fire in your apartment is probably against the Zerms of lease,
rea/ly there shoc/dn Z be anling hard about it. I'd Just need a ell sealed
empty closet and a small Fire. The #loor and walls are stone, so there shouldn 7
be any issues with Fire damage. I // Plan it out Zonight.

THOUGHT FORK THE DAY: With ingencidy, amy problem can be Solved.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,
Day 1294

I Aave nowo remembered tithin which closet T pUt rry é_xp/od/ng Firecoorks
Entertainment Device prototype.

After some consideration, I Ve decided not to tell the landlord about the c/amage
wnti/ ry parents sSend me Some money. 7 he reparrs ook life Zhey M/:9/7Z‘ be a

zilch expensive.

And as iF all thad werent enough, I Ve counted sty mechanmcal birds and
discovered CAa Lhere are now only eighteen coithin sy possession. Two may have
escaped From the exhibition hdlly or worse, been stolen. Is someone already
reverse engneering ruy coork, profiteering £rom sy brilliance? Cowld it be

Merriton?

This is a// 3ez‘z‘/‘n3 very c/epreSS/ng. A riracle may be re?a/‘rea/ . L hcpe Zo acoake
Zomorrow and discover that a wealthy investor heretofore wunknoton 2o me has
Zaken in P CommuUncalion Systen.
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THOUGHT FOK THE DAY: Alcoho! is like ingenctity, sometimes.

Dear Mr. Arsteck,

1 received your [etter wafay with cfefigﬂtecf smjorise. Of course ‘1 expecwaf some wea(tﬁy investor
Would take an interest in this woncferﬁJ system 1 have im/enm{, but 7 must confess you were

ﬁerewfore unﬁnown to me.

“Your oﬁ%zr is most welcome. The forms you have sent me have been ﬁ[Tecf n correct[y and the
Efue}an’nts you requestw( will be returned with them. Your (ﬁzr (f remuneration is most generous

and a}ayreciatecf

“Yours sincere(y,

Crank ‘_Fizz[e}aoy CEscl.

Crank Fizzlepop ‘s Diary,
Day 1296

Well! Yesterday was certainly a turn for 2he unexpected! Just when things
looked Bleakest, ry expeclddions were inverted and salvadion arrived I Mr. Arsteck
has offered me compensation for sn/ work with the mechamcal birds ot a rate
Cwice 2hat I was earnng with Mr. Cogsworth, and we haven ? even éegan
negotiations over the Cransiating message booths! Soon, I rust, we cill éeg/n
construction of’ these on a grand scale, fire Some 305///7 rans/ators and perhaps
use their businesses o sell some Co the Yorde, and soon a new era of peace

coill dacon wpon Azeroth!
And yet, even now rty happiness s dulled.

Naturally, upon the word of ry good news, I thoug/t immediately o visit Mr.
%/o/?p/‘f/lwez‘ and shoew him thad Crark ﬁzz/epop IS not one to be trifled with! T
would showw Aim exactly how well I cowld do on sty oton, and that he coculd
lake s ofFer of co-operalion and hurl it into the Greal Férﬁe, which co-
incidentally is also where his Flat is.

As I strode across the wa/,éwayS arowund the Fo/ge , I /ooked up into the
Second story windoww of s qpardment 54(//&//75 and froze in rry Cracks. There, in
his apartment with Aim, were Che virescent locks and emerald eyes of ry beloved,
Fe//c/z‘y A)/nz‘ers/w-/nﬁ.
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Yow had he done LHIS? Yo, even in sty moment of Critmph, had he delled me
of” pty most cherished desire?

Never rund. Continue o be optliristic. I have stared into the worst of times
once before, and 2/ings have Lurned owt alrig/ht. With a poetic letler sent Co her
(and some carefrd resunding her of sy impending riches) she cwill be rine and Y
Joy complete!

p.S5. Have 5831,07 Zo hear Sz‘ranﬁe reports of mechanical birds Aeﬁfnn/nﬁ Zo eat
Farrers crops in Elwynn. Seems too unlifely to be true, but the resemblance Zo

rUsne oOLon COnZ‘rqu‘/onS does Mafe me Loorry Soretwhdd.

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY: /\/oéoo/y ever c/langea/ Zhe world 5}/ ée/z‘ew‘ng Zherr

dreams cowuldn? come true.

