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By Chris Hudak

nN A FUTURISTIC WORLD WHERE THE RIGHT OF WAY

goes to the biggest guns, the sneakiest ambushes, an
the most crippling kneecaps, Starsiege rules. In this
universe the only way you survive is by the seat of your
pants and your wits—it all depends on how you customize
and pilot your fleet of HERCS and tanks. Play by the rules
and follow the scripted missions or create your own
Starsiege universe. Record your victories and play them
back later as you savor the thrill of domination. We sent
thris Hudak to Ground Zero, where he was strapped inte a
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w# HERC and given an ego-busting demonstration, >>><
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| recently flew to Eugene,
Oregon, to visit Dynamix and have
a look at the current state of their

new game, Starsiege. | even got
to play a number of multiplayer,
free-for-all death matches with the
designers, coders, and art guys,
who let me win a round or two —
and then methodically proceeded
to tool up on me like | was a bored-
over 400 in Advanced Placement
Auto Shop.

| have, understandably, repressed
most of the specific memories of
that debacle, but I'll try to convey
the flavor.

For those

about to rock

You need to mentally put yourself in
my shoes for this to work: You're sit-
ting in the Dynamix offices, in front
of an obscenely large and crisp
monitor that makes the one you

LOCALIZED HITS: The ability to shoot for specific parts of enemy unit

blowing weapons out or simply knee-capping an opposing Cybrid

one that can instantly and profoundly turn the tactical side of battle

have at home look like a grotty
Etch-A-Sketch, engaged in a multi-
player battle with God-knows-who
off in various other offices. All you
know about them is thal they hoot
loudly enough to be heard down the
hallway when they score an espe-
cially dramatic kill, usually on you,
the visiting writer, who is definitely
gonna wale on this thing in print if
these half-crazed virtual Visigoths
don’t stop waling on you.

Onscreen, you find yourself in
a first-person winter wonderland
(if you ignore the shattered build-
ings and flaming hulks). A light
snowfall fills the air. You're stopped
dead, parked behind a fallen HERC
of the same description, using the
game’s radical sniper's-eye, zoom-
in feature, watching a cluster of
distant enemy structures with
considerable paranoia.

| should stop here and mention,

for the benefit of newbies, that
you're trying to survive inside a
Herculean battle tank, or HERC, in
an apocalyptic world where the
right ol way goes Lo Lhe biggest
guns, the sneakiest ambushes, the
most crippling knee-caps and head-
tags, and the moct brutal, enap.
shot attacks from an aggressor
who’s already hauling ass back to
his friends by the time you realize
you've been ventilated like a colan-
der. If you've got a liquid ounce of
computer-gamer’s bloodlust in your
body, Starsiege may be the game
that turns you on to these bipedal
killing machines.

Five seconds ago, as your walk-
ing war machine pounded across
the icy plain in search of the enemy,
something, you're still not sure
what, cranked off a shot at you, and
it hurt; in fact, you lost one of your
auxiliary weapons, and, truth be

told, you're a little pissed off about
that. As soon as the offending
aggressor opened up on you, so, it
seemed, did about a hundred other
guys, and for a few panicked sec-
onds as you ran for cover, you were
in the very eye of the Crossfire From
Hell, hearing every last ping and
boom and zap and thud as every-
thing with a gun within 500 meters
treated you to a plasma-gouting,
heat-seeking, high-velocity-projec-
tile bout of Smear the Queer.

And now suddenly it’s quiet.

Too quiet, as they say in the horror
films, just before some Thing says
Boo and the bloodletting begins

in earnest.

The Heads-Up Display overlaying
your first-person view is elegant,
thorough, and customizable (read-
outs for damage, weapon loadouts,
radar, and the like can be toggled
on, resized, and moved around to

your liking), and now it’s telling
you—elegantly, thoroughly, cus-
tomizably —just how far up that
famed creek you are, and where the
paddle has apparently been firmly
wedged. Most of your damage
readout is presented in various and
alarming shades of red. You just
lost a weapon in a cowardly sneak
attack from you don’t know where,
you'’re down to one long-range
tracking weapon, and, in the dis-
tance, you hear gunfire.

Where there's smoke,
there's HERCs

It's just a thin, distant trill of auto-
matic cannon fire, bracka-bracka-
bracka-bracka, but you zoom in

on that distant cluster of buildings,
and you can see that somebody
out there is involved in a firefight.
Tracers rip through the air between
two buildings—the angle’s not

WEAK IN THE KNEES: On open ground you'd be a lot more stable in

a low-slung, low-profile, all-treads-on-the-ground tank

RAduocate (ICybrid):

Emancipator

Goad ICybrid):

b

(IRebel)
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DRAW, PARDMER: Starsiege ships with 45 scripted missions and a
mission editor—or you can fight your foes one on one.

optimal, you can’t quite tell where

the fire is being directed—and then,

suddenly, there’s the thing you've
been waiting for: an explosion,
followed by a hoot from one nearby
office and an expletive from
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another. Another one bites the dust.

Less for you to do.

Two very important words must
be inserted here: Localized Hits.
These words either put you into a
state of unseemly excitement, or
you haven’t had much experience
with this type of game and don’t
understand the tactical implications
of the term—and if you have to ask,
you may never understand. Either
way, the ability to shoot for specific
parts of the enemy units, blowing
weapons out or simply knee-cap-
ping an opposing Cybrid—providing
you have the time and cool-headed
aim to do so under fire —is one that
can instantly and profoundly turn
the tactical tide of battle. And it
looks really cool.

There’s more gunfire, then a
bright bolt of horizontal lightning,
and something low and dog-legged
comes charging from its hiding
place, followed in rapid succession
by more tracers, a blaze of plasma,
the contrail of some rocket or other,
and finally one, two, and then three
attackers. You know how the run-

J

www.starsiege.com

Dynamix

WIN95/98 CD
WIN NT

Everyone P
pathy is instantly supplanted by the

cheery realization that it isn’t you,
and without a thought you burst
from your own hiding place and join

$4995

83675

1.800.757.7707

ning guy feels, but any tinge of sym-

the chase like the blood-crazed,
remorseless, amoral weasel that
you are.

The beleaguered defender run-
ning for his life zigs and zags,
explosions going off all around him,
taking the occasional retreating shot
himself; he’s getting way more than
he gives, though, and at this rate it’s
only a matter of time before some-
body takes him down. Seeing no
reason why that somebody should-
n’t be you, you start converging with
this wolf-pack hunt, closing with the
poor doomed schmuck in the lead,
your guns blazing inaccurately but
impressively. He’s being herded
toward a long, sloping hillside.

The hill will be his downfall, you
instantly see. The hill offers no cover
or escape crevices. In fact, the hill—
the hill is shooting at you.

In the long, horrible ohnosecond
before the point-blank railgun dis-
charge sends you to Hell, you realize
that the Running Guy had a cloaked
ally sitting there the whole time, its
image masked by mimicking the
color and texture of the terrain

| behind it. You're maybe five meters

| away when a stream of particles

moving at relativistic velocities takes
your wounded HERC apart at the
molecular level. The original three
pursuers have long since peeled
off and have found other things to
shoot at.

From the end of the hallway at
your back, you're pretty sure you
hear laughter.

PRETTY
HATE

MACHINE
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Stand tall with your Tribe as
you fight the oldest battle of all—

survival of the fittest.

R
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By Mark H. Walker

- HE YEAR IS 3940, ELEVEN HUN-

dred years after the epic battles depicted in Starsiege. The Imperial

universe has expanded, warped, and splintered. Independent factions,
rebelling against the Empire, have burst from known space. Eschewing
the familiar, they establish their own civilization, a civilization based on
Terra’s most ancient code—survival of the fittest. They are proud, they
are warriors, they are the Tribes. This game is their story.

Although Starsiege: TriBES breaks from the treadbare gameplay of
most current shooters, there is still plenty of sweaty-palmed, first-per-
son, hunter/hunted action. However, unlike Starsiege, there are no
HERCs in this game. Instead, players wear the boots of a futuristic,
ground-pounding infantryman (or woman), trying desperately to coop-
erate with squadmates and defeat an enemy squad. But the fun does-
n’t stop there. In TrRIBES you must think as well as you shoot.

“The ability to merge a first-person shooter with many of the ele-
ments of a challenging strategy game is one of the things | like most
about 7rRiBES,” says Tim Gift, Director of Technology at Dynamix, the

developers of TRIBES. >>>
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Triges is all about strategy, all
about interaction. Each team
represents a tribe of up to 16 play-
ers, The team’s leader directs
the combatants’ efforts from the
Commander’s Screen. If you've ever
wondered what it’s like to be the
head honcho, the Commander’s
Screen is the place to find out.
With a simple point 'n’ click, you
can direct warriors to guard your
base, set up a reverse-slope posi-
tion, attack the enemy, or travel
to distant waypoints. If a real-life
squad leader can order it, so can
you (sorry, no KP duty). Of course,
these are not unthinking polygons
you are ordering about, but real
people-people who want to kill,
not be killed. So you'd better be
good, or your tribe will drop you

TRY T0 BURN THIS FLAG: In addition to playing capture the flag,
you can stage a death match (your squad versus another), embark
on one of 20 scripted missions, or create your own private war

like a live mortar shell and find
someone else.

Voices out of the blue
But sometimes a mouse isn’t
enough. Although 7riBES doesn’t
support voice-compression technol-
ogy (there’s a limit to how much
data you can push through a phone
line, and the vivid graphics use
some megabytes), the good folks
at Dynamix have included a useful
audio feature.

“We put five different voice sets
in the game,” explains Gift. “There

| are well over 100 voice commands—
| such as ‘Is our base clear? Is our

base under attack?’ —that may be
linked to keystrokes.”

Even better, if gamers don’t like
the voices supplied by Dynamix,

they can record their own, distrib-
ute it to the rest of their tribe, and
bask in the glory of their own vocal
resonations.

TRIBES looks as good, if not bet-
ter, than anything on the market.
The landscapes— be they snow-cov-
ered plains, rolling green hills,
or tanned desert dunes—are vast,
some covering more than eight
square kilometers. That’s about 30
minutes running time from one cor-
ner to the next.

Once you've traversed that vast
landscape to assault the enemy
base, you'll transition—without
bumps, stalls, or any kind of system
hiccup—from rolling hills to dimly
lit concrete-and-steel interiors.
There you'll find glowing communi-
cations panels, footlights, and all

ARMED TO THE TEETH

Plasma Rifle:

fr m

Disc Launcher:

Grenade Launcher:

Chain Gun: spray

fl

Laser Rifle:

t w

sorts of variable lighting effects.
“The graphic engine’s ability

to effortlessly render exteriors

and interiors is one of its most

exciting features,” says Gift.

“Gamers will be able to move in

and out of buildings without the

slightest in game hesitation...we're

really happy with it.”

Play the packaged
missions or serve

up your own

Unlike other “shooters,” TRIBES
ships with a CD full of intriguing
missions. Sure, you'll be able to
have a death match (you or your
squad against another team) and
you’ll be able to capture the flag,
but there'll be other strategic fare
to choose from: 20 scripted, objec-
tive-based multiplayer missions.
Divided into four mini-campaigns,
each of these missions will provide
a unique set of objectives: base

assaults, power-station destruction,

objective capture and defense, etc.
(Although TrRIBES was designed

from the ground up as a multiplayer

game, it does have a single-player
element. Primarily envisioned as

training missions, these battles—10

in all—will prepare gamers for the
tougher war that awaits online.)

Still, gamers who tire of the
scripted selection will be able to
design their own slugfests. “The
mission editor is another thing that
differentiates TriBes (from other
games),” states Gift. “It is so
simple to build missions with the
drag-and-drop editor.”

The scripted missions are
designed to operate as one of two
types: Pick-up or Resource (these
names might change). Pick-up
mode is the typical find-the-float-
ing-weapon-and-pick-it-up game.
Resource mode adds a layer of
complexity that fits well with the
game’s strategic skin. Teams are
given a fixed number of points and
must spend them at inventory
machines to equip their squad. You
want that Missile Launcher? Sure,
it'll take out a warrior from a kilo-
meter away. But it costs the same
as two Plasma Rifles. Can your
squad afford it? Furthermore, if the
bad guys (or gals) waste your

HAUNTED HOUSES: Once inside, you'll fight for your life in spooky

| concrete-and-steel interiors amid glowing banks of electronics.

inventory machine, you won’t be
able to buy any more weapons or
ammunition.

The thinking

gamer’s Quake

TRIBES is a brand-new angle on
first-person, squad-level combat.
Think of it as a thinking gamer’s
Quake or perhaps a Quaking
gamer’s Command and Conquer.
Either way, TrRiBES’ strategic over-
lay, Commander’s Screen, “multi-
player first” design, and revolution-
ary indoor/outdoor graphics
engine make this game something
out of the ordinary.

TRIBES stands tall because of
the environment, because of the
strategy, because of the no-brainer
mission editor, and because of
the people —the people of the
4oth century AD, the renegades,
the survivors, the warriors—the
tribes. Grab a Chain Gun, the
Commander’s calling. ?

TRIBES .

www.starsiege.com/tribes

Developer Dynamix

WIN95/98 CD
WIN NT

Everyone

$3995

83667

1.800.757.7707
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Science Fiction just got real...

A new stunning 3D combat sim
from Dynamix but also the first I
chapter in the ever-expanding

Starsiege Universe, spanning 2 ooo years from
the first Cybrid invasion of Earthsiege to the
errant Tribe warriors... In Starsiege, you can
choose to be either a human warrior or a Cybrid
death machine. Select your missions and equip
your pilots with the most devastating fighting
machines in the known universe - an arsenal of
weapons, airskimmers, tanks and Hercs. Hunt
down your prey across sweeping landscapes,
through fortified bases and war-torn cities on
immersive 3D worlds, Starsiege will tax your
senses and combat skills, as you battle through
the intricate mission plots to unlock the secrets
of the Starsiege Universe.

Siarsiege

3D Combat Simulation i

3 Unequalled Single-Player Combat - more than

P

»

45 highly-detailed plot missions across diverse
planetary environments.

State-of-the-Art Fighting Machines — more than
30 vehicles to pilot including Airskimmers,
Tanks, and HERCs.

Massive multiplayer games — with a wide choi-
ce of co-operative and competitive multiplayer
games, including but not limited to
Deathmatch, Capture the Flag, and Objective
Mission Raids.

\"
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First-person, squad-warfare action

Starsiege Trihes

The ultimate first-person
squad warfare

2 Vast Integrated Worlds - Replaces
traditional “levels"” with super-realistic
worlds of integrated interior and exterior
battle zones.

P True Terrain™ Landscapes - Seamless
movement between dynamically lit
interiors and true, full-harizon outdoor
landscapes.

»» Dedicated Commander Role ~Tribe
commanders set targets, deploy troops,
and control resources with a special
top-down view of the entire battlefield.

STARSIEGH
o TDIDEG

E=Fag, Eleven centuries have gone
since Starsiege. Humanity

has split into two factions, some following the
leaders of the Rebels, branching out across the
galaxy. They are now called the Tribes...
Tribes is a revolutionary real-time, first-person,
squad-level combat game, featuring 30 single
player missions that prepare you for the core
play, with 2 to 32 players interacting.
Starsiege’'s cutting-edge engine provides
gamers with features never before available in
3D shooters: miles of 360° azimuth terrain
viewing, instant movement inside and out-

side buildings (no lag or load times!),
ground and air-combat vehicles and
vast immersive planetscapes. The
“Commander” feature allows one team
member to act as tribe leader, using a top-
down battle view to control base
defences, issue commands and monitor
enemy movements.
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