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Change in Command

Star Wars Adventure Journal #14 will be my last. West End manage-
ment has shifted me from editorial duties to administration and
game design. Steve Miller—a former TSR editor and game de-
signer—has already begun work onJournal #15 and beyond. He is a
welcome Star Wars team member at West End and will continue
maintaining the Journal’s high quality standards. No doubt Iwill still
contribute some articles for the Journal, but lam turning the overall
direction and day-to-day operations to Steve.

Since establishing the Journal in 1994, I've had the pleasure to

work with many people toiling behind the scenes to make this
project successful. I'd like to thank them. West End’s Richard
Hawran. Jeff Kent and Daniel Scott Palter have provided their
support and much-needed encouragement. Timothy Zahn, Kathy
Tyers and Michael A. Stackpole have supported the Journal with
stories in which they return to the characters and galaxy they love.
Up-and-coming authors have contributed articles which expand the
Star Wars galaxy's scope and still live up to Lucasfilm’s standards of
excellence. Our loyal subscribers and readers have faithfully hunted
down issues to fill out their collections and find the latest in Star
Wars information. Lucasfilm’s Sue Rostoni and Allan Kausch have
guided the Journal’s growth and watched over continuity concerns.
Bantam editors Tom Dupree and Pat LoBrutto opened many doors
of opportunity,
] And, of course, none of this would have been possible without the
imaginative vision and perseverance of George Lucas. Through
their involvement with the Journal, everyone—readers, authors,
editors, and creators—has become part of the Star Wars dream.

Commander Peter Schweighofer
Admiral's Attaché
May 1997
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By Barbara Hambly

Nustrations by Doug Shuler

There were places in the galaxy more depressing than the planet

Gamorr in slushtime. Callista Ming had even been to some of them
Kirdo lllin the summer, with the air temperature in the low one-

hundreds and nothing to do between 400 kilometer-per-hour sand-

storms but watch the inhabitants of the dunes wait for slugs to

crawl into their mouths.

The garbage-moon of Shesharile VI when the first spring heat

activates the bacteria in the underground waste-sinks.

Kessel, at any time.

But Gamorr in slushtime came close.

“Still no break in the weather?” Callista came three-quarters of

l_he way down the metal stair from the upper deck of the freighter

Zicreex, then swung hersell lightly over the rail, dropping the

remaining meter and a half to the metal deck.

Jos, the ship's engineer and the only other human in the crew,

half emerged from under the console where he was digging out

flakes of the pus-colored fungus that had sprouted there overnight.

“No." )

“And no word from Guth?” Callista tossed the plastene-wrapped

Parcel of assorted growths she'd scraped from the walls of her
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cubicle down onto the Captain’s chair. Captain Ugmush had spo-
ken of making fug for dinner that night, to take advantage of their
presence on her homeworld. There was nothing, she said, like the
molds of home.

“No," said Jos again, and went back to scraping. When Callista
first began traveling on the Zicreex, she'd thought Jos's impreg-
nable gloom stemmed from being a slave on a freighter owned and
operated by Gamorreans—enough to depress anyone. After six
months, however, she had come to the conclusion that the scar-
faced, stringy engineer would have been gloomy had he been the
independent potentate of the best-stocked and most enthusiasti-
cally peopled Pleasure Planet in the Purple Systems. She fully
intended to find some way of freeing him before she parted com-
pany with the ship, but doubted it would make a whit of difference.

As Callista walked to the open airlock door to regard the sodden
vista of slowly thawing snow that lay between the Zicreex and the
walls of the small clanhold of Nudskutch, Jos added, “The weather
should clear for good in a week or so. The Fair at Bolgoink starts
tomorrow; the big one over in Jugsmuk is next week, with traders
coming in from all over this part of the continent. We should be re-
stocked and gone in ten days.”

He didn’t sound particularly enthusiastic, about either the start
of the planet's fair season or the prospect of departure. Callista
went to the outer door and stood with one shoulder leaned against
the jamb, the murky breeze lifting her long, rough, light-brown hair
back from her face. Around the Zicreex, the makeshift landing-field
was vacant and mostly flooded still. Unprepossessing as it was,
Gamorr in slushtime was preferable to imprisonment in the gun-
nery computer of an abandoned Imperial dreadnought, a disem-
bodied consciousness slowly deteriorating into less than a ghost.
Freedom had cost Callista her ability to use the Force—the very
coreof her personality as a Jedi Knight. It had cost her other things
as well.

But still, she thought, touching the lightsaber that hung at her
belt, it was very good to be free.

Captain Ugmush appeared from the woods, a huge sack of
fungus on her back, and two of the three boars who constituted the
Gamorrean freighter-crew trotting docilely at her heels. The third,
Ugmush's husband, came behind, patiently herdingaringof snoruuk
in the direction of the ship’s ramp, an exercise that could take the
remainder of the afternoon. Ugmush strode briskly up the ramp, a

g
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ed sow resplendent in a garish offworld glm:y of eyepamt
o d nose-rings. Her long hair was dyed bright pink and
- morrts—the Gamorrean parasite with which the
fested—in evidence, clinging to her glabrous arms,

midd!
and di
half a dozen

Zicreex was In

d neck. - )
bofg::: I;onight." she informed Callista, and reached back to rip

i f the sack and was
i mold-tendril that had snaked out o k and
amfje tt}:)eget a grip on her throat. “Teach you mfake ste»\f. Owing tg
; ngﬂﬁculty Gamorreans have in pronouncing Basic, Ugrnusl
the e a transliterator around her neck, which produced a mostly
:cc:urate rendering of her words in the honey-sweet, throaty purr
vid star Amber Jevanche. . . .

o gﬁ‘: prodded Callista in the ribs. Skinny v'lch, Shf'e g_dde(;

rovingly—the transliterator fumbling for and not fin lrcllg 2

:::nslation of the word for an unmarried sow. “Not find husb?n .a
skinny. Morrts can't live on skinny. Feed you. Make you.... s
The’transliterator made another stab at the appropriate word in
Basic, then gave it up with a tinny rattle. Ugmush [Ie:::?si'ther :::z:z;
; = know gweer?” She
ecs to demonstrate. “Gweek. You 4 .
2::2 g[ the thumb-sized gray parasites out of her hair, held it to ?‘:e;
shoulder where it could get a better purchase. Her pale, yellowis
i ir bites.
as dotted with the scabs of their b} i
ﬂesPG::;eek. Good husband: two tuskers; nine morrts.” She slapped
her chest proudly. “Gweek.” )
e‘Gweek?‘ repeated Callista gravely. During her travels on tﬁi
Zicreex Callista had learned a good deal of F;amorrean, a tong e
impossible to master for anyone with the slightest pretension
dignity. .
SE‘nl"'k’.'!:ct week, fair at Jugsmuk, we buy 1pod. Ugmu;h gr:ﬁll:eai 3
handful of fungus that was trying to climb out of her s
shoved it back in.

One of the tusker boars—lesser members of the crew—who ha(li‘
come up the ramp at Ugmush's heels, frowned f“t the word .Iugsgm
and pointed out, in Gamorrean, [Fair at Bqlgou:nk tomozro;v.l yes
brightening visibly, he added, [See Guth fight in mmnhi; .

Ugmush whirled with a savage sql.u?al and caug awlne
With one hand that sent him smashing into the wal}. }Nhat s l:,- -
to him was at a volume and a speed that rf:'ndered it mcc;}nﬁni" e
sible to Callista, who could only deal with G.'am'llt-.l)rreamE i
spoken slowly and distinctly, but she caught t e.nab  of The
Bolgoink clanhold and a lot of negatives and emphatics be

Ct
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Captain went storming up the metal ladder into the upper regions
of the ship.

The tusker got to his feet, rubbing the bloody place on his jaw
with an expression more of aggrieved anxiety than of anger. He
looked to Callista for explanation: [Guth Ugmush brother, | he said.
[Guth one of crew. Why not see fight?]

To herself, quietly, in Basic, Callista replied, “Because she knows
he's going to die.”

A fury of squeals and shrieks went up outside. Callista turned,
sprang to the airlock door, the two tuskers crowding after and
leaning out in such a way that she couldn't have shut it had she
wanted to. Across the vacant, sodden landing-field a boar was
running, knees and arms pumping, the calf-deep water of the
puddles surging and splashing around him in holocausts of spray
Callista cried “Guth!" recognizing him, and the tuskers, seeing their
Captain’s younger brother being hotly pursued by at least a dozen
armed boars, let out shrill grunts of delight, grabbed weapons, and
pounded down the ramp to his rescue. A moment later Ugmush
came running, war-club in one hand and blaster in the other, firing
as she ran.

Like most Gamorreans she was a truly terrible shot. Steam
belched and spewed as the white-hot plasma touched water and
mud, and Callista, with horrible visions of a wild shot taking out the
Zicreex’'s heat-exchangers, sprang down the ramp also. They'd
been stranded on Travnin for two weeks not too long agoasaresult
of Ugmush’s shooting and she had no intention of letting it happen
again.

Callista yelled "URRJSH!" at the top of her lungs—Gamorrean for
Stop!—as she easily outdistanced Ugmush and her crew. She un-
hooked the lightsaber from her belt as she ran and activated it in a
flash of cold yellow brilliance. Guth reached her moments before
the pursuing boars would have seized him: she took the iron heads
off two halberds and a war-club, and opened a thin, smoking slit in
the arm of the leading boar. It stopped their attack, rather to her
surprise—she’d seen Gamorreans take on buzz-droids without a
second thought for life or limb—and the next instant she whirled
and brandished her lightsaber at Ugmush, who was about to hurl
herself into the attackers and re-start the fray. "Get back!"

Ugmush skidded to a stop in a huge spray of mud. “Put that
down!” She made to get past Callista. and Callista stepped again in
her path, lightsaber still raised. The boars of the Zicreex's crew
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collided with one another and all piled into Ugmush.fmr_n the back.
It took a few minutes to get everyone sorted out, while Guth stayed
close at Callista’s side, panting and spent from his run. .
[What is this?] she asked him in Gamorrean. [Who are these?
Why did you return?
[)T{\leed}l'mlp.] pante]:(l Guth, in labored Gamorrean. [Vrokk. The
tnumey,_,‘] o
[Did you fight Vrokk?] The young boar didn't look as if he'd b‘efm
in even tourney combat with the most feared and pnwerf.ui clan
boar and warlord in the southeastern part of the continent—
Certainly not the combat to the death that boars faced when one
Challenged another for the right to wed a clan matron sow. [Win
ufbrug to wife?| | ‘
Ugmush shoved past Callista to seize her brother in a bone-
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breaking embrace. For a moment they rubbed snouts and licked
faces in greeting, then Ugmush demanded, [Vrokk dead?]

[Vrokk dead.] Guth's voice was very quiet and there was fear in
his bright-blue eyes. He gestured at the armed boars who had
pursued him, some of them bearing the badge, Callista now saw, of
Rog, warlord of Nudskutch, others in the dark-blue tabards of the
Clan of Bolgoink. [Not fight, ] said Guth. [Murder. They say | did it.]

On the way to the Hold of Bolgoink, Guth explained as well as he
was able the seriousness of the charge. [Battle good. Mating-fight
good. Murder bad.]

It made sense, Callista reasoned. The incessant fighting among
the Gamorrean boars ensured that only the physically strongest
would mate, the ratio of boars to sows being approximately ten to
one at birth. Murder was cheating. Murder was survival of the
sneakiest, not the fittest.

The only problem was the arresting boars had seemed to be
under the impression that Ugmush and her crew had something to
do with thekilling as well. [Soap-eating scabwit I was here!] Ugmush
had screamed at their captain. [How could I do murder if | was
here?]

The boar had cogitated on that one for a time, profoundly
puzzled. At last he'd said, [Vrokk's brother Rog say, murder from—
from starship. You in starship. Everybody in starship. Rog have
vengeance, on Guth, on you, on everybody. All of you die. |

Bolgoink Hold lay at the center of vast fields, forest and pasture,
awalled and moated fortress of squat stone towers and longhouses,
surrounded in turn by a sizeable village, likewise walled with stone.
Outside the gates merchants from other clans were setting up the
tents for Bolgoink Fair, but there was an uneasy hush over the
place, and as they trudged past the hali-constructed flies and
marquees, Callista saw a number of sows loading up their goods

again onto wagons, litters and wheelbarrows, preparatory to mov-

)
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ing on to Jugsmuk. Vrokk had been a warlord of enormous power.
Too many other warlords were waiting to see what would happen
following his death. . »
The household guard met them within the gates of the hoq s
inner fortress, led by a rather thin but extremel.y scarred boar with
it gold ring in his ear. Guth whispered to Callista, [Lugh: Second
warlord.] It did not escape Callista that the scarred boar's ‘yellow
eyes followed Guth with suspicion and hate; she wondered if Llfgh
had had thoughts of challenging Vrokk's strength himself, of trying
to win the matron Kufbrug’s hand. . _
Kufbrug, the matron of the Bolgoink clan, received them in the
round tower hall. She sat cross-legged on a huge wallow of loosely-
stuffed crimson cushions, while the children she had borne last
spring ran squealing and shrieking around the hall under the
"guardlanship of a stolid-looking veteran boar with awooden leg and
amissing arm. Had she been standing, Kufbrug would have topped
Callista’s hundred and eighty centimeters, and massed well over
two hundred kilos. Her greenish-brown hair hungin braids past her
massive hips, strung with green and gold trade-beads; more beads
glittered dully on her eight enormous breasts. More morrts than
Callista had ever seen on a single Gamorrean clung, sucking con-
tentedly, to her shoulders, biceps, neck, jowls.
A gweek sow and no mistake. ‘
And yet there was something wrong. Slushtime, the closing
weeks of the harsh Gamorrean winter, was, Callista knew, a time of
preparation for sowing, a time of readying the boars for spring
training, a time of bustle and spring-cleaning, of gathering the
fungus that was so plentiful in these damp weeks, of pickling,
‘weaving and sharpening tools. The energy that was Ugmush’s

- leading characteristic, the hallmark of the Gamorrean sows, was

- absent from this giant matron. When Kufbrug raised her curiously

long lashes and met Guth'’s eyes over the crossed halberds of the
‘8uards, there was only a deadness, an infinite grieving weariness,
in the gittery yellow eyes.

- Onthe cushions beside her sat her daughter Gundruk, matron of
:t!?emuch smaller hold of Nudskutch, and on Gundruk’s other side,
fiuge and dark and terrible, stood Rog, Vrokk's brother and
wundruk’s husband, warlord of Nudskutch.

_ It was Rog who spoke, jerking a heavy, clawed hand at Callista,
Aidat Jos the engineer who stood, still chained, between Ugmush
44 her tuskers. “Muh,” he cried—outlander—and turned to

¥
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Gundruk, to Kufbrug, to the three of four scholar sows sitting
quietly in the background, the guardians of the clanhold laws.
[What more proof you need, that Guth use outlander poison to kill
my brother? See his sister, captain of an outlander ship! See how
there are outlanders among his sister’s clan!]

Ugmushthrew herselfat Rog, screaming invective—"Sithfestering
slime-eater how dare you...?” crooned Amber Jevanche's voice out
of the transliterator—backed by her hushand and both her tuskers
regardless of the fact that all were chained and none bore weapons.
Callista, who had refused to give up her lightsaber or allow herself
to be chained for ei-

therthe journeyorthe
audience, simply
stepped back out of
the way. Though she
felt a pang of loyalty
for her crewmates—
especially poor Jos,
who was chained be-
tween the two tuskers
and hauled along
willy-nilly into the me-
lee—she reflected
that in a way having
them out of the hall
would make matters a
lot easier.

When theprisoners
had been hauled away
and the hall had qui-
eted down again,
Callista lowered her
lightsaber and
stepped towards the
dais again, tall, slim
and a little awkward-
looking among the
stocky, porcine
Gamorreans.

[Outlanders in
their ships come to

Adventure Journal - August 1997
Gamorr all the time], she said reasonably. [Many outlanderilive at
muk Station. Outlanders hate Vrokk for other reasons?]

e looked back at Gundruk for help on that one. The guards
! R?fhed their heads at such complicated sophistry and rega_irdr:d

zui;sta with suspicion. Kufbrug only stroked the morrts clinging to

h:r arms and stared away into the cold shadows of the room

interest.

w“[hGouutngid not want to fight. Vrokk was strong.] Gundruk rose to

her feet, smaller than Kufbrug—younger, darker, and less gwee!le:

[He killed my mother’s last husband in tourney challenge, and his

strength was much

renowned. Guth knew
he could not win.] She
took from the bosom
of her embroidered
gownacrumpledand
folded hunk of parch-
ment. [Vrokk had this
in his hand when he
was found, lyingin his
room with blood on
his snout and in his
mouth.]

Callista unfolded
it. Large black runes
spelled out a couple
of lines; [I will not
meel you in the tour-
ney fair, like two tusk-
ers scuffling over a
mushroom,] Gundruk
read along, tracing
the runes with her
heavy, curving nail.
[Neither is the hour
appointed to my lik-
ing. Meet me ratheron
the high ground behind
the snoruuk pastures
at sunrise. Bring with
you as many guards as

¢
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youwant.  have no fear of you. Guth.] She tapped the signature, then
theseal, aheavy glob of dark-blue wax, cracked across where Vrokk
had broken it to unfold the letter. [See? Outlander poison was here,
under the seal. It flew up into his nose and destroyed his brain, |

Callista turned the parchment over in her hands. The brittle,
cured leather under the seal was indeed stained greenish brown,
and when she turned over the broken halves of the seal itself she
saw that they were slightly hollowed, as if the hot wax had been
dripped over something underneath. She fitted her thumb into the
hollow, shut her eyes, emptied her thoughts and breathed.

Groping to touch the Force with her mind, as long ago her
teacher had shown her. As long ago, in another body, she had so
easily done.

Butallshe sensed was a deep evil, and the recurring thought that
shewould, afterall, bejustified in whatever she chose to do to these
sloven, ugly beings, because they had dared raise their hands
against her and those under her protection. They had, after all,
done evil first.

Callista pulled her mind away. Yes, she thought. Yes. The Lost
Jedi defending her friends with the Force.

She turned the parchment over in her hands again. [Anyone can
sign Guth's name, ] she said.

Gundruk turned to her mother and held out her hand. With great
weariness, Kufbrug brought from the tassled pouch at her belt
three more packets of parchment, thickly folded, and sealed as the
note had been sealed with blue wax. Gundruk in turn handed them
to Callista. [Love-poems, ] she said. [See? Runes made same way.
Name written same. ] Her heavy lips lifted back from her tusks with
loathing. [Guth.]

The oldest of the scholar sows stood and said, [This Guth has
sent poems to Lady Kufbrug for many seasons now. Vrokk spoke of
itoften, withanger. Itistruealso, Viich Muh. .. |—literally, Outlander
Girl—[that Lady Gundruk, and Lugh, and others of the household
have heard the spirit of Vrokk moving about at night in the room in
which he died. Spirits only walk if murder was done.]

Callista, who had been examining the imprint of minute bubbles
in the wax, raised her head sharply at that, cold panic lancing
through her that had nothing to do with the spirits of murdered
souls: [Is the room locked?]

Thescholar sows exchanged a glance. It was Kufbrug who spoke,

Q
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+orvoice very deep, slow and infinitely weary. [ Yes, Outlander Girl.

ok is locked.

me(;r:gg]liaid Calliita, slowly and carefully, fearful suddenly that
therebe no mistake about what she said. [Keeproom chkedA Letno
one in. Not until | come back. May | take this away with me?] She
; note.

hdgul;l:i:ﬂ: and Rog exchanged a glance, puzzled—c‘learly they'd
envisioned Callista as a prisoner, too—but Kufbrug said, [ Youmay,
if it' will help you, Outlander Girl.] ) ) Y
~ ] think it will.” Callista bowed in a rough equivalent of t e
Gamorrean obeisance, though Kufbrug had gone back to stroking
her morrts, and stowed the parchment in her belt. The most
interesting thing on the document was, of course, the seal, but the
second most important thing was Guth's sngna_ture. As far as
Callista knew, Guth, like most boars, could not write.

It was almost a day's walk to Jugsmuk Station, a grubby agglom-
eration of moss-crusted offplanet pre-fabs built up around the walls
‘ ofthe Jugsmuk clan fortress. The matron of Jugsmuk had years ago
~ invested her labor in clearing and paving a good landing-field—
good for Gamorr, anyway—and as a result, Jugsmuk Fair was one
= iﬂ'the liveliest and most profitable on the continent of Wugguh. Not
- onlyclan boars and traders came in the spring to exchange}ood«
stuffs and weaponry, to hold tourney fights and arrange marriages,
but offworlders arrived as well bearing products far beyond the
Planet’s crude resources.
No ships reared against the dark sky as Callista came out of the
Woods, wet and chilled with the sleet that had fallen all day, but
mﬁ!ﬂushhad told her there were a number of permanent outlanders
“VINg at the Station. A week or so early, thought Callista—the
mospheric chaos of winter was still making landings difficult. The
had orbited for a week before a temporary lull permitted
2. and Guth had been in a panic the whole time for fear he'd

BWINYSNIS U] J8pINp
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miss his chance to challenge Vrokk at the Bolgoink Fair. Jugsmuk
Fairwas, indeed, timed to begin with the clearing of the atmosphere
and the advent of the first of the trader ships.

It didn’t take Callista long to find the individual she sought i
Jugsmuk. She’d guessed already there wouldn't be more than one.

“Ugmush-Guth, yes,” said Sebastin Onyx, smiling a little as he
cleared off a battered red leather chair for Callista to sit. “Can |
make you a tisane? | hate slushtime.” He switched over the power-
line from the music system to the cooker and set a small white pot
of water under the disc. The sleet that had blown all day hammered
fitfully on the room’s
wide transparisteel
port, blurringthe dark-
ening vision of the
street outside. The
room smelled of mold-
guard, molds and
pittins—at least five of
the soft-furred little
carnivores dozed near
the heater, the only
way, Callista guessed,
of keeping morrts at

/ bay."You'reafriend of
_4;"' L his?”
A4 “I've been a crew-
hand on the Zicreex
_ with him for six
..f A, months.”
“And you're in
port?” Onyx measured
out leaves and herbs into a silver strainer and carefully poured the
heated water through. “Did he challenge Vrokk at the Bolgoink Fair?
I've never met him,” he added, with a quick grin, “But he subspaced
me whenever he had the credits for one of my poems—and frankly,
a couple of times | gave him cut rates. ... It's a living,” He gestured
around him at the little room.

Onyx was younger than Callista had expected, an impoverished
student rather than the broken-down drunkards one frequently
encountered in this particular economic niche. He was probably of
Coruscant or Alderaan stock, shorter than she, fair-haired, and a
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is large, blue shortsighted eyes blinking out from
mﬂe i:yt'h:liimsgof a huge pair of vision-augmenters that he'd
mlt;,aed up onto his forehead. “I work as a protocol liaison most of
us ear, but when everything locks down in winter, it’s sometimes
the)'w I;Iake ends meet. Fortunately winter is when the boars can't
ha_tdoul and fight one another either, so they get all cozy and

oleasant—they really do—and write songs and poems to their

_ Or, they hire me to write songs and poems.” _
smfssongs?.. Callista struggled to assimilate with a straight face t.he
thought of Rog, or the snaggly-eared Lugh, serenading the massive

Kufbrug by moonlight.

«well,” grinned Onyx, “I admit there's only. so much you can do
in Gamorrean. | did the same thing for some Blﬂ} for a season. Now,
there’s an unpromising tongue for the expression of the tenderer

s.”

R:g):etfully. Callista bypassed the enticing speculation of la_n-
guages less apt even than Bith—did Defel have love ‘poetry? Did
Givin?—and inquired instead, “Did you get a customer in asking for
this letter?”
~ She held it out. Onyx nodded immediately. “Yes, five days ago.
He said he was a friend of Guth's. Guth had told me he was going to
challenge Vrokk, sol assumed.... Was there a problem?” He looked
genuinely concerned. )

“Sort of. Could you recognize the boar who came for it?

“No. It was night, for one thing, and since [ have a choice between
lighting and heating—" He gestured to the single overloaded power-
‘outlet “—I generally use oil-lamps or candles once it gets dark. Also,
he wore a hood up around his face.”

“What color wax did you seal it with?"

“Ididn’t,” said Onyx. “Usually] seal Guth’s with blue.” He nodded
at the basket of woven poltroop leaves on the table near the door,
‘which contained a dozen or more stubs and sticks of sealing wax.
“But he said no, he'd seal it later.”

And the easiest thing in the world, thought Callista, would be to
Pocket a stub of wax out of that basket on one's way out.

"l someone wanted to purchase a poison, or some kind of off-

- World creature—a dangerous creature, like a spor crawler or a

S0Vra—who would he go to in town?”

- Onyx’ face clouded. “There's two or three,” he said. “Smugglers
HAnsport those things on spec, you know.”

“Tknow.” This had been the case thirty years ago, even under the
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iron hand of Palpatine’s New Order, and according to Han Solo the
situation hadn't changed much. There were always those who
blithely justified the hideous risks of alien infestation with phrases
like “free market demand” and “if I didn’t bring them in, someone
else would" and “What, do you think I'm an amateur? | know what
I'm doing!" Planetary economies had been crippled, civilizations
destroyed, and literally billions of sentient beings destroyed by
some smuggler saying, and truly believing, “Oh, they're really a lot
safer than they look.”

“Jabdo Garrink is one,” said Onyx. “He’s a Rodian. Sinissima Bel,
but she hasn't stopped here since last summer. Gethnu Cheeve, a
Devaronian. There was a clearing in the atmosphere a little while
ago, youremember, so both Garrink and Cheeve were in town at the
time | wrote that note.” It hadn’t taken him long, Callista noticed, to
figure out that something was wrong.

“Does somebody around here have an enzymer?" Most interstel-
lar merchants did, a necessary precaution if one were going to
dwell on an alien world, much less in a spaceport with substances
cominginconstantly from who-knows-where, possibly adulterated
with who-knows-what. Onyx directed her downstairs, to the bar-
keep of the Irrational Number, a brisk little Bith who possessed not
only an enzymer but a Registry bank program that wasn't more
than a decade out of date. It told Callista what she needed to know
about what it was that had been under that seal.

The knowledge brought her no elation however; only a sickened
dread that remained with her as she made certain purchases in the
grubby Jugsmuk emporia of interstellar goods. It was a dread that
sat on the pillow of her rented room like the shadow of nightmare
through the dark hours, and followed her, through the day-long
slosh through knee-deep, freezing ooze, back to Bolgoink Hold,

Barbara Hambly

Callista reached Bolgoink long after dark, half-frozen from the
bitter tail-end of winter weather and exhausted from the effort of
keeping the small team of dwoobs she'd hired to drag her pur-

¢

p

es from wandering away into the woods. She understood now
f;as(;amorreans usually walked wherever they went, and carried
in wheelbarrows.

thiirtbhl:arcdszxs-tyard she unloaded her purchases and wrangled the
b|sr;quares of metal up the shallow stone steps to the main tower;
' e of the household veterans emerged from the longhouse and
°n| ed her, something it would never have occurred to one of the

lr}:ol]?e aggressive and status-conscious tuskers to do.

[Guth and Ugmush all well?] she asked _

The veteran belched assent. [Rog not pappy. he.sa:d. Rog say,
fight and kill Guth, fight and kill Ugmush, fight and kill you, then go
home.] Like most veterans he was missing a couple (_)f I:mbs.?but
was surprisingly handy with those he had llett. [You f.lghl Rog?] L

[Not if I can help it,] Callista said. [Vrokk's room still haunted?]

Dinner was in progress in the main hall as they passed through,
asight worth seeing if one had a strong stomach and a low sense of
humor. Since it was absolutely unthinkable that anyone in a
‘Gamorrean household eat alone, Guth, Ugmush, Ugmush’s crew
and even Jos were present, securely chained to the trough among
the minor household boars. Guth saw Callista and waved ga!lantly.
a gesture of great self-sacrifice considering the share of victuals

i _that break in attentiveness cost him: Callista felt deeply touched
-and honored.
! [Still haunted ] agreed the veteran with another belch, as they
“wrestled their burdens down the upstairs corridor to the square
l ‘tower room Vrokk had occupied. [Noises at night very loud, very
bad. Vrokk spirit very angry.]
1 As well he should be, thought Callista, with sudden anger for the
~ sake of anyone, no matter who, bereft of life’s joy and life’s light.
‘And the next second her heart leaped to her throat at the sight
~ ofadark, heavy shape standing before the thick oak slabs of the
- chamber door. “Get away from there!” she cried, and then, recol-
eting her Gamorrean, [Don't go in!]
~ The massive head turned. The uncertain torchlight from the
Stairway gleamed on the gold earring, the network of scars.
- [Not afraid of spirits,] grunted Lugh. [Not even spirit of Vrokk.
Brave. Strong, Gweek. Look—seven morrts.] He held out his arm to
demonstrate how many parasites his body could support. [This
10T, Kufbrug give me herself.]
[Guweek,) agreed Callista. [But still it is not good to enter the
oM. Kufbrug has said so.] g
(23
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Lugh rumbled deep in his snout and strode off down the corri-
dor. Callista stepped close to the door and pressed her ear to the
planks. Foramomentno sound came from within. Then, very softly,
she heard a faint dry beating, like sheets of plastene or very fine
metal whipping in a low wind. The sound should have been com-
forting—at least it was
still in there—except for
the horrible impression
she had of size.

Callista sent the vet-
eran off to fetch the rest
of her purchases and
stack them in the corri-
dor beside the door, but
she herself remained

¥ 4 e there, sitting on the floor
.4‘,/"_5_(,4.‘,(’:.; 1 AlAA AL with her back to the
St M o Sl Loe planks, for what was left
/4 i, of the night.

When day was fully
come she unbarred the
doorandwentin, Thefirst
thing she saw was a bowl, set on the floor a meter or so into the
room, containing a sticky residue of what appeared to be day-old
blood. Otherwise the room was apparently as it had been four
mornings ago when members of the household had found Vrokk's
body. Wide windows opened on two sides of the room, covered
with shutters and heavy curtains, as she had observed all windows
in the Hold were at night. They admitted a diffuse brownish
daylight, and though Callista knew that even such dimness ren-
dered the haunted chamber perfectly safe, she hastened to fling
both curtains and shutters wide.

No evidence spoke of struggle or death-throes. Vrokk's weap-
ons—war-ax, halberd, and a variety of spiked clubs—hung un-
touched on the wall. The scraps and strips of dwoob-skin on the
floor were stained a little with blood, but unrumpled. It could be,
thought Callista, that the place had been tidied after the body had
been removed. Certainly the huge patches of fungus and mold so
common in slushtime were mostly gone from the walls. When she
checked the lamp on the table—a bowl of poltroop-seed oil with a
wick run through its lid—she saw that it was entirely empty, the lid

L.
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orched a little where the wick had guttered out.
She ?:::g;i in her packages, and closed the door b}ehind her:
wrapped what she had bought with her entire six mfm_ths

e unon the Zicreex: forty-two meter-square panels of agrinium,
wag;?shtweight metal coating used to repair solar sails; two large
mﬁ;zf agrinium stripping; several boxes of qanstrength adhe-
rol dots; and an observation-cage wrought of thick metal mesh.
g asse;nbled the cage first, installing it in the corner of the
iﬂ:mber closest to the windows. The agrinium she used tg thor-
oughly plate the corner of the room most nearly o.pposneAi}ll.‘e
windows—walls, floor, and ceiling—where the morning sunlight

Id strike brightest.
wo’;l'ha:: chamber was big, easily ten meters long by nearly seven

Mt;;;l’s is not, thought Callista, going to be easy. E?ut as far‘ as she
could see it was the only means of getting the information she
mg?'lzdt‘ook a deep breath, touched for reassurance the lightsaper
that hung at her belt, and left the room, latching the door behind
her. Then she went in search of Kufbrug. _ _
The Clan Matron of Bolgoink lay in the tower’s main hall, motion-
less in a great ruck of mildew-covered cushions. Callista halted in
the doorway, disconcerted by the matron's stillness. E:ven at
supper last night she had only lain there, bleakly watching _the
others in the hall, when most Gamorrean widows had advertlse:
ments up for new husbands before the previous officeholders
badies were cold. .
But Kuibrug only raised her huge head and regarded Callista
‘across the empty space of the chamber with yellow malevolent
eyes. Callista remembered that tomorrow was the day when Rog
would meet Guth in combat to avenge his brother. And when Guth
was killed—as he certainly would be, for Rog, like his brother hafl
been, was an enormous and powerful boar—it was anybody's
8uess what the status of Callista, Ugmush, and the crew of the
Zicreex would be.
~ Shehad intended to speak of the combat, but something prompted
18I to ask instead, [Is it well with you?] _
The dark-fringed nostrils flared. [It is never well with me in
Slushtime, Kufbrug looked down and stroked with huge tender
: the round little back of the morrt that clung, drinking, to her
4rm. [The days are dark. Nor has it been well, since Guth came to

smoke
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challenge Vrokk for my hand. | told him to leave, that it was no use,
What did you find in your journey, Outlander Girl? That no outlander
hated Vrokk, because he would not have anything to do with them?)

Callista shook her head, then remembered that headshakes

meant nothing to Gamorreans and made the chin-thrust-and-gruni
that signified “No,” something that brought an unwilling, rumbling
chuckle to the sow and a sudden flicker of amused life to the dead
eyes. She went on, [But | have found the means by which Vrokk was
killed. Not a poison, but an outlander creature that was frozen in 4
piece of ice, until the heat of the sealing-wax melted the ice even as
itshutitin. When the seal was broken, it flew upinto Vrokk's nostri
and killed him. ]

[Poison or outland-creature, it is Guth's name on the letter,
signed as he always signed,] she responded dully. [Rog will not
forgo his vengeance. ]

Callista knelt on the floor beside her, took the parchment from
her jacket pocket, and wrote on the back the runes for GUTH. [Does
this make me Guth?]

Kufbrug's fingers stilled on the morrt, and she cogitated on that
one for atime, studying the signature. For a moment enlightenment
flickered in the cold jonquil eyes, replaced almost at once by
despair. [Rog will not understand this. Who would write Guth's
name but Guth? Rog will avenge his brother.]

[The creature remains in the room where Vrokk was found, | said
Callista. Gamorrean sows were infinitely smarter than the boars—
it was perfectly possible that Rog wouldn't grasp the concept of
forgery, but would only repeat stubbornly that he wanted ven-
geance. [And the creature itself can be made to tell us who truly
sent the letter. But I will need your help. Will you watch with me in
the room tonight?]

There was long silence, the sow seeming to sink, almost visibly.
into the darkness of her stillness and depression. Then with a sigh
she emitted a vast belch. [Yes, Outlander Girl. | will watch.]

Vo \ O
\ ) ok .
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tand bolted and
E the chamber an hour before sunse

- “Im.. ente‘rjz((i)r from within. [This creature, it does not hurt
o ed'i)t]h;:;ked Kufbrug, stroking one of the fifteen or so that clung

+oherflesh, and Callista smiled and remembered to thrust her chin

Mdmm'll be in this cage, to protect you,] she said. [All you _must
- wih Do not come out, for the thingis dangerous:f\khe:!war,
it i agx:i -A homunculus-wasp of the dark world of A'EL] .
o ‘u'?] Kufbrug watched her through the mesh as Callista
%hg?:e};oag'e and showed her how to work the bolt.