Dearest Te[icity,

Fven now as 1 write this letter, my heart is moved Ey the tﬁougﬁt of your purest Eeauty and
sweetest demeanor. While you work cfay in and Jay out at the Great Forge, it is not the _power of
that crucible that drives this city but your syarﬁ and verve alone. Far away ﬁom these hot

halls, there is a wincf—swept land cf snow named Wim'ersyring, yet could Wintvrspm’ng be as
Eeauuﬂ[ and pure as Winterspring? 1 think not!

“Your Eeauty astounds and amazes everyone who walks these ﬁa[TS, and yet it 1s your mind that is
your greatest treasure. Inventive and creative, your incredible contm}ations c[e[igﬁt and awe all

Who witness them.

"My offer to you is extended; an evening of dance, dinner and romance with the most handsome
and eligible bachelor of Tronforge. You should know that 1 have been endeavoring to make
Azeroth a more peaceful place, and this is why my most marvelous mechanical birds were
demonstrated at the Tinker Town Engineering Grand Prix. There, rﬁey caugﬁt the eye of one
“Mr. Arsteck, a mef (f some wealth and sqaﬁisu’cau’on who shares my dreams of peace upon
Azeroth. He is also ]ore;pareaf to pay me a handsome sum for this service.

So, then. Will you do me this honor? Will You escort me to dinner?

“Yours in humble ana’cg’pau’on,

Crank ‘Fizzﬁa}ooy, FEsq.
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Crank Fizzlepop's Diary,

Day 1295

My JV has Curned into the deepest bitterness. That shametil harridan Fé//‘cfz‘y
Winterspring came o my qpariment yesterday in peals of scornful laug/iter. She
informed me that Mr. Arsteck is NOT a peaceful altruist as I had come Zo
believe but an arms dealer. Yis intention, She supposed, was to Lurn Y
rechamcd birds into predators! She says this happens all Lhe Cime, and he
aleoays #Finds anything coith the hint of mardial application and Curns it into a

Zerrible ceapon!
Cruelly, she /aag/zeo/ @ me and Zold me that Merriton Hoppithwel was a betler

and Smarter ran than I would ever be. She called me a fulure and an

incompelent dreamer, and Chen /efZ.

BAY! Let that beast %/OP/?/Z/?weZ‘ have her! 7778}/ deserve each other. I do not
need her! T do not need Aim! I do not need Mr. Arsteck! I do need Mr.
Arsteck’s money, howoever. But I don ¢ need Him! I don? need fim!

Z ol £Find a way Zo ke Azeroth a better, more peaceful place! My /ife wil/
not make the lives of other s worse. T2 will credte a /a\SZ‘/nj peace on thS

world.
Somehoeo.

My parents money arrived today. I spent it all on dearven stowtd ard intend 2o
a(/‘/‘n/é a// of it Zlonlg/)f.

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY: tdho cares? tho cares aboud Z‘/Ioaj/ﬁs ) c/a>/5_7
/\/oéoa/y.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary

Day 1299

7 he Ironforge Gazette carried the story Zoday. Flocks of mechanical birds have
bequn 2o Lerrorize the Ffarmers of Elenyrn Forest. They have exhibited deadly
cunning and so Far Stormeoind's Finest guards have been unable to stop thern.
Apparently they switched o rithril plate for 2heir armor.

A desperately a)/S/w‘ng T hadn't drunk all the stoud last nlg/zzl.

No f/)oaj/lz‘ for Z‘oo/@/. Couwld not Aeﬁfn Zo imagine one.
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Design Brief M1-ND vO0.1
Author: Crank Fizzlepop

The problem: Civilization is a sham. The truth of the matter is
that all creatures are primitive atavistic brutes disposed to
warfare. No amount of shared resources will stave off their desire
for more. No cultural exchange will prevent bigotry and hatred
from being invented by shameless leaders who seek to profit from
bloodshed. The problem is the mind, it is the mind. Violence must
be purged from the mind itself!

The solution! The mind functions on electrical impulses within the
brain. These electrical impulses can be altered with other more
powerful electrical impulses. Surely the correct pulses of energy,
in the correct sequence, could forever burn out all thoughts of
violence or hatred from the brain of gnome, dwarf or man.

Therefore, I propose to build an impressive device that will emit
a charged ray of lightning, carefully calibrated to affect the
mind, washing away all thoughts of barbarity or brawling. This
will be built with the money Mr. Arsteck pays me, turning the
warmongers own evil against themselves. Azeroth will have peace in
its time!

The challenges: Must deduce the workings of the mind. To overcome
this hurdle, I have put out a call for volunteers to let me test
my device by sending electrical currents from a gold power core
into their brains.

Cbané/ﬁézgpqu;Dkvy
Day 1300

The response o sy call for volunteers has been depressingly low. I #fear I
muUST resort to the only aventte I have lef?: Self—experimentation. thile ruy
System is already set wp Zo do not fing more Lhan Curn me into a more peacef/
person, I fear thad if° it is calibrated incorrectly, it may result in some rinor
Sensory adjustment and Lemporary mental incoherency. This seems unlikely,

/)oa)e\/er .

THOUGHT FOR THE DAY: The noblest of commanders could never ask Zheir
Soldiers 2o do anyc‘/]/nﬁ Z‘/zey would not do thermselves.
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Beetof gaéé/e—-iop §edindy,
Doief GF+34

Y/oo/yaqu doot henlip holliship arnad Act, et mewthsrnoo 3eopz‘//y/az‘. Weliswoan
Aiplimollino £lickins Chewpitna moderr st boslek? tWiristic havlipa troct
50/‘/7/‘//‘,%5/‘{&. A)nl‘z(/‘\ié/. /70//[5/7/?./ DOI?[Z‘/)L{//‘/\S/]/, /I/P//A/)’/O///‘I’JO /’//‘C,é/.n\f.

DOWTHLIOS Tod GHO GUINTY: Bilsnica LA LA LA.

Crank Fizzlepop's Diary
Day 130!

yA qpparenz‘/y spent yesterday cominced I was a duck. é/n\sarpr/\s/ng/y Z have
become Somewhad Fearfu! of 1y device and am wuncertan about what to do next.

Oh, £ only I coere Still with ry parents. I canpnot even 5@3/}7 o write o them
anymore. Lyying Co Chem herd when Che lies were small, and howo could I even
5&3/‘/7 Zo cover up a day spent as a waler fotwl/? Not o mention 2he disastrous
state of affuwrs with Mr. Arsteck, Ms. A)inz‘er\s/?r/nj and Chat hdalred risanthrope
Merriton Hoppidhwet .

I Aave no idea what o do. No path avals itseltf Co me.

THOUGHT OF THE DAY: The n/‘ﬁ/ﬁ 'S darkest before the dacon. OA, please /et
2hat be Crue.

Dearest Te[icity,
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Please d/isregard’ to prew’ous Joamgm}oﬁ. 7 didnw’t mean it. 1 swear 1 didn't. Te[icity, you are the
ﬁ'gﬁt of my fife and 1 need you to go on. Don’t you see? You are my muse, my encﬁanﬂ'ng

insyimu’on! 7 need you to invent, to go on, to [ive!
Please love me.
Please.

“Yours sincere(y,

Crank.

Crank Fizzlepop 's Diary
Day 1305

fe//c/z‘y Ahas yef Zo respond Zo Y /etler.

7725#073 continues. I think T may have iT r{ghz‘ noeo. The shocks 2o »y head
Seenr o do /itt/e Yo rme noeo. 7773}/ even Sees m/‘/a//y ca/ml‘nﬂ.

Land/ord Aas discovered Zhe destroyed closet in Y apartment and is f/lreafen/nﬁ
Zo evict me iF" I don? repay fum 5}/ 2he end of the week.

T Aave a deadline noeo.

THOUGHT OF THE DAY: There comes a Cime when one »ust place Ais bet's,
and call the world's blut¥

Crank Fizzlepop 's Diary
Day 130%

fe//c/z‘y Ahas yef Zo respond Zo Y letler. I now Fear She never eoil/.

Z an sfarz‘/nﬁ Zo ?aesffon Zhe wisdorr of Shocé/‘nﬂ Y Ahead eoith e/ecz‘r/‘c/‘z‘y

every nig/it in a roeo, bed I an reenning on a dead/ine.

THOUGHT OF THE DAY: tdhen vou put your head on a rock and At it with a
book the book hurds.

Crank Fizzlepop 's Diary
Day 131

OA, whdad an amaz/nﬁ n{g/zz‘ /ast n{g/ﬁ was.
Finally, after long testing, ry device has born Freit. Glorious, beacdifu! £ret.
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Z Jay doton wpon ry pilloww, rest the device in its place, and pulled /e S2ring
attac hed Zo its Zrigger-. Once more I was bathed in the electric blue field of its
enerqy outpul. But CAis Cime, 2he world cleared, and I cwas F£illed «wwith a /aéz‘/‘ng,

incredible peace.

In 2Ais moment, I saco a// of Azercth. Even parts of it I had never Seen before.
7 he ro///nﬁ Aills of Westtall. The lempestuous mountan peaﬁs of” Alterac. The
3/46/&/ urns of Amberimbie '6‘0/38.

ﬁna//y, i? has been completed, and I now see whad a foo! I was. I showld cwrite
one last letler Lo Merriton Yoppitdhewel and Fe//cfz‘y N/nZ‘erSprfnj, and qpo/ogfzéz
£or sy behavior toward them. Tomorrow, I coil/ 5@3/}7 public Cesting of rry neco

device.

Dear Merriton ﬂ-ﬂ)})})itﬁwet, and Ms. Teficity Win‘wrsym’ng,

First, 1 Eeg you to read all of this letter. 1 realize 1 have been such a foof in my c[ea[ings with
both of you. In this short missive 1 will seek to rigﬁt all the wrongs 1 have committed against

you.

"Mr. ﬂ-[cyojoitﬁwet, to you 1 say sorry. ‘Jﬁougﬁ you have been conc{escencﬁ’ng to me all your ﬁfe, 7
f@ow that you meant no harm. You mere(y sougﬁt to ﬁego even tﬁougﬁ you lacked the social skills
or ﬁumiﬁty to }myer[y do so. 1 forgi\/e you for that and ask you to forgi\/e me in turn. jea[ousy
(f Your success drove me to spiwﬁd words and ﬁawﬁif cfeafings, My tﬁougﬁts were tainted Ey

these tﬁings. 97 shouldn’t have tﬁougﬁt that the world was Erumlry unfair because your meagre
u’nﬁering founa( Wicﬁesyreac[ success. Instead, 1 should have been ﬁa]a]oy for Your success. And 1
am! 7am tru[y ﬁap_py.

And Ms. Winterspring, you have found quite a catch in Mr. ﬂ-ﬁ)pjoitﬁwet Oh, what we could
have done togetﬁer, but it was not to be. So be it. You should have the most woncferﬁt( of [tves
wgetﬁer‘

As for me, 1 have realized that my goa[ to En’ng _peace to Azeroth was tainted By my desires for
fame and g[ory. These kinds of seﬁsﬁ tﬁougﬁts cannot co-exist with the recluirecf altruism to

‘"I’VLClE@ true cﬁanges to tﬁe WOT'[({
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Tomorrow, 1 start out with the }mﬁfic Hesting of my new device. ‘My heart is now unclouded Ey
such petty desires as wealth. This time, 1 set out with notﬁing but the best (f intentions.

Fven 1f 1 never hear from you again, you will hear about me.

“Yours in Jpeace,

Crank ‘Fizz[e}ooy, FEsq.

EPILOGUE

Ironforge Gazette
Issue no. 493, pg. 1

An unidentified gnome went on a berserk murder spree last night that killed
four and wounded twenty-two. Reportedly the firing began in Tinker Town
but rapidly moved into the Military Ward. The assailant reportedly yelled,
“Be at peace! Be peaceful! Make war never again!” at victims before
shooting them with some sort of high-powered lightning gun. He was
eventually killed by guards resisting arrest.

Victims are currently being treated for burns and shock by priests in the
Mystic Ward. King Magni Bronzebeard has ordered an investigation into
the incident, with private citizen Dunzkin Arsteck volunteering to lead the
inquest. Witnesses are asked to report anything that may aid investigation.

More details as they come.
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DEDICATED TO JESSICA ROOPE AND BRUCE BAUGH, FOR THEIR SUPPORT AND
FRIENDSHIP.
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