= [Someone  must

ke it tell us what it

doisw

She ]had brought a
wi with her, slightly
larger than the pottery
bowl she had found
therethat morning, and
she filled with a

sugars, the analog, she
guessed, of the more ¢
‘makeshift blood that
been left there the
ight before. She as- q s g 4.
u that the blood '..Ig‘{" .. b’\‘,{ﬁ':f_.ﬁ L IA A
contained poison J

some kind, set by

ever had released
kheilwar in an at-
pttokillit, butthere
2 very few poisons
t would work on
ch a creature. Even
concentrate of mer-
: lnf‘lir own protein solution would probably do no miore t::ii;
the edge off the kheilwar's speed. The room was full o orghe.d
ances that the thing had been eating for all these days];s.nI !
this morning how chewed and small the dwoob-s rlil g
and that most of the molds had been eaten off the w;:“simd
: took the last of her purchases—three lamps—and flic
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them on, setting them in the corners of the room where they would
not be overset. Then she sat down with her back to the mesh of the
cage, unhooked her lightsaber from her belt, and settled herself 1o
wait.

[What shall we do if your kheilwar will not tell us what we wish
to know?]

She looked up in surprise at the rumbled question from behind
her. Most Gamorreans dealt with simple survival, simple mating,
simple fighting. She had not expected a question about contingen.
cies. Even Ugmush, who was one of the smarter sows, generally
didn’t think things out in advance.

[It will,] said Callista. [If we can force it into that corner]—She
gestured to the reflective sections of the walls, the agrinium
gleaming molten amber in the dimming light of sunset. [—And keep
it in that corner until day comes.|

After along silence, Kufbrugsaid, [I thought maybe Guth and 1 go
away. |

Callista looked back at her again, startled, but Kufbrug was
stroking one of her morrts, her eyes downcast, and did not see.

[Itell Guth, when he come to fight Vrokk. We go away, he not be
killed. But, then Rog and Gundruk rule Bolgoink too. That is not
good. So Guth say no, he will fight.]

Kufbrug raised her eyes. [Vrokk hate Guth. Guth is good. Vrokk
was not good. Guth...] She hesitated, trying to formulate words for
a concept seldom spoken of. [| am gweek,] she went on after a
moment, and touched the morrts on her arms, gestured to the
tower around them. [All this—gweek. Husbands and tuskers and
fields and children—gweek. Sometimes...| want gweek. Guweek for
me. More so in slushtime, in the cold and the dark. Guth....] She
touched her massive chest sadly. [He is gweek in his heart. If he die.
if Rog kill him....]

She stood silent for a time, her big, clawed hand resting on the
mesh of the cage, staring dully into an empty future. Callista rose
and touched the heavy fingers, Luke Skywalker returning to her
memory, as he did every day. “Yes," she said softly. “ know."

A pebble clattered on the other side of the chamber, falling
mortarcrumbling from acrack. Callista swung around, the lightsaber
humming to life in her hand. Her throat closed with shock and
horror as the kheilwar threaded and crept from the cracks in the
rough stone wall.

It massed at least twenty kilos. Huge, flat, it unfurled all its

g
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razored fins, turning and flexing them in the cool white lamplight,
which like many creatures of Af'El it absorbed, so that it appeareq
to be nothing but planes of shadow that appeared and vanished.
Callistaflattened back against the cage-mesh as the creature popped
into the air with horrible speed, dropped on the bowl of poisoned
proteins; she heard the whirring grind of its mouths as it sucked
and ate, Thank all the gods and the lucky stars and the ancestral
spirits of the galaxy, thought Callista, that they'd thought the room
was haunted and kept that door locked at night....

It came at her. Suddenly, like a jump-cut in a holovid: heat or
blood-smell or the electrical field of living cells, no one knew quite
what drew the eyeless thing—no one had been able to study them
very closely—but Callista dodged, sidestepped, slashed with her
lightsaber, ducked away....

And she knew she was in for a long night.

Whirling, springing, a spinning buzz-saw of fins and wings. it
followed her, and she was hard put to keep herself away from it, let
alone drive in into the agrinium sheen of the corner she had
prepared. Atleastit wasn'ttiny enough to fly up her nose orinto her
eyeor ear or mouth, she thought; at least it was big enough to fight.
Butits speed increased with its size rather than diminished:; it was
like being chased all over the room by a turbospeed remote, and
though it hurt her even to form his name in her mind Callista silently
thanked Luke Skywalker for the sheer physical rigor of his training.
She might no longer be able to touch the Force, she thought grimly,
but at least she was fast on her feet.

And the thought whispered to her, But you can use the Force.

She cut, slashed, dodged again.

The Force is anger, as much as it is serenity. It is hate, as much as
it is hope.

The thing flew at her face as if fired from a projectile cannon, and
among the tearing blur of wings she saw its mouths, its glittering
black crystalline teeth. She barely got away that time, blood stream-
ing down her face and arm where the threshing vortex had caught
her, her long hair unravelling from its knot and catching in the
blood.

The Force is in that thing as well as in you. Why limit yourself?

She plunged in, cutting coolly, cleanly, not hating, not feeling,
only working to drive it towards the agrinium shieldingin the corner.
It slipped weightlessly from her and attacked, vanished for a nerve-
twisting minute only to whirl out behind her from under the bed.

¢
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e the dark side, if it ll save you? You're entitled.
mcio:)? zourse. she thought bitterly, was what the dark side

w;: all:t()iltltf;om her mind, making herself see this as a contest 'of
; ld?l onl:y_ a deadly contest, but a physical one. The thing was big,
:.nd it was fast, she thought, but she could do it.... If her strength
and her breath held out until morning. ‘
" Then she heard the metal of the cage clang, and glimpsed the
great dark moving shape of Kufbrug from the corner of !1er eye.
Most people thought of Gamorreans as clumsy, never having seen
Ugmush in a fight. Kufbrug lunged to the wall where Vrol::k s
ﬁapons hung, then went after the Rheilwar like two hundred kilos
wbt.enrased thunderstorm, a double-ended ha.lberd in each hanf:l. a
]ntle like a very, very big kheilwar herself.C ‘alh?ta fell back, pan‘tl ng,
almost spent, while the sow worked the spinning thrrf)r. keepmg‘ll
off Callista until she could catch her breath. Then Callista wadeq in
ggam, the two of them driving the thing into the corner with

lightsaber and halberds. .
|t tried to slither into the wall again, but Callista h.ad been very
careful about sealing the cracks. So slick were the agrinium panels
~ that the kheilwar slid to the floor, where it tried to run along the
~ base of the wall to safety. Callista drove it back on one side, then
ot Kufbrug on the other. _ o
It was a long—an impossibly, appallingly long—night. Call}sta s

s and hands were shaking with fatigue and the exhaustion of

concentration, her hair was dripping with blood and sweat, when
first threads of light began to show in the window. The mercury
poison was finally working in the kheilwar's system, or else th‘e
ort of fighting two opponents had told on it, in its last leE or six
acks. It crouched in its glimmering, reflective corner, spined lfms

ing, antennae shifting as it picked up the changes in the air.
And then, as Callista had been told kheilwars did—as a defense
a bait, the researchers weren't sure—it changed.
‘Aslouched, green-snouted Rodian stood in front of them. Jabdo
Arrink, presumably, the shady importer who brought the thing to
planet in the first place. “You have to let me out of here,” he said,
; for the edge of the reflective shields. “You have to let
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AUIbrug drove him back. )
“*You have to let me out!” It was no longer the Rodian, but Vrokk,

Callista presumed was Vrokk, huge and black with astreak
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of white down one side of his face. He lunged for the far corner of
the room, and Callista met him in a stride, lightsaber slashing,

[Let me out!] Vrokk, or the echo of Vrokk—the echo of anyone
the kheilwar had seen, anyone that might serve as a decoy—faded
into Rog, only slightly smaller, eyes red and angry as he ran at
Kufbrug, and Kufbrug slashed him—it—across the face with her
halberd. [Let me out!] Gundruk's face and voice screamed out the
words. [Let me out! Let me out! Let me out!]

She was still screaming thus when the light brightened in the
window, the full-spectrumrays of the sun flashing from the agrinium,
blinding and burning the kheilwar’s sensors so that it buzzed and
bounced on the slick metal, helpless. Callista stepped forward and
cut it in half with her lightsaber, and stepped back from the thick
trail of brown filth into which it dissolved.

Adventure Journal © August 1897

Rog and Gundruk fled from Bolgoink H()1II| the next day, rather
than face Kufbrug's challenge to combat in vengeance furl _hP.r
husband’'s murder. Having seen Kufbrug in a fight, Callista didn't
blame them in the least. Because the <:I?allenge was a_legal mfu_»}. the
pair also abandoned their holdings in Nudskutch, Whit‘t? V\:'.il.‘jlld?(f:'lll
over by another of Kufbrug's daughters. “And.m:._f guessis,’ (..11]}94::
said to Jos and Sebastin, who had been invited to Guth anc
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Kufbrug's wedding-feast, “they'll have to get off the planet com-
pletely the minute trade starts up again.”

“Pity the competition wherever they end up,” said Jos. He'd been
chained to the High Trough—a position of honor, for a slave—
between the other two outlanders, but Callista had had a duplicate
key made and unfastened him as soon as she thought Ugmush and
her husbands too drunk to notice, which happened in fairly short
order. Guth, Ugmush and Kufbrug were embracing happily and
slathering one another with spiced wall-fungus and creamed fug
from the High Trough—perfectly appropriate behavior, and every-
one else in the enormous hall was doing more or less the same—
and singing. Gamorreans are no shier about celebrating happiness
and friendship than they are about aggression.

Sebastin dipped a bowlful of fug from the trough. He, Callista and
Jos were all familiar enough with Gamorrean table-manners to
bring bowls. Towels, too. “But what did Rog and Gundruk hope to
gain?”

“Gundruk,” said Callista. “Rog was only her pawn. | doubt he
even knew why she sent him to get the note from you, and to buy
the kheilwar. 1 suspected her from the first—very few boars would
have the brains to plot a murder. All she had to do was make sure
the letter was delivered to Vrokk at night, since sunlight burns out
kheilwars’ sensory organs. As Kufbrug's daughter, she stood a
good chance of stepping into the position of clan matron.”

“Clan matron?” asked Sebastin, puzzled. “But..."

Up at the other end of the High Trough Kufbrug had dragged
Guth down into the trough with her for a messy tussle, to the
screaming approbation of the other guests.

“You don’t think of Gamorreans as being subject to depression.”
she said quietly. “But it's fairly common, especially in slushtime.
And most people don't think of Gamorreans as being capable of
passionate love; the kind of love that almost cannot survive, if the
loved one is gone.”

Luke Skywalker's face returned to her mind, and she put the
image aside, as she had forced herself to learn to do.

“But Gundruk knew,” she went on softly. "Gundruk knew that
Kufbrug is a depressive, and Gundruk knew that while Guth almost
certainly would be killed by Vrokk, there was a chance that he
would opt out of the fight at the last minute and simply stay on in
the household as a tusker. But if Guth had no chance of survival—
if he were charged with murder—it would be easy to pass off
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Kufbrug's subsequent death as suicide. And, there would be no
"\(mkk to contest Rog and Gundruk's takeover of the clan.”
pown in the main part of the hall a food-fight had erupted
een Lugh's guards and several of Kufbrug's sons-in-law. Squeal-
ing with delight, the veterans and the children joined in, and in no
time the entire place was one happy, howling brawl.
: ~ “[thinkit's time for an after-dinner walk,” said Sebastin, ducking
half a roast brognig.
* ] think you're right.”
Jos, Sebastin and Callista picked their way carefully around the
outer edge of the hall and up the steps to the door through a
“maelstrom of fists, bread, heaving bodies and flying goo. From the
“door Callista looked back to see Ugmush and her crew plunge
happily into the fray. Up at the High Trough, oblivious to it all,
Kufbrug and Guth were clinched in a mighty embrace.
" Nice, thought Callista, to forget that you were gweek for a while,
_that you were the mother-source and fountainhead of strength. To
find someone to get you through slushtime. Someone to love.
' Comforting also to realize that while at times the dark side of the
‘Force seemed to permeate the very fabric of the universe, even
~among such unprepossessing subjects as the swinish Gamorreans
could be found caring, and love, and light.

A glob of cream-soaked fug missed her head by inches and
‘Spattered on the wall, She tasted a fingerful. It was surprisingly good.
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¢ ship piloting 5D, astrogation 4D+2, beast riding 6D, capital ship gunnery

8round vehicle operation 4D, ground vehicle operation: ark 7D, repulsorlift

0n 4.1, sensors 5D, starfighter piloting 4D, starfighter piloting: Y-wing 6D,

ship gunnery 4D+ 1, starship shields 5D

LEPTION 3D

5D+1, command 4D, hide 7D, Iinvestigation 9D, persuasion 7D, search

sneak 8D.2

"ENGTH 2p
ving 3p, c]imblng}}umping 5D, stamina 4D+1, swimming 10D, swimming:

(X
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deepwater submerging 9D

TECHNICAL 3D

Blaster repair 4D+1, computer programming/repair 7D, demolitions 5D, droid
programming 7D, droid repair 5D, first aid 7D, lightsaber repair 100, repulsorlify
repair 3D+2, security 9D, space transports repair 4D, starfighter repair 50
starship weapon repair 5D g )
Thischaracteris blocked from the Force and can neither tap into Force powers
or be detected by Force users.

Force Points: 3

Dark Side Points: 4

Character Points: 15

Move: 10

Equipment: Lightsaber (5D)

Capsule: Callista grew up on the water-world ol Chad with her family
herding and cultivating wander-kelp, until Jedi Master Djin Altis arrived
to show her the way and life of a Jedi, about 25 years prior to the first

Death Star’s de-

struction.

For five years
Callista remained
aboard the Chu ‘un-
thor—Master
Altis’ starship—
learning the ways
of the Force. Dur-
ing her journeys
aboard the
Chu‘unthor, she
meet Geith, her
lover. The pair
met while the
Chu'unthor had a
brief layover at
Bespin. She
sensed his ability
with the Force and
asked himtocome
with her back to
the Chu'unthor. He
did, but his moti-
vation was to get
closer to Callista
than to live the
Jedi way,

While under
the tutelage ol
Master Djin
Callista met Plet!
a Ho'Din Jedi Mas-
ter who was gatli-
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ering (and hiding) the chil_r_!re.-n ofthe Jedi (in orderto keep the Emperor
from completely extinguishing the flame of the Jedi Knights). It was
during thistime that the Jedilearned of the Eve of Palpatine, a death ship
peing built for the sole purpose of extinguishing all traces of the Jedi

After discovering that the Emperor knew about the colony of Plett’s
Wwell, Plett and Master Djin called for volunteers to take on the suicicdal
mission of destroying the Eve of Palpatine. Among others, Callista
volunteered, and so did Geith, although it was obvious Geith's heart
was not with the plan.

It was during this attack that she stopped the Eye of Palpatine's
automated systems, but nearly at the cost of own life. Callista managed
to save her "essence.” joining her spirit with the computer banks of the
Eye of Palpatine, alongside the Will, the powerful artificial intelligence
that ran the superweapon.

Thirty years later, still "alive,” Callista suddenly discovered that
someone had used the Force to find and activate the death-machine, in
turn reactivating the Will. As the Eve of Palpatine began going through
the process of its program (the destruction of Plett's Well). the ship
began to collect secretly “stashed” troops that had been stationed
about the galaxy. The troops, now dead and or gone, were no longer
where they were supposed to be, so the Eye of Palpatine’s computer
took what was there, not knowing it wasn't picking up the right material.

Among these collected beings were Luke Skywalker, Cray Mingla,
Nichos Marr (a former Jedi whose conscious had been placed into a
eyborg-android body) and C-3PO. Callista, weary and lost in her own
world, watched Luke scramble about the Eye of Palpatine. Slowly she
began to help the Jedi Master. Along the way Callista discovered that
she loved him and he loved her

But she would not yet allow that love to interfere with the mission at
hand, the utter destruction of Eve of Palpatine, so she convinced Cray
to stun Luke and put him into one of the shuttles they were going Lo use
1o evacuate the other collected lifeforms while she, Cray and Nichos
destroyed the Will and the Eye of Palpatine.

As Cray and the cyborg-android Nichos fought to eradicate the Will,
Callista watched as the shuttle departed the Eye of Palpatine, knowing
that she loved Luke. Then suddenly Cray called out to her, told her that
she didn't want to live without the “real” Nichos. Cray asked Callista if
she would want to take her body, escape the Eye of Palpatine and have
a chance at life once more. Callista, inspired by her love for Luke,
€agerly accepted the chance.

The next thing she knew, she was being pulled out of a escape pod
by Luke, Han, Leia and Mara Jade near Plett’s Well. Despite her miracu-

Ous rescue, the newly resurrected Jedi did not emerge unscathed: she
ad lost all her powers and abilities in the Force. Despite her loss, she
re‘“_"“l?(] with Luke to the Jedi Academy on Yavin 4.
rerﬁiall;sm‘s time at the Academy was one "I. sorrow and pain, full of
fecopd ers of her loss. Lui‘uc and the other :|f.'(|i searched musmn‘tly_[nr
s 1. S_arlt_i cluestofree Callista from her Force-blocking curse. Callista
eginning to lose hope. Luke decided to take Callista away from the

(g
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Academy and all its distractions to work on getting her Force pPowers
back as well as to give them time together.

ToCallista's horror shediscovered that she could activate the Force,
but only through the dark side. When she and Luke became strandec in
adead-floating ship in the Hoth system, he entered a hibernation trance
while she awaited rescue in the only survival suit. She had never beep,
soalonein her life, not even during her stay aboard the Eye of Palpatine,
It was not long after that Callista discovered that she must leave Luke,
if she was ever going to be with him. Her love for him was too much of
a enticement for her to risk accepting the dark side.

After returning to Yavin 4, Callista discovered the planet was he-
sieged by Admiral Daala's Super Star Destroyer Knight Hammer. During
the battle Callista felt helpless among the Jedi defenders, especially
Luke. Resentful of Luke's need to “protect” her, she went off on her own,
determined to assist in her own way. Commandeering a downed T|f
bomber, she made her way aboard the Knight Hammer and sabotaged
the massive Super Star Destroyer.

Callista then set out to find Admiral Daala, tracking her as the
Imperial made her way toward a bank of escape pods. Calling upon the
dark side, Callista managed to block Daala's blaster shots with her
lightsaber until the Admiral managed to stop the former Jedi with a stun
blast.

Callista awoke minutes later as the Knight Hammer plunged uncon-
trolled into the atmosphere of Yavin 4. She managed to jettison away
from the dying ship in an escape pod, thenslipped aboard aship leaving
Yavin 4. Days later, on Coruscant, she left a message for Luke in his
room, knowing that her disconnection from the Force would hide her.
She would find a way to rekindle her powers, but it would have to be
done by her...alone.

B CAPTAIN UGMUSHI
Type: Gamorrean Trader
DEXTERITY 3D+2
Brawling parry 4D+ 1, melee combat 5D+ 2, melee parry 4D, thrown wea pons 5041
KNOWLEDGE 2D

Barbara Hambly

Business 3D+2, intimidation 4D, languages 302, streetwise 4D, survival 4D
MECHANICAL 1D+2

Astrogation 3D, communications 2D+ 1, sensors 20+2, space transports 302,
starship shields 2D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 4D, command 5D, persuasion 4D

STRENGTH 5D

Brawling 6D+2, stamina 6D

TECHNICAL 1D+2

First aid 3D

Special Abilities:

Vaice Box: Due to the configuration of their voice box, Gamorreans are unable 10
pronounce Basic, although they can understand it perfectly well.

Stamina: Gamorreans have great stamina; if they fail a stamina check, they may
immediately make a second check.

Story Factors:

Droid Hate: Gamorreans hate droids and other mechanical beings, and often

C0)
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oy them for fun. ‘
3 ~ wiation: Gamorreans are widely regarded as primitive, brutal, and mindless.
Gamorreans who show thoughtfulness and manners are disregarded and ridi-
by lellow Gamorreans.
cter Points: 5

"‘ | sl ! t: Blaster (4D), diamond nose-rings, freighter Zicreex, transliterator,
~ war club (STR+1D)
i o e: The Gamorrean sow Ugmush is the owner of the Zicreex and
nder of her own clan. With the aid of her husband, brother, crew of
s, human slave Jos, and the human Jedi Callista, she travels from
~ Gamorr to nearby worlds. Ugmush makes a decent living trading
~ whatever cargoes she can find, and manages to keep everyone fed. She
urns to Gamorr in slushtime and croptime to trade, socialize, and eat
r homeworld's ethnic foods. Ugmush is a gweek matron in her own
tht, with responsibility for property, a good husband and small
sehold. Ugmush became a clan founder under Gamorrean law when
) e acquired non-inherited property (the Zicreex) not claimable by her
. ‘own clan matron.
~ Ugmush owns a blaster for using against aliens. While she's a better
ot than most Gamorreans, her aim is still pretty bad. She prefers to
& er studded war club. Ugmush doesn't really understand the work-
! ofthe ship and relies on Jos to keep it running (administering a severe
ting when she thinks he’s not deing his job) and Callista to crew the
Ugmush is also a good cook, with a famous recipe for mold stew.

FR

ling parry 5D, melee combat 6D, melee parry 5D+2

WLEDGE 2D

tidation 4D, languages 3D, streetwise 3D+2

ICAL 1D+2

ations 2D, sensors 2D+ 1, space transports 2D+ 1, starship gunnery 2D,

ip shields 2D

EPTION 3D

d 4D
N 5D
ling 60+2, stamina 5042
AL 1D+1

e Box: Due to the conf iguration of their voice box, Gamorreans are unable to
ounce Basic, although they can understand it perfectly well.
una: Gamorreans have great stamina: if they fail a stamina check. they may
*diately make a second check.

Factors:

Hate: Gamorreans hate droids and other mechanical beings, and often
oy them for fun.
fton: Gamorreans are widely regarded as primitive, brutal, and mindless.
4ns who show thoughtfulness and manners are disregarded and ridi-
by fellow Gamorreans.
ts: 4
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Move: 8
Equipment: Vil
ax  (STR+31D.1y
heavy leather vegt
(+1D physical)

Barbara Hambly

Capsule: Guth 5
Ugmush g
brother. He ig
small for 4
Gamorrean boar,
although fierce a
heart and dedi-
cated to his goals
Guthisinlovewith
the great clan ma-
tron Kufbrug and
recently chal-
lenged her hus-
band, Vrokk, to a
death-match for
her hand

A Liannan hu-
man, Jos was the
engineer on the
G'mi Moa, a
Liannan bulk
freighter operat-
ing on the Per-
lemian Trade
Route, when the
ship was captured by the infamous pirate Gunda Mabin. Mabin sold
the survivors into slavery. los, scarred in the attack, was bought by
a Gamorrean sow named Ugmush, who needed someone to main-
tain her freighter, an old Subla Ransom named the Zicreex, Josisa
deeply gloomy man. He was never particularly cheery when [ree,
but several years of slavery to Gamorreans has wrapped him in &
cloak of impenetrable depression.

Jos. All stats 2D except: alien species: Gamorreans 4D, languages
Gamorrean 40, Perception 1D+ 1, Strength 1D+2, stamina 3D, Techint
cal 3D, computer programming/repair 3D+2, droid repair 3D+ 1. first
aid 3D+2, space transports repair 4D+ 1. Move 10. Character Points:
3. Datapad, starship repair tool kit.

S
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ZICREEN

Craft: Subla Ransom Cargo Hauler

: Medium freighter
Scale: Starfighter

h: 75.5 meters
Skill: Space transports

>
f;:::sml: Varies, typically 3D-50D

Passengers: 5

Cargo Capacity: 450 metric tons

Consumables: 3 months
Cost: Not available for sale
Hyperdrive Multiplier: x2
Hyperdrive Backup: x12
Nav Computer: Yes
Maneuverability: 1D

o]
Atmosphere: 335; 950 kmh
Hull: 5D
Shields: 2D

Passive: 30/1D

Scan: 65/2D

Search: 110/3D

Focus: 4/4D

Weapons:

1 Blaster Cannon
Fire Arc: Turret
Skill: Starship gunnery
Fire Control: 2D
Space Range: 1-5/10/17

Atmosphere Range: 100-500/1/1.7 km

Damage: 5D

Capsule: The Zicreex is a Subla Ransom medium cargo hauler, a reliable
but little-known freighter from the Mid-Rim. Its crew consists of Captain
Ugmush, a Gamorrean sow, and her husband, brother, two tuskers, a
human slave named Jos, and the Jedi Knight Callista. Although the ship
i5armed, its main defense against pirates is the Gamorrean reputation
lor being unboardable. Zicreex was the name of the ship under its
Previous owner, but under Gamorrean law it technically should be the
Ugmush, Captain Ugmush just never got around to filling out the BoSS

datawork.

KUrpRuG

Type: Clan Matron
4D

lEl";l\.wllm!t parry 5D, melee combat 7TD+2, melee parry 6D, thrown weapons 60+2
2D

Business 4D, intimidation 5D
» ICAL 1D+1

ON 3D

Bargaip, 4
STRENGTH 5p

D, command 6D, persuasion 50D

§
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Brawling  6D.y
stamina 7D :
TECHNICAL 1D+2
First aid 4D

Special Abilities;
Voice Box:Due to the
configuration g
their voice hoy,
Gamorreans are .
able to pronounce
Basic, although t| ey
can understand j
perfectly well
Stamina: Gamor-
reans have great
staming; if they fail a
stamina check, they
may immediately
make a second
check.

Story Faclors:
Droid Hate: Gamor-
reans hate droids
and other mechani-
cal beings, and often
destroythem for fun
Reputation: Gamor-
reans are widely re-
garded as primitive,
brutal, and mindless.
Those who show
thoughtfulness and
manners are disre-
garded and ridiculed
by fellow Gamor-
reans.

Force Points: 2

Character Points: 15

Move: 7

Equipment: Bolgoink clan lands, household tuskers, fortress, arsenal, wardrobe
of gowns, gaudy gold-bead necklaces, earrings, and nose-rings, 21 morrts, two
double-edged hand halberds (STR+2D)

Capsule: Kufbrug is the matron of the Bolgoink clan. She is regularly
courted by tusker boars who hope to win her favor. Some of these hoars
even dare to court her as a potential wife, and one, Guth, attracted her
attention for his gweek heart. Unfortunately, her husband, Vrokk, was
a massive and powerful boar, far too powerful to challenge in combat:
although she did not love Vrokk, she believed he was unbeatable-
Kufbrug was surprised to learn that Guth had challenged Vrokk, and it
grieved her to know that Guth would die for her. It grieved her even
further when Guth was accused of Vrokk's murder.

Kufbrugis almost two meters tall, weighs over 200 kilos, with velloWw

CO)
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s and wears her long green-brown hair in braids. For a Gamorrean,
she is resplendem and glorious. Kufbrug does suffer from seasonal
depression, but this is not polite to comment on, She rarely travels
without her guard, but is fully able to defend herself.

LUGH
Type: second Warlord
4D

Brawling parry 50, melee combat 7D+ 2, melee parry 7D, thrown weapons 6D+ 2

KNOWLEDGE 2D : ) o o
Intimidation 5D+2, law enforcement 3D, survival: Gamorr 3D+2, tactics 3D,
willpower 4D
MECHANICAL 1D+1
PERCEPTION 3D
Command 5D+1
GTH 5D

Brawling 6D+2, stamina 6D+ 1
TECHNICAL 1D+2
Armor repair 3D+ 1

jal Abilities:
Vaice Box: Due to the configuration of their voice box, Gamorreans are unable to
pronounce Basic, although they can understand it perfectly well.
Stamina: Gamorreans have great stamina; if they fail a stamina check, they may
fmmediately make a second check.
Story Factors:
Droid Hate: Gamorreans hate droids and other mechanical beings, and often
destroy them for fun,
Reputation: Gamorreans are widely regarded as primitive, brutal, and mindless
Those who show thoughtfulness and manners are disregarded and ridiculed by
fellow Gamorreans.
Force Points: |
Character Points: 12
Move: 7
Equipment: Vibro-ax (STR+3D+ 1), chain and leather armor (+ 2D+ 2 physical,-1D
0 Dexterity and related skills). 2 throwing axes (STR+2), T morrts, gold neck-
laces, arm-bands, rings, and earring
Capsule: Lugh is the second warlord of Bolgoink, a position granted by
_Kl.ll'bruglu the most able warlord in the hold. Lugh is dark green, yellow
eyed, thin for a Gamorrean, and heavily scarred from years of campaign-
ing, with severely nocked ears. Lugh is in charge of the Bolgoink house-
hold tuskers and is entrusted with the security of the main fortress

ause of his loyal service, Lugh still holds the second warlord position,
though his wife, one of Kufbrug's daughters, died two winters ago.
BUNDRU I
Dlm Matron

4D
anull.g parry 5D, melee combat 6042, melee parry 5D+2, thrown weapons G
Bus iE 2D
Usiness 4p), Intimidation 4D
m ANICAL 1D+2
Ba ION 3D
Sargain 4

D, command 6D, con 50, persuasion 5D
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STRENGTH 4D+2
Brawling 6D+2
TECHNICAL 1D+2
First aid 4D

Special Abilities:
Vaice Box: Due to |he
configuration g
their voice box
Gamorreans are (-
able to pronounc
Basic, although they
can understand |y
perfectly well.
Stamina: Gamor-
reans have greal
staminag, if they fail
stamina check, they
may immediately
make a second
check

Story Factors:
Droid Hate: Gamor-
reans hate droids
and other mechani-
cal beings, and often
destroy them for fun.
Reputation: Gamor-
reans are widely re-
garded as primitive,
brutal.and mindless
Those who show
thoughtfulness anc
manners are disre-
garded and ridiculed
by fellow Gamor-
reans

Force Points: |

Dark Side Points: 1
Character Points: 3
Move: 7

Equipment: Gaudy necklaces, earrings, and nose-rings, embroidered gown, 16
morrts, knife (STR+1D)

Capsule: Gundruk is one of Kufbrug’s elder daughters, holder of the
Nudskutch region of the Bolgoink hereditary claim. Smaller than her
mother, darker, and less gweek, Gundruk was jealous of her mother’s
wealth and suitors, and decided to remove both her and her husband
from the clanship head. When she discovered that Guth, a tusker with
little political connection, was courting her mother, she began to work
on a plan to clear the way to rulership of all the Bolgoink lands. Finally
she hit on a plan when Guth challenged Vrokk, Kufbrug's current
husband and Bolgoink warlord, to a death-match and enlisted the aid of
her faithful but thick husband, Rog
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s ROG

Type: Warl ord
n’&'ﬁxrrv 4D

Brawling parry 5D, melee combat 8D, melee parry 7D+ 1. thrown weapons D

WLEDGE 2D
:s:i?nidaliun 5D, law enforcement 2D+1, survival: Gamorr 4D, tactics 2D-2,
lipower 3D
MECHANICAL 1D+2
PERCEPTION 2D+2
Command 5D
STRENGTH 5D

Brawling 7D, climbing/jumping 501, stamina 6D
TECHNICAL 1D+2
Armor repair 3D

ial Abilities:
Voice Box: Due to the configuration of their voice box. Gamorreans are unable to
pronounce Basic, although they can understand it perfectly well.
Starmina: Gamorreans have great starmina. if they fail a stamina check, they may
immediately make a second check.
Story Factors: . .
Droid Hate: Gamorreans hate droids and other mechanical beings, and often
destroy them for fun. L, _ .
Reputation: Gamorreans are widely regarded as primitive, h.rul:a]‘ and WT\Iillilt"Sb‘
Gamorreans who show thoughtfulness and manners are disregarded and ridi-
culed by fellow Gamorreans.
Force Points: |
Character Points: 10
Move: 8
Equipment: Vibro-ax (STR+3D-+ 1), partial plate armor ( 'Z‘}'I)phyﬁh‘al_—li'ltm'{:'.rr('r-
ity and related skills), 8 morrts, gold necklaces, arm-bands, rings. and earrings
Capsule: Rog is the husband to Gundruk and warlord of the Nudskutch
holding. Rog is a massive and powerful boar with a relatively small iml{t.
who covets the large army his brother, Vrokk, can raise with his wife’s
riches. Rog is a bit thick, but smarter than the average boar. While he
didn't really understand Gundruk's plot to gain political power by
inheriting her mother’s lands, he thought it sounded good, and helped
her like a good husband should.

SER

Type: Protocol Liaison
DEXTERITY 2D+2
Blaster 3D, dodge 3D+2
KNOWLEDGE 4D :
Alien species 5D, business 4D+2, cultures 5D, languages 7D, scholar: poetry 7D,
streetwise 5D, survival 4D+2
MECHANICAL 2042
munications 3D, repulsorlift operation 3D
CEPTION 4D
FRain 5D, con 4D+ 1, investigation 4D+ 1, persuasion 4D+2
IGTH 2D
NICAL 2D+2
9Mputer programming/repair 3D, droid programming 3D+ 1. droid repair 3D,

first aid 3p. |
('
45
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Force Points: |

Character Points: 6

Move: 10)

Equipment: Datapad with language database and programs, power generator
music system, parchment, sealing wax

Capsule: Sebastin Onyx is a young human protocol liaison and trans|a-

tor working at Jugsmuk Station. Sebastin is small, fair-haired, and shy
but cheery and enthusiastic. Most of the year Sebastin uses his exten.-
sive linguistic and protocol expertise to guide visitors to Gamorr i
their dealings with Gamorreans and the local law and culture
Gamorreans positively despise droids, leaving a decent demand for
organic protocol liaisons on their homeworld. Few traders want to
insult a sow in trade agreements—not when she has a few big, strong
and ugly tuskers to demonstrate her displeasure, and Sebastin makes
a decent living in spring and autumn, Sebastin occasionally makes an
extra fee for helping negotiate a mercenary contract.

In summer and winter trading dies down. In winter Sebastin makes
ends meet by providing boars with love-songs and poetry to flatter their
wives. In summer he hunkers down behind the Jugsmuk defense
perimeter and hopes the blood-lusty boars remember that he's no
threat.

Type: Predator

DEXTERITY 4D

Brawling parry 6D

PERCEPTION 4D

Search 5D, sneak 5D

STRENGTH 4D

Brawling 6D, stamina 7D

Special Abilities:

Razorfins: Cause STR+2D damage

Super-thinness: The kheilwar can flatten and fold itself out to an extraordinary
degree, and slip into very small cracks, crannies, and niches to hide
Impersonate: The kheilwar can momentarily take on the image and sound of
another being or creature it has seen. It does not seem to use this ability to select
a particular image, instead picking recent impressions as a decoy. This is
probably some kind of telepathic projection, since the kheilwar can communl
cate simple concepts, and they are understood in the language of the abserver
Light Blind The kheilwar is unable to “see” in strong light (and possibly other
radiation) and is unable to attack while blinded  It's visual sense organs are often
destroyed by direct sunlight

Move: 20 (flight)

Size: (.01-2 meters

Capsule: The kheilwar, the homunculus-wasp of AFEl, is a dark and
dangerous creature, deadly to nearly all forms of life. In the larval stage
it is near-microscopic—a kheilwar is only slightly larger when it first
matures. It seeks warm, natural crevasses in which to feed and grow
often invading a live biological host. It is believed that a kheilwar can
grow quickly if well-fed. Fast, deadly, strong, and mean, the kheilwar is
a whirling storm of sharp fins, mandibles, and wings, Study of the
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i derstandably. difficult.
:-r::;u;zs.ﬂl:taible to use sensory \
organs (what-
ever they are)
in strong Vis-
lb[e.spectrum
light such as
sunlight. )

(The statis-
tics above re-
flect a roughly
10 kilo kheil-
war. Subtract
10-2D from at-
tributes and
skills for small
specimens and
add 1D-2D for
larger ones.)

Spring—ecalled slushtime for the snow-melt, rain . and‘ommpres—
ent mud—is planting season for the sows and training time for the
Is. The wet weather of early spring results in bumper crops of
short-term fungi and gives the longer growing molds a good st‘arl,
Iy slushtime is the season when veterans whip younglings into

BLUNYSN|S U] Jepuniy

5



Barbara Hambly

(;

9

Adventure Journal - August 1997

shape and unattached tuskers roam looking for adventure.,

Early slushtime is a dreary, depressing time. The sky is almosy
constantly gray and it rains daily. The weather makes some beingg
grumpy or deeply depressed. Thisis not a polite subject among the
Gamorreans, who usually prefer strong and fierce emotions.

Most of the year’s births come in spring, about a Gamorreay,
gestation period after the boars returned from campaign in the fa)
Gamorreans come in litters of three to nine, with a ten-to-one ratig
of males to females. Females are born onlyeverysecond litter or sp,

Mid-slushtime is the marriage season. Marriages are arrange
and performed in short succession. Clan alliances and mercenary
contracts for the upcoming war season are proposed, negotiated
and finalized. Young boars are exchanged for fostering, and sows
ready their boars for the coming war season.

In late spring, as slushtime dries up, clans begin to raid thei
rivals’ lands. Loosely attached tuskers make up the bulk of these
raids, trying to demonstrate their boarness. Clans use tuskers in
these raids because their actions are easily dismissed as the
actions of adventurous and rowdy bravos.

Summer is called wartime. The boars march off to battle in
reprisal for raids, accompanied by unwed sows and young boars-
in-training. Married sows, younglings, elders. and a small guard of
reliable boars remain at the clan fortress.

Gamorrean strategic goals are straightforward: plunder, pillage,
and occupy land. Early summer typically sees a number of small-
scaletesting battles, as each clan probes the strength of the others
By mid-summer the clans have settled down to the business of
besieging each other, and with the heat of late summer comes
grand battles, desperate sallies and siege breaks, crescendoing in
mass slaughter,

In the clan fortresses, the matrons, sows, and younglings spend
their time preparing for, waiting out and recovering from sieges
Gamorreans take sieges very practically, and while away the time
in assorted ways. The newly born younglings are called feeders
because they mostly eat until weaned in croptime. Weaned
Gamorrean children are called shoats until they mature enough to
take on training appropriate to their sex, at about age three
(Although “feeder” and “shoat” are a gender-neutral terms. they
usually refer to males, since they are vastly more numerous.)
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By autumn the clans have spent most of their SII’CII.E_’,ITL.A fil\;(I:;l;
mopping-up actions dwindle with the heap and the bgndl-?:;wr}:;iw
back home, triumphantly or quietly. By mlc!-seasun the clans
Fetired to their fortresses to settle in for winter. s to hel

The less-damaged tuskers are drafted by the s(:}w.\_- : chrie_”[i
harvest the crops and tend the wounded. Autumn :nrz.1 m().d;
flower as newly wealthy clans trade crops and plundf_ r‘e Tﬂes [,-f

ly seeds for new alliances are planted at these fairs. ‘: o
Wartime's battles and heroics are told in verse and song, II'\?IN‘
Widows advertise their availability, new veterans corﬂlmn:;‘)u:’,-))
join their peers, a crop of new marriages (('alle(llwldn W Wt:d(,-mf'-‘\
AF€ performed, and everyone feasts for the last time before winter.
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COLDTIME

Winter—appropriately called coldtime—is a harshseason. Fierce
storms are common and a clan too badly depleted in the summer
may find itself starving and freezing. Winter raids sometimes result
from this shortage, but these are more desperate than violent.

In more successful and powerful clans, boars and sows settle
into a calm home life. Boars, ordinarily quite attentive, become
positively docile, romantic, and cuddly. Boars sing songs and brir, I
gifts to their wives, and court them in the same fashion as unma-
ried males of other species would a prospective mate. This contip.
ues into early spring, when whole flower fields are stri pped of thejr
blossoms to serve as gifts to wives. Tuskers spend their winters
worshippingaselect sow from afar, usually oneofthe clan matrons,

making up songs, planning the next war season, and playing table
games.

Barbara Hambly

FAIRS

Local fairs spring up in slushtime and croptime. Fairs are places
for sows to trade and boars to match muscles in semi-formal
personal combat. Tuskers fight most of these contests to flaunt
their desirability, although clan boars and veterans also show
themselves off in combat to increase their wives' public standing.

Trade goods include foodstuffs. cheap weapons, household
items, and personal adornments. Off-world traders come to these
fairs with “rarities from exotic, far-off planets,” consisting mostly of
remaindered goods from neighboring systems. Off-world traders
can't make a killing by selling hand weapons tothe Gamorreans, but
can turn a reliably modest profit. Gamorreans pay in precious
metals.

Mercenary contracts are the other Gamorrean trade good of
galactic interest. Gamorrean mercenary clans are an inevitable by-
product of the regular warfare. Most clans occasionally fight with
other clans for pay. Certain clans form small professional merce-
nary bands, and move from area to area selling their services to the
highest bidder. Not completely driven by greed, the warlords of
mercenary clans adhere to the ancient tradition of fighting a blood-
battle to seal the deal. Once sealed, these clans go anywhere to
fulfill a contract, and form the bulk of Gamorrean mercenaries
commonly seen in the galaxy at large.

Most fairs are local, like the small Bolgoink Fair. It has a modest

¢
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eddlers. Only a few are big enough to

o wdo?l:f:t;?:;z:tz. One of the biggest fairs of the seasons

o k. attracting traders from all over Wugguh continent

g“mgsmflt:u:orld. Jugsmuk Fair has a huge tournament and days

4 o_lugsmuk is a principle training fair, with young tuskelts

: tjl:ﬁ;air first challenges and older tuskers sharpening their
: and monitoring the competition.

GAMORREAN HONOR

orrean honor is governed by a fairly simple set of rules and
pl.ight. Boars have no other function in Gamorrean society
; zbt‘iht or support fighting, such as standing gualzd or training
ﬁ to ﬂéht. Boars who cannot or will not fight are killed ‘by older

assuming their mother allowed them to surv_lve childhood.
is honorable for a boar to meet his opponent in combat and
1t him with hand weapons, to first blood, to defeat, or to the
1. This basic pattern is the basis for all Gamorrean combat,
i -fi loody battles.
individual tourney-fights to huge b tle )
‘Variance from this behavior is dishonorable. Thi_s mcludes_usmg
ve on from a distance, using “magic” to kill, killing stealthily, or
ing by cleverness. . )
- y\v\lrt‘.apn:ms are of no use to a boar in combat against
her honorable opponent (although they may be used agalnes{;
isor dishonored Gamorreans). The Gamorreans h&?ve norang
eﬁgines, no bows, and only a few blasters acquired from off-
ders. o
g “magic” to kill is also dishonorable. “Magic mcl‘u'cl_es any
ced technology (like blasters), the Force, natural abilities the
rreans consider magic, and almost anything else Gamorreans
understand.
illing stealthily is extremely dishonorable. A Gamorre-an can
uptoanyone armed, challenge him for no reason, ki!] him, and
way without social disapproval. To sneak up belhmd s..orrlne-
dkill them when they're not looking (literally or figuratively)
unforgivable wrong.
g clever is moderately dishonorable for boars. Alt!lougll)
have been Gamorreans who used forethought and intelli-
tohelp win battles, it is frowned on. Sows are.generalty more
ent than boars, but even among them thinking too much is

awnusnig U 1epaniy
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socially unacceptable. Clever sows
Bk - Cl s usually get around this wit
gre;it dlf[multy..thoqgh. if they're not egotistical about it -
Sin.gi:vs rar;:l)tr fight in pitched battles, although they often fight ;
combat against raiders and besie douiallisin
\ ( gers, and occasionally j
;t::is;:jtr‘;ce drl;lell:'o. Sows gain honor by being gweek: being matrJnE
‘tors, having many tuskers, having many chi
B ild i
land, and by managing their property well, : B

Barbara Hambly

CoOMBAT
a[l}?;T;::;'ean coml:lat(;'s almost exclusively hand-to-hand and usy,
Jle-powered. Gamorreans also use vibro- .
_ ! _ Weapons, re. -
i;ﬁ t;n::: :fér;;licuthng power as the sign of a superior weapon (g)i::;de
ells run down the weapons are repl arge
Thelain ot \ replaced or recharged.
ntact with off-worlders (or “outl: "
longer think of vibroblad i gl
€s as magic, as they did for along time. T
Ehem. melee weapons of any kind are still better than magi ‘0
blaster weapons.” e
. (;}jam(:rreans have little interest in ranged combat. They had
Rt;p J:b?i(c) ;!:::tlopmzm of ranged weapons before the arrival of {;Id
s, and once introduced to the idea, rej i
, rejected it com-
E}]s;ely. TILe only way for a Gamorrean to prove his boarness isr1[111
F:’C(t“n at. Ra.nged weapons only show how good a shot you are
o t;rthou(;ne%flghls are almost always to first blood, with a very.
e death. Fair tourneys are primarily to sh I ’
attention, not risk one's life. T b S
- Tourneys are also the site of prear-
ranged death-matches to settle disputes between lethal engmi;s

including courting-match z
es, whereas , ;
lenges her husband. uitor for a sow's hand chal-

. .

and a::lloi:;;z;r:-tzl:tnsf. arelru]ecluby clan chieftains, called warlords,
emale, called a matron. Clan f :

. ; emales are all

;it;tlzﬂ an;l tt‘race their ancestry to a common matriarch. Males are

el ?:w dt:}twee:‘: clans at a young age. Clans range in numbers
zen to several hundred or more, b i la

! : . but typical clans

Cs‘r::?:lra?g:sutitlwenty sows and fifty boars, plus young. Clans

e cl) and and are always interested in acquiring more.

1 :; v, al?d can be acquired by either colonizing an area

e e dor taking it away from another clan. Unfortunately, mos!

and on the planet is already claimed, at least in name and

(&
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ton by more than one clan. Gamorreans spend a fantastic amount
= fighting over it.
ﬁ?;n;alg sowgs do all useful work, and own or lease all property.
“The sows can be as rough and violent as the males boars, though,
and encourage boars to bloody deeds to prove their virility. For
every sow born. there are ten boars, although a high fatality rate
_among boars results in a preponderance of elder sows. Sows can
expect to have up to adozen husbands over the course of alifetime,
and to have dozens of offspring. Gamorrean genealogy is an amaz-
‘,‘ﬂg}y complex subject, attended to by a small class of sow scholar-
ia'wyers who memorize long sagas listing genealogy, wars, heroic
deeds, and property exchanges of all kinds.
~ Allsows either own property or will, since land is divided among
daughters evenly upon inheritance. Even unlanded sows have an
income, since mothers lease out land to daughters to cultivate.
These pieces of property range from small plots of land to vast
‘acreages, or perhaps a portion of a business. Over generations
these holdings are split into smaller and smaller sections, and
‘matrons consolidating land are a chief factor in the ongoing
‘Gamorrean wars.
Clan matrons are a small and select group of sows who own great
tracts of land. Although boars battle to seize land from rival clans,
they doso in the name of their clan matrons. These matrons usually
have a number of household boar admirers, smitten with their
‘beauty, grace, and personal power. Groups of matrons are led by a
head sow: the most powerful, richest, and important matron in the
clan. Matrons can be told from ordinary sows by their small,
devoted bodyguard, and the high number of morrts they host.
Boars come in four hasic varieties; warlords, clan boars, house-
hold boars (or tuskers), and veterans.
- Warlords are the most powerful boars of a clan, both socially and
physically, since they are husbands of the matrons. The greatest
‘warlord of the clan is the general of all the clan armies, absolute ruler
ln all matters of war, and picked by the head sow for his skill at arms
?"d past successes. The other warlords serve as captains of clan
Warriors. Warlords almost always come from theranks of the tuskers.
;Warlurds host up to twenty morrts atatime, and will sometimes favor
greatly heroic boars with a morrt from their personal trove.

Clan boars are the married boars. They are important and
Iespected because they have anincome from their wives' lands and
€an afford good weapons and armor. Their relatively high position

¢
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isreflectedinthe ten or more morrts they proudly sport. Clan boarg
form the core of both the clan-guard and the clan armies. A clan
boar cannot expect to become a warlord unless either his wife dies,
a relatively rare occurrence, and he then happen, to marry ,
matron, or his wife inherits a matronage, an even rarer occurrence.

Clan Boars. All stats are 2D except: Dexterity 3D, brawling pany
5D, melee combat 6D, melee parry 5D+1, thrown weapons 60,
Knowledge 1D, intimidation 3D+2, survival: Gamorr 4D, Mechanical
1D, Perception 11, Strength 4D, brawling 6D-+2, stamina 5D, Technical
1D, armor repair 3D, Ax (STR+2D), scale armor (+2D physical), 2-19
morrts, necklaces, arm-bands, rings, and earrings.

Barbara Hambly

Household boars, or tuskers, are unmarried boars who have
hired on with a clan. They form the bulk of the clan armies, and
aside from a small stipend from the clan matrons, they live off the
plunder they seize from rival clans. While usually poor, asuccessful
tusker can hope to catch the eye of a sow, perhaps a matron. A
typical tusker usually hosts only about a half-dozen morrts, al-
though certain successful tuskers can amass a larger trove of
morrts which they usually give to their clan matrons as tribute.
Tuskers aren’t completely loyal, and occasionally drift away to

another clan matron, especially if the matron is looking to swell the
ranks of her clan.

Tuskers. All stats are 2D except: Dexterity 3D, brawling parry 5D,
melee combat 5D, melee parry 4D+ I, thrown weapons 5D, Knowledye
1D, intimidation 3D, survival: Gamorr 4D, Mechanical 1D, Perception
1D, Strength 4D, brawling 6D, stamina 5D, Technical 1D, armorrepair
JD. Ax (STR+2D). leather armor (+1D physical), 1-6 morrts, neck-
laces, arm-bands, rings, and earrings.

Veterans are retirees, sometimes from great age, but much more
commonly from being maimed or crippled in some fashion. Veter-
ans are usually amazingly tough, experienced, and res pected. They
are the main trainers of young boars until they march off to war for
the first time. Veterans serve as advisors to warlords, who respect
them as they respect no other boars, and they often command the
clan-guards. Veterans can be identified by the lack of an important
body part and the dozen or so morrts they can boast.

Gamorrean boars do not trade, but sows will. Their maininterest
is in hand weapons or long-lasting food supplies, and they pay in
gold or other precious metals. if they have it, or mercenary coi-

Q)
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GAMORREAN COLORATION
AND PHYSICAL FEATURES

ans think of Gamorreans as physically
. zst;lr;;t;f«‘ti]:ﬂ;r;ﬁ look the same: squat, dark green, and
. Not so. 2
4 e a dark greenish, at least over mo
e gﬂgﬁf :irdn colorg:ion does vary, especially
the“females: Light-skinned, even two-tone Gamorreans
mft uncommon. Boars seem to have a greater tendency
be dark, perhaps because they are out in the su: 2:;?&
black, yellow, pinkish, and even a rare an £
: lors vary almost as much, wit
 gold-yellow, brown, and black eyes almost evetr;:i
: buted. These colorations mean very llttleI trc: s
morreans, and they have no coIor-prla.]m:ih::e;,i althoug
ere are some superstitions about certain mar ntg::"her
Not all Gamorreans arel:mge. he?:l?é.ear:(li] :iu:r .e mmé
though the ideal is to be very ! i
0 are comparatively lean, light, an
: ertrhe:;sa::h:ot the mogt common body types, they do

indeed exist. , =

awnysn|s Ul JBpaniy

! i isit Gamorr is in the late fall
ts if they don't. The safest time to visi _
0 ght:lhg early spring while the boars are comparatively calm,
nd the sows still flush from last season's plunder.

awr Y IR
GAMORREAN ANIMISM

Gamorrean beliefs have become leszlv. sup‘erstitmus.u: rt(:;aulce:!s;
hundred years or 5o, as more contact with aliens ha}r}e m‘d i
to fairly reliable technologies, but many of the o

d‘ -
%2:&222(;::; :nimislic, believing that natural features, :Oi?‘il‘
Inities, battle sites, animals, and people have a Iinge;tr‘:,g nge
can affect the world. While everything is thought to a deabou‘
d of spirit, the only ones Gamorreans are really worrie -
¢ the ones powerful enough to be a threat. Huge t;e;:s,mes i
Firesses, deep forests, giant fungi, famous long-dead he thOI:lght
ts of the murdered, and sites of massive slaughter afet' e 0
able to help or harm the living. Most of these associatio

¢t
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apparently based on how the spirit's source affects Gamorreans_

Tree and mountain spirits are thought to be mostly beneficiy)
Trees provide wood and mountains rock to build with, so they 4
generally good. This doesn't mean they can't be dangeroys_
sometimes trees decided to drop huge branches or fall on travel.
ers, whichis usually fatal. Mountains have a similar sense of humoy,
and shed landslides on unsuspecting Gamorreans.

Forest and sea spirits are regarded as unfathomable. Sometimeg
they leave travelers alone and let them pass, other times they get
travelers lost. Forests like to shift their paths around and some.
times swallow passing parties whole. The ocean is very unpredict-
able, and is thought to send winds and currents when properly
treated and storms when not. Even if it sends a wind or current, jt
may decide to take the sea-going traveler far out to sea or to the
wrong section of coast, or just pull the boat into its watery jaws,
Most Gamorreans don't like to travel on the ocean,

Ancient fortresses have very steady and powerful spirits and are
very good. The fortress lends power to the muscles of defenders in
wartime and fertility to the sows in slushtime and croptime,

Giant fungi house spirits of fertility, so much so that the really
huge ones are avoided since they like to spray people with their
offspring. Giant fungi are treated with respect, but from a distance.

Clan spirits are important to every tribe. Heroic warlords who
fell in combat are invoked to bring power into battle, while famous
warriors who fell defending a fortress are invoked to make the
defenders stronger. The most important clan spirit is the clan
founder, the original matron from whom all the others are de-
scended. The founder spirit is believed to be very wise, sending
dreams to the current clan matron to advise her in times of trouble.

The spirits of the murdered are greatly feared by most
Gamorreans. Victims are thought to be angry at being killed by
treachery and walk the land of the living during the night, seeking
their murderer and slaying any they come across. A murder spirit
can be fought and defeated by a living warrior, but they are thought
to be exceptionally strong and dangerous. A surer way to lay a
murder spirit to rest is to kill its murderer. Murder spirits are
thought to be physical entities without extraordinary abilities like
turning intangible or flying, and can be trapped in a room or left
outside of a sturdy fortress.

Sites of massive and famous battles have their own collections
of spirits. The fallen are thought to return on stormy winter nights

3
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heir battles.sometimescausinggreatcalamitytoqearbli
; Since many of these battles were fought ne‘:a.r inha
e:;:;-.es storm damage is credited to these spirits, who

jy remain invisible.
GAMORREAN RUNES
ns do have a primitive runic alphabet. usg(ul for
3 o_n'ea cord keeping, genealogy, recording epic stories, and
wnt:‘l%::est all writing is done by educated sows. Boars are
; to be better suited to training for battle, althpxtgh a fair
gh: o(i)boars can read slowly. There are several variations, but
b )

ght

o1

'INS
‘Pet Pest Predators
R 4D

Inflict STR+21) damage.
Cause STR+2D damage.

e: Pittins are pesters, pet carnivores kept to rid h?%?bigﬁ

usinesses of vermin. Their world of originis unknown. They I‘t‘lis Cheen

omesticated for millennia, but are gener_ally found on iwnr (iphist
id pest-units are impractical or non-existent. They also m 4

“and loyal pets, although their owners are occasionally frustratec

heir natural independence.

WnoRs

Draft animals

i I'lg'llD stamina 50
Move: 1()
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z Size: 1 meter long
E Orneriness: 4D
o
= Capsule: Dwoobs are small, semi-domesticated draft animals used g,
5 Gamorr. They are generally hitched to pull sleds in winter and eay
£ slushtime. Dwoobs are not a triumph of Gamorrean domestication, apq
B are usually only used by skilled sled drivers. Most Gamorreans (g,

wheel barrows to pack around large amounts of goods.

B MORRTS

Type: Small topical parasites

DEXTERITY: 1D

PERCEPTION: .2

STRENGTH: |

Special Abilities:

Bloodsuckers: <1 damage due to blood loss. Gamorreans are immune (o this

effect.

Move: 4

Size: 1-5 centimeters

Capsule: Morrts are small slug-like bloodsucking parasites that

Gamorreans host as pets and status symbols. Gamorrean physiology is
adjusted to host these parasites (a Gamorrean can host one morrt for
every pip of stamina), but other species will lose -1 pip of Strength for
every morrt attached. Morrts attach themselves painlessly. Their skin
exudes a slime that acts as a local anesthetic, often used as the base of
alocal pain-killer. They usually remainin place until found visually, and
can be easily detached by lifting them off by the tail.

Wild morrts are quite aggressive about attaching themselves to
hosts, and group in clusters up to several dozen. A morrt swarm could
easily drain a Gamorrean dry. Tame morrts are docile creatures, usually
so fat from feasting on their host that they can barely move.

JUGSMUK STATION

Jugsmuk Station is a major port on Gamorr—a landing field with
a cluster of pre-fabs and local longhouses abutting Jugsmuk
Clanhome. The Jugsmuk clan matron realized years ago that out-
landers had a great deal of wealth, and that fairs with outlanders
around tended to be larger and richer. She had a large landing field
cleared and extra longhouses built, and established a sem i-perma-
nent market. She has since become very wealthy with the addi-
tional taxes and tributes the Jugsmuk Station Fair brings in. The
stationis popular with off-world traders because they don't haveto
move around from fair to fair nearly as much, The station is.
however, almost always subject to attack in wartime by the war-
lords of competing clans, who want the station land and resulting
wealth. A high percentage of the Jugsmuk treasury goes to hiring
tusker mercenaries.

¥
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s fairly typical of remote trading po:sls_. Native-built
; mingle with imported pre-fabricated build ]ngs._Traders
il s mix, haggle, and quarrel, The landing field is conve-
speiceh c!cs‘er to the fortress than any Imperial-legal field, a
g rangement if someone loses controlon approach. TI'.:e
ousal'o landing control, so pilots must bring their s‘hips in
u':l:sl?ands on,” as pilot slang refers to landing with full
fs ang ‘:tgg:tamgt.rong defensive perimeter with modern
T Olacements—although the station and inhabitants are
3 ‘n:aTlp off limits in Gamorrean war, nobody really wants to
: rl. thgory. and in practice there‘ are _usually sonlle pvaz's-
siastic tuskers who decide to raid it during lt}e yearly Sif%he
smuk fortress. Summer is always a nervous time aroun

o station i

ess is erratic, but decent. The station includes several
esses of note to the wayward traveler stuck on Gamorr.

Irrational Number is the main local bar and inn, run by a
eferred to as Numbers (Bith names being very hard for n?:;;
Jl;'g:q:ufcunc::»l.u'n’:e). Numbers runs a busy but organized place, wi

ing in one corner, drinking in another, an.d an _enzyrner
with outdated Registry programminginathird, withrooms
rent upstairs. Usually the entertainment is rgcorded, but f);lca-
a hard-luck band passes through (as quickly as possible).

MER
BioTech Mark 16 Enzymer
Bio-Identification unit and counter-agent producer

. i i identifies biological residues and
T::m:;gezﬁzgézilg;ggi?:nd virusgs. The enzymer can only
e counter-agents to diseases and certain parasites.
eevadee’s Emporium of Interstellar Goods is a shabby
eral store and outfitter run by a Squibb merc.hant. Sheeb
Y lazy for a Squibb, and only runs fairly simple trade-
best. He also accepts cash with only a little haggling, a

un-Squibb-like attitude. Sheeb finds Gamorr deeply de-
but lacks the drive to haggle away his store and leave.

Reseros' Diner is a grease-ladle diner run b}’ a female
2Seros Meh. Meh is a grumpy cook with few s?m.:ﬂ graces,
S fairly honest and hardworking. She doesn't like other

SWNYSN|S U] J8pInpy
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Chevins much—actually, she doesn't re ally seem to like an
very much. Her cooking is the closest thing to home-cooked
any non-Gamorrean can find on the planet, and she knows dozer,.
of dishes involving mushrooms,
Game statistics and information on Gamorreans ¢ reated by
thy S. O'Brien based on Barbara Hambly's *
Calltsta game tnformation create d by Floyd Wese fhcm donDarksaber
and Children of the Jedi.

will draw your characte
For information and’

samples, send a sé

addressed, stamped:

envelope to:

APG Character Art
1601 Larkspur Landing €
Box 311
Larkspur, CA 94937

Or contact us ob:

StudioAPG@aol.com I

http://www.rpg.net/studic

10 years and over 75,000 copies
O\A has been ace
> one-joke Usg
r’ﬁ,e a9 @ ’ 9am, .'.or

(l 3 '\'{; 1

o
t You've got to ‘:}
9 pretty funny }

PAR NOIA
& ‘f%dltion

So eXciting and new we had to skip 2 editions.

k- 48




Adventure Journal « August 1997

~STAR. WARS'

ADVENTURE

Jean Rabe

By Jean Rabe

lllustrations by Brian Schomburg

Tf_u: young Glarsaur stood on its hind legs at the base of a
maugesh tree, its belly brushing up against the knotty trunk, its
dark eyes trained on the large, plump reeho overhead. The bird was
aprecious bit of sunlight come to life—an orange and yellow splash
amidst the neverending green of the swamp planet Gelgelar

The reeho was oblivious to the young Glarsaur; it was watching
the two dozen adults in the clearing a few meters away. Nearly the
size of men, the Glarsaurs resembled common curly-tailed lizards,
with human-like front limbs that ended in formidable claws. They
were covered from their spiky pates to their webbed toes with dull
green scales that rendered them essentially invisible in the foliage-
Their undersides provided the only contrast—segmented plates,
smooth and shiny and the shade of wet earth.

The Glarsaurs were arguing about the Sullustans living in the
nearby farming settlement. They were hissing about where to lay

Q
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their traps and what to use as bait to Jure the wide-eyed men intg
the embrace of the trees,

To the young Glarsaur intent on the orange bird, the discussion
seemed meaningless. What did it matter what bait was used—fap
monkeys, iquazards, crelnuts—food was food, with the exceptiop
of the beautiful reeho. The Glarsaur began to climb. Just under the
bird’s eyes were feathers as red as one of the planet’s rare Sunsets,
Its beak was black as night, like its eyes, and its feet were gray, the
color of the clouds that almost perpetually shielded the swamp
world. The young Glarsaur decided to pluck the bird before eating
it, keeping some of the striking feathers to affix to a spear.

“Kel!" the largest Glarsaur in the clearin gbellowed. *Come down
from the tree. Listen to our plan!”

The loud words startled the reeho, and it twisted its head about
justin time to see the looming claw of the young Glarsaur. The bird

Jean Rabe

screeched shrilly and dove from the branch, arcing well above the

heads ofthe plotting reptile-men and over the pile of spears waiting
to be used against the Sullustan mold farmers.

Faster, T'laerean mentally urged the reeho. Hurry. Fly faster.

The bird had to get back to the Sullustan settlement quickly,
where T'laerean could use his newly-learned Force skills to sepa-
rate his senses from the reeho’s. His mind no longer divided, his
sensesallinone place, he could warn everyone about the Glarsaurs'
plans. All the Sullustans would be safe. And he would be a hero.

Faster, he coaxed the reeho. From a small secret place he'd
reserved for himself in the bird's mind, T'laerean watched the
leaves and branches blur before the racing reeho. He felt the damp,
humid air rush about bright orange feathers, heard the rapid thrum
of the reeho’s heart, and took in the earthy scents of the world. FIy
much faster.

The Sullustan hadn't taken over the reeho, wasn't so much
controlling it or forcing it to do his bidding as he was persuading

it—entreatingit to fly this way and help him. Through the Force he -

had joined his mind with the bird's, mentally hitchhiked along in@
grand experiment, so he could see through its eyes and ears. It had
been a game at first, a simple practice session, a chance to test his
growing awareness of the Force, the Breath of Gelgelar, the Wise
Man of Kooroo called it. But the game ended when T'laerean had
spotted the Glarsaurs and eavesdropped on their malicious plans:
The Wise Man would be so proud of him—attempting a feat to mel

with areeho! And his fellow Sullustans, well, they would honor hiff
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i i ise for saving them from the Glarsaurs.

o ‘wv::n?lr:et soskilled ig;l the Force that he could release
de;?th the reeho from this distance: from any distance. He

1o be in physical contact with the bird—or thought l?e did,
. t indeed he must be in contact for a separation to
me}{a:wever. someday soon he would be so skilled—like his
T .500n he would be a master of the Force, able to 1oi‘n.his
';\rith creatures at the edge of his vision_, beytmd_hls vision,
perhaps with the very plants that gre.w in profusion on !he;
—nworld. Soon he would be able to let his mind wa‘nda.er ar'our.u
ghrine of Kooroo, where he could spy on thg pilgrims; drift

1 the Great Shore Marshes, where the giant sea beasls
: and then roam across all of Gelgelar.

s it. Time for rest later.

'ee?t;ht‘;:esriaeho to angle its course upward until it ftiearcd the
te jungle canopy. to fly past the edge of the climax trees.

he steamy marsh plains stretched out. At the .edgfe of the
vision the farming settlement came into view, with its stark
ile interconnected metallic box-like buildings that seemed
ut of place in the swampy wilderness.
aerean, like all the Sullustans in the settlement, knew the
urs were warlike, and the only sentient species—if they
be called that—native to Gelgelar. But he also knew the
s weren't all that plentiful and that they usually kept to
elves. Until now, the reptile-men had been striking only when
took their vohis mold crops to the planet’s spaceport, and
take enough guards or blasters with them for protection.
' the farmers had been toting a good number of blaster
es along, sizeable weapons that seemed enough of a threat
the reptile-men at a distance. But if the Glarsaurs were
ly going to lure the Sullustans into the jungle, blasters woulfi
it to useless. How could you shoot something you couldn’t
nething invisible because it was the color of the ferns and

1eeblag jo yieaig au |

re far beyond the Glarsaurs. They can't hurt you. But you muist
ng so [ can warn the people.

the reptile-men were so intolerant—hatefu!-—oi.the
s, and of the humans, Quarren, Twi'leks, and various
ecies who had settled the planet—was unknown. The
E posed no threat to the Glarsaurs, hadn’t taken land from
 had even tried to befriend them. But all attempts to
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establish peaceful relations had failed—though there were Fumgpg
that some of the creatures cooperated from time to time wit, the
world’s criminal elements. And why the reptile-men were plottip
to lure Sullustans into the jungle to slay them was a mystery
T'laerean. Glarsaurs didn't eat Sullustans. Or did they?

See the Kreuk Settlement fence? The glittery silver net around the
buildings? We're close now. Faster.

There wasn't much known about the reptile creatures—othey
than that they were decidedly unfriendly. They moved so easily
through Gelgelar’s swamps, and the shvash gas that habitual lyand
unpredictably erupted from the sodden ground never bothered
them. The Glarsaurs didn’t need to wear breath masks like the
Sullustan mold farmers did. But neither did the reeho. The bird was
used to breathing the noxious gas.

Through the reeho’s eyes T'laerean spied a group of Sullustans
a few hundred meters outside the fence. They were searching
through the tall grasses—sensor packs trained on the ground,
repulsorlift sleds filled with mold hovering along behind them,
Looking for the last of the mold patches to harvest this season, no
doubt, he thought. The farmers were not yet near enough to the
trees to be threatened by the Glarsaurs. But T'laerean knew if they
continued along this course, they soon would come close enough
and might be lured in by the promise of tasty food. Crelnuts were
hard to resist compared to the simple bland fare of the settlement.
Only Gelgelar Free Port offered native Sullustan cuisine.

The reeho banked toward the west, away from the Sullustans.

No! T'laerean’s mind gently scolded. The mold farmers will not
hurtyou. Fly past them, to the settlement. The shiny buildings. Toward
the glittery net. His mental words were soothing, powered by the
Force, and were enough to relax the reeho. It banked toward the
east, past the farmers, entranced by the voice coming from a secret
place in its mind. That's ir, T'laerean communicated. Now, loward
the buildings, my orange friend.

The young Sullustan felt the energy of the Force teasing his mind
even as he talked to the reeho, felt the near-palpable and indescrib-
able energy that permeated Gelgelar and everything else in the
universe. He felt the Force control him, at the same time he wa$
controlling it, and he felt its tendrils wrap around his conscious®
ness. He worked with it, channeling it into another suggestion—=a%
the Wise Man had taught him. He urged the reeho to pull its wmgs.
in closer to his body, to dive. Practically skimming the tall green

of the swampy plains now, the sun-colored reeho beat its
even faster, carrying T'laerean's senses across a brook
on by the recent heavy rains, closer to the §ett[ement. then
: he simple chain wall dotted with sensor un IFS.
are doing well, sun-reeho. lwill reward you with seeds for your
peration. )
e Wise Manwould arrive inthe settlement next wee!c. T'laerean
and would quickly learn of his student’s accomplishments—
' st promising student’s grand accomplishments, Perhaps the
‘Man will spend more time teaching me more powerful Force
he thought.
= reeho banked over three young Sullustan women who were
inside the fence. They were playing a game of Yastesh with a
> of chattering children. Toward the center of the sett lement,
> of old farmers sat beneath an overhang, their words too sg!t
e bird to hear. Old tales, T'laerean mused. My news will give
 grand new story lo tell.
flg;'}:let:i anothe:);uggestion. and inwardly smiled as the bird
toward a small building at the far end of the settlement—
an's home, a hero’s home. The Sullustan's body waited

‘the reeho sped toward an open window. two small girls,
four or five, darted out from the shadows, laughing and
on each other’s ears, their wide faces flushed from play.
lest child spotted the reeho and oohed and ahhed, stood on
es and waggled her hands. )
reeho! Here pretty, pretty reeho!” she called, her h:g.h
muffled slightly by the breath mask. Most parents made their
n wear the masks outside—just in case a shvash gas cloud
d in the vicinity. “Here pretty reeho! Come play with us!'.'

e young Glarsaur came much closer to catching the bird,
mused from his secret place. He had to admit the reeho
ideed look inviting, it had captured his attention when he
g about for a creature to meld his senses with. Slipping
the heads of the children, the reeho flew through the open
W of T"laerean's home and lit on the metal floor. As the bird’s
'ew accustomed to the darkness, it hopped toward the bed,
- clicking against the metal tiles.

the bed, T'laerean coaxed the reeho. Fly on the bed. Touch the
an. The man there who looks to be sleeping. Then [ will let you
more voices in your head. You can fly back to the jungle. The
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()

rejebien jo yieasg auy



-\ } ]\ |
0 L T ! A3

= : ¥y y =
| s 7 Lo RAin =3 [ L )
Adventure Journal + Augusl 1997

Adventure Journal + August 1997

ed to the floor and peered between a tiny gap in the weave.

; et. 1 will call him Sunshine!” ‘

“M Pet, T'laerean fumed. fam not a pet, fam a s!uder{." of the !-or_ce. a

’ er;I of the Wise Man of Kooroo. lam ... The pounding of the bird’s

W made it difficult for the Sullustan to think. Calm, he urge{‘i the

?bird Relax. But the pounding continued, and a raucous mix of

;I .ds came out of the reeho’s beak—irritating screeches and

ams.

ﬁ;j;;ereeho out of here! T'laerean’s mind cried. Now what is this?
The reeho had to hop as a piece of leng bark was pushecj under

he basket, creating a bottom to the prison. Then the bird and

rean felt the bark and the basket rising. The children were

' ng the basket outside.

“Momma,” the youngest called. “Look what we caught. A pretty

pet named Sunshine!”
" The basket was toted toward a Sullustan woman who was

ddied from the mold fields. The reeho iz
ed out at her, its heart slow- e
y =/

g only because its fear had

bird moved closer, pausing only for amoment to pick up a small bit
of crust T'laerean had dropped this morning. Soon I will not need
physical contact to make this work, T'laerean thought. Soon [ will be
strong enough in the Force that...

“Pretty, pretty reeho!” The tallest child had entered through
T'laerean’s unlocked door and ran toward the bird, her arms
outstretched.

On the bed! T'laerean's mind screamed. Hurry!

The reeho cast its head about this way and that, instantly
frightened and looking between the prone form of the Sullustan and
the charging girl. T'laerean could tell it considered the children
every bit as much of a threat as the Glarsaurs.

On the bed! On the...no!

A piercing screech exploded from the reeho’s throat, and
T'laerean watched from his secret place in the back of the bird’s
mind as a basket was dropped over it. The other child must have
climbed in through the window, used T'laerean’s own basket to
catch thereeho. The wicker was thick, but woven just loose enough
in a few places so the terrified reeho could look out. Its small heart
hammered wildly, sounding like rolling thunder to T'laerean.

“Oh, pretty reehol” the tallest girl gushed with delight. “What 8
fine pet | have now." -

“My pet, too, Raenyn,” the other child said. *I caught him.” Sh¢

¢
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him, and he would use the Force to free his senses. He could Wary
her about the Glarsaurs and then. ...

“The bird can't be a pet when fresh treats like this are so hard g
find outside the port. This will be a special meal for your fathey. I
make reeho stew.”

Dinner!

The link with T'laerean allowed the bird to grasp the woman'g
words. And despite its exhaustion, the bird started clacking anq
screeching louder, as if the threat of death injected life into it
hopped about on the bark and made shrill, piercing noises—like 5
Thull whistle.

You can't kill me, T'laerean fumed. You know me!lam T'laerean,
the hero. T'laerean, master of the Force! If you eat this birq,
why...T'laerean panicked. He didn't know what would happenifthe
bird died. Would his senses return to his body—in which case his
problem would be solved, though at the expense of the reeho. Or
would his consciousness drift away, leaving his body a mindless
shell? Would he die as the bird died? He had never practiced this
Force ability before, only watched the Wise Man do something
similar to it. He had never asked the Wise Man the possible
outcomes, nor listened none-too-closely as the Wise Man explained

exactly how everythingworked. T'laerean had been interested only
in the opportunity to merge his senses with something else.

The bird continued to screech, and T'laerean felt his fear match-
ingits, his resolve melting like butter left on the table too long. ifyou
kill this reeho, it will be like eating one of your own kind! And maybe
you'll have no one to warn you about the Glarsaurs. Maybe all the
mold farmers will die! You could be sealing the fate of the entire
settlement in the quest for one tasty meal!

As the reeho was carried across the settlement and into the
woman's home, he tried to channel his thoughts through the Force
to quiet the creature, to get himself to relax so he could think more
clearly. Panic begets disaster, the Wise Man once told him. T"lacrean
wished he had paid more attention to that lecture and the meditat-
ing techniques the old human showed him,

We will be free, he told the bird. Do not worry. Do not panic. The
Force is my ally and won't let us die. He hoped. We will escape to my
home at the first chance, and then you will tand upon my belly. | will
release you, and as my senses return to my body you can return to the

Jjungle—never to see this settlement again. He pictured trees and the
sky, and for an instant the bird’s heart slowed and its spirit lifted.

.9
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1t then the basket was deposited on a gleaming rpetai colunter
: the smells of spices filled the air. Through'a gap in the wicker,

ho saw more metal objects it couldn’t put a name to or
re,:what they were for. But T'laerean knew. They were pots and

. the kitchen, and the woman was heating a bowl,

. ”‘[h ;::;i i;.il into it! His own fears resurfaced tenfold, and the
i's h d again.
. :;?;;J:Ziuugh of him to share with everyone,” the woman
| the little girls. “But it is your father’s birthday soon. And he so
reeho. We'll tell everyone how you ca,.tght this bird—both of
s a present for your father. People will be proud of you. And
father will be so pleased.”
“sCan we keep the feathers?” the smallest asked.
.gin: (;;grsnea." the taller child, the one called Raenyn, wailed. "I

' s a pet, Please.”
" 'g‘e‘fr’hezr:voc;'laan’spvoice was stern now, tinged with parental
ority. “The next time we take a mold harvest into the port, next
" maybe, we'll find you a pet. Something you can c‘udd.le. A
g, perhaps, a trained one that doesn’t shed and won't soil th?
. Now go out and play. And put your breath masks back on.

for a knife.

fcl':::j! do? I must do something. If she kills the reeho, !hf? mold
ers might die. I might die, too. The reeho screeched again, and
time T'laerean didn't try to hush it. He was trying to shut out
eeho’s heartbeats, concentrating on the woman, on the Force,
ering if perhaps he could influence her. The Wise Man could
t, T'lacrean knew, persuade people to look the oth:ar way, to
their minds. If only he could change the woman'’s mind.
et us go. He stretched the thought outward, like it was a leaf
ving on the breeze, blowing toward the woman. Look at us! Let
of Maybe if she looked closely at the reeho, saw how truly
iful the bird was, she would not be able to kill it.

started humming an old Sullustan tune, adjusted the h?at
beneath the pan, then left the room. T'laerean urged the bird
ok through another gap so he could see where she went. This
%, however, the bird ignored him and began pacing about the
€ walls, nipping in frustration at the wicker.
R out a gap! | want to see! ‘
reeho thrust the persistent voice farther to the back of its
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brain, far into the secret place, and clacked its beak open and g|
over astrand of wicker, T'laerean felt the dryness of the strand :|Ut
sourness against the bird's black tongue, the uncomfortable ru{: ;;e
ness. The bird persevered while T'laerean floated, fuming, in “55.1-
secret place, and within moments it had created a hul.p la -
Enr)[ug:lhto puﬁe ilt:; head out. The reeho tried to force the resf ufri?i
ody through the openi i '
e ?he WiCke[n ng. then finally gave up and resumeq
Good friend, T'laerean praised, suddenly realizing what the by |
was L_Jp to. So smart. | should have thought of that. Reehos ar(J
notorious wood-chewers. He decided he would tell the bird v;;hit'lc
str.ands to attack, which looked the weakest and would be {} i
qu.lckest to cut through, but his thoughts were smothered |Ju=;hol:j
aside by the bird's own thoughts of escape. T'laerean cont'inu;'d t-(
watch and worry and to feel the reeho’s throat grow dry, its tong J
and beak sore from the effort. . e
Then he heard the humming again, the woman returning, It grew
muffled, as if she turned and entered another room. Her ani(‘i-; wés

Jean Rabe
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Jeet, and under other circumstances T'laerean might have en-
= od it. The bird heard it too, worked faster, then it hopped back
Csurvey its work. Big enough, The reeho edged forward and
queezed out of the prison. T'laerean felt the pressure of the jagged
es of the wicker that poked at the bird’s sides.

[Free! T'laerean was elated.

“The bird screeched in excitement and jumped from the counter,
sading its wings and flapping madly. The dizzying scents of the
es and the heating oil flooded the bird’s senses, and T'laerean
ght to emerge from the secret place and again persuade the bird
shich direction to go.

Through the doorway, T'laerean urged. He was focusing on the
srce now more than the bird, concentrating on the Breath of
elgelar, working with the energy. He let it control him, and he
od it for some measure of control in return. The doorway! Yes,
hat's it, my friend. Free! Free!

The bird flew through the kitchen doorway, through a study and
a dehumidifying unit and computer console, Toward another
porway, one open just wide enough, opening more—the way
outside!
Free! Free! No!
The door opened wider still and the bird flapped madly, rushing
ard and slamming into the chest of Raenyn. The impactstartled
he child and dazed the bird. It flopped on the ground, stunned,
able to comply with T'laerean’s cries to run away.

“Pretty reeho!” Raenyn cooed, scooping himupand calling to the
maller child. “You are not supposed to be loose,” she gently
Ided the reeho. “You are supposed to be dinner for Papa.”

- She held the reeho tightly and carried him through a side
loorway, one that led to a small room with two narrow beds and a
sk between them. Sitting unceremoniously on the closest bed,
yn roughly patted the reeho’s head. The other child sat next

er,

“Is he hurt?”

“It doesn’t matter.” Raenyn held the reeho up and stared in its
und blinking eyes. Her hands were not nearly large enough to fit
the way around the bird. “Mama is going to kill him and cook him
the s:ltew. I don’t think 1 can eat a bite of him, though. He's too

! ;:: reeho kept blinking and T'laerean tried to focus. The impact
M the child had rattled his senses, too, and he saw two of each

ie[ebjag jo yieaig ayL
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of the young girls. Two of everything,

“She will pull out all his feathers.” Raenyn continued.
cannot eat feathers.”

“He will not be so pretty then. | won't eat a bite of him either, |
wanted him to be a pet.”

“Iwonder if he is someone’s pet?” Raenyn lessened her grip oy the
bird just a little. “If he was someone's pet, Mama couldn’t cook hip »

T'laerean felt for the Force, let it surround his mind like the
marsh surrounded the settlement. Again he tried to clear his vision,
saw the smaller girl purse her lips.

“He might be T'laerean's pet, the odd boy who doesn't farm
mold,"” she suggested. “I saw him with a pretty reeho this morning,
Maybe this one. We caught it in his house, after all.”

“T’laerean? The Wise Man of Kooroo's student?”

The smaller girl nodded.

“T'laerean would not have pets,” Raenyn said firmly. “The bird
flew in through the window. We saw it. T'laerean is strange and
unfriendly. He cares only about the Force, talks only about the
Force and impressing the crazy old Wise Man. He would not care
about alittle bird or anything else. He only wants to be important.”

T'laerean cringed. Care only about the Force? Is that what people
think? Of course I care about the Force. But [ care about this settlement,
too. About the people in it I'm trying to save the mold farmers!

“Besides,” Raenyn continued. “T'laerean is dead. | saw him when
we caught the bird. Dead in his bed. Dead. Dead. Dead. Even if the
reeho is his pet—was his pet—it wouldn't matter. Dead people
can't have pets.”

“Maybe we should tell someone that T'laerean’s dead.”

“No. Then we would get in trouble for sneaking into his house
and finding him. Let someone else find him and getin trouble. He's
not going anywhere, after all. He's dead.”

A soft clacking noise came out of the reeho. The bird was still
frightened. But it was tired and thirsty, too. So very thirsty. Its black
tongue was dry and was becoming swollen. It looked up at Raenyn
and cocked its head.

“Poor reeho.” the girls said practically in unison, |

The smaller girl started to cry. “We just can't let Momma kill him.

From beyond the doorway, the reeho heard humming, the
woman's voice again. It was distant, signaling she was deeper in the
house.

“No!" the woman hollered, her words sounding soft, but clear:

Yoy
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*The reeho escaped! Chewed his way (:l.lt.l(?irls! Come help me find
h ) still in the house. Girls!"

hk#hzeg?rﬁg(;?::gd at each other, grins spreading wide agrnss
their wide Sullustan faces. Then T'laerean felt the ret?ho stiffen,
fight to break free, saw a darkness looming before the b.l'l'd. feitkthe
‘bird being stuffed inside a sack. The reeho openf.:d its I)e?a ; to
Screech, and T'laerean concentrated with all his might. Quiet! he
Pleaded. Be quiet and we might get free! i .

“Mama thinks he escaped,” Raenyn whispered. “We WI‘" kee;?
him hidden. Then she will not kill him and we can share him as a
_ The younger one made a tsk-tsking noise. “You can't kee_‘]? a
f€€ho in a sack. He will make noise, unless he becomes dead lll-.((’
Plaerean, Anq if Mama finds him—alive or dead—we will be in
troupe »

p :And the bird will be dinner.” v i
..Bul maybe we can keep him in someone else’s home.

0's home?” It was Raenyn speaking. 7 )
laerean's, of course. He's dead and doesn't need his home.

(s
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“But someone will find out he's dead and we will be in trouble ang
then we won't be able to use his home for the reeho.”

“No one will find out if we bury T'laerean tonight, when no ope
is watching, when they think we're asleep. It's already starting y,
get dark outside anyway.”

Raenyn softly giggled. “We could borrow Papa’s shovel. But let's
go to T'laerean’s now, hide the reeho. We'll go back after dark 1,
bury T'laerean. If the reeho screeches in T'laerean’s home, no one
will hear him.”

“Well, they might hear him, but they won't
one thinks T'laerean’s weird.”

T'laerean felt the bird beingjostled, its fear rising to a fever pitch,
and he suspected the girls were running. He heard doors open and
close, sounds he knew but sounds that were alien to the terrified
reeho. The jiggling and jarring sensation continued for several
minutes, though it felt like an eternity, more doors opening and
closing. Then he felt himself falling, landing abruptly and uncom-
fortably on something hard. The reeho shivered and picked itself
up, stood in the cramped and dark confines of the sack and
examined its wings and claws. T'laerean could tell that nothing was
broken, though everything felt like it was bruised. The bird ached
all over, and he tried to offer words that might comfort it.

But the reeho thrust T'laerean’s thoughts to the secret placein
its mind again and started pecking at the bottom of the sack. like a
si-hen would peck at the ground for grain. Any movement seemed
to cause the reeho additional pain, but it persisted, pecking faster
when a bit of leather came loose in its beak.

“No, pretty reeho.” Raenyn scolded. “Stop that. You will ruin my
sack.”

That is the idea, T'laerean thought. The reeho intends to ruin your
sack—just like you are trying very hard to ruin our lives.

Again the bird was lifted inside the sack, its escape thwarted.
Raenyn shook the bag as she untied it and thrust her hands into the
darkness. She grabbed the orange reeho as the sack fell away, and
she held it about the back, pinning its wings to its sides, It tried to
bite her, but she had gripped it carefully enough so the bird's beak
couldn’t reach her small fingers.

Out in the open, the reeho could breathe again. It saw the
Sullustan laying on the bed nearby. The Sullustan it remembered it
was supposed to fly upon. The reeho relaxed in the girl's grip-
T'laerean sensed it was conservingits strength, waiting. Her fingers
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: en a little more. .
: :- fu;.t::i ;)r:r are docile, he urged the reeho. Let her rhmﬁj_ ;ou

. nded—which you are, unable to fly—which you are not. When
8 her guard, you will fly to the bed and.. .. ‘ "

- reeho again thrust T'laerean’s thoughts aside, pushed o
g girl's opening hands and spread its wings. It flew thro_ugh

: e window and out into the growing twilight. It beat.its wings
and ignored the ache in its body. It ignored 'the cnes;[ t}::i
running behind it, their [rimic m’otsifps.e :-t ignored the o

: ing into their homes for dinner.
wgzu‘;:l}zug:gl?f; la.luronlg; way! Fly back into the building! Land on
lustan—the one on the bed!

T'laerean. .

- m.:;?:?:ﬁiugh tired and sore, flew as fast as its aching wmrgls
manage. It streaked across the settlemcr-nt yard, the.n over the

o fence and across the swampy plains. The b:r_d s keen
ct through the growing darkness, like a sharp knife c?ui:d
through a crelnut. And from the secret place in the back of t ,e
o's mind, T'laerean watched with growingterror. TheSullustan’s
reness was being carried farther away from the settleme.nt. Hel
the Force, the Breath of Gelgelar, and he sensed that it was
rolling him completely. He wasn't strong enqugh to exert any
ure of control over it. His mind was careening along toward
s, piggybacked onto the brain of the Ire?ed r‘eel;o. ‘
long can [ live this way? In a neehols mind’ _T laerean.
red. Will they bury my body, ending my life? Or u'r:!f my bm%'}
lack of food and water? Will my consciousness drift forever in
all brain? When the bird sleeps, will [ gain the strength to coax
o my bidding again? And what about the farmers? )
e bird spotted the Sullustan mold farmers, now using Iargde
W rods to see by. Sensor packs still trained on the ground,
ads recording the yield, they were close tothe trees now. And
‘were closing on atrio ofiquazards, massive boarlike creatures
‘had been cleverly hobbled to tree roots. . .
e reeho idly wondered why anyone would tie the iquazards,
ored T’laerean’s attempts to explain about the ambush and
suggestions that it somehow warn the mold .farmers. The
wanted only to return to the embrace of th_e jungle, to the
of the tall tress, to never see Sullustans again.
Look!” T'laerean faintly heard from his small, §ecre{“place.
ds! Three of them, and they don’t seem to notice us.” [t was

teebien jo ylesig syl
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one of the mold farmers talking. “Everyone, come on. They Moye
slow. We'll catch them and have a fine feast tonight.”

The farmers would have to get close to the beasts, T'laerean
knew. The iquazards were so thick-skinned they could virtually
ignore blaster shots, except from close range. And close range
would be too close to the jungle.

T'laerean heard the swish of the marsh grass behind the rech,,
the snap of a dry twig. And through his shared senses he SmEIiedl
the Sullustans, the vohis mold, the musky iquazards, the heady
loam of the looming jungle. Darkness and green filled his vision a4
the bird swooped over the backs of the iquazards and darteq
between the trunks of two willotum trees and glided into the jungle.

Then a brighter green appeared, scaly and slick, and right i
front of the bird. Black reptilian eyes locked onto the startled
reeho. A young Glarsaur rose from behind a thick clump of ferns—
the one who tried to catch the bird several hours ago. The Glarsaur
rose and started toward the reeho, flailing its claws and clacking its
jaws.

The reeho screeched, an irritating sound now so very familiar to
T'laerean. The bird banked away, retreating through the same gap
in the willotum trees, heading back over the iquazards and toward
the swampy plains.

The young Glarsaur followed, disregarding the cries of the older
Glarsaurs in waiting—the curses that the ambush would be re-
vealed. The young Glarsaur thrashed forward, intent on the reeho
thatithad been denied earlier, thrashed forward past theiquazards
and into the path of the oncoming mold farmers,

“Glarsaurs!” one of the mold farmers bellowed. “Run! I'll cover
you."”

From his secret place T'laerean watched the mold farmers turn
and sprint toward the settlement, their repulsorlift sleds filled with
mold trailing behind them. One held his position for a moment,
aiming a blaster in the vicinity of the iquazards and laying down a
line of suppression fire to keep the band of now-revealed Glarsaurs
from pursuing,

T'laerean watched the mold farmers melt into the darkness.
heard the squeals of the disturbed iquazards, smelled the air tinged
with the heat of blaster fire, felt a claw dig into the reeho’s side.

The young Glarsaur pulled the bird in close to its body, and
T'laerean picked up the reptile-man’s foul, sickly sweet breath. The
Sullustan was only vaguely aware of the continuing curses of the
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he was more intent on the orange bird"s pain as
her was plucked. Then the Glarsaur bit into the
d into agony and darkness.

it Glarsaurs;
f t
or after fea
: 4 n's world turne
i, and T'laerea
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i : irst, wobbl
“& I 'laerean.Wakeup." Thevoice soun_ded .\;redlzztnh"rst w y
th age. But it was persistent. “Do not die, T'laerean.

! d shut, but he forced them
p Sullustan's eyes felt matte . but m
E y: zll-;glked‘ Alittle girl's blurry face hovered inches from“Elssé
i a_n’s And beyond her was the wrinkled human face of the Wi
yn .

Kooroo.

“[thought he
ught we wo

was dead,” Raenyn announced. “Dead. Dead. IIZteacii
uld have to bury him and would never be able tg theis
bout the Glarsaur ambush and about how my_iath:r rt:}s;eo o
or to fight them all off. About h:rm my father is a he

1 everyone. ‘

.. 3?::%2&2:%???& one?i' the Wise Man cglitic:r;g(;;;rh:a;;eg:

! deal, it seems, a sickn s.
Mﬂt;h;ztg?:n%rﬁ:t:garly did leave us. But | Ehink he will be
ght now. The Force will co;:‘t'inue to h::llp:ic];nl:;im w0

h d over T'laerean, ;

?he :iggh :r“olz:(;?ét‘l?: Sullustan could see that t'.te was h(')mfa, uir;
bed. Pale light streamed in through an open “fuLdtowé:;:n:n:;he
-morning. His throat was dry, and he was quick to p

s of water Raenyn offered. His belly felt empty. i i
was a good thing I came to the settlement earlier ?jnfound
2d.” the old man began. I stopped by to see you an <
| or:e to death, If the Force was not so strong in you, I suspe

d not have saved you.” )
rhaps the Force is strong in me,” T'laerean answered after a

ent, “But [ am not yet so strong in it.j‘ o
‘ou are most wise to know you have lu_mtations, the O:Sdl:s?
his eyes narrowing almost impercept.lbly. Re:f.t, my s " Om;
need more rest—time for more reflections. We'll resume y

ns tomorrow.”
wve alot to learn,” T'laerean whispered. The young Sullustan

. closed his eyes, and listened to the retreating footstepi)s'tr::

and the Wise Man. Eventually he allowed sleep to ;: a.; i
and he dreamed of Glarsaurs and iquazards, and a co ord u
bird that would forever haunt a secret place in his mind.
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Ko
e e
Al = Jlacrean L2 .
Type: Sullustan Student of the Force
gt [ 1 0.2
3 ap.2, dodge 4D, parry 40, running 4032
Blaster 3D+2. f
."Nomm(iE 2D
3D+ 1, cultures 30, languages 30D+2

s e
Al JANICAL 2D+2

- o i\ Communications 3D, repulsorlift operation 3D-2

Z A 5 PERCEPTION 3D
j Bargain 4D, con 4D,

7 GTH 2D
Climbing/jumping 30+ 1, lifting 31), stamina 3D
TECHNICAL 2D+1
ter repair 30, first aid 40
secial Abilities:
& Skills: Control 2D, sense 2D
I- Accelerate healing, concentration
- Life sense, magnify senses, merge senses
anced Senses: Sullustans get «2D1o Perception ot search rolls involving vision
S}. Jow-light conditions or hearing.
ocation Sense: Sullustans get + 1D to astrogation il familiar with the area, and
_cannot get lost if they have visited an area before
“This character is Force-sensitive.
Force Points: 2
Character Points: 6
: 10
pment: Sporting blaster (3D-1),
apad, several glow rods. breath

hide 4D+ |, persuasion 5D, search 302

Capsule: T'laerean is a young
‘Sullustan who was horn on
Gelgelar and only knows of
his people’'s homeworld,
Sullust, through com-
puter datafiles and tales,
IS parents were among 1
Ahe first mold farmers to |
ablish the Krevk Settle-
ment. However, after
arly two decades of har-
&sting the crop in the
HASL of shvash gas
Rtions. they grew
€artened with
work. The
ed to retyrn loy
llust. but
MErean refysed
B0 with them.
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He had met an old human in the Gelgelar Free Port—the Wise Man of
Kooroo. The old human sensed a bit of the Force in youngT'laerean a5
accepted him as a pupil. T'laerean’s parents, in turn, accepted thej,
son’s decision to stay behind and left him their settlement house.
Though the Wise Man is not a
Jedi or especially skilled in the \
Force, he knows enough abilities Ge'gElar
If you're looking for
more information on the

and philosophy to pass them on

to T'laerean. And he recognizes
soggy planet of Gelgelar,
the Free Port there, or

that the young Sullustan needs to
learn patience and restraint, as

the Wise Man, check out
Platt’s Starport Guide.

much as he needs to learn about
the Force.

T’laerean is rambunctious and
eager to throw himself into his J
studies, becoming frustrated when
the Wise Man is not around often enough to suit him. He has dreams of
one day becoming a Jedi Knight, and suspects he will have to leave
Gelgelar to accomplish that. To that end, he makes occasional forays to
the Free Port, hoping to spot individuals with lightsabers strapped to
their hips.

Attribute Dice: 12D

DEXTERITY 2D/4D

KNOWLEDGE 1D/3D

MECHANICAL 1D/2D

PERCEPTION 2D/4D+2

STRENGTH 2D/4D

TECHNICAL 1D/2D

Special Abilities:

Bite: A Glarsaur's bite does STR+1D+2 damage
Claws: Claw attacks do STR+1D damage
Move: 10

Size: 1-1.5 meters tall

Capsule: The only native sentient creatures on the swamp planet
Gelgelar, Glarsaurs are known for not getting along with anyone. They
are brutish and warlike, highly aggressive and carnivorous—and they
seem to be perpetually hungry.

They stand a meter to a meter and a half tall and are covered with
small green scales that resemble leaves. Their coloration helps them to
blend into the Gelgelar foliage, rendering them practically invisible
until they strike. They are cold-blooded and muscular, and they are
adept at using their claws or fashioning crude weapons such as spears
and clubs.

Though dull-witted, they are not without the ability to make plans
and set ambushes. And they have been known, from time to time, 10
work with some of Gelgelar's criminal element—stopping vohis mold
shipments from reachingthe port city in exchange for particularly tasty

I 3 Y EIEY
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not-so-crude weapons.
unks of n}e(a;::%[;?ar's settlers, primarily the humans and Sullustans,
somigm communicate with the creatures and establish at least a
ot:s relationship. While the Glarsaurs are capable of reasoning,
 vhe ve shown no desire to be reasoned with, and l_:ave onmore than
' ;:;:::asion attacked the individuals trying to befriend them.

i [ . 4D+2, Percep-
al Glarsaur Warrior. Dexterity 2D+2, doc{ge . .
2D, hide 5D, search 4D, Strength 2D+2, brawling 4D+2. Special
; - bite does STR+1D+2; claws do STR+1D damage. Move 10,

Jejeblan jo yesig syl

New Sense Power

ge Senses

e Difficulty: Moderate. Modified by proximity.

e to use: Three rounds.

ed power: Magnify senses

I sct: This power allows a Force user to perceive t‘hings through

ses of another creature, one with animal intelllgen'ce or less.

n see through the eyes of the selected creature, en]qqug_tl1e

its or being bound by the restrictions of the creature’s vision.

hear through the creature’s ears; smell wha‘t the Freature

ells; and physically feel whatever the creature is feeling. The

user does not ‘control the creature, but can make sugges-

;'i'he simpler or less threatening the request, the more likely
be agreed to. If a suggestion goes against the n‘aturfa of the
e or would put it in an obviously hazardous s!tua.t_lon. the
user must make a sense roll against the subject’s willpower.
e means the suggestion is ignored. ‘

Nhile the Force user’s senses are merged with a creature’s, tl?e
e user’s body is motionless, its senses unable to function until,
se, the meld is broken. Releasing the target creature re-
aModerate roll. The link with the creature is also broken by
ath of either the creature or the Force user. If the creature
damage or dies during a meld, the Force user suffers one-
alfthe amount of damage.

)



Adventure Journal = August 1997

wECral OrS

siuIDd doiqg sdQ [e1oads

By John Beyer & Kathy Burdette
lNustrations by Christopher Trevas
It had started to rain again. Colonel Stijhl knew it, even though he
‘was in his office, because he smelled ozone and shvash gas coming
from the hangar, and he wondered vaguely why the blast doors
‘Were open.
“Um...Colonel? Something bad just happened.”
= Stijhl looked up from the cargo manifests and shipping sched-
. neatly stacked on his desk. Kovings stood in the doorway,
umbling with his headset.
- “Whatisit, Kovings?" Stijhl asked, not really interested. Kovings.
Who doubled as communications and deck officers, was a high-
Sy g boy who panicked about everything.
E I_lUSI gave landing clearance at Ready-One to a light freighter,”
SOVINgs said,
“And?"
~ s registered as The Maker. The call-sign belongs to a Major
Charek—~
?::l] “clropped his datapad. He finished Kovings' sentence.
“That's right.”
§U]hl‘.fe|[ his neck pulsing.
Sir? Kovings was white now.

.9
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“Yes, Kovings.” The colonel was about to

thinning crew cut and took a deep breath,
“I should have said ‘no’ to her request, right?"
backing cautiously towards the door.
“No, it's okay. You shouldn't have said ‘no.™
Kovings smiled as if he'd just gotten a field promotion.
“You should have opened fire," said Stijhl,

L
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Inside The Maker, Morgan was at work in a cramped mainte-
nance alcove trying to fix the power grid. There was barely enough

space for her to fit her entire body into the room; she stood almost
halfway out the door, staring at the monitors, listening to the
whirring sound of some piece of machinery which had activated
itself somewhere amidst the crates. Morgan found it relaxing and
closed her eyes.

While Morgan stood racking her brains in her own darkness, her
life signs were being assessed. The killer amidst the crates pre-

pared to eliminate them.

Alliance Drop Points

Scattered across the known galaxy in obscure locations and out-
of-the-way places, secret meeting sites and weapon caches aid the
Rebellion in its desperate fight against the Imperial war machine.
Called “drop points,” these locations are essential to most covert
missions, allowing Special Operations teams to remain in the field
for months at a time.

The Alliance High Command recognizes the importance of es-
tablishing drop points, and goes to great efforts to maintain their
security. It has become the duty of all Alliance members to learn
about drop point operations and to respect their proper use:
Failure to do so may result in the sacrifice of hard-to-obtain
resources and the irreplaceable loss of lives.

Alliance High Command has charged the department of Ordi-
nance and Supply (OaS) with the duty of establishing and oversee

)

put his head oy the
desk, but with Kovings watching, he just ran his hands over his

asked Kuvings.
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. noints. In a program not unlike the Quarterm.'?ster Con:ps
e Old Republic Army, 0OaS has begun to post hlgt!-r.ankmg
= officers and their staff members to front-line pOS.I‘llO'l'IS S0
they may better interact with the teams. l}slng their superb
izational skills and talents, these field (.)ff:cers have already
ignificant changes in previous operational procedures. Fsy
i ablishing a series of drop point protocols .and stocked equip-
' caches, Special Ops teams can now be quickly restocked with
‘ variety of weaponry and support. ‘ ) .
-et Intelligence officers also use drop points as field o'fflges.
ng for faster transfer of intelligence reports and_ m:ssn.rm
"ments. Whenever possible, both pre-and post-mism?n blnef-
are conducted, temporarily transforming the drop pom?s into
le command bases. Information flows both ways, wh1ch‘ai-
e Alliance to collect a great deal of knowledge regarding
-lmperiai activity—and to stay abreast of the targe_r Rebel
ts. The coordination of the times and sites of potential drop
ts has made it possible to brief several teams simu]taneogs!y.
ngin an increased number of joint missions and operations

with fleet support.
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Haathi's order, Jayme exaggerated an attention stance. Nord
*ked and did it for real. Stijhl came up the ramp and cringed.
it off,” he said.

thi offered the Colonel her hand. 3
Major Haathi,” he said, shaking it. “Major T'Charek Haathi.
‘nice to see you again, Colonel," said Haathi.

eah, right. Who did you bring with you?” _

is is my executive officer, Captain Ivhin Jayme. | stole him
the urban commandos.” _
yme, adark, wiry man, gave the Colonel's hand asolid but brief

dover here is Exalted Lord Dren Nord of Alliance Grand High

land,” said Haathi. i
Ptain Nord,” Nord told him, stepping in front of Haathi. “I'm

C0)
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" gaid Jayme at the same time.
( owce:’lotsl?{led ug.TII-]ler eyes were gray, reminiscent of Gelgelar's
b phere, but darker, and with a sharpness to them.
is it?" she asked. _
cs,” said Jayme in his deep, smoky voice, as he sat down
lounge sofa and put his boots"on.
«d how many of you are there?
ur,” said Haathi. i
» asked Stijhl. “I only met three of you. ‘
Ou t'echie is working on a faulty power grid. She said to tellyou

“Yes, sirl | was chief of surgery then.”

“And what are you now?”

“He’s my corpsman,” Haathi said.

“Youwent from being chief of surgery on a capital shiplndusting
off these weirdoes?"

Nord went alittle pink. “It's always good to test one’s limits, sjp »

Haathi had already found Nord’s. His first mission with the team
was acquiring The Maker, and he had nearly gotten everybody
killed. But she didn’t mention that to Stijhl; the main reason she had
come was to show off her promotion and her new ship. Although
she was disappointed to find that Stijhl wasn't a major himself
anymore.

“Sir," said Nord, “permission to disembark?”

“Oh, granted, | guess,” said the Colonel. Nord filed past the
others and clambered unsteadily down the entry ramp.

Stijhl commenced pacing slowly in front of Haathi and Jayme.
“So," he said, watching his boot-tips as he walked. “Just happened
to be in the neighborhood?”

Jayme gave a slight snicker. Stijhl looked up.

“Something funny, Captain?”

“Asthma,” Haathi said, jabbing her elbow into Jayme's ribcage.

Stijhl stopped in front of Haathi and stuck his face rightinto hers.
“Tell me why you came here.”

“Oh, sir,” said Haathi, clasping her hands together, “not the
mind-probe!”

“I knew it! You came here to upset me!” :

“No, we need supplies! We just got back from an acquisition run.”

Stijhl gave a low sigh. Then he pulled a comlink out of his belt.
“Pendower, would you come up here?”

In a couple of moments a dark-haired woman wearing a green
day-suit and holding a datapad came striding up the entry ramp.
She wasn't much taller than Haathi or Jayme, but with her straight,
almost regal posture she fairly towered over the permanently-
slouched Stijhl.

“Get me an inventory, Pendower,” he said to her.

“Surely.” Pendower typed rapidly on the datapad.

“This is Major Haathi and Captain Jayme, by the way. Special
Ops.”

“Juuust a second,” Pendower said, holding up a finger and still
typing with three. “Okay, and what is it you need, Major?"

“We need, ah, some glow rods,” said Haathi.

%
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: ur corpsman?” Pendower asked.

’dnr? yif)lf :ass hirlaj'l on your way into the ship? If you squint, he
c: Mothma in pants.”

ﬁlttgeﬁ:(;gmgan‘s raspl; voice came over the ship's intercom.
ap'n!”

rg, for the billionth time, I'm a major.”

: you ready for this? Brace yourselves.”

, okay, Morg, we're braced.”

pod, because | think the—"

& was a sharp blast of static from the intercom and the
e ship went dark. Two seconds later, the red emergency
g kicked on. .

organ!” Haathi called, “What just happened?

eintercom was dead. Haathi and Jayme locked eyes for along,
vzed second; Pendower shoved past them all and ran down
rridor toward the rear maintenance bay.

ne looked down the corridor after Pendower.

0," Haathi told him. “I'll get Nord.”

i

enna Pendower’s heart knocked so hard against her che:st
her arms shook. Near the power core, the red lighting was in
rmanent flicker—combined with the hot smell of the various
d oils, it gave the illusion that something was on fire. She
a deep breath, stepped into the maintenance alcove, and
ted around. .

avery small room with big, looming crates taking up mc_lst
Space, To Maglenna's right was a steel wall studded with
s and glowing fixtures, many of them drizzling sparks. She

g
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glanced at the schematic on her datapad—yes, that’s the powey Srig
Just as she confirmed this, she extracted the smell of burnt flesh,
from the other odors in the room, and caught sight of Morgay,

It wasn’t hard to figure out what had happened: Morgan had
been electrocuted by the grid and thrown against the bulkhea|. At
the moment, she was lying over the grillwork on thefloor, clu
a half-melted hydrospanner.

Maglenna reached around the doorway and pulled a grmmding
rod out ofits emergency box on the wall. “Morgan?” she said, _-4rn||§.
tapping Morgan’s shoulder with the insulated rod. “Are you all
right?”

Maglenna's red reflection peered back from Morgan's welding
goggles. The display at the tip of the rod said "negative”; Maglenng
tossed it aside and palpated Morgan's cartoid pulse with her bare
hand. Nothing. She had expected this, but her stomach lurched all
the same. The girl couldn't even be twenty years old yet.

Maglenna got halfway out of the alcove with Morgan before
Jayme appeared at the bulkhead door and took over. He pulled
Morgan out into the repair bay, ripped her jacket open, and
immediately started pumping at her chest. “Get help.” he told
Maglenna.

“I'm it," she said, pulling her medic ident-card out of her sleeve
pocket.

Jayme looked up and focused on the card without stopping what
he was doing.

She said, “Get me a medpac with a defib strip and a scanner. You
can find one at the north end of—"

Jayme nodded at the locker array, at the base of which sat a
deluxe medical backpack.

Maglenna absently retrieved it. Hadn't they said they needed

tching

The scanner confirmed her suspicions—ventricular fibri
No point in arguing about medpacs Maglenna peeled off Mor
goggles and got the pressure resuscitator affixed to Morgan's face,
held her jaw open while the decompression tube automatically
located her trachea and fed into her lungs. y

“Okay,” Maglenna said, affixing an adrenaline patch to Morgan's
neck and offering Jayme a thin pac kage with her free hand.
anadhesive defib strip. It’s got to conduct asignal across her chest,
from this shoulder to just over the heart. Putit on her and get clear.

Jayme peeled the strip off its backing and positioned it where
Maglenna had indicated. The two of them scooted away as the

)
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e activated itself. An electric signal shot through Morgan’s
i and she convulsed once. Twice, Three times. Four.
e light on the side of the resuscitator turned green
»'s breathing on her own, right?” Jayme asked.
wypu mean it worked?" Maglenna said, incredulous.
yme’s dark cyes boreinto her. “Haven't you done this before?”
 course.” On a simulator, but she didn’t mention that. Jayme
g press theissue; he was suddenly fascinated by something on
's left wrist.
t him!” shouted Haathi, who came running through the
Lead door. She stopped cold on seeing the situation.
e held up his hand. “It's okay, T'Charek. We got a pulse.”
aglenna held Morgan's head steady while the decompression
retracted itself. Behind her, she could feel Haathi, watching,
sing, judging. A security trooper jostled her way into the
ir bay, bearing medpacs and a repulsor sled.
eed some help,” Maglenna said loudly.
thin, scrubbed young man emerged from the deep red shad-
of the repair bay door. “I'm here. You can relax now.”
:1 Oh,” said Maglenna. She squinted. "You must be Nord.”

ne other.” He edged Maglenna out of the way and descended
organ, the trooper following his lead. In short order they
ained that Morgan had fractured a collarbone and three ribs
not her spine, loaded her onto the sled, and quickly exited the
ship. Haathi and Jayme seemed to want to follow, but instead they
ed to Maglenna, who was leaning uncomfortably against the
chead. Haathi's black eyes studied Maglenna's face for a long

Gelgelar Drop Point Warehouse

FIRST LEVEL

Repulsor
Service Area

“I thought you were a clerk,” Haathi said. Her voice was steady,
ery quiet.
"Not by choice,” said Maglenna evenly.
“Pendower is your name?”
“Call me Maglenna.”
“Maglenna, would you please make sure Nord doesn’t extract
‘gan’s heart and donate it to science?”
ler;na blinked. Haathi's tone had not changed at all.

at?"
Just mean, go make sure he's doing his jobright.” There was no
Ce in Haathi's tone. Beyond the wry remark, there was just a
essional cool.
Lertainly, Major,” Maglenna said.

Turbolift
LEVELS 2,3 & 4
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Haathi's eyes finally diverted their attention to Jayme, Who wae
rummaging loudly through one of the lockers.

“What's with you?” she asked him.

“Going to find out who did this to Morg,” he said.

"Nobody did anything,” said Maglenna. “It was an accident, §pq
probably stumbled into the power grid. Captain, you sa
obvious it was.”

“No,"” Jayme said, pulling two heavy blasters out of the locker
and dropping them into their respective holsters. “I didn't "

e
A Rolling Stone Gathers No Imperi:

Unlike large Alliance bases and command centers, drop points
are established with no hint of permanency in mind. Oas realizes

W hoy

John Beyer & Kathy Burdette

that there is very little chance of an active drop point remaining

undetected by Imperial spies, as these sites are located as close to
the action as possible. Instead, each site is considered to be a one-
shot deal, often remaining in operation for only a brief period
before being abandoned. 0aS will never return to a closed drop
point, regardless of resources left behind.

Prior to mission departures, Special Ops teams are briefed on
the time schedules and locations of potential drop points. While
there is no set number of sites required to be established for each
mission, most mission planners don't feel comfortable without
providing at least three. Code phrases, passwords and contact
procedures arealso provided and disseminated on a need-to-know
basis. Due to the increasing threat of discovery by Imperial forces,
some drop points may never be activated or may be abandoned
prematurely, forcing the Special Ops teams to search numerous
systems for of a useable site.

Localions ind Sec '_;'.'!T"r-'

Determining the location of the drop points themselves is often
a greater undertaking than maintaining them. Using intelligence
gathered from countless spies. operatives, and field agents, (OaS
must investigate hundreds of potential sites in each sector of
operation. Warehouses, abandoned industrial centers and out-of-
the-way docking bays are ideal locations for drop sites nee{lecli to
transfer supplies or act as temporary havens for damaged ships:

Ct
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prop Point Gelgelar Duty Staff:
ol Arik Stijhl—Commanding Officer
menna Pendower—Administrative Aid/Field Medic

1ant Bendlar Kovings—Communications Officer/Flight

at Lisa Mandrake—Security Team Leader, commands
an security force

nt Krugh Agovast—Cargo Master/Crew Chief, respon-
for 16-man loader/maintenance crew, 8 B-1 labor droids,
intenance droids, and 6 repulsor sleds v

used for the quick exchange of information may be nothing
than a vehicle garage or rooftop shelter. ‘
nce the potential locations have been determined, arrange-
nts for their use and security begin. Payoffs, deals apd promises
be made to insure the sites will be safe from prying eyes a.nd
nted interruptions. It is at this juncture that tr‘le relationships
ped by the Alliance are put to the test. Questions of trus-t and
y come into play, as all parties involved must balance risk of
e ainst personal gain. -
Site s;yc::fity is glways a major concern, but providing it is .not
s an option. Resources are limited, so whenever possible
D points are established as unmanned equipment cat.?hes. Oct.ja-
1a ly a droid or a hired contact may be nearby to give special
ctions or last-minute briefings to the Special Ops teams.
cal security at these sites is minimal to non-existent, a!thoug_h
als left behind may be booby-trapped to self-destruct if
ered with. .
er sites established as supply distribution centers or repair
)s demand more stringent security measures. Armed guart?s,
i eter alarms and a network of lookouts and informants main-

ain a steady vigilance. Acting almost as micro-garrisons, some

are crewed by several squads of security troopers equipped
heavy weapons and mobile gun emplacements for extra
er, .

members, intelligence officers, smugglers and operatives
admittance to these sites by following the security prucec! ures
4 down i previous briefings. Any ship or party not using a

sjuiod doiq :sdo |e1vads
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reco:gnizable call sign or password is subject to intense scrutj,

and investigation. At the first sign of trouble or Imperial irwul\rly
ment the entire facility is placed on alert and the decisior, 4
evacuate is made by the commanding officer. &

O

Morgan drifted through various levels of consciousness but
Maglenna couldn't make sense out of anything she was sa;,rgn
They were in the medical supply cubicle; serious injuries wei
intended to be transferred to the nearest medical frigate, which
meant that there were no bacta tanks for the odd disaster. So the
only thing standing between Morgan and death was a quilted .anti-
shock blanket riddled with wires and sensors, a digital life-sign
readout housed in one of the quilt squares near her heart and
dumb luck. '

Maglenna sat next to Morgan's cot. Now that Nord had Jeft
everything was almost oppressively quiet. It gave Maglenna to(;
much time to think about everything that could have gone wrong.
Would Jayme and Haathi blame her if Morgan died? Then ag.ain
hadn’t they thanked her, in their own strange way? )

Thethought of Jayme brought something else to mind. Maglenna
took hold of Morgan’s bandaged left hand and examined the wrist.
Sure enough, something was there—a thin, reddish welt, totally
unrelated to the electrical shock.

Suddenly Morgan’s fingers twitched. and her eyes opened.

Pendower held Morgan's hand. “Morgan? Can you hear me?”

John Beyer & Kathy Burdette

“Whu—?"

“Everything’s all right. You're at the Alliance drop point on
Gelgelar—"

“I'm not the Maker,” Morgan said thickly.

“What?"

Morgan repeated it several times, and then slipped back into an
incoherent mumble. Maglenna stared blankly at the digital readout.
Ofcourse Morgan's system was saturated with drugs. and Maglenna
gathered from Nord that Morgan didn’t make much sense even
when she was healthy. Nonetheless, Maglenna knew one contextin
which “the Maker” meant something other than the ship, and if this
had anything to do with Morgan's current state, Maglenna didn't
want to think about what Jayme was going to find.

Q)

| ]
1
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ing t
house.

nd. There was an open floor grating two meters to his left.

e stood underneath The Maker, staring at the landing pad.,
o the sounds of droids and workers bustling around the
The logical path of Morgan’s assailant had taken him
the engine compartment escape hatch and down to the

: e got down on his belly and slid headfirst into the opening.
cumably this led to a maintenance tunnel. He bent in half at his
praced his legs on the landing pad, and dangled there for a
1 while his eyes adjusted to the darkness. Except the crawl
e wasn't totally dark. There was a glow emanating from a
ant pair of red lights. Jayme thought they were part of a control

Fenn's Warehouse

The warehouse on Gelgelar is owned and operated by
og Fenn, a crafty Rodian with a shady past. Erected
ades ago from prefab kits, the building is large enough to
mmodate a light freighter; but years of neglect have
their toll. Several renovations have been attempted,
were never completed. The floors are cluttered with
g storage tanks, stacks of useless cargo and piles of
ting building materials. The upper gantries are relatively
erational, although open shafts and missing floorplates
n be hazardous to the unwary.
Fenn obtained the structure as a payment on a gambling
, and immediately saw the potential it offered as a
allenge to the economic monopoly of his rival Loro Ecls.
the cost of a few hundred credits, the warehouse was
e operational again and can accommodate most light
ters. Fenn envisions the warehouse as the keystone of
- upcoming criminal syndicate and leases the building to
gglers and legitimate spacers for an astounding 200
s a day in advance.
‘Fenn doesn't fully understand the current inhabitants, a
ag collection of security guards, droids and official-
ing men. As long as they pay their 200 credits per day,
1 is happy to leave them alone with whatever work
re doing in there.

~\
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panel until they disappeared around a corner. [t occurred |
that he might jump down and follow the lights, but then he thoy
better of it. He stood up, jumped off the landing platforn, ang
snatched a base schematic placard hanging from one of the COntrol
panels. Foramoment he studied theplacard; then he jogged acrogg
the landing bay in the direction the lights had been heacling

At that moment, every light in the warehouse went out.

Jayme stopped dead. A half-second later the backup lights
kicked on, bright, cheap lumas that left parts of the warehoyge
starkly lit and other parts in deep shadow.

Oh, no, no, no.

He sprinted across the hangar, nearly tripping over his feet
wanis to trap us in here with it. If it gets to the hangar door controls
we're all dead.

Suddenly he was there, standing at the control panel, ripping
open the yellow-striped maintenance cover and absorbing the
control schematic on the inside. With the power out, the whole
system would have to be prepped before the doors could be
opened manually. Two large levers disengaged the hydraulic brak.
ing system, and made horrible ratchety noises as he pulled them
down; and then there was a massive clang from the hangar doors
as the braking pins popped out of their slots.

“Okay,” Jayme said quietly to himself, wiping his sweaty hands
on his pants, “manual override, manual override."

The layout was not well-mapped. Jayme wished Morgan were
there. She could have had the doors open in two seconds and
drawn a better control schematic on the back of a candy wrapper.

Thinking about Morgan cleared his head, He found the black
switch that would depressurize the automatic hydraulics and
engage the manual systems. Then, with much effort. he locked the
unit's auxiliary power cylinders in place, and finally got his hands
on the giant lever that would unlock the hangar doars

He would have pulled it, too, except that his own shadow
suddenly rose in front of him, and a tiny red spot appeared on the
panel slightly to his left.

Before the spot could position itself at the back of his head.
before there was the sound of blaster-fire, before the whole panel
exploded, effectively locking everyone inside, Jayme was up @
length of cable chain, halfway to the second level. Below him he
heard the beeping of his assailant, a small, sleek assassin droid.

And he and his crew had brought it here,

lim
4
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an b iting & /i ition to an
Drop points can become an exciting and vital addition y

ial Ops campaign, both as a plot device and to add an appro-

ide a logical way to
ate Star Wars feel to the game. They provi il

L

E i real
Diinect several unrelated missions, strengthening ‘ht' -wurclcrs
game and adding purpose. Here characters can reue-nﬂe; Rccui':
lenish supplies and hole up when things get too rough.

: 5 at cific site to
g gamemaster characters can meet players at a specifi
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supply them with new information or some special gadget 1, aig
them in their mission. In addition, new player characters May b
introduced at a drop point, easily allowing them to join an existins-
campaign.

In the movies the Rebels were forced to relocate their base of
operations several times to escape Imperial forces. From Yavin ¢
Hoth (and several implied locations in-between) and finally to a
secret rendezvous spot at the far edge of the galaxy, we werg
treated to avariety of exotic planets and fantastic settings. By ugingﬂ
a series of constantly-moving drop points instead of a Permaneng
base, thegamemaster is given the leewayto createas many settings
and exotic locales as are needed to dramatically move the adyen.
ture along, The excitement of travel, new locations and the cop.
stant fear of discovery go a long way toward expanding the cjp.
ematic feeling.

Further drama is added when the players realize that their base
camp may not be there when they get back, and a sense that they
must beat the clock slips into game sessions. And as most players.
know, sometimes the best laid plans can blow up in their faces—at
a safe haven they can regroup and resupply, potentially salvaging
the mission and their reputations.

Played properly, this can be the dramatic pause before the final
confrontation. In Star Wars the Rebels had such an opportunity on
Yavin before attacking the Death Star. Theyhad anotheraboard the
medical frigate at the end of The Empire Strikes Back. In fact, most
adventure stories allow the lead characters a chance to regroup
after facing a serious setback, to rethink their strategy and to
strengthen their resolve, Remember that player characters are
heroes too, and should be offered the same heroic options.

s

Haathi threw a datapad against the bulkhead, having spent the
past twenty minutes trying to understand Morgan's notes on the
power grid malfunction. Just as she considered jumping up and
stomping on the pad, there was a tapping at the doorway.

“Major?" said Colonel Stijhl. “I thought you'd like some help.”

“That’s nice of you, sir, but do you know anything about circuit
boards?"

“Not a thing, That's why | brought you a real engineer.”

She squeezed in past the Colonel, a meek female Sullustan wearing

i i t of her way.
. and carrying a tool box. Haathi got ou
rss:?geant Nofre Ecls. She's one of our undercover opera-
ti,i runs the Nofre Repair Bay." said Stijhl. “Don’t tell her
e He doesn't like Rebels much.”
; u, sir. | appreciate it.” .
'tI;Z?teawcyed oranything. lhave four other ships that are
’-:, ﬁeed this hangar today, you know, ‘ .
ing of which, is your hangar always this noisy? Sounds like
a riot going on outside.” ‘ .
- ug:tish. It sounds to me like a freight droid crashed into a
S5 Probably nothing.”

never nothing, sir.” . )
l:mh you people around,” said Stijhl, and he exited the ship.

s

the chain, through the second-level rail, on hands and knf‘:es.
ding up now, running, leaping over a pile of boxes, running,
g. Jayme remembered the obstacle course at the Imperial
base on Merikon, so difficult when he was a teenager. It
n't occurred to him back then to be grateful that he wasn't be:pg
' by a custom-made assassin droid. He t:'ould hear its
s whining behind him, pictured it hovering ab_ove t_he
nd floor, slipping between the rails, gliding along behind hm‘}.
thought made his back prickle, and his heart felt as though it
explode.

it easy. Don't go crving about it yet.

wung his blaster around and fired. The red bolt sputtered
sly off the droid’s shielding.

ay, now you can cry.

least the droid was slower than he was. Moreover, Jayme
as he approached a stairwell, he had gotten agreat running
‘And running starts were perfect for one thing.

me leaped over the stairwell edge and caught onto one of the
eps above his head. An instant later, a yellow blaster-bolt
thefloor where his feet had been. By the time asecond shot went
Wme was pulling himself up the back of the steps, hand over

sjulod doiq :sdQ |e1nadg

$00n as Jayme hoisted himself up to the raillng.' a barrage of
Went up the front of the steps in anticipation of his next move.
didn't leap onto the steps. Instead, he dropped back down}
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Type: Alliance Field Commander
DEXTERITY 2D+2

Blaster 31, dodge 3D-2

KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alien species 5D, bureaucracy 6D, bureay.
cracy: Alliance supply 8D, business .
intimidation 5D+2, languages 5D, law e
forcement 5D. planetary systems 5p
streetwise 6D, streetwise: black |||.'uke['
8D, value 7D

MECHANICAL 2D+1

Astrogation 4D, communications 503, |
PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 6D, command 6D, con 5. gam-
bling 5D, investigation 4D ‘
STRENGTH 2D+1

Stamina 40+ |

TECHNICAL 3D+2

Computer programming/repair 400.2, se.
curity 50+2

Force Points: 2

('t

102

Character Points: |2
Move: 10
Equipment: Comlink, datapad, 450 credits

Cal?sule: Stijhl served in the Old Republic Navy but never saw any
action; his talent lay in getting people what they needed as cleanly
and efficiently as possible. His reputation for delivering the goods
under any circumstance was such that Alliance High Command
sought him out for its Ordinance and Supply Inner Rim division.

Stijhl's underlings are aware he runs a tight ship, and they
respect him for it. Perhaps this is why his most frustrating assign-
ment was serving as quartermaster at the same training'hase as
flightinstructor T'Charek Haathi, whose various training “improvi-
sations” often required the unauthorized use of critical supplies.
Thetwo of them were always at odds: Stijhl was a complete stickler
for timetables, rules and organization. If things were not running
exactly according to his plan, his intricate schedules would be
thrown out of whack. Haathi infringed on his authorityas king ol the
supply domain—an unspeakable act in the eyes of those who
depended on him. As far as he was concerned. that meant every-
body.

Stijhl enjoys his current duties of running drop points like the
one on Gelgelar, since locating and stocking them has been a real
challenge. He has proven that his contraband acquisition skills and
businessacumen are as sharpas they werein hisyuunger(i-’ly’&ﬂl"[

—
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e second level floor, on the opposite side of the stairwell.
droid stopped its barrage, confused. That bought Jayme
timetosimplyrun right up the steps. Jayme’s head pounded.
vs ypstairs? What can I use? ‘
answer came in a sick flash. The raiters were upstairs, and
he got there he'd have nowhere to hide.

O

Alliance Drop Point Protocols
liance operations progress in this and other sectors, the
ng policies and procedures for the use of drop points have
sued:
se and Use: Drop points should serve primarily to restock
ent and personnel for Special Operations teams and deep
operations. Secondary uses for such locations should in-
= when deemed appropriate, first aid, material repair, recruit
p, mission planning and supply procurement.
op Point Locations: Sites will be established throughout areas
going Alliance operations as manpower and resources permit.
ouses, docking bays and smallisolated spaceports are prime
ns, although deep space sites may be used as conditions

ation of Activity: Unless specifically prearranged, drop
will be used only for a pre-determined period of time. The

and staff will immediately cease operations or evacuate the
ipon discovery or when the set time has elapsed.

s: Mission planners will brief Alliance personnel as to the
able locations, duration and uses of specific drop points on a
to-know basis. Comm frequencies, approach codes and pass-
will be issued for specific sites, along with general distress
Communication codes. Briefings should also include second-
Procedures for establishing contact.

‘W Requirements: Guards, droids and personnel, when re-
will be assigned to crew drop points as resources and
ns dictate.

kthal he’s still the pride of 0aS,..as long as Haathi isn't around.

)

Usage: All Special Operations teams shall be provided
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with li_rst priority use of any Alliance drop point and the res
contained there (excluding staff personnel and {Imi{.lt;)mljjurc
specifically designated for another operation or for the LUI t'me
()pe'raticm of the drop point, all supplies or equipment wﬂl h l.mu
available to these teams on a first-come-first-servec l)a'ai‘;}c ladg

T}Se(_:urity: Every effort should be made to limit the access
0 Alllauceqrop points and to protect the identities of the person.
nf:l and droids assigned to them. Unauthorized use or (Iefihe} :1-
disclosure to unauthorized entities is an offense punishale ab.e
court-martial, and could result in the loss i Ny
) ssof Allianc S
resources. spersonnelag

Nofre Ecls/Talana w

Type: Sullustan Mechanic/Rebel Opera-
tive
DEXTERITY 3D
Blaster 4D+2, brawling parry 4D, dodge 4D
KNOWLEDGE 2D+2
Bureaucracy 4D, business: starships 60+ 2,
languages 4D+2, streetwise 31}« 1, value:
starships 6D
MECHANICAL 3D
Astrogation 4D, capital ship plloting 3D+2,
capital ship shields 4D+1, sensors 4D,
space transports 6D
PERCEPTION 3D+1
Bargain 7D+1, command 4D+2, forgery 5D,
gambling 5D+2, persuasion 4D+2
STRENGTH 2D+1
Brawling 4D, climbing/jumping 4D+2, lift-
ing 4D+ 1, stamina 4D
TECHNICAL 3D+2
Capital ship repair 5D, computer prograni-
ming/repair 4D+2, droid programming
4D+2, droid repair 4D+2, first aid 5D,
wulsorlift repair 4D-2, security 6D+1, space transports repair 8D+2,
ghter repair 7D+1, starship weapons repair 60+2
al Abilities:
ed Senses: Sullustans get +2Dtosearch and related Perceptionchecks

In low-light conditions:
on Sense: Cannot get lost in location if visited before. Receives + 1D 1o

ang use

John Beyer & Kathy Burdeite

'.Fhe.SuI!ustan was working diligently at the power grid, with the
main circuitboard tucked under her arm. The grid was st iII' smukine
a l:t_tle; it brought the smell of burned flesh to Haathi's ;:I‘tm:t' 4

She's alive. Don't think about it . e

“What's the situation?” Haathi asked.

“The master circuit board is fried,” Nofre told her.

“I know that. Tell me about the power grid."

“The, uh, the power grid is also fried.”
h(:{(zzl!:'ti tgid tl:; stop amoment to keep herself from yelling. /t's not

o i bl ) 5 3 ifipo2™ :

s ; :-JeWiyrzul l?:‘e:al.sj::e[ ;l;ui(;;r.e:.pemhc.’ : ;m ::uls if traveling to a planet visited before.

“What?" Haathi shouted. i e ot

Nofre shrank back against the bulkhead. i

athi “ pipment: Blaster pistol (4D), comlink, datapad, protective goggles, tool kit
Haathi cleart?d her throat. “I mean, uh, that appears to be a taller . .P i . e i
order than you're making it sound.” ipsule Update: Nofre Ecls is an undercover operative for the

“No, ma'am, it'll just take a few days:” lance, a secret she keeps from everybody, especially her brother

“l want . . 0, She realizes that the Empire may not jeopardize their lives
Fow" ant my techie aboard a medical frigate by this time tomor= tly at this time, but she sees the need to curb the power of such

‘ ruthless government. She is very unhappy with the way her
“Sorry. Can't be done." 'ople and homeworld are controlled by the Empire and has
“Come on. There must be a way.” retly vowed to help the Rebellion whenever possible.

Nofre firmly shook her head.

She helps repair Rebel ships on the sly, often absorbing the
“Couldn't L ) ) ) E sive costs hersell. She also acts as an infochant—the same
. we just hotwire the main engine to the power core’ rmation she collects for her brother is often valuable to the
You wouldn't want to do that.” '
“Why not?”

iance as well. Nofre operates under the code name Talana, and
“You'd be flying without any safeguards.”

tually checks out anyone tossing the name around. Someday
“What does this mean, ‘safeguards’?”

complete information see Platt's Starport Guide, pages 68-70.)

will inform her brother about this secret side of her life, but for
vhe has too many other things to worry about running Gelgelar.
(¢
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SPECIAL OPERATIONS ORDERS
#31894.98 A/891

OPERATION NIGHTHOOK
DROP POINTS

CLASSIFICATION: TOP SECRET

MESSAGE AS FOLLOWS:

’\s a special operations team leader participating in
OPERATION NIGHTHOOK. the following drop points have
been established for vour use:

Drop Point: Gelgelar
Location: Geluelar Free Port
“.s(‘h'"'t'.‘-' Available: Resupply/repair, minor first aid, orders
infochant
o 7 =
Primary Contact: Comm channel 3441, 5—caution, open {re
quency; use your designated call sign when |'v(|uvstilt'-,'|"”“|'
ing instructions
Secondary Contact: Operative code-named “Talana,” Nofrt
Repair Bay

20S]

anned
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iy 4llenge Phrase: Do you have any references?”

Jai

,onse Phrase: “We have a common friend on Bestine.”
| Duration Available: 40 standard days from this
r date

Drop Point: Laertos

cation: Laertos Spaceport

rvices Available: Equipment cache only

[imary Contact: None (non-crewed), coded key-card Alpha

:--;'\IHI'\‘l1

Directions: Proceed to docking bay #5662. On south wall,

le maintenance storage locker 13A1. Insert coded key-
1l designated as Alpha 13 in second key slot from bottom.
ontents: 4 blaster pistols, 2 hold-out blasters, 4 medpacs. 4
ik starport maintenance IDs, 4 starport maintenance
weralls, 2 vibroknives, 200 credits
lanned Duration Available: One use, will not be restocked

Drop Point: Condor

ocation: System M132L4

wivices Available: Orders, information exchange only

rimary Contact: Comm channel 2588.3, encryption code

=

“econdary Contact: Comm channel 7349.2, encryption code

¥ .

‘ihned Duration of Operation: Comm channels will be
hitored for 4 hours each standard day, from 0200-0600
wtic Standard Time for the duration of this operation

sjulod doaQq :sd
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i ‘rates on the
he explosions started. Massive stacks of crates or

o
o
t of crates on the
The'l}e of the hangar blew up and the ones with flammable g

i £ N ‘
west st..; caught fire. Tan-suited loaders came howling out into the o
_contE“F;_Um above there now came a salvo of blaster-fire, every vcv’
en. AN ¢
: shot hitting home. . i 8
sIDSE;?hl ducking behind a pylon, gaped as his people fell in (]I.Ili(_:-. o
e ¢ - firing subsided, more crates began explod- 3
succession. When the firing subsided, s s

ing ¢ he fresh targets into the open.
: ding another flood of get g '
.mg;;e:e cugver"‘ the Colonel screamed. Some of them heard him
d t?ied to find a safe place between the blazing supplies and the
!.an 3
enemy's kill-zone.
el"“Sir!" somebody called as more
blaster shots rained down. “Shouldn’t
e
‘we evacuate: L
Stijhl recognized Haathi's corps-
man. “Nord, get Haathi! We need that
ship going right now, do you under-

“One power
spike and the whole ship would blow.”

Haathi felt a mad rush of relief. “Is that
all?” sheyelled, incredulous, *“Why didn't you tell
me that before?” A

Nofre's eyes widened. “Colonel Stijhl told me not to.*

“Boy, you're boring. Tell you what. You hotwire the power
core and I'll rewire the main c-board.”

The Sullustan held the c-board tightly to her chest,

Haathi leaned in toward her. “Sergeant,” she said, and
added the three words she almost never used: “That's an
order.”

L

Colonel Stijhl had stepped out of The Maker into chaos
Kovings had run up to him with a breathless report about
the hangar doors being locked shut, comm channels being
jammed and several dead technicians in the forward ,..’
maintenance pit. Around Stijhl, the warehouse’s limited "
security force was firing blindly toward the ceiling lights, {
underneath which a shadowy object was chasing some- r
one across the rafters. .

(1
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stand? Get everyone on board that ship!”
Nord might have heard him, but Stijhl wouldn't know, becayge
that moment he felt a burning across his back, and then Nothing

3

“Hey, loser!” Jayme called.

The droid stopped firing. Now that it was facing him, Jayme
finally geta good look at the thing:its snakelike body hovered Overthe
girder, swaying gently back and forth as its flat head pivoted to face
him. It looked very much like a metallic Sluissi. Except that it didp
have the sheen of normal metal; reflections seemed tomelt off ofit like
random images washing across a monitor.

Jayme launched his own attack virtually point blank. Multiple
shots from both blasters, a shrieking noise, a searing across hig
hands as the droid’s shields sparked and collapsed. Then some.
thing black launched at him,

Jayme was at the end of the girder near the fourth-level catwalk.
In a second he was over the catwalk guardrail, took a fast step
toward the stairwell, and hoisted himself up, the balls of his feet
balanced on the stair rails. Looking back, he saw what had erupted
from the droid—a pair of whiplike tentacles. He dropped his guns,
hurled himself into a backflip off the rails and landed on the beam
directly behind the droid.

Asecond too late, the droid tore the rails apart with its tentacles,
Before it could turn around and lash out at him, Jayme dove back
over the rail and onto the catwalk, so close to the droid that it was
startled. He scuttled away on hands and knees, then staggered to
his feet,

Below him The Maker made occasional dead-start noises. He
thought of Haathi and Morgan—warm, safe images. Suddenly his
legs were jerked out from under him. He was falling, splintering
noises in his ears and dust in his eyes, something cold wrapped
painfully around his ankles. Then he stopped.

Jayme hung there for a moment, dizzy. Blood pumped into his
head; everything was dark. He recalled seeing an open shaft cov-
ered by a length of plastiboard as he'd gotten to his feet—he must
have fallen through. The droid wasn't strongenough to pull himout
or smart enough to let him go. But he found himself wondering, a5
his limbs drained of sensation, just how strong the tentacles
actually were.

§
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nswered by the sound of metal snapping and a falling
, was &
e |anded, Jayme shifted; shards oiplasti_boa_rd ;;litl off his
k. h(-:;iull pain spread from his shoulder to his pinkie. He r}(])st;
g 2 vanking pain in his shoulder and the warm rush o
. feI‘l ‘nS; from his head back into the rest 9[ hl‘S sy.ste;:'u.
b:;?:lhad broken his fall at each level until he'd hit the
i in sight.
0 _The droid was nowhere in sig o
- gof;rsee his blasters lying around on the ﬂo.or. or bunid;n
. cllijnt[:zred plastiboard. He decided the best tl;mg;uaslig g:t [;
oy i tain of red metal crates,
g bering over a moun ‘
i l-ila::'.l the cgarnage—the floor was covered with lrbasct;;:
[sg: sleds, charred B-1 loading droids, and (Ij'n;ma;zd ([J]e‘;h
: i t of blood iron and bur sh.
off the overwhelming scen : S e e
S fficers and loaders spilled out o er
g L;fnping across the floor and up the ship’s entry

John Beyer & Kathy Burdette
sjuiod deiq 'sdo [e02ds

Coulg

ouse, th

. ill ¢ : itself started.
' - however, still couldn’t get i _
. ﬂza::{ed a clutter of tools down on the dot}t;er s.uii:ft tc{:}f ::12
’ bered down
took a deep breath and clam_ 1
.ai-l:[:lze h(::at and rummaged around until he found a pair of hull

-n!n . . T
:Apfeﬁzlle voice, ragged from coughing. He looked‘up. l‘)l"f]k:;? :Jr:
he hot, shimmering air. Maglenna Pendower wask ngh(ti :Ir:)a:j e

: i he awkwar

ing over as she tried to manage t :

;Egill)g:gin one hand and hali-conscious Morgan hanging off
pposite shoulder. R ———

“ ight? Have { _

,Mﬁgna!r::l?g: LI;; ];\:iiging the extinguisher at him. Jayrae
Ma a ;
; i idn’ hance to move before s

s so surprised that he didn't get the ¢

shed hi;l:;egs out from under him. He felt the agony across the leg

t had taken the brunt, bile rising in his throat. —_—

As he choked it down, an energy blast rlcoqheted 0 ; ,Cra{es

Then he saw the sleek metal serpent hovering over tFe thai

redded black cables dangling from it like intestines. f[r()rr:lad -

 the blast would surely have taken his head right off....

BN standing. _ )

Jayme ieltga massive surge of adrenaline. Tl-fe droid swzréltpft:
at his face, but Jayme’'s hull cutters came rldgl:)l up ;c:]g;;)rwer g

! . . a
erside. There was a ripping sound followed by ()(
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Intimidation 5D

MECHANICAL 1D

Communications 5D

PERCEPTION 3D

Search 4D, sneak 4D

STRENGTH 2D

Brawling 4D

TECHNICAL 2D

Computer programming/repair 4D, security 4D

Equipped With:

* Three Locris Syndicates MGL-1 Micro-Grenade Launchers (range 5-25/100
200. blast radius 0-2/4/6, damage 4D/3D/2D, ammo 30 each)

* Modified BlastTech T-21 Light Repeating Blaster (range 3-75/120/300 damage
60, ammo 300)

* Repulsorlift generator (altitude: (-50 meters)

* Comlink jamming array (jams most comlink channels up to 300 meters,
opposed communications roll needed to break jamming)

* Two retractable heavy grasping tentacles

* Several retractable fine task manipulator arms

* Scomp-link (utilizes both standard commercial and Imperial jacks)

* Body armor (+2D to Strength to resist damage)

* Ray shield generators (+2D to Strength to resist energy attacks)

* Sell-destruct mechanism (blast radius 0-50/75/100, damage 12D/6D/30)

* Electro-chemical camouflage paint (2D to sneak)

Move: 8
Size: 1 meter sphere (non-extended ). 2meters maximum height (fully extended)
Cost: Not available for sale

Game Notes: The protection provided by the shield and the armor is cumulative,
giving Doom Slayer 6D against energy attacks (Strength plus shield and armor),
but only 4D versus physical attack (Strength and armor),

Capsule: Doom Slayer is the latest creation of the underground droid
manufacturer Sythluss Leethe, a Sluissi craftsman and criminal genius.
Based on a common Sluissi security droid. Doom Slayer has been
heavily modified from the power core out. The unit resembles an
abstract sculpture of an adult Sluissi more than it does a hunter-killer

2 -

2 Doom Slayer
@ Model: Doom Slayer Assassin Droid
£>' Type: Customized Assassin Droid
5 DEXTERITY 4D

o Blaster 71, missile weapons 6D

5 KNOWLEDGE 1D

-

]
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=

o

]

sparks, and Jayme rolled out of the way before the thing could land
on his head.

The droid screamed, its repulsor unit destroyed, its broken.
stubby whip-ends lashing uselessly out at nothing as it fizzed and
sparked violently on the floor. Jayme was up on his good knee noW
the cutters still in his hands. He just started pummeling.

He didn’t know what parts of the droid he was hitting, but he felt

)

[ | J
]
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i standby, it can fold itself into a compact spherfi
i V:u’;;noﬁg melter l|}:' diameter; while in full operation a “head
ml'T"atn.lcture extend, bringing the unit to a menacing two meters
i %&Fhen dodging, or just before launching an attack, the droid
h;érpenti“e movements, the head and tail swaying ommoT(sjl_y.
droid is constructed of alightweight armor capable of provi mgf
otection against both physical and energy_atlackst and by a srtenetg o
it shield generators capable of providing add_ntlonal protection
; ergy attacks only. The armor is alsocoated witha tay_er ofmicro
el; and a special chemical paint which is highly'reactwe to ?Iic-
¢ currents. The Doom Slayer alters the electronic chargels 0 t; e
o circuits, causing the p;inl to adopt a pattern and coloration
urroundings.
.tﬂ;:;scf TL:.:tTrs-designed gower core provid‘es the vast amount
ergy reql.llil'Ed to keep the droid operational. Six shaped fuel gel]s
mecked tightly around the core, with multiple fuel injectors wired
% to the droid's CPU. If for any reason t_he droid becm.'ngs non-
functional (or upon pre-programmecd instructions), the fuel u;];eclors
utomatically open full, allowing an unregulated fuel flow into t ecc:jre.
hin three minutes the power reaches critical breakdown, and a
lows. ) )
lﬁﬁ::g;)aiiztsfi?llg(l)e heavy blaster mounted on the security dlrmds
s been replaced with a custom maodified I_:ght repeating b aster"
ted on the folding “tail” section of the droid. Multiple blaster gas
sters, augmented by the recycled gas discharge of the power_;:r:)re.
the weapon an unparalleled 300 shots between‘charges: rdee
o-grenade launchers mounted equidistantly apart in the main bo ]5:
y the droid with the ability to cause mass destruction and to flus
targets. .
I expense of construction, Leethe only hires out
) ES::ytel;eoihr‘aaif; thzft pay over 100,000 credits. To date the DOD]'|I“
has performed above expectations, successfully completing the
assination of five major smuggler lords in their own headquarters.
nor has it that the Doom Slayer's next target was to have been a
ous Hutt. Needless to say, Sythluss might be in trouble if he has
dy accepted payment for the hit.

sjuiogd dosq sdg jevedsg

enting under each blow, soft metal that nobody was supposed

€l remotely close to. )
Yeah, you feel that? What's it like? Huh? You want some more:
it! Drink it in, love it, yeah, it's pain, that's what you give and

€ droid stopped moving, but he kept hittingit, screamingatit,
he feit a hand on his shoulder. ( ;
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Major Haathi and Company

Looking for more information about this special ops
reaml's previous misadventures? Check out “Special Ops:
i iackers” in The Official Star Wars Adventure Journal #13.
you'll find game statistics for Major T'Charek Haathi, Lt.
Morgan Q- Raventhorn and Captain Dren Nord, plus informa-

- tion on The Maker.

Doom Slayer Assassin Droigq]

Retractable -
mpm Side
Tail Down

Tail Rests in

sjuing doiq sdp [enadsg

John Beyer & Kathy Burdette

1 think you killed it,” said Maglenna.
e looked down, panting. Its picturesque grace was gone; it
t look like a Sluissi anymore, or even a droid. The swirling
romagnetic paint was half beaten off and looked tacky instead
terious. Jayme felt a throbbing in his shoulder, and with it a
of disappointment; he had expected the droid to drag him to
iis last breath, to expire right after he heard its own final noises.
"The sound of Morgan coughing brought him back to attention.
He came up underneath her with his good arm, put his weight on
glenna while helping her support Morgan at the same time. He
aned over and spit onto the killer's remains.
That was when he noticed the readout in the smashed torso unit.
01:35
01:34
01:33
“Oh, no,” he said.

Repulsor
Folded at  Generator
Rest Mode

Blaster Folds

Side
Rest Mode

Multi-Segmented
Tail Swings Do::m

Head Can
Extend Up

Multi-Sensor
Array -

Retractable
Antennae

“Listen up,” Haathi called over the sounds of moaning and
ttering. “Somebody have a roster or something? Do we know
's here?”

“I'think this is everybody, Major,” one of the loaders said.
;ﬁ:’mosr everybody.

~"Who has piloting experience?” she asked.

fOne of the green-suits did. Haathi sent him up the cockpit, told
M to take off once the engines turned over. Then she picked her
4y past the sweaty, bleeding bodies crammed inthe corridors and
Ngon the floors, and stood at the open entryway. At that moment
X despised being a commanding officer.

The warehouse was clouded in a swirl of black smoke and flames

(¢
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Retractable
Tenticle

Retractable
Graspers
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llective. crippled lope. Haathi stumbled to the end of the ramp
co

ANy
10]\“1}_, A : =
i‘liaiﬂenndnmf carried her back up. Somebody in a tan uniform met
her ha _ )
ﬂ,,,_.uc:kt-‘r!:flm-:! a meter off the floor. Haathi fell onto the closing
She grabbed a support strut and heard the sculfling noises

ack toxic fumes and tears, pulled Morgan off of Jayme and
3 o s

lfway and took Morgan inside

ramp: ; )
of Maglenna and Jayme. When she steadied herself she saw Jayme

at the end of the ramp, breathing hard. One of his legs was

lying o : s
soaked in blood: his face wasn't registering pain, but his body was

pearly curled into the fetal position and he looked as though he
didn’t have another movement left in him,

Nonetheless he got himsell turned around and thrust out his
hand to Maglenna, who was still on the ground. Haathi threw
herself down to the edge and grabbed Maglenna’s other hand

The ramp closed. The three of them were inside, coughing, their
clothes wet and reeking of chemical smoke. The Maker smashed
into the hanger doors with such a horrible sound of wrenching
metal that Haathi's vision darkened, and she thought she saw the
walls of her ship buckle and twist. Before she could focus, The
Maker rocked violently as the assassin droid blew itself and the
warehouse into white-hot oblivion.

When Stijhl finally felt like dealing with Haathi’s team, he had
them gather around a table in one of the medical frigate’s large
white utility rooms

He spoke in measured tones, “Major, I'd really love to hear your

with strange chemic: ; - . : : i . "
Haathi’ (I:F‘{ chemical tints to them. The smell burned the back of explanation for why we lost an entire warehouse full of equipment.
wathi's : » her evee ot ) . it . I y
. roat, made her eyes sting, but she didn't move A case of mistaken identity,” said Haathi calmly
Come on “What?" 2 ;
i A massive figure came ];.-h'r;m]_g_l out of the smoke N two “Tell him, Morg.”
igures, one slung over : : = ; )
r._t,[” rn. slung over the other’s shoulder. Haathi cam 1 the Raventhorn sat up straight and put her hands on the table, as if
amp a short w: e : . SEe g i
..'{1‘ ; u-r.‘l way and helped Nord get the Colonel inside the ship she were about to outline amajor battle strategy. “Well,sir, first you
oargan layme?” she asked Nord 80t to picture something. Are you picturing?”
Didn’t see them,” he said “Get on with it."
The ship liste ita . *Pic ) " ..
tead Hp listed ; » repulsorlifts came to life. Haathi r ined Picture us all on Zelos II, stealing The Maker.
steady. “Wai » PN ; o —
}‘I'. __“'“! 1id Haathi. “What am | wearing?
1en they emerged,. covered in soot and blood - onle }\-1;”‘ r—" said S!iih]

trying desperatelv to help > Morg: P .y : ;
e perately to hely only managing @ lorgan said, “We've got a limited time, so the only thing we

really ~ . :
lly check out is the background of the ship and who it belongs

h
(¢ e
( : (
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sjuing dosq :sdo |eoeds

1]
= to—Sythluss Leethe. We don't ; :
T *the. > actually look up Leethe's . : L .
£ ground. So 1 did some checking here, ;mj:rj vou knlow \:ir:ls ‘Im('k_ e out asecure area and terminate the life-signs of those it came
@ for aliving?" - 4t NE dogg WP ontact with—like me—as well as anyone who tried to inter-
£ “I'm afraid to—" © awithits agenda—like Jayme. When your people opened fire on
:; “That’s right—he’s a droid manufacturer! Serving the yy ;'13“955 it declared opan season o e\lxerything tha‘l n?ove(_l. A_nd
& world with quality merchandise for over twenty years. So wllt-:dﬂr- the end, even 1hm:gh Jayme beat it, it succeeded in its mission
& take off with his ship, we're also taking off with his latest |]rn‘] b parameters ey , .
% c.le51gued to off some bounty hunter or a Hutt or somebody ,IEFL " Haathi spoke. All in all, we're pr_etty luc.ky. _
S like that. 7 Bross _ giijhl pretended to clean out his ear. “What? What was that
% i : B vel? ou should listen to the damage assessment.” He
| ilseﬁgﬁi)]’. }t)hc[* droid r.nust have be?n on a timer and activateq ri&f:g:}lfeﬁ]our. “Pendower, get in here!" g
y before we landed. Its basic purpose was most likely tg "' Maglenna entered and hancleél him a datapad
_— Yoir W ; : - - 1 5tijhl began reading. “Six industrial grade power generators, 600
=i & El T_— medpacs, 82 perimeter sensors, eight B-1 worker droids, 200
‘\ : - " (13 ter packs...shall [ go on?”

M ph )
- “One warehouse,” added Haathi.

“Just keep it up, Haathi, it won’t save you from what’s coming

£ -
next.

2 *Which is what?"
W T ~ “You're going on an acquisition run for me.”
F - “What for?”

“Six industrial grade power generators, 600 field medpacs, 82
rimeter sensors, eight B-1 worker droids, 200 blaster packs...shall
on?"
‘Haathi studied the colonel. “I'll need some supplies.”
“Like what?"
“One medic.”
“You have a medic.”
“Not really."
“.-.Hey!“ said Nord.
“Come on, Nord, you like the Colonel, don’t you?” She turned to
; hl, “He saved your life, didn't he? Even purged your office data
S for you after you went down?”
“What are you getting at?"
“You get Nord and we get Maglenna.”
Stijhl looked at Nord, who shrugged. “Anything would be an
SHPTOvement, sir,”
Pendower?" said Stijhl. “Is this what you want?”
L Yes, sir " said Pendower. “I discussed it with Haathi’s team.”
&'s qualified,” Jayme said. “Obviously.”
: Plijhl gave o heavy sigh. The red tape was going to be murder,

BSNG her transferred into Special Ops. Somehow that was noth-

§
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Lady Maglenna Pendower

Type: Former Senatorial Aid
DEXTERITY 2D+2

Blaster 5D, dodge 3D+2, running 30.2
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alien species 4D+2, bureaucracy 5[,

cracy: Imperial Sepate 6D+2, culture
guages 7D, value 5D, willpower 41).2
MECHANICAL 2D

Communications 3D+ 2, repulsarlift operatipy
4D, sensors 2D+2

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 6D, command 5D, con 4D, lorgery
4D+1, persuasion 4D+2, search 3D.2
STRENGTH 3D+1

Stamina 4D+ 1, swimming 3D 2
TECHNICAL 3D

Computer programming/repair5D- 2 first aid
5D, (A) medicine 1D, security 4D

This character is Force-sensitive.

Force Points: 2

Character Points: 12

30, lap.

John Beyer & Kathy Burdette

Move: 10
Equipment: Datapad, comlink. 1,200 credits

Capsule: Asa member of LeiaOrgana's senatorial staff, Lady Maglenna
Pendower was once witness to the inner workings of the corruption
that was the Imperial Senate, Her status as an aide allowed her to
interact with the underlings of the other senatorial stafls. often

2, by.
reaucracy: Alliance Command 7D, hurea:.

Adventure Journal * August 1997

{ding the Princess wit hvital information regarding the true activi-
. of the Senate and the Emperor. . -

On several occasions she waorked with the Princess planning Alli-
activities, but when it cametimetocarry out adangerous mission.
enna was always left behind. Someone had to cover everyone's
s to make excuses to the Senate, to feed false information to the
nets, and to deal with the unexpected. Maglenna longed to get her
dirty, but she was too valuable as a front to risk sendinginto the

A native of Alderaan. she lost her father and one of two brothers
en the planet was destroyed. It was never confirmed whether the
ger brother was off-planet at the time; attempts to locate him have
been in vain. Maglenna’s longing for action has since transformed
oadeep need to never be helpless in a lile-or-death situation again.
her administrative abilities she finally managed to get herself
ted in Alliance combat medical training program, with hopes of
ng a field assignment.
Although Maglenna graduated at the top of her class, Princess Leia
not amused—Maglenna, she said, was much more valuable to the
ance as an agent. With that the Princess transferred Maglenna to
ance and Supply to assist with the revamping of the drop point
am. Maglenna rightly believes that Leiais being overprotective and
requested a transfer several times since; however the Princess just
oo much clout. Still. Maglennalooks forward tothe day when she can
traight into the face of danger. (For more information on Lady
enna Pendower, see the Shadows of the Empire Sourcebook, page 72.)

ing in the face of sitting in the room with Haathi for another
moment.

“Is that all”” he asked.

“No, sir," said Pendower. “We'll also be needing those medpacs
Major Haathi requested earlier.”

“Take one. Take fifty. Go. Leave. Dismissed.”

Haathi took the Colonel's hand and shook it. “A pleasure as

Q)

s and girls.”

e desk and stared at the floor.

Someone came into the room. "Sir?”

uW’hat is it, Kovings?" asked Stijhl without lifting his heacd.
Clt's not too late to shoot them.”

ays, sir,” she said, and then turned to her crew. “Let’s be off,

ey strolled out, Nord trailing behind them. Stijhl put his head

(¢
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NEW REPUBLIC
SOURCETFILE

n Memoriam: Clifford Wilsor

Black Hawk Hobby Distributors President Clifforq B D |
Wilson Il died Tuesday. February 18, of a heart attack goin L.
while driving. He was 38. Wilson is survived by his wife, eliverca L
Sheila, and two children, Lindsey, 12, and Clifford Keith

Wilson IV, 8.

Alter graduating from college, Wilson bought intq
Black Hawk Hobby Distributors with partners. He evep.
tually bought out his partners, becomingthe sole owner,
and later incorporated the company. Under his tenure,
Black Hawk operated strictly as a wholesale organiza-
tion, with no retail operations. Black Hawk has been
distributing West End Games’ roleplaying lines for over
a decade, and is one of several distributors steadily
supplying the hobby trade with Star Wars Roleplaving
Game books and other products. Wilson was also the
majority stockholder of Minifigs, a manufacturer of his-
torical miniatures,

“Cliff set up all his companies as separate entities to
provide for any occurence,” said Dan Matheson, Black
Hawk's warehouse manager. “By all accounts, he did a
good job.”

For the interim, day-to-day operations at Black Hawk
are continuing under Matheson and Black Hawk's other
employees. “Business is continuing without interrup-
tions, thanks to the way Cliif set things up,” Matheson
said. “l heard the inkling of a rumor that we were gone,
No, we're not. We're here and working. It was an unfor-
tunate tragedy involving a corporate partner, but Black
Hawk is still shipping.”

Funeral services were held Saturday, February 22, at
Gloria Dei Church in Rockford, Illinois.

Asavings account has been set up to benefit Wilson's
children, Contributions should be made payable to
Lindsey and Clifford Wilson IV Fund and sent to Macktown
State Bank, Attn: Bonnie Gundry, P.0. Box 409, Rockton,
IL, 61072.

S8|jnuy B1j|2/00) JO Sajl4 BYj woig
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: om the Files of

By Timothy O’Brien

lllustrations by Matt Busch

The history of the peoples, cultures and civilizations of the

isalmost unimaginably long. Thousands of civi]izatigns rose
I before the development of hyperspace travel, with ]mle:
with even their closest neighbors. Since then tho'usaynda
have come into the awareness of the galactic community. The

1M recorded history of the galaxy is estimated to total about

CO)



Adventure Journal « August 1397

§ 500,000 years, and that's just the history we can decipher. p

g another 500,000 years or more of history lies u-”kerha
z unclgciphered, or simply unrecorded. Some cultures left onl nm‘f i
g behind, others left artifacts and craft items, and yet others |85;[r§:::; :
£ .

legends.lHisttler studies written records. Xenoanthropologists 5
xenoarchaeologists study the unwritten S G5 Lk 23
: physical rec

hind by unknown peoples. ord left pg,

Of course, many objects left behind tend to become valuable o

scholars, museums and private collectors. That's :le i
My name is Dr. Corellia Antilles, and | am a XZ:’:;thhla::Tle o
specializingin artifact retrieval. 've been asked to g0 <>vér H.]; t.ltgist
of museum recovery efforts in the wake of plundering by Ce:tafe
Imperial officials. I am not here to discuss archaeolog ; e
practices, but a briel overview is called for. Yo
Archaeology is a slow and delicate art, requiring patienc
gentleness, imagination, and insight. Excavating a site may tajf'
years, decades, or even centuries. The recovery of a phvsica?
record, usually buried under years of soil accrual, is perfl;rmed
more with brushes and hand spades than power tools and hea
machinery. Sensor scans and computer modeling speed this prg
cessbyafactor often, but the actual excavation is still a tedious and
Iengtl'{y physical process. This is anecessary evil, since many of the
most' important and interesting items are fragile due to aée and
require careful handling. Some of the most revealing objects recov-
ered are small and difficult to detect—they require attentive sifting
to recover.
‘ Although this careful recovery process is the ideal, it is often
ignored by potters—site raiders who steal the most obviously
valuable objects to sell on the black market. In recent years, this
problem has been compounded by Imperial officials seeking to
expand their art collections, usually founded with pieces l;fUT*
dered from museums and native peoples. Local governors, Moffs,
Grand Moffs, high-ranking military and COMPNOR officers, and
Imperial Advisors rampaged through the most promising sites i
the galaxy to sate their hunger for antiquities. By far the worst of
these-was the Emperor himself, who ordered dozens of digs appar:
ently in an ongoing search for rare and powerful Jedi artifacts.
These Imperial digs were very successful in their own terms—
hundreds of sites were excavated, and the choicest artifacts rippe
from their resting places. The very best of these went into private

)
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Doctor Corellia Antilles
Type: Adventurous Xenoarcheologist
DEXTERITY 3D

Blaster 6D, brawling parry 4D+2, dodge
5D, melee combat 4D, melee parry 4D+ 1
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alienspecies 6D, bureaucracy 5D, cultures
600+2, intimidation 5D, languages 6D+ 2, law
enforcement 4D+2, planetary systems
5D+1, scholar 6D+ 1, scholar: sapientology
8D, scholar: archaeology 8D, streetwise
6042, survival 6D+ 1, willpower 6D
MECHANICAL 3D

Astrogation 40, communications 4D,
repulsorlift operation 5D, sensors 50,
space transports 3D+1, starship gunnery
3D+1

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 50, command 3D+2, con 6D, hide
5041, investigation 7D, persuasion 5D,
search 5D+2, sneak 50

STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 50, climbing/jumping 50, stamina

s8||uY BI[|8400) JO S3|14 Byl woi4

342, swimming 4D+ 1
TECHNICAL 2D
‘Computer programming/repair 3D, demolition 3D+2, first aid 4D+ 2, security

Force Points: 3

| :a_ﬂmnc!el Points: 20

1 10

pment: Datapad, reference datacards, medpac, Merr-5onn Model 434

‘blaster pistol (5D+1), 10 meters syntherope

‘Capsule: Educated in several of the finest university programs in
the galaxy, Dr. Antilles is a fine xenoarchaeologist with thousands
‘of hours on digs from the Core Worlds to the Outer Rim. She has a
lendency to get involved with hazardous artifact recoveries, and
adventures have advanced her career considerably. )

llections, and the remainder were displayed in public museums

ughout the Empire. Unfortunately, in their haste to produce
: trophies for their masters, the diggers often trampled crucial
ence and carelessly destroyed less interesting-looking items.
objects were poorly recorded and often misinterpreted.
"e'satendency to assume everythingdugupis of great cultural,
Uy religious, value, with only scanty evidence. There are
tal famous cases of this sort of thing—my favorite being the
Vation of the “Voorlach Temple” on Krykis IV, the artifacts of

0
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« of museun pieces were stolen by scavengers during the
? prief resurgence, when Coruscant was without central
# eds have been recovered, but many hundreds

which toured three sectors. The “temple” turned out to be 4
indoor marketplace, and the “religious relics” were revealeq
common market goods. %
Thethreat of items of unknown technology and function js Morg
dangerous. The Emperor was well-known as an acquirer of Mystie
objects. He was certainly not the only such collector. Many of g
adepts and advisors remain unaccounted for, and may have accesg
to Jedi objects, Sith relics, Gree artifacts, Tundan implements, or
other powerful rarities. All represent an unknown danger tq the
New Republic. Dozens, perhaps hundreds of such devices Now
float through the legal and illegal markets, and are actively sougpy
after by the New Republic, her enemies, and powerful collectarg,
Such threats have already appeared in the forms of Dark Adept
Glynis Tor’s exploitation of his master's hoard, the Tundan Sor-

hority. Hundr
are unaccounted for. - -

New Republic is always seeking more information about
e

treasures and pillaged digs. Here are several of the most
rtant archaeological locations and relics we are currently

erned about.

e Sith fom

',| Jong ago, the Lords of the Sith Empire were Fhe undispl;:e.d'
asters of the worlds in their grip. We know very little about their
zation, which fell about 5,000 years ago.
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cerer Rokur Gepta's quest to co-opt
ancient species’ power, and the at-
tempt by Lord Vader to acquire the
Kaiburr Crystal. Historically, the infa-
mous Krath are thought to have begun
their reign of terror with the aid of Sith
relics. This trend can only be expected
to continue.

Additionally, Imperial ravaging and
lax enforcement of the archaeological
codes have allowed culturally impor-
tant artifacts to be squirreled away as
art treasures and curios by greedy
collectors. Return of such items can
carry a great deal of weight in diplo-
matic circles.

Lastly, there is the problem of gen-
eral looting during the recent civil war
onCoruscant. Duringthefighting, some
thieves took advantage of the chaos to
break into local repositories and mu-
seums, stealing what they could. The
Imperial Museum on Coruscant was
not immune, Although many of the
exhibits and display houses were safe
behind battery-powered security sys-

tems, many of them were not. Thou-
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On the planet Korriban, a grim desert world, traces of the Sjy 5 re
Empire can be seen in monumental tomb complexes. Koy h . p

fil)an + 1]
avoided by nearly all space travellers, even with the Imperia) h;g_ :
on such travel gone. It's remote, uninhabited, and eerie. The ft,:‘_ » thousand years ago. the semi-

Timothy O'Brien

visitors to the world describe whistling winds rising from the Plaing:
and howling sandstorms that cut through the wind-carve| valleyg
and shred living beings in seconds. Savage predators wander lhe-
wastes, hunting the stringy rodents and scrub-grazing herbivoreg
that scratch out a living here. Winters are bitter ang SUllmerg.
blistering. It is a world of little moderation.

The funereal valley of the Sith Tombs is shadowy ane Nearly.
lifeless. Particularly vicious predators prowl the area, a]lhuugh
there is no water near the place and their prey avoids the area, The
tombs jut out of the valley's walls, some carved from salid rock, included her crown,
others constructed from huge blocks. At the center of the canyon ments, personal
is a large building, apparently a temple. These monuments are le armor, and a
watched over by gigantic glowering statues of armored, horn. ed pair of fighting
helmeted sentinels and fantastic predators. Legend claims that Teta was as famous
guardian spirits and droids attack tomb-robbers. The truth of this
is not known, but very few Sith funerary objects are known to have
appeared on the black market.

Ancient, decayed. and incomplete Sith records claim the
tombs are full of funeral treasures, ornamental furnishings, and
the corpses of sacrificial victims. The Lords of the Sith believed
in taking their wealth with them, and a large portion of their
accumulated riches were sealed behind tons of rock. including
their personal ships and favorite slaves. This should be an
archaeologist’s playground.

During the Old Republic there were a few expeditions to the
ancient Sith worlds, but they were small and closely supervised by
Jedi. With the rise of the Empire, the Sith worlds were sealed and
closely guarded. Only the Emperor's hand-picked adepts were
allowed to enter Sith space, and data on the worlds was s_vslemati-
cally deleted from the record-banks of the Empire,

Today we stand threatened by our own ignorance. Many of the
Emperor’s adepts have evaded capture. Some of these may have
escaped to an old Sith world to study in alost fortress or library. we
simply don’t know enough about these mysterious planets. An
expedition to the Korriban Tombs is an obvious starting place:

(For more information on the Sith Tombs of Korriban, see the
Golden Age of the Sith series from Dark Horse Comics.)

Q)

cal Empress Teta unitedthe Koros
: under her wise rule. [n.iime the
became known as Empress
system, then simply the
cs Teta system. The
crown jewels, part of
rsonal artifacts, are one
wonders of the galaxy.
original royal trea-
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ic ability, and personally di-
ed several battles during at-
pted coups and revolts by politi-
emies and entrenched pirates.
at war she habitually wore her
when supervising battles from
throne room-cum-war room.
r heirs were less wise. In the cen-
s after her rule they came to share
r with commercial interests who
e system's carbonite mines. The
family still retained full ceremo-
duties and the crown jewels, chief
ng which were Teta's armor and
fhives. A thousand years later, when
W0 of the Tetan royal house mem-
turned to Sith magic, christened
elves the Krath, overthrew
elders, and established a des-
regime, the ceremonial Tetan
Jewels vanished, stolen by a
0 loyalist, The Krath managed
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& . .
g ::I) :::::Fc:i:z; l;ﬁn;sv.et;ulthlgost of the jewels stayed hiddey, Away
?.. Krath, the treasures remainedshj'(swm' Aembondukisi g of the
z ; idden. Over the next four thoyg.,  +
¢ years most of these caches were discovered and the Crown, | o
F slowly restored. Today, only a few items remain missing E::;: :

notably Teta’s Knives, the matched blades the Empress used ac ...
personal hand weapons. They may be in the Empress Teta Sysiher.
or perhaps have already been discovered and depositeq nt
private collection. A standing reward of one million crr;clitm :
offered by the Tetan Royal Family for any of the Tetan Je»»;olss -
. (Empress Teta’s crown jewels appear in the Golden Age.m; th
Sith series from Dark Horse Comics.) ¢

ISSIIS

LI IRE T

The mysterious world of Ossus was once a planet of learnin gand

peace—an important Jedi center. About 4,000 years ago it was
abandoned due to the sudden supernova of the llea}bv Cron
Cluster during the Sith War. (Legend claims that the Krath f.t;me-
how detonated the stars, but no serious scholar believes that )
Ossus was almost completely devastated—all of the animal life an.d
nearly all the plant life was killed. The creatures now on the planet
are alien to the world and arrived in the intervening four millennia.

.Ossus was never re-colonized. It slipped into obscurity behind the

veil of the Cron Drift, the nebula-remains of the novas that laid waste
to the planet. The only modern inhabitants are the descendants of
crashed or marooned crews and a few squatters. The planet todayis
awasteland of shadows, mists and ruins inhabited by bands of semi-
barbarians. Vital clues about the Jedi may remain preserved under
the accumulated debris and ashes of 40 centuries. It was on Ossus
that Luke Skywalker discovered a trove of ancient lightsabers, and
recovered old Jedi texts to aid him in his quest against the returned
Emperor. It is nearly certain that more awaits recovery.

0551_15 has many dangers: traversing the Cron Drift is hazardous
due to ion storms and rogue asteroids, the local Ossun tribes may
or may not be friendly, ruins are naturally unstable, the planet 1§
n.eported to be plagued by violent electrical storms, and it's impos*
sible to say how many Force-aware beings have wandered to this
world in an effort to uncover old secrets.

(Ossus appears in the Tales of the Jedi and Dark Empire /I seri¢s
from Dark Horse Comics.)

C0)
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The Dark World of Ossus )
A number of Jedi, archaeologist, or Jedi archaeologist
vantures could be set on Ossus. The characters must
their way to the remote section of space that holds
s, navigate the treacherous Cron Drift, make contact
the natives (some of whom aren’t friendly), and explore
ruins. Excavating Ossus would probably take athousand
Jears, so there's no hurry. The characters settlein and start
investigate the planet’s past.
~ Not all dark Jedi or evil Force magicians were servants of
» Emperor. Some were as hunted as the Jedi Knights. One
hese, Travgen, escaped Palpatine's purge and eventually
dup on Ossus. He sensed Luke Skywalker's arrival and
ture, but didn’t go hunting for the prodigy and was
ved when Skywalker left.
avgen decides that the characters’ expedition is a
ous threat after they settle in. The dark Jedi isn't nearly
owerful as Palpatine was, although almost as twisted.
twenty years of practice, meditation, and oppression
local tribes, he is about as powerful as Luke (as of Dark
e). He isn’t nearly as brave, though, and begins by
ng one of his enslaved tribes to try to scare the charac-
off. When this fails, he attempts to overawe them, and
ckly departs the scene if they stand up to him. Only if
ed to his lair—an old ruined administrative center—
he stand and fight. In his lair he has a home-ground
tage and has rigged the place with nasty surprises to
10ld off an attacking tribe.

Bleq Tching's Sayings

The original manuscript of Uueg Tching's Sayings was kept for
last 3,000 years in the Rare Books Department of the Atrisian
erial Historical Library on Kitel Phard. Uueg, the 54th Atrisian
peror, was famous for his successful tyrannical rule, which he
ributed to his insight in diplomacy, grand strategy, and effective
®of spies. Uueg increased the Atrisian Empire to rule, directly or
ectly, the whole of Kitel Phard. An enlightened despot, he is
Mmbered by Atrisians for his skill in diplomacy, in war, and in

(t
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maintaining order. Uueg was fond of teaching his
heirs with a combination of parables, analogies, and
cold-blooded instructions. His Sayings were hand-
recorded by the
scribes who fol-
lowed him every-
where.

The Sayings are a
classic instruc-
' tional text on po-
litical manipula-
tion, grand strat- 2
egy, internal rule, SRR
and conquest. They wereintended to be a guide to his descendants,
but few of the following Atrisian Emperors of the Tching Dynasty
bothered to learn from his sayings (among the few who did are the
famous Invisible Empress, Oeana Tching, and Eoaq the Expansive),
This single manuscript signalled a great change in Atrisian politics,
swingingaway from the great bloody wars of the past (assault units
and tactics are still modeled after the precedents of the Third
Atrisian period) and toward subtle policies of infiltration, espio-
nage, and assassination. About 1,500 years ago, the Sayings were
printed inasmall run for the Atrisian nobility to marvel over (a ploy
by the Atrisian Emperor to display the superiority of his noted
ancestor, and by extension himself). The Sayings were made avail-
able 550 years ago in a general database and in specially printed
reproduction to raise cash and demonstrate the power the Atrisian
Parliament had wrested from the throne.

Twelve years ago Emperor Palpatine “requested” the original
manuscript for the Imperial Museum on Coruscant for its great
historical value to the galaxy. It arrived with a small amount of
fanfare, was briefly displayed, and soon vanished into the Emperor's
private holdings. The Emperor had already displayed mastery of
Uueg's ways, and it is likely he simply wanted the scrolls as @
trophy.

During the New Republic's drive on Coruscant, most of the

Timothy O'Brien

an Imperial faction’s control).

|
 serolls,
made in re

)

perial Soucebook.)

Holocron:

a real Jedi.

ced techniques for such de-
s, for it is only recently that
tificial intelligence and hologra-
have been able to approach
level of quality that are attrib-
ed to ancient Holocrons. (Pal-
ne is reported to have dis-
2d the Holocrons as “primi-
" but this may indicate that
had difficulty accessing them;
as known to express contempt
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although they were not on the manifest for the crashed
e At least twoother shuttles are unaccounted for (thre:e were
v ‘ed twovanished into the Deep Core, and another shipment

=4 1)

iginal manuscript is hand-written in black ink on several
iy in Atrisian script. Additions, clarifications, and notes
d ink. These red ink comments are thought to be
's personal remarks, made in his own hand. They were at last
rotected in an ornate durellium scrollcase. .
overy of the Sayings manuscrip} would be a great help in
ing relations with the Atrisian Commonwealth. i
(Asample of Uueg Tching's wisdom can be found on page 23 0
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Jedi Masters insisted on individually training their
h?;%gé;fvere not foolish and did not co‘mpletely rely on loral
on. Apparently the Jedi considered ordinary text or da.tatoig];.s
lack an important transactive quality, a:nd used Pseudc;-m e 1;
nt holographic chronicles (“Holocrons”) as a primary {;)rmrcl;
b}dlng. This method allowed a level of safety that no datafile
uld: the Holocrons only responded

nything he could not control.)
ntil very recently it was thought all _
Ocrons were destroyed or captured in
“Patine's purge of the Jedi. Luke Skywalke‘r
“Cently discovered that at least a few survivedin the

Emperor's prizes were spirited away in several shipments to. W€
believe, private strongholds. The Sayings are thought to be among
them. At least one of these shipments crashed, and a few of the
artifacts on board survived. What happened to the Savings is not

C¢)
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Emperor’s vaults, and he managed to recover one. T
that others may yet be retrieved. It is even possible that 3 few
hidden away, preserved by Jedi Masters who foresaw the black
times ahead.

Holocrons were fantastically rare even before Pal
Today, in a galaxy with only one Jedi Master, they
more precious. Of course, there are many competit

ors for such a

adevice, even though they could never use it. Sincea

likely to go to pay the thieves, mercenaries, apg
smugglers who would acquire, guard, and trans.
port the item, not to tempt anyone who currently
“owned"” it.
Then, too, there are Dark Adepts, Palpatine's
former students, who would slay worlds to prevent a
Holocron from entering Luke Skywalker's hands. These
twisted beings have fantastic eldritch powers, bottom-
less hungers, and no longer have to answer to their
overlord. [ can't go into details, but | can say that the
Emperor's Adepts have pursued even faint rurmors of
Holocrons with vigor and have littered their path with
bodies. They are not to be underestimated.
Holocrons are generally siniple geometric solids—
cubes, pyramids, spheres, tetrahedrons, and so forth.
When activated, aHolocron projects a particular Jedi's
image, which answers questions and can hold a con-
versationwith the student, The versatility and rangeof
the holo-Jedi has yet to be determined, although re-
ports indicate that interaction with the image seems
quite real, as if speaking to a person via a hololink. .
(Holocrons appear throughout the Tales of the Jedi
series—including Dark Lords of the Sith and The Sith
War—from Dark Horse Comics, and in the Tales of the
Jedi Companion.)

The CirraMaceis animportant ceremonial weapoh
belonging to the Cirra akia, the most warlike of the
clans of the isolationist Aramandi people in Br

his gives o, cpctor-

patine's rise
are infinjgap,

fantastic rarity—collectors would pay millions for such

Holocron is priceless, these millions of credits are ',
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The macewas stolen by anirate Seela(an Aramandi heretic-
3 t)‘ about 20 years ago. The Seela thief was caught before
; the Aramand Cluster, but not before the mace was sold to
ing-wn third party. It vanished for fifteen years.
o ars ago, the Cirra Mace was offered for sa!e on the
. .. 3[(’::.md market in Brenn, the largest city of Genesia, also in
tor. Rumors claim that the mace was s'old to a Nalrc;gl
hant. Cirra warriors, most uncharacterfst:cally off wor 1,
.rched the city from one end to the other to find tl?e mace, l_)ut it
; through their fingers. Nalroni have been considered thieves
jors since this incident. )
rg:;;,rrril?mors have circulated that the m‘ace isin Lelam:n
on the Nalroni homeworld, Celanon. No Cirra are kno}:un :E
travelled to Celanon City to pursue .these rumors, alt ou;,t
irra are well outside the usual grapevines and simply may no
ese rumors yet. .
ze(;:'c:;t!blace is an Sg-centimeter—lung blaf:k obsidian mace,
ned with emeralds and rubies. It is not Sal.‘d to have slrange
ers or curses (as so many legendary ob;._ecis are), but is
rtant to Cirra akia religious ceremonies, which we Bnow very
about. Recovering the mace would go far towarq improving
slomatic relationships between the New Repub.hc and the
amandi Cluster, which includes not only the Cirraakia, but three
- akia spread among the five worlds of the C]uster.
or more information on the Aramandi, see pages 63-70 of
point: Brak Sector.)

'he Loag Dagger is the symbol of the Loag,
assassin cult that once flourished on thg
et Merisee and terrorized the populationin
days of the Old Republic. Aband of six Jedi
lights came to Merisee and broke the
power in a year-long campaign,
iring which they seiZed the ceremo-
al dagger that the first Loag cultists
4 all candidates swore a blood
10n. The three surviving Jedi
Kthe dagger with themwhen
Y left Merisee, eventually
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Against the Loag!

The Loag cult never actually died out. When it became ¢
to the cult leaders that they would lose to the Jedi, the best
most able assassins went into hiding. The rest were grady
ordered on suicide missions against the Jedi, and it seemeq
the cult was extinct.

Only certain people outside the cult were allowed tq kno
that the Loag continued, and they became the contacts betw,
clients and assassins. The veil of secrecy continued whep
Empire rose. Now that both the Jedi and the Empireare gope.
Loag is willing to risk exposure, especially if it means they
regain their dagger. This doesn’'t mean they’ll casually re
their existence.

The Loag organize themselves into cells of three to fi
Contact between cells is very limited. If the Loag are expos
the cell revealed allows itself to be destroyed (the Loag commit
suicide to evade capture) and the other cells £o to grour
Anyone who exposes and destroys a Loag cell becomes a
for other cells, but not for at least six months, during which ti
the cultists are snow-pure, law-abiding citizens while they wi
for the heat to die down.

What has happened to the Loag Dagger is up to the individual
gamemaster, but it should have been removed from Coruscant.
Once retrieved, which might take a whole game session, the

rs must battle first one, then three, and., if they can
t?t a band of five Loag cultists, a_ll of whom are
'ee;,'- deadly and committed to regaining the dagger.

sa|uy BIlI2J0D Jo Salid 84} Wold

6D, dodge 8D, grenade 7D, melee combat 7D, melee

O o D, pick pocket 6D, running 8D, thrown weapons [HY]

missile weapons 7
)GE 3D
4D, in
6D

.5D communications 4D, ground vehicleoperation 5D, hover vehicle
5D rlepu!s:)r%tfl operation 5D, swoop operation an

timidation 7D, languages 4D, streetwise 4D, survival 6D,

D :::gn 7D, hide 7D, persuasion 5D, search 6D, sneak 8D

%mblngﬂiumping 6D, stamina 6D, swimming 6D

4D, computer programming/repair 4D, demolition 5D, first aid 5D,

nts Varies; typically 0-5
Points: Varies; typically 0-5
r Points: Varies; typically 3-15

t; Blaster pistol (4D}.'Merisee curved dagger (STR+1D, 3D for I-Inj:t:f':;‘
' ds), zolall poison vial (10 doses, lasts for four hits or two i
clol‘hing (+1D to sneak in darkness), comlink, molecular climbing

(for the Loag were hired as assassins by many offworlders and had.
a fearsome reputation across the Old Republic). In the Empire, the:
dagger was displayed as an example of how insurrectionists could
threaten public order (the Jedi were only referred to as “Servants
of the Galactic Order” in the official Imperial version).

Empire’s resurgence, the Imperial Museum collection had to bé
inventoried to assess the damage done by looters, That effort
continues, but the Loag Dagger is among the confirmed items
missing. Anything could have happened to it. It might be used a3 i
kitchen knife for all we know, but it is definitely missing.

g
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depositing it in the Galactic Museum on Coruscant.

to climbing).

ed rumor that the Loag has been resurrected. It is Ifus—
d that Loag assassins have been the instru.ments of t re;
political murders. If the Loag has returned, it would stop

hing to reclaim the centerpiece of the cult. .
e Loag Dagger is a 30-centimeter-long weapon yvnth a gpde-
curved and blackened blade. The hilt is wrapped in dark hide

 the pommel has a dark red ruby as a cap. i
Material on Merisee and the Loag can be found on pages 159

the Star Wars Planets Collection.)

hy ~ o .
tered on remote planets in certain areas of the Outer le(;
ysterious Shrines of Kooroo, all constructed of the sam

g
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It stayed there as a reminder of the Jedi's service to the galaxy

When the New Republic was restored to Coruscant after the.

What makes this particular item interesting is the partia".'l'
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natural stone (even on Gelgelar, where the only stone
meters or decameters deep subterranean bedrock) o
scf_}(:llarly and popular interest. S
e shrines are simply and similarl :
tw9 enclosed, and one, the top level, wifhc; ras;:relélc:sgf :)hI'E!e' o k
solid stone structure with an unknown function. The C:Br o
::0 low.er levels is solid, to support the mound ‘above 'lr“rt:e
:u scfil:;;:es has o:aenings and chambers, also serving u
e .Some ofthesechambers are covered with hieroglyphj
,and in some cases, holographs. The shrines are surrounded?;

sl,Bone obe]islks and monoliths in a regular pattern, radiatin :
(-meter circles around the main structure. SOl

orld has not been identified, and they seem to be extinct.

f]l_"]d 3
_ estimate many of these structures are over 20,000 years

0”"(.‘(30[.
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meof the shrines were taken over by native intelligent species
their own religious ceremonies and added to or reworked. On
- worlds the co-opted shrines were claimed as the natives’
On others they were remembered as the constructs of an
nknown ient pgople. Only a few species recall that they had been built
si.worlders. Some shrines were destroyed by local cultures as
and frightening.
Theories abound about the Kooroo Shrines. Stories of bloody
Itis generally acce| ; srifices and obscene festivals circulated soon afterthe discovery
alien species, ;robatl))lt}?c\i.vtilt]:tl?r:itselgl?;i“:.t.f C‘:'Fls'trumed. byan the shrines by the Old Republic. These were eventually dis-
corded no war, weapons, or armor, and iI: th ¢ t}:'!s species re- 1l ted, although they remain popular. A mystic cult, the Fellow-
been deeply peaceful. The Kooroo S;Jecies (th e : nght to have ship of Kooroo, has appeared in recent times, claiming to have
is obscure) was never encountered by th Sergnal ‘he name jal insight gained from extensive contemplation and medita-

y the Old Republic, their in the shrines. This may or may not be true: Force-aware

viduals have reported that the shrines “echoed” to their senses,
hough no practical use is known for this effect. It is true that
al leaders in the Kooroo sect are known to be bilking their
ers with simple tricks and nonsense. Nine Kooroo leaders are
to be siphoning off funds for their own use, this only in the
years since the establishment of the New Republic.
One theory is that the shrines served the Kooroo civilization as
akind of communication network, boosting their telepathic powers
ough to overcome vast interstellar distances. This is an intrigu-
g theory, but evidence is lacking.

Another popular theory is that the Kooroo had a very limited
stellar technology, and used the shrinesto mentally visit other
orlds without actually travelling to them. In this theory the
nes served as a focus for the visiting Kooroo mind.

An even more outlandish idea s that the Kooroo had vast mental
vers, and used the shrines as translocation points for mentally
ng themselves through space and time. This is generally
idered bad fiction.

?he shrines are not known to present any threat themselves,
though the sometimes unpredictable Followers of Kooroo may.
Shrines are still of an unknown quantity, and should be
Ily monitored. Please reportany newly discovered shrines to
New Republic Antiquities Office.

me information on the Gelgelar Shrine of Kooroo can be found

0

T of the
€ rest of n.
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o Ideas Using the Shrines of Kooroo

The nature and powers of the shrines are up to the
ter to determine, but here are some ideas to play with:

Timothy O'Brien

* The shrines are ancient communication nodes for
Anyone using a telepathic power in one of the shrines

transmitting telepath should be able to

ter.

ing a Dark Side Point for questionable actions.

* The shrines are energy collectors for the ancient and evil
Kooroo, who were banished to Otherspace millennia ago by their

planets by sheer mental power. The Kooroo still lurk in
Otherspace, waiting for a gateway back to this universe. Therites

gaﬂ]t‘mm

telepalhs_-_

transmigg
to any telepath also in a shrine anywhere else. With practice, lhé

communicate with a
particulartelepath inashrine. Telepathy could include a particy.
lar species-specific power, any sort of mental commun ication, gp
only Kooroo telepathy, depending on the needs of the gamemas;;

* The shrines are psychic batteries set up in a network. Using the:
Force—including Character Points, Force Points, or Force pow-
ers—is much easierinashrine. Two diceare rolled per Character
Point, die codes triple for a Force Point, and difficulties are
halved for powers. Of course, this doubles the chances of acquir-

enemies. The Kooroo didn't need to make war—they took over
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itations conducted by the Fellowship of Kooroo feefl ;clhe

». who plan to use the energy to n:lak_te contact wit z:
:,1 Force-user or other telepath on this side. Once contac

‘ 1made, they will instruct the telepath on !10w to open a
petween dimensions—this requires a horrible dark side

= y, which is long and difficult, needs rare matena_ls, alnd

g tl:le cooperation of a congregation of followers s'lmu ta-

ly performing the ritual at a minimum of three shrines.

shrines are repositories of the knowledge and experlegce
, wisest of the benevolent Kooroo. The Koorpo kne_w they
dying out, and mentally imprinted the shrines with thdef
ted experience of a single great mind.' s?methlng likea Je b;
eron, to leave to younger species. This mfo_rmanon ca;’t

ed only by a properly trained telepath, using a techn. que
ded into the art and hieroglyphs that decorate the Shfmtf:&
shrine requires a different technique, but .on::e the cipher
oken the code is not hard to read. “Reading” the shrines
require a Heroic Perception roll for natural telepaths OL a
- receptive telepathyroll for Force-users. SucFess can-not' e
ved without weeks of study and contemplative meditation
e of the shrines.

sa|uy B)j|210D Jo Sajl4 3yl Wold

—

in Plait’s Starport Guide. Sensationalist newsnet reporter Andor
Javin's theories on the shrines’ origins were originally presentedin
“Galaxywide NewsNets" in Star Wars Adventure Journal #13.

The Emperor's Yacht

For years, both Imperial and Alliance High Command were
tantalized by rumors that a working cloaking device had been
developed by an Imperial black project, a project so secret that no
records were kept and no one outside the research group other
than the Emperor knew anything concrete about it. Imperial ship$
had used stealth technology for years, of course, (and thesé
systems were occasionally called “cloaks™), but the real goal 0

stealth technology was a full cloak, a device that made a ShiP
undetectable.

Ct
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Even today, in the wake of Thrawn's use o! cloaking devices, \;e
very incomplete information on this project. We know tl:ialt:_l at;
eror had an operational cloaking m?del. It_ is b.elieveh .
tain of the Emperor’s personal ships, l.ncludmg his vacht an
tle, were equipped with a full cioik. It is not known how many
ships were equipped with cloaks. .
€ Eispe?vror's gerzgnal shuttle was destroyed at Endor.ft;;s
t,the Emperor’s Shadow, was under the command of oneof his
ots, Jeng Droga, when it disappeared at about the same time .a;s
€ Battle of Endor. The Shadow is thought to have be:en inthe M: -
m, near Kaal, when it vanished. A ship equipped with a [unctibolp-
cloak can be expected to vanish, of course, and New Repu “i
ligence considered the Shadow untraceable; however, a reﬁ)or
haNew Republic negotiating teamindicat es the yacht may have
hed on Kaal, possibly in a shallow area of its planetary ncean:)
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Expedition to Kaal

A few years after Endor, a New R
mission t.o Kaal encountered a fortune-z?:l'lltt’:::c::ﬁ::)ﬁ.a'ﬁc
zf;f Panqls Hart (actually Talon Karrde) who was an};r :::1
: peror's Shadow. An associate of his, Quelev Ta ;
ocated a likely vessel underneath Kaal's seas and rig Pper,
to blo\tv up by remote control. When Hart's attempt l&,ge:l.n
exclusweaccesstotheship[a]led.heblewuptheshi :”,dm
than let .someone else have it (as described in "T?lealt(her
Connection™ from Star Wars Adventure Journal #7). This ‘ia.a ]
may or may not have been the Shadow. ‘ o
rig::t”;:i{,aci:"t clitc_iI l(:;as.h on Kaal, but Tapper didn’t find the
. It's still down there, waitin
yacht cr‘ashed somewhere else, an ex;g)etgit?::::::gt. l’f ﬂ: :
Kaal to figure that out, then determine where it did (-ri(;hc
rea(:;] ccl:urse, news of amission to recover the Shadow wi :ul-d
; the remains of the Imperial intelligence services and
posmbly.lhe ears of one or more of the more pow.erlu]
coerorahons._Competition to raise the Shadow will be fif‘.rce
" he Dark Side Adept Jeng Droga’s fate remains unknuwn:
le was r_nenlal[y affected by his master's death: if he sur
vived it is likely he stands guard over his charg;e untilihis—
master c'al]s him. Droga wasn't the most powerful of the
Emperor’s servants, but he was one of the most loyal and
would take any attempt to recover the yacht very poorly...

Timothy O'Brien

—
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k Noo

e Gree are an ancient species with a millions-year-old civiliza-
Their technology, very different from our own, mastered
srspacial transit and picotechnology ages before most species
cered fire. Their golden age ended millennia before the Old
ublic was founded. By the time the Republic encountered a
» world, their culture had degenerated immensely.
_otastic items still survive, operated by Gree masters who
usly retain old knowledge. Some of these relics are capable of
s in apparent violation of known physics. Each is unique.
few years ago, | was part of a small secret, expedition to the
et Asation, the doorway to the Gree Enclave. An attempt to
re an abandoned Gree artifact failed, but | managed to leave
‘world with mind and body intact, unlike most of the expedi-

e Gree are very proprietary.
ently caught word that another expedition was more success-
‘Ateam led by Dr. lls Ee apparently acquired a device called the
2’k Noor. The Noor was once the premier device in Sharka'k’s
on. Sharka'k died on Asation without passing the secrets of
orontoanyapprentice,so theNoor passedintothe possession
he Te Hasan Gree, the Keepers of Artifacts. Before the Te Hasans
ild lay claim to the Noor, Dr. Ee, a person of dubious ethics, stole
aescaped the remote Gree Enclave and was last seenon Tujiamoor

before the Talecalle volcanic eruptions. The Talecalle vol-
cano chain had been dor-

a]‘l{&'ﬂJ

-

N
inté shlpd su_spe('.ted _tu be the Shadow was demolished by an
rested third party in order to deny it to the competition. There

was r i i
Cm;.sﬁ:t:ﬂl:{r:pwn ml)nf:rmatio‘n that the ship was the Shadow, nor any
lon a cloak was installed. Further investigation is called

[) L ~ 4 | H H

h(ﬂr E:{_(?vatufn of a wreck on Kaal is likely to attract the interest of

orp 'rial parties qrt)ther c‘umpelimrs,snanyat!emmtoiuvesrigatf‘
recover the Shadow should be under cover or in force. The

Galactic Museum Arti
: : rtifact Recovery Office | i

e is an
undercover expedition, G e

Cloaking fields and oth
_ §: er stealth devices are discuss age
66 of the Imperial Sourcebook. metcussedon S

mant for 3,000 years until it
suddenly became active
last month, killing 400,000
colonists. It seems reason-
abletosuspect that theNoor
somehow activated the
volcanoes. Perhaps
Ee was experiment-
ing with the Noor.
Perhaps not.
Assuming that the
Noor protects the user
from harm, Ee probably man-
aged to escape in the confu-
sion. Space traffic control sen-

O
(143

s8||nuy Bljj21o) O Sa|i4 eul woid

(



Adventure Journal - August 1997 l o u R N A l
. — SUBMISSIONS

The Noor

The Noor is a fairly small device, about 20 centimeterg P o l I c Y

long, made up of three parallel tubes with odd glyphs
engraved along the central tube. The central tube also has 4
color-coded display on one side. Each of the two outer tubes
have four fingertip-sized depressions on them. The Noor
was built to be operated by the four-tentacled Gree, and is
hard for a non-Gree to work at all. Dr. Ee will never be abJe to
correctly operate it. The Noor emits a deep bass tone that
fluctuates in a slow, groaning melody as the controls are
worked.

The Noor manipulates geologic activity. It can cause or
ease earthquakes, create new volcanoes, stir a planet's
mantle, or otherwise affect a planetary core. It could be a
devastating weapon, of course, though it is primarily a
planetary engineering tool.

If the Gree discover the Noor's location, they are likely to
come after it, and have other devices to aid them: devices
that actually are intended to be weapons. ..

More information on the Gree and their culture and
technology is available in “The Gree Enclave” in The Official
Star Wars Adventure Journal # 8 pages 41-66, reprinted in
Classic Adventures: Volume Four, pages 17-29,

o 7

sors were disrupted by lava flow and volcanic ash, and Ee could
have easily lifted off without being noticed. Assuming that Ee will
try to master the Noor, interested parties should keep a close
watch on seismic reports from planets near Tujiamoor. Unusual
seismic activity should be investigated.

Timothy O'Brien

§
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By Paul Danner
lllustrations by Matt Busch

Squeak.

Squeak

Squeak

Most beings would have found the intermittent
sound annoying. Some might have even gone so far
as to blast the noisy repliwood sign into tooth-
pirks:. But the main street of the New Hope Settle-
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ment was currently devoid of life. There were only a few dustbajye
moving in accordance to the fickle will of the wind. The row ;
stores that flanked the main street stood silently, sealed Up ang
forgotten. The rust-colored sands of Ladarra were already r eturns
ing to reclaim the land it had lost years ago... )

And so the sign continued to squeak, hanging as it was by a sip o
frayed duracable. The lettering was a bit faded, but the words wera
still legible: “The Ellstree Bar—Cold Lum; Droids Welcome: No Disin.
tegrations, Please..." Like the rest of the shops in downtown New
Hope, the bar looked to be long deserted. But as the old saying goes','
“appearanceand truth have as muchin common as Jawas and Hutts

The children sat in a semi-circle around the man. There were at

least a dozen of them, mostly human, but a few other species werg
represented as well. They were orphans and urchins, the last
generation of a failed colony—too poor to book passage off Ladarra.
andunwilling or unableto face the difficulties of life in the few larger

cities on the planet. 1

The man had no name as far as the children knew. They merely
called him the Storyteller. He was dressed as they were, in ragged
clothing scrounged from a dozen wardrobes and cobbled togethel*'
into a free-form garment. The Storyteller was an older human, with
a heavily lined face and a shock of white hair. He had the look ofa
man who had seen too much and his eyes were unable to stay
focused on any one location for longer than a minute—as if they
were constantly searching for any possible threat.

“You want another story?” he asked in a weary voice. '

The children nodded in unison. They rarely spoke and he wasn't
sure all of them even knew how.

“How about the legend of the fearless young Jedi Knight who
rescued a beautiful princess?”

A chorus of groans answered that question.

“Well, then. There's always the tale of the evil Imperial governor
who wanted to conquer the innocent little world of—" He saw the_
looks on their faces and couldn't help but laugh. “No? My, but this
is a tough crowd.” He shook his head in mock irritation. “So what
would you like to hear about?"” 4

“Tell us a new one,” one of the children said. She was a pretty
little one, though it was hard to tell under all that grime. b

“Come now, you've heard all of them at least once. Just pick the
one you like."

girl folded her arms and jutted out her lower lip.
ibught to keep a straight face. “Okay, okay....” He scratch‘ed
nin dramatic fashion. "Anew story. Let me see...ah, yes I've

rheir eyes lit up. .
No, no...that won't work.

children frowned at him. .
ding, kidding,” he chuckled for amoment. then quickly grew
s. “I do have one tale that | heard a long time ago. Tolmy
ledge it has never been told again.” He had their full attention.
" niany of you have heard of..." His voice lowered to a danger-
 whisper. “Boba Fett?"
eir eyes grew wide at the mention of the name, and one by one
ittle hand lifted into the air.
ell, | happen to know a long-forgotten tale of the gr_eattlast
v hunter who ever lived. Would you like me to share it with

ases|d 'suoieiBajuisig oN

ry head in the room slowly nodded.

he Storyteller had his audience.. .he smiled briefly, then settled
into the comfortable chair and slowly closed his eyes. He
the story after a moment of dramatic silence. The children
ed with rapt attention.

As the shuttle’s exit hatch slowly descended, the sudden hiss of
ing gases nearly caused Rivo tojump right off Fhe platform. As
he barely regained enough balance in time to prevent
elf from unceremoniously rolling down the ramp. _
neral Gaege Xarran gave a dramatic sigh to indicate his
and extended an arm to steady his brother as he stumbled
the ramp,

an quickly glanced at the sharp line of stormtroopers t_h_at
ed as an honor guard. The squad remained at such rng:d
Eltion that he momentarily wondered if the Dark Lord of the‘Sltp
uddenly emerged from the Lambda-class shuttle. The Empire’s

g
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ivory-armored shock troopers weren't always the brightest Speci.
mens around, but at least they knew enough to keep their ¢ Juthg
shut and follow orders.

Unlike some people, the General thought as his gaze fel) Upon
Rivo. Xarran suddenly felt his body grow flushed with anger and hjg
lips twitched into an involuntary sneer,

“How could you be so stupid?” he whispered. Not that it really
mattered whether the stormtroopers overheard; they had been
privy to conversations of much greater importance than the scold-
ing of a sibling.

Rivo might as well have been one of the silent group of guards,
for he acted as if his brother had never spoken. His eyes were stil|
darting around wildly, searching for a possible threat in every
shadow.

Xarran lightly cuffed his brother with an open hand, striking the
back of his head. If there was one thing the General did not like, it
was being ignored. “Answer me!"

Rivo’s response was swift—Xarran was doubly shocked as he
stared down the stubby barrel of a hold-out blaster. First of all. the
General had never imagined his own brother would point a weapon
athim, and second Rivo was supposed to have been relieved of his
armaments. Someone was destined to die for the oversight, but the
General intended to avoid being the unlucky party.

Itwas his brother’s life. however, that appeared to be in the most
immediate danger....

The stormtroopers remained motionless, but somewhere in the
span of an eye-blink nine blaster rifles had been expertly trained on
Rivo.

The young man didn't seem to notice. His eyes held a blank stare
that didn’t quite focus on anything. The General wasn't even quite
sure if Rivo still recognized him.

“It's only me, brother,” Xarran said softly. “I'm the one trying to
keep you alive.” Slowly but steadily the General reached out with a
gloved hand. The span was less than half a meter, but it took forever
to close the distance between his fingers and the weapon.

When the General took hold of the blaster, Rivo's nervous energy
drained out as if he were a leaking power cell. His entire body
slumped down and the weapon spilled like liquid through his
fingers until it was collected in Xarran's waiting hands.

“I'm sorry,” Rivo managed through choked sobs. He wavered
unsteadily, lost in his anguish.

(1
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rran pulled himinto a hug, nodding to the_ guards over Rivo's
lder- The gesture was unnecessary. Their blasters were al-
red.
Theh(?;ftfra] cradled the back of his brother's heafi, in the same
where moments before Xarran had struck him. Thfs\t now
ned like an eternity ago—it suddenly became clear to I:nm hc_:ow
.. no matter how brief, could irrevocably affect one’s entire
.ence. Every moment was a crossroad to inﬂnitt_e pusslblh-tlesl-—
o's greatest talent besides drinking and gambling was picking
wrong path to travel. Fortunately the results, as 'bad‘ as they
had never ended with outright disaster. This time was
.nt, however, for Rivo's latest mistake might end up costing
| {:}lfff:;:)urse. it went without saying that Xarran would do every-
g in his power to prevent that occurrence. And as a General in
Imperial Army, that power was consider?ble‘_
Xarran gently supported his brother, helping him walk the long
inding platform toward the garrison complex. Th'e stormtr?opefs
ecuted a crisp about-face and fell into line behind them. “You'll
nothing to fear anymore, brother. I doubt anyone could have
ed you here.” . )
‘Rivo gazed up at his brother and for the first time, there was a
nmer of recognition in his eyes. )
eartened by the small gesture, Xarran continued. “And in the
ly unlikely event that you were followed, one woulc_:l haveto !Je
fiably insane to even consider attacking an entire Imperial

i .
6‘7’%

Inthe distance, well-concealed high in the cover afforded by the
dense foliage, a silent figure lurked in the shadows. ‘
He watched, though he held no macrobinoculars—for a pair was
Eonveniently built into his battle-scarred helmet. .

He listened as easily if he were one of the stormtroopers, his
road-band antenna de-scrambling the signal of their comlinks'and
ively turning the silent soldiers into eavesdropping devices.
- Once again, nothing escaped his notice. \
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Just as no one escaped him.

He climbed down from his perch amongthe trees with surprigjy,
grace considering the bulkiness of his battered gray and Sreen
armor.

By the time he finished his descent, darkness had begun 1, fall
like a velvet blanket, and the twin moons of Vryssa were steaily
rising in the northern sky. i

He paused only once to stare at the towering silhouette of the
Imperial garrison base. The massive structure remained in shadoy
for afew moments longer, thenits powerful spot-lumas ignited. The
harsh light was coldly reflected in the figure's mask.

General Xarran had unwittingly issued an arrogant challenge,

A challenge Boba Fett was more than ready to accept . .

Paul Danner

The speeder bike patrol caught him unaware. He had just
climbed down from his overlook and was checking his equipment.
His motion sensors didn’t go off until they were right on top of him.
The bikes were so fast they didn't register with enough warning
time.

As he dove for cover in the thick tangle of bush, Fett saw one of
the scout troopers gesture in his general direction. His two part-
ners immediately circled around, moving into standard Imperial
flanking position. Their vehicles were newer models, pure scout
bikes by the look of them—very fast, but without any armaments or
protection.

Fett needed to know how much they knew. He activated his
antenna.... '

“...Saw something through those trees. Hard to tell. though.
Could have just been a buldobeast.”

“Keep your positions. I'll check it out.”

“Acknowledged.”

“Should we contact the other patrol?”

“Youwant to listen to their jokes about getting spooked by a little
buldo?”

“Negative."

“That's what | thought. Now, stand by."

Q
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Fett watched as the lead biker approached, giving his vehicle
. a| throttle. The repulsorlift craft drifted a few meters above
:ground as the scout trooper conducted a grid search of the

so slowly, Fett rolled onto his back and snaked his right arm

o through the thicket. He took a single deep breath and then his
froze. The hunter was so still it seemed as if he were made of
ete.

he scout biker moved overhead, directly above Fett's hiding
.e. The hunter could feel the backwash from the repulsorlift
nes pressing against him. The scout was leaning over his
cle, examining the area closely. The trooper's head jerked back
denly as if he had spotted something.

flexed his wrist and the rocket-propelled dart housed in his
compartment streaked silently through the air. The hunter’s
‘was perfect. The dart jammed into the soft black bodysuit
een the scout’s helmet and chestpiece. The poison worked
starting with the victim's vocal cords. The man silently jerked
d and then tumbled from his seat, leaving the speeder bike
ing in place.

oving quickly, Fett hopped up onto the bike and jammed the
ks of the other two bikers. He opened up the throttle and
d off toward one of them. Without even a glance at the other,
e hunter activated his armor’s grenade launcher.

The trooper was shocked to see Fett streak past on the speeder
e going after his partner. Figuring he had the drop onthe hunter,
nned his bike forward—ijust as Fett's grenade finished its arc
nd fell into his lap.

‘The bounty hunter felt the shock wave of the blast but didn’t
er to look back. He was too busy concentrating on his final
et. This trooper was taking no chances. The scout was hightailing
of the vicinity in order to escape the jamming and get some
p. He already had a sizable lead on the hunter and was rapidly
easing the gap. Fett knew he couldn't catch up—the trooper
'Mmore familiar with the terrain.

teering the vehicle with one hand, the bounty hunter drew his
dified blaster rifle. Scomp-linked to the macrobinoculars in his
met, the weapon finally locked on target at 300 meters. The
it trooper didn't even see the two angry crimson blaster bolts
slammed into his back and took him clean off his vehicle.
“&ttslowed his bike toa stop and scanned the area for anyone else.

asea|d ‘suoneifiesig oN
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The hunter was not happy—he had expended unnecessary time and

energy. And now they would know for sure he was on the planet.
Perhaps that might be to his advantage....

Rivo’s voice cut the silence, though it was but a whisper “He's
here. Now."

“Impossible,” Xarran said, barely keeping the disgust from his
voice. The General did not like to see his brother cower. E,sm-'ciallf
in front of his men. “You give this bounty hunter too much credit;
brother. Our sensors would have detected his ship's appmiii-'h-"

Rivo shook his head. “This bounty hunter is not the simple:
minded scum you are used to dealing with. Boba Fett is different- He
has never failed. They say he is the best that ever was...."

C0)
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.;commancler Tyrix checked his console. “The patrol should have
rted in by now, sir.”

“This confirms it!” Rivo said.

Xarran would have none of it. “There is no reason to make any
ection with your situation and this incident. For all we know—"

“sgjr " Tyrix said. “Another patrol has found the remains of the

ing unit....” The Commander listened for a moment, pressing

headset against his ear. He paled considerably. “They're all
"

‘The General was on his feet. “How?”

«Blaster, a grenade and some sort of poisoned dart. The troop-

' weapons were fully charged...none of the men even got off a
"

Rivo let out a nervous giggle. “I told you...he's coming for me.”
Xarran ignored him. “Commander, send out two detachments. If
bounty hunter is indeed here, then | want him found and
ght before me. Preferably alive...although a body will do just

‘“Two detachments, sir?” Tyrix swiveled his chair around to face
the General. “For just one man?”

Xarran's face did not so much as twitch. “I'm sorry, Commander,
you say something?”

“No, sir,” Tyrix said, hurriedly swiveling back to his console to
ate the comlink.

.._Ft'tt sat in the hunter’s blind among a thick tangle of coilwood

anches. He watched as the first wave of speeder bikes roared
10w him, buzzing along like bloodgnats. He felt the impact
‘MOrs as a pair of Imperial walkers lumbered by flanked by half

902en of their comical AT-ST counterparts. He shook his head in

Azement as squad after squad of stormtroopers marched into
“underbrush. Their bright white armor was not exactly the best
€3t camouflage.

| This massive show of force told the bounty hunter all he needed
'OW about his opponents....

*Wo detachments meant they certainly knew he was here. And
(¢
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they were nervous.

Behind the tinted faceplate of his battered helmet, By
actually smiled. ’

sa was staring so hard at the sensor readouts that his
lIs were on the verge of jettisoning themselves free of his
The Lieutenant didn't like the fact that they had lost commu-
. _tions. Despite all efforts, they could not make contact with the
f their detachment or the garrison base. That made Byrga
us. His lips were smacking on overdrive.

yon't worry,” he said trying to reassure the rest of the com-
dcrew. who had learned to ignore his rantings and still do their
effectively. “We are the best the Empire has to offer. No one
apes us. We will find this fool who dares oppose the will of
Jatine and crush him in the iron grip of the—"

DA FEtl

Xarran leaned over the tactical screen watching proudly as p;
forces deployed into the forest. He listened to the excited comm
chatter as his men moved into position and began an expert;n
coordinated, utterly systematic search. There would be no esca .
Not from the might of the Empire. The General snorted and crossﬂ;
his arms over his barrel chest. “He’s as good as ours."

As he spoke, all communications went dead.

The magnetic grappler connected with the armored underbelly
the AT-AT and locked into place. The 20-meter lanyard trailing
hind it pulled taut and a small armored figure emerged from out
the dense underbrush. Fett calmly waited for the winch in his
nored suit to elevate him up to the walker's stomach.

The hunter used the time to power up his wrist lasers.

Boba Fett double-checked the comm jamming unit. It was an

advanced prototype and very powerful. Unfortunately, its duration
was also e:_(treme[y short: 58 minutes. And then it would explode.
He set his chronometer to countdown mode. Seconds hegan to

vanish. He had just under an hour to eliminate two Imperial
detachments.
The hunter turned and hefted his blaster rifle. Fett only foresaw

one problem: what to do with the three minutes he would have to
spare....

Perched on the edge of his seat in the walker's cockpit, Lieuten
an_t Byrga smacked his lips in nervous anticipation. The AT-
drivers exchanged a quick glance, but wouldn't dare to comment
)on the habit of a superior officer. Even if it was extremely irritating:

1856

Byrga's ramblings continued. The one good thing about that, at
for the rest of the command crew, was when his mouth was
Nning there was a cessation of lip-smacking. “Make me proud,
N, | want to be the one who finds this bounty hunter.”

The Lieutenant abruptly cocked his head to one side. “Did

ne else hear that?"

The drivers shook their heads.

Byrga turned toward the dark tunnel leading back into the
er's passenger compartment. “That’s strange. We're not carry-
any troops.” He activated the blast door and peered inside.
& moment’s decision he placed one hand on his holstered
and slowly walked into the AT-AT’s neck. “I'll be right back,

('t
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unications back on-line as quickly as possible. Then they
4 eliminate the bounty hunter and resume normal duties. Grejj
his routine. He did not like surprises.

irl We're picking something up on sensors."

Lieutenant leaned forward. “What is it?”

he driver shook his head. “Just another walker...must be
l enant Byrga.”

's go see if his hunting has been more fortuitous.”

He must have already seen us,” the driver said. “Here they come

men. Carry on without me for a moment.”
The drivers happily complied.

5 A
1 F 4

PLLN
1

'
C

oy
|

“I want all communications back on-line!” Frustrated, Xarrap
screamed into the internal comlink, “Immediately!”

Commander Tyrix sighed and gritted his teeth. “Uh, sir.. the
blackout is affecting the intercom as well.” His voice lowered to.
almost a whisper. “The engineering teams can't hear you.” '

The General was at Tyrix's console in three strides. Xarran's face
was s0 close the Commander could count the veins bulging in lhe-'.
man'’s forehead. '

Xarran spoke through gritted teeth, the words slow and precise.
“Then get down there and tell them.” h

“Yes, sir!" Tyrix said as he dove into the nearest turbolift.

Yy
|

ji nodded, reaching for the cockpit release lever. “With any
this will be over soon.”

\s a matter of fact, it was.
he remains of Lieutenant Grejj’'s AT-AT and a pair of AT-STs that
stumbled onto the fight were scattered along the ground. The
smaller walkers were so confused by the duel between their
r siblings that they had actually opened fire on Grejj.
guided his AT-AT through the smoking debris as his sensors
up a large grouping of stormtroopers nearby. The hunter
The AT-AT drivers were so entranced by the wonderful silence ed his chronometer and noted that he was right on schedule.
in the cockpit they didn't even notice the unusually long absence
of their commanding officer. That was their first mistake. Whenthe
blast door finally slid open again they didn’t even bother to lookup
from their consoles. As it turned out, that oversight was their last.
Boba Fett lowered his smoking blaster rifle and took a moment
to admire his new mode of transportation.

oh

unications have been restored, sir.”

ally! Patch me through directly to our forces,” Tyrix's fingers
er his console and he quickly signaled his success withanod
‘General.

an reached for his comlink. “Xarran to Alpha and Delta
All units are to report status immediately.”

= was silence.

O gave his brother a meaningful glance, but Xarran ignored
nd tried again. "I repeat, this is General Xarran ordering all
N

Lieutenant Grejj sat back in his command chair, fing'?rti
steepled in front of his face. The walker's command crew was do
afine job considering the circumstances. He only hoped they coU’S

()
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&  units to account current status. Alpha Group. ..report.” shut off the screen, but as tl_it‘ rest of the base crew
] Nothing. dly resumed their duties he continued to stare at the dark
D . .

5 Abead of sweat trickled down the General's forehead, He lea for a few moments, His gaze ﬂleerﬁfj across t!]j? room. and
&  closer to the mike. “Delta Group...report.” Ned o rest on Rivo. After 30 years of military service, the Com-

Again, there was not a sound.

Xarran stared accusingly at Tyrix. “You must have been
Commander. The comm system is still down.”

“I regret to inform you, sir. It is functioning within n
parameters. Our forces should be responding,”

“Yetthatis not the case.” Xarran's voice had lost a bit of its harg
edge. "Why?" |

Rivo answered with a plaintive wail, “Because they're all deagm

Xarran spun around, viciously backhanding his brother across
the face. “Will you shut up!” '

The unexpected blow sent Rivo crumpling to the deck where he
cringed, holding up his hands in supplication. Xarran's face soft-
ened with regret immediately . He helped Rivo up and said ina low
whisper, “Forgive me, brother..,.” :

“Wait aminute!” Tyrix nearly jumped from his console. “General,
sensors are picking up one of our walkers at the outer perimeter.”

Xarran beamed. “Put it on the viewscreen.”

Tyrixcomplied and the image of a battle-scarred AT-AT filled the
viewer,

“Returning in victory?” the Commander said.

“Let’s find out.” Xarran tried the comlink again. “Base to walker.
Report.”

A gout of fire suddenly bloomed on the underbelly of the AT-AT
followed by a loud explosion that sent a burst of static over the:
comlink. The walker lurched forward, like a mortally wounded
behemoth, then fell. Its chin connected with the ground, and then
the rest of its body followed suit, causing the soil to rumble. Then:
the metal monster disappeared in a haze of smoke and flame.

“What was that?" Tyrix blurted out.

“A message,” Rivo said softly. .

The base control room was absolutely still. No one dared 1@
move or speak. Everyone was staring silently at the terrible imag&
that loomed on the viewer.

Everyone that is, except for Xarran. The General stood up ai€
slowly walked into his office, boots clacking on the deck plates. His
voice echoed through the room. “Someone turn off that blast
thing....”
C0)

40

er had seen more than his share of horrible things, but the

: ! ivo’ ill rippling down his spine.
inerrop, f terror in Rivo's eyes sent a chill rippling p

ases|d ‘suoieiBaiuisig oN

Or]'nal

would have liked to have seen the General's expression
the AT-AT exploded. He probably shouldn’t have wasted the
detonator, but the psychological effect on the man and his
would be worth it.
th sides had taken their feints and jabs—now it was time to
into the final round. Fett was almost sorry to see it come. The
es before the main event always served as interesting
iversions, especially since the outcome of his mission was never
1 doubt.
; Fett did not lose.

\ hat were you thinking of, Rivo?" Xarran was seated in the
plihide chair behind a desk that dwarfed most landspeeders.
© sat across from him in a much smaller seat. His eyes had
rently found something interesting on the floor. “Money,” he
bled after a moment. He finally made eye contact with his
brother. “What else is there? | was blinded by greed, Gaege.
figured that Jabba would be able to track me as the source
data leak.”
Ou didn't think that someone like Jabba the Hutt would have
/N expert slicers? | always told you that your edo would be
doing, didn’t I? You may be good, but there will always be
e better. And that's true no matter if you're a slicer, a

I, or a bounty hunter.” N
161)
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e spot he picked was a good distance away from the nearest
e house. though stormtroopers constantly patrolled along the
-d catwalks set back from the fence. Observation towers were
about 100 meters apart along the catwalk and a combina-
of flood lights, detection sensors, and droids were used to
intainsecurity. Fett's current position put him roughly 50 mt?ter‘s
e two flanking towers. [t was a good distance, but he didn’t
it would be enough to avoid detection. ‘
t activated his internal comlink. It was time for a little

£ tion....

“The funny thing is, | didn't even mean to slice intg Jabhy
records. It was a complete accident. But once I found out what| L
stumbled onto, I couldn’t resist.”
“You never could pass up a chance to make an easy Credigs
Xarran sighed. “Especially if it didn't involve honest work»
“Ididn’t come here for a lecture, brother. | came here for he]p;".'
He stared out the transparisteel window that overlooke the Jygh
forests of Vryssa. “Although from the looks of it, maybe | cameth
the wrong place.”
The General's face twitched slightly. “Perhaps you'd haye bette
luck out there by yourself. Feel free to leave anytime.” '
“Okay, so | messed up again. | apologize, Gaege...| know you're
doing your best. [ just never thought I'd be on the run from Boba
Fett." 3
“You stole sensitive information from one of the most dangeroys
scumlords in the galaxy and then sold it to the highest bidder...how
much did Jabba lose as a result of your actions?”
“Over 150,000 credits. But  don't think he really cares about the
money. It's just the principle of the thing. The Hutt wants to ma
an example of me. And what Jabba wants, Jabba gets.”
“Well, he isn’t going to get you, brother. 1 don’t care how many
bounty hunters he sends.” |
“Do you really think Fett can be stopped?” &
“The man is good. Very good. But I see his strategy now, and 1
refuse to play his game any longer. No more troops will leave the
base. If he wants you, he will have to come here. And mark my
words, no one can penetrate the ‘death fence.' It's set for maximun
voltage per my orders. The charge is so high the tiniest sparkco =)' {
fry a bantha in seconds.” Xarran gave a thin-lipped smile. “No oné.
gets out. And no one gets in."

b

Night had fallen on Vryssa.

Fett was crouched in the bushes, 20 meters away from the b2
outer perimeter. The 10-meter-high wall surrounding the comP
seemed to be alive, crackling as it was with azure arcs of electri
The surges danced over the surface like writhing snakes.

e [ roared over the treeline, screaming toward the garrison
full speed. Its sophisticated sensor-jamming array was fully
and the hull itself was magnetically polarized to scramble
se enemy scans. As it was, the base was taken by surprise.
its first pass the ship delivered a frighteningly potent volley
ussion missiles, proton torpedoes, blaster bolts, and ion
The attack was so fierce that the base’s powerful deflector
fluctuated and the entire structure shuddered with the

oS

?" Xarran shouted from the command center. “The man has
desperate! He knows there's no way in so he resorts to a
: run.” He focused his gaze on Rivo. “Everyone makes mis-
Sooner or later. And | will make sure it is his last.”

ing at one of the tactical stations, Tyrix turned to his
anding officer. “All turbolaser turrets are primed and ready,

squeezed his gloved hand into a tight fist. “Fire at will!
‘M out of the sky!”
Ve [ circled for another pass, six heavy twin laser turrets
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mounted around the building opened fire, followed by the t hung
ous roar of the three heavy twin turbolaser turrets from the 5
level of the base. Unfortunately, the heavy weapons were g|
fire and even slower to track such a swift target.

Fett's ship executed an amazing series of maneuvers that g
lowed it to continue its strafing run while dancing around the un,: ]
swarm of angry laser bolts. Twisting, turning and rolling, ST{::;-@I}
delivered a vicious counterattack capped by a full spread of Proto,
torpedoes that punched a gaping hole in the base’s deflectors |:
return, Fett’s ship took some minor damage, but easily elude an
critical hits. -

Slave l executed a quick Segnor’s Loop and moved into position
for another assault.

Pper
w tO
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~ st'snot working,” Tyrix said, slamming a hand onto his console,
‘“That ship’s just too fast for our turrets to track. We're barely
touching him and he's already knocked three quarters of our shield
erators off-line.” The damage control screen flashed the grim
; s. “Another run like that and he'll leave us defenseless!”
~ “No one is that good.” Xarran thundered. The General was
i ngwith rage. “Launch the entire squadron.lwantevery TIE we
ve in the air now.”
Nodding, Tyrix punched the intercom, calling for all pilots to
port to their spacecraft. He turned to Xarran, “Should we sound
the code alarm, sir?”
*No,” Xarran said, his face flushing slightly. “I've served in the
Imperial Army for most of my life and | will not be taunted into
unding full alert by one man, no matter how powerful he may
pear to be. Besides, Fett will not breach the perimeter...the TIEs
see to that.”

Tyrix paused a moment before responding—a sign of disap-
proval he would never dare to vocalize. “As you wish. sir.”

Rivo shook his head. “Why won't you take the precautions? It
won't hurt to—"
- Xarran cut him off. “There isn't much good you can do up here,
brother, Perhaps you should return to your quarters.”
“But, I'm...fine.” Rivo saw the look on Xarran's face and silently
Walked to the turbolift.

R

Slave I soared through the skies, taking potshots at the 40 TIE
ters giving chase. Fett hated to see such an unfair fight, but
*'€ was nothing he could do about it. His ship was faster, more
“H€Uverable, and bristled with twice as much weaponry as all the

(L
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fighters put together. And unlike the TIEs, Slave /had shields, Th
Imperial fighters were hopelessly outmatched, even with the rath;
simplistic combat routines he had pre-programmed into the ship
The attacks on the garrison were typical Rebel strafing runs lhé
Empire had so much trouble dealing with, while the evasive Maney.
vers against the TIEs were randomized according to sensor ipfo;.
mation. Fett avoided having Slave [ be too aggressive with the
fighters. Pre-programming was still no match for a live pilot.

Paul Danner

All things considered, it was a good distraction, but would pe

over relatively soon. He was going to have to hurry.

Most of the stormtrooper patrols had cleared the catwalks—
those that remained had their attention focused on the skies above,

Fett sprinted for the perimeter fence. When he closed half the
distance he engaged his jet pack and soared into the air in a burst
of flame. Elevating quickly, the hunter easily cleared the 10-meter-
high fence, continued over the energy mine field between the fence
and the base, and executed a perfect landing on the catwalk.

He checked his blaster rifle and quickly moved to the observa-
tion platform to his left. The first stormtrooper to step out caught

a bolt in the helmet and went down. In mid-stride Fett sent a stun

grenade arcing through the air and into the guardhouse. His
faceplate tinted opaque as the flash-bang erupted, so the hunter

didn’t miss a beat when he dove inside the blast door on his
stomach. Wild blaster bolts erupted overhead as Fett calmly picked

off all five stormtroopers manning the tower.
Hesealed the entrance behind him and calmly walked over tothe

computer terminal. Fett entered the encryption codes he had
purchased from an unsavory Bothan and went to work. The first
thing he pulled up was a three-dimensional schematic of the

garrison base.

“Status?”

Tyrix glanced at the General and almost smiled. “We took heavy
losses but the TIEs are routing him. Take a look.”

The Commander stepped away from the tactical screen. Xar®
studied the images for a few moments, watching as Slave  slowl¥
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e TIE fighters away from the base. “It's a feint.”

What?”

I;'Fett'!‘- not on that ship.”

Turix was confused. “Then where is he?”

ufjere.” It pained the General to say it. “Inside the perimeter by
_1'd venture. Sound the code alarm—reference an intruder
; Go to full battle stations and step up interior patrols.” Xarran
otly walked back to his chair and dropped down as if the weight
AT-AT was set upon his shoulders.

asea|d ‘suopeibajuisig oN

Fett stood at the command console of Sub-Level 3. Over a dozen
ed or dead technicians were scattered around the room. The
or studied the illuminated panels which controlled the base's
power, back-up generators, tractor beams, and deflector

nearly fell out of his chair. “Sir! We have him!"
at?” The General was by his side in seconds.
omeone’s accessing the main control units on Sub-Level 3.” He

er flagged it."

“has to be Fett. He's trying to shut us down.” Xarran contem-
his response. “Send three squads down to...no, wait. Seal off
room immediately. We'll flood it with Chemtrox gas and that
the last of our little bounty hunter.”

X's voice lowered. “But what if it's not him...? And even if it
ould have some technicians—"

an pushed the Commander out of the way. His fingers flew
the console and a smile slowly dawned on his face. Fett was
Hng down all systems and there was no time for moral debate.

=face was on again and this time Xarran would win.
§
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rhe crew quickly obeyed, stumbling over themselves to reach
ergency stairs. The General entered his office and sat down
t of his console. There was one system that would not have
affected by the loss of main or back-up power. It ran off a
al generator that only he knew about—well, he and Tyrix, but
‘commander wouldn't be talking any time soon.

rran activated the panel and smiled as the base’s self-destruct
lit up with crimson letters. The General lowered his head to
odate the retinal scanner and began reciting the code to

Fett whirled around as the heavy blast doors sealed and lockeq
He was effectively trapped. So, they finally discovered his trick an:i
now knew where he was. It certainly took them long enough, oy
course it was too late. Fett was about to cut the power.

Hewas soabsorbed in his work that he almost missed it . luckily
his sound sensors picked up the recessed vents clicking open an(i
the slow, steady hiss of gas being pumped into the room.

A quick scan revealed the substance to be Chemtrox—an ex.
tremely lethal agent. Fett had heard it delivered a particularly
painful death. He didn’t intend to find out firsthand if the rumors
were true.

Fett activated his armor’s envirofilter seal. It protected himfrom
harmful or deadly atmosphere and there was a two-hour supply of
air.

As the Chemtrox gas swirled around him Fett prepared to shut
down the main computer.

ett moved through the darkened, deserted corridors of the
Except for the steadfast stormtroopers, nearly everyone had
he once mighty garrison. With his sound, motion, infrared, and
ng sensors all activated, picking off the ivory-armored oppo-
s was ridiculously easy.

Of course, the one person who mattered was also
ent...somewhere in the bowels of the garrison.

ett had paid a small fortune to have the unwitting fool tagged
oone of his special microscopic subdermal trackers back on
at Prime. It was a wise investment.

abba had not placed an open bounty on Rivo Xarran; rather, His
tedness had offered the job solely to Fett...50,000 credits.
d or alive.

ett suspected the Hutt wanted to see just how good Fett really
abba knew Rivo would run to his big brother for help and an
Imperial garrison would stand between the hunter and his

“There...” Xarran wiped the sweat from his forehead and sat
back in Tyrix's chair. “It's over. No one could have possibly
survived that.”

Everything went black. Every last bit of power in the entir
garrison base. There was only darkness.

The Commander’s voice rang out. “You were saying, sir”’

A blaster shot sent a crimson flash of light through the control
room and Tyrix's body hit the floor. General Xarran activated 2
glow rod and hefted his blaster pistol. His eyes danced wildly in the
soft light, then focused on the corpse of his Commander.

The terrified faces of the base command crew stared back at hif™
asif he had suddenly transformed into amynock. Xarran fired thré
bolts into the ceiling. “Everyone out. Now!”

ett didn't like the Hutt, but he paid well and on time. That was
e than he could say for most. Besides, one day Jabba would get
t was coming to him. After all, justice was a patient hunter.

ett knew the value of that particular virtue very well, so he
ued his careful ascent through the garrison’s main tower.
was no need to rush. The end would come soon enough. And
ter how novel the hunt had been, the conclusion was always
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With a high-pitched giggle, General Gaege Xarran, executive
officer of the Imperial Garrison Base on Vryssa, moved down the
stairwell. He had holstered his blaster in favor of a larger carbine,
Aspotlumawas mounted on top of the weapon, and a stubby Micrg-
grenade launcher barrel hung underneath. “Come out, come out
wherever you are....”

Fett emerged from the stairwell on Level 5. His tracker unit
informed him that Rivo was less than 50 meters away, in the
barracks adjoining the base's recreation facilities. The hunter
moved down the shadowed corridor, stopping at the last door. Fett
imagined the slicer was hiding under the bed, probably clutching
his hold-out blaster and promising that if he survived this situation
he'd never do anything bad again.

Fett slapped a small explosive charge to the entrance and
stepped back. He activated the detonator and watched as the door
evaporated into a fine mist. The hunter paused for a moment, halk
expecting Rivo to fire a few desperate shots out the doorway.

Holding his rifle at the ready, Fett carefully made his approach
When his motion sensor alarm activated, the hunter froze and took
aim, figuring Rivo was making a run through the door.

Fett was so intent on the situation, it took him a split second
longer than usual to realize that the motion alarm had not comé
from in front of him. He whirled around, though even as he did, he
knew it was too late. He braced for the impact. h

The heavy blaster bolt took the hunter in his left side with sU¢
force that it knocked him off his feet. He landed hard—hard enpug _
toknock the wind out of any ordinary man. But Fett was no yrdinaly
man.

He was firing his rifle from the moment he recovered fron

COY
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mpact. The furious volley sent his attacker scurrying back around
hallway for cover. Daggers of pain began jabbing at his side, but
the wound was not serious and would have to be ignored for the

- His attacker suddenly swung back around and began shooting.
As Fett returned fire, he recognized Gaege Xarran's features. The
hi’mge exacted atoll on both men... Xarran took a bolt in the left
s sending the General stumbling back behind cover; Fett was
ed in the right arm and his feeling in the limb abruptly tingled
O numbness. The rifle tumbled from Fett's grasp and he had to
%€ a choice. Quickly.

The hunter threw himself into the room just as a blaster bolt
ged the floor where he had been microseconds before. Fett
&d into the large office and came up with his remaining wrist
SFready to g0o; Ifowever, his tracker unit told him that Rivo must
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g b:et in tt_he r‘efresher. That door was closed, so Fett kept most o his set the delay on the thermal detonator.
§ i T—ln clioﬂ 0(?1.}5&(] on the room’s entrance. He was suddenly gq, !s,_ _glanced up once more at the ever-brightening light outside
2 e had vaporized the front door. v r and lowered his left hand, gently rolling the silver sphere

_ Fett crawled over to the wall, pushing his back against
right arm still dangled uselessly at his side. Luckily his left arm,
uninjured, allowing him to keep the wrist laser aime e
doorway. o e

The bounty hunter didn't have time to admonish himself §
c_arelessness. Time was too precious now. Rapid yet rational deo-?
sions would mean the difference between life and death, succeq-
and failure. He could feel his heart surging in his chest T::
outcome was in doubt for the first time. s
il me. Oddly enough, he rather

Fett began with a quick appraisal of his situation. Rivo would
have to be mostly ignored at the moment. Even if he did come oﬁt
shooting, the man was not combat-trained. Gaege Xarran was
trained, however.. Fett had learned the man once served as 4
member of the Imperial Royal Guard. And while the General might
have been past his prime, he was still very well-armed. '

On the other hand, Fett's armor had lost many of its secondary
systems. While the basic suit was functioning, his sensor arrays
were off-line and he could not direct any power to most of the
weapons. The communication units were undamaged, but rela-
tively useless at the moment. The only intact item that could prove
helpful was his jet pack.

Things were not looking good....

Without his sensors, he had no way of knowing if or when the
General would come around the doorframe firing. Even worse, Fett
could not defend himself, other than in hand-to-hand combat. And
at the moment he was short one hand.

Fett reached into one of his pouches and withdrew his final
thermal detonator. He would not allow himself to be captured. He
would take his enemies with him.

Then he saw it....

Xarran's blaster had been equipped with a spotluma. In his
frenzied state, the General must not have realized that it also gavé
away his otherwise stealthy approach.

By watching the halo of light increase in intensity, Fett could
estimate exactly how far away Xarran was at the moment. Fett
quickly performed another analysis of the room and jormulated 4
new plan. The bounty hunter barely resisted the urge to grin as €
('
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d the doorway.

moment later, General Gaege Xarran whirled around the
expertly scanning the room with his blaster. “It's over!” he
ed triumphantly, just as something clicked against his boot.
an looked down at the thermal detonator in horror.

es,” Fett said. “It is_..." And a microsecond-long burst from his
ck sent the hunter streaking across the room.

fore Xarran could even think about reacting, Fett was at the far
{ the office and salely hidden behind a large desk.

he explosion that followed rocked the entire floor.

's chosen cover was of typical Imperial design—big, bulky,
iteresilient. Just as he had hoped, the durasteel monstrosity
sorbed most of the impact while his armor had deflected any
ng debris.

» brushed himself off and approached the refresher door.
g back, he kicked it open and prepared to beat Rivo into
sciousness one-handed if need be. As it turned out he didn’t
10....

ere Rivo should have been Fett saw only a small holopad.
ewas a possibility the device was rigged, but the hunter didn’t
k that was the case. He swiveled the viewscreen forward and
eeted by the smiling holographic visage of Rivo Xarran.
ello, Fett. I'd ask you how you're doing, but the answer is sort
ious. An encounter with my brother, perhaps?” Rivo paused.
, are you going to say something or just stand there?”

ett was a bit surprised with the live feed...he had mistakenly
ed it was a recorded message. “What do you want?”

yes. | forgot. You are a man of few words, aren't you? Well,
m sure you've figured out by now, I discovered your wonderful
tracker. [ bet you'd love to know how. Sorry, | can't give away
1y secrets...] must say | am impressed. | never thought you'd
ly foil an entire Imperial garrison,” Rivo said with a sneer,
nif it was commanded by my idiot brother. Of course, there's
nse in taking any chances, either. Which is why I safely
oved myself from your reach.”

r the moment,” Fett said, studying Rivo's image. “You are not
® the sniveling coward you appear to be.”

No, I'm not. But neither am | a truly evil individual. My only
(L
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weapons are my computer and my mouth. Unfortunatel
both bo‘on and bane at times.” He waved a hand. “But enol:;gt:]li{,o
me. Let’s get c'iown to business, | cannot get back to my norma] M
wuttl_1l you czasmg me around the galaxy, and I know you will not rﬂ:e=
until you drag me or my corpse before th Y
Correct?” P e great Bloateq One,
Fett didn't reply.

So, | propose a compromise.,.and to show my good faith, I
even let you in on a little secret. My brother has set the garri's [r
base’s self-destruct system. Relax, you have 10 minutes beforeo;l.
!Jlows; howeyer. I'll make this quick. You can tell Jabba that | dieq}'.
in the explosion, collect your fee, and go about your business. [ wj
assume a false 1fientity, go underground, and never, ever r.eveal:
w_ha: ha_as tﬁransptred within this building so long as | live. We both.
win.” Rivo’s confident gaze faltered somewhat, “What
bounty hunter? Is it a deal?”

After a moment, the bounty h "

ran s y hunter nodded. “Very well. But one

day.I will f'“d you, Rivo. And on that day, | will finish this job.”

Rivo grmnef:l. “Ah, yes. It may take longer than usual, but Boba
Ff:tt always wins. Very good, then. Until that day...." His image
flickered away into darkness.

Th.e hunter checked his chronometer. At least that was still
v._rorkmg. He had better get moving. Fett had a feeling the little
sithspawn might have “accidentally” overestimated the count-

down to detonation. As he headed for the roof, Fett sent out a
beckon call to Slave /.. ..

. many years Boba Fett managed to track Rivo down to a
ater planet in the Outer Rim Territories, to the very cantina
he slicer was hiding—" he paused for effect and then said
__And then the greatest bounty hunter of all time finally
(pleted his task. You see, Boba Fett never loses.” He glanced at
ronometer. “Now, it's way past your bedtimes. Get off to
all of you. And no bad dreams or no more stories before

Paul Danner

”

e.

fied, the children filed up the stairs to their rooms, still
ering about the story. All except for the little girl. She paused
top of the steps with a quizzical look on her face. “Is BobaFett
od guy or a bad guy?"

e considered that for a moment. “That’s a question only you
san answer,” he said finally.

e girl shrugged her shoulders and bounded up the stairs,
g the Storyteller alone with his thoughts.

Well, not quite alone.

long have you been sitting there?” the Storyteller asked.
‘ou tell me,” came the flat, filtered response.

he Storyteller turned toward the shadowed booth from which
-and green-garbed figure emerged. BobaFett stood beforethe
ller, arms folded across his armored chest.

After all these years you actually managed to find me.” Smiling,
e Storyteller stood up. “At least my little tale will be authentic

do you say,

e bounty hunter slowly reached into one of his pouches and
e Storyteller took a deep breath. Fett withdrew something silver
hiny and the Storyteller suddenly had visions of thermal
tors.

casually tossed the object toward the man, who caught it
ut of reflex.

he Storyteller braced himself for the end, but when it didn’t
e he looked at the object in his palm. It was a credit chit.

€tt was already walking toward the exit.

The Storyteller held it up, confused. “What is this?”

The bounty hunter didn't turn around. “Many things, Rivo. An
new beginning...and maybe even an answer to a little girl's
stion.” Fett glanced back once, then disappeared through the

i The Storyteller stopped, enjoying the eager stares of the chil-
ren,

“How does it end?" asked the little girl breathlessly.

Her question was taken up by the other kids as they demandﬂd
a resolution to the tale,

TheStoryteller smiled appreciatively and continued, “Well, after
('t
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e Storyteller (he no longer really thought of himself as Rivo)
Mined the chit, It contained 50,000 credits. The exact bounty

(¢
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was wrong. For abrief moment, he couldn't quite fi
it suddenly hit him.

put on his head by Jabba. Suddenly, everything became
grinned and ran outside.
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Boba Fett was gone...vanished into the wastes of Ladarr,.
The Storyteller stood there in silence. And realized SOmeth;

There was no squeaking.
The Storyteller looked down...and found himself staring at the

disintegrated remains of the bar's repliwood sign. He threyw back
his head and began laughing.

(L
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Type: Bounty Hunter
DEXTERITY 4D

Armor weapons 6D, blaster 9D, brawling parry 5D+1, dodge 601, grenade m;
melee combat 6D, melee parry 6D, missile weapons 6D+2, thrown weapons 5Ds2,
vehicle blasters 7D

KNOWLEDGE 2D+2

Alien species 5D, bureaucracy 5D-+2, cultures 5D, intimidation 7D- 1, languages
5D+1, planetary systems 6D, streetwise 8D, survival 6D, value 6D+ 1, willpower 6D
MECHANICAL 2D+2

Astrogation 6D+ 1, jet pack operation 5D+ 2, repulsorlift operation 5D, re pulsorlift
operation: speeder bike 6D, space transports 7D, starship gunnery 8D, starship
shields 6D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 7D, command 4D+2, con 6D, gambling 6D, hide 4D+ 2, investigation 9D;
persuasion 7D, search 8D+2, sneak 60+2

STRENGTH 3D+2

Brawling 6D, climbing/jumping 4D, lifting 5D, stamina 7D, swimming 50
TECHNICAL 2D

Armor repair 6D, computer programming/repair 4D, demolition 6D, droid pres
gramming 4D, security 8D, space transports repair 6D

Force Points: 5

Dark Side Points: 6

Character Points: 22

Move: 10 |
Equipment: Blaster rifle (6D), Mandalorian battle armor, comlink. Wookie&
scalps dangling from belt, Slave /.

Capsule: One of the mos!t notorious bounty hunters who has ever
lived...some say the best. The only certainty about the man behind the
mask is that he is extremely dangerous,

Other than that, Fett remains a mystery.

Model: Modiflied Mandalorian battle armor
Type: Modilied personal battle armor
Cost: Not for sale

Avallability: Unique

lear, g

gure it out__.then'
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Basic sﬁg lF:'tr—mrides +4D to Strength for Plll)’Si('ai al_tacks. +3D for energy attacks.
s head, torso and arms. No Dexterity penalpes. .
Cov Lasers: 5D damage, uses armor weapons skill, ranges; 5/2E )',‘ P 5
' Dart Launcher: 6D damage, uses missile weapons skill, ranges: 3-5/ l_ﬂfu. "
pbi::;.upped (causes 5D damage for five rounds). Can use alternative poisons
wdﬂ !-sl) ::;;;:;?S(}mppﬁng Hook: 20-meter lanyard, uses missile weapons skill,
& - 0-3/10/20, magnetic grappling “hook.” ‘ .
Flame Projector: 5D dar[nage, uses armor weapons skill, creates cone one
wide, variable one to five
;l:ters long.
Concussion  Grenade
Launcher: Grenades cause K
damage over aLiive
eter blast radius. Uses
mﬁsﬁe weapons skill,
range: 1-250/350/500,
nmagazine carries 20 gre-
#P?ck: Has a Move of 100
‘meters horizontally, 70
‘meters vertically. Uses jef
] operation skill, base
difficulty is Easy, modified
by obstacles. Has 20
‘charges can expend up to
two per round.
Sensor Pod: +2D to search.
Anfrared/Motion Sensor: In-
tegrated infrared and mo-
tion sensor adds +1D to
Perception in darkness or
withmoving objects ahead
and to both sides. L
Macrobinoculars: Add +3D
to Perception or search for Jj
‘objects 100-500 meters
way. Scomp-linked into
 blaster rifle; reduces range
two levels (for example,
long range becomes short
tange).
Sound Sensors: Adds +1D .
to Perception or search. This bonus only applies in quiet situations. o call)
Internal Comlink: Can be linked into Slave I's control system (with beckon call),
adjusted to other standard frequencies. Also has external spe_aker. )
; Lband Antenna: Can intercept and decode most communications made on
Standard frequencies. As a result, Boba Fett can patch into shipboard commu-
Tications.
Winch: ifting 100 kilograms (Fett and his equipment only).
Sealeq E::i?:lf‘-:n;};:i Filtgr system%:an hlt()Ck out harmful molecules, or in case of
Insufficient or deadly atmosphere, the suit can completely seal, drawing upon a

WO hour internal supply of oxygen.
(¢
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Type: Slicer

DEXTERITY 3D+2

Blaster 4D+ 1, dodge 4D

KNOWLEDGE 3D

Business 6D, languages 10, streetwise 5D-2, value 50

MECHANICAL 2D

:;;I‘l;ﬂllllludllulh 3042, repulsorlift operation 4D, sensors 40, sSpace transporyg
PERCEPTION 3D+
Bargain 5D, con 6D hide4p
search 4D+2, sneak 4y 1
STRENGTH 2D

Brawling 3D

TECHNICAL 4D

Computer Programming/re-
pair TD=1, security 50,2
Force Points: |

Character Points: 15
Move: 10

Equipment: Personalized
computer, datapad
datacards, hold-out blaster
(3D+2), chronometer

Capsule: Rivo grew upin
the shadow of his older
brother, Gaege. The el-
der Xarran was always
successful at whatever
he did, while Rivo
couldn't seem to do any-
thing right. Gaege wenl
to the lmperial Academy;
Rivo was thrown in jail
[or petty theft

With no other s
get attention, Rivo con-
stantly misbehaved
Quick-witted and sarcas-
tic, more often than not
his mouth tended to get
him into trouble. He became so proficient at fast-talking his way out of
danger, people began to say he should have been an actor...or 4
politician

Leaving homeat ayoung age, he made a career as a swindler and thief
until he discovered a talent for computers (alter he stale his first on<
from astore). Rivo decided to make use of his newfound ability the only
way he knew how...he became a slicer.

Rivo is a handsome young human in his mid-thirties. He has short
unevenly chopped dark hair, and light eyes, A roguish grin is never faf
from his lips ' '
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L e ial G |

: iImperial Genera
};ype 1'1”\’ 2D+2
Blaster 5D, hrawling parry 40D, dodge 4D
KNOWLEDGE 3D+2 o _ o
Bureau:‘ravyﬁ[l. intimidation -'Il_snr_vw.'nl 1I?- 1, tactics: l—'1l'|lll-'\|:-\in|).5 D, tactics
fleets 4D 2, tactics ground assault 6D, tactics: squads 5D+1

HANICAL 3D . .
;l:p?ﬂsurlllt operation 40, sensors 5D, starship gunnery 4D, starship shields

4D+2
PERCEPTION 2D+ 1
Command 7D+2, search5D
STRENGTH 3D+1
Brawling 5D+2
TECHNICAL 3D
Computer programiming;
repair 5D, security 50-2
Character Points: 12
Move: 10
Equipment: Datapad,
blaster pistol (4D+1),
comlink, rank cylinders
Capsule: Gaege Xarran
was the perfect son. He
did everything he was
asked, never got into
trouble, and excelled at
whatever it was he
chose to do, unlike his
younger brother Rivo.
The two siblings never
really got along, being
such opposites. Their
parents often com-
pared them to order
and chaos. When Gaege
entered the Imperial
Academy, that was the
last straw for Rivo, who
ran away from home

With a promisingca-
reer in the military, Gaege had everything going for him. He served
briefly as an Imperial Royal Guardsman, then returned to the regular
Imperial Army. He quickly attained the rank of general and was recently
assigned as executive officer of the garrison base on Vryssa.

While Gaege appears to be perfect, he has always suffered from a
lery temper, though he usually manages to keep it concealed.

He seldom hears from his brother, except of course, when Rivo
Wants something. ...

¢
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By Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Robert Carey

Illustrations by Pablo Hidalgo
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Aliens! The Mos Eisley canting,
Jabba's palace and the many
encounters in between and be-
yond have forever endeared Star
Wars fans to the myriad aliens
that span the galaxy. Bizarre
aliens are a crucial part of the
Star Wars mythos and provide
colorful background for roleplay-
ing adventures.

The following entries detail a
handful of new aliens from all
corners of the galaxy, as well as
Professor Tem Eliss, a prominent
scholar who studies aliens and
their cultures.

Professor Tem Eliss is one of the most respected and well-known

ity of San
r his blatant disre-

Sentientologists in the galaxy

Sentient Studies Department and infamous

‘#ard of Imperial “protocol.” Professor Eli studied sentient

'Species and th d for decades e of the lyra home-

World F'tral, Eliss was \ong the stars rather than withinthe
> in lyra culture: this upbringing

»putation for being condescending,
ifted scholar and

lyra culture and

:eping company with

L Whereas most lyra have a
[Rotistical and dow

€nd to many. In fac
f'.-’c’(—'iﬂ_\" rather dislik

(

(
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Eliss's anti-Imperial rhetori im |
c has gotten him into tro I I
: : uble ¢ A6 5O >m Elise
more than one occasion, and finally came to a boil a few °q tm:.tswr !il 1 : 1|- -
ago. Attherequest of the facul i i e LA
i q efaculty, Eliss was preparing m*’“’*#vem,y DEXTERITY 2D+2

SI8JUNCIUT UsIy

z‘f Sanbra Guide to Intelligent Life (see Galaxy Guide 12 Alien odge 3D+2 u
nemies and Allies).. ; o S— OWLEDGE 4
while doin {é%gl)\dl:."i:lm he wasnot adhering to Imperial doctripg ien species 10D+1, bureaucracy: University of Sanbra 5D+ 1, cultures 9D 1,
gso, OR loyalists on the Professor’s sta : dation: students 6D, languages 8D, planetary systems 8D, scholar:
ff alert jntimi g
e yenoarchaeology 8D+2, survival 4D+ 2, survival: aquatic 6D, willpower 5D

Imperial officials of the matter, and shortly thereafter Profeggq ICAL 2D
eSS0r :

Eliss fled the University cam i i Astroga
pus, taking his research materials wi : icati
i 5w ! 7 tion 3D+2, communications 3D
hl.m‘ Subsequent attempts to locate and detain Eliss have met w!:h ON 3D
failure. ith ‘Bargain 5D+2, command 4D, investigation 5D
Three weeks after his disappearance, Professor Eliss releaseq [ng“:)lg?gz
CAL 3D+

Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Robert Carey

The Guide to the student communication nets: it has since b

forwarded to more than 25000 comm nodes on thr)usamlfen' [

worlds (much to the Empire’s displeasure). e
Following are additional entries to the University's Guide that

 Computer programming/repair 4D+2, droid programming 4D, first aid 4D, secu-

" Force

 Character Points: 11

:miessordEliss has drafted from wherever he is taking refuge and jeve: 13 (S“Smming}: S

as posted to the i : i ir se e For more o

i p Ity comm nets. Imperial forces continue their search Note: For more information on the lyra, see pages 56-58 of Galaxy Guide 4: Alien
or the fugitive.... Races

An Extinct Guest

It had been a busy week for Professor Tem Eliss, The University
Sanbra had been thrown into turmoil by the recent Imperial
oval of instructor Callow Batta in the History Department—
tinued pressure by Imperial officials regarding Eliss" work
er hindered his progress. He had numerous projects to grade
conferences scheduled, and the Sentient Studies Department
hoping to receive the first volume of his University of Sanbra
to Intelligent Life sometime before the end of the term.
em sank into his old aquachair, numerous tentacles wrapping
ound the arms securely. He had over the last few days read

tions of Rin's Catalog of Intelligent Life in the Galaxy, and that
ingly pro-Imperial work only further prompted him to com-
te more of his own project. Unfortunately for Eliss, however, one
 could only do so much in a 27-hour day. He switched off his
linal and sipped from a salty mug of brinebrew.
edoor chimed and Professor Eliss sat up. “Comein,” he called.
lanced at the wall chrono; student appointments didn’t begin
another hour or so. For a moment he expected the sector Moff
ter with a guard of stormtroopers, ready to haul him off to

CO)
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some interrogation center. Instead, a short reptilian h‘*i"gstuod .
the dimly-lit hallway.
The alien was less than a meter and a half tall, with 4 split tate
nearly as thick as its body trailing behind, e
“Professor Eliss?" the visitor asked quietly, bowing his head a3
the doorway. ]
“Yes,"” Eliss responded. “Can | help you?"
The slight reptile looked about the room suspiciously. “Are
alone?” -
Eliss looked about his office, not quite sure of what to expect. Ha
set down his mug of brinebrew. F
“We are,” the Professor answered tentatively. “Have a seat * ha
said, and motioned to a gravcouch opposite where he was sitting._
“Thank you," the alien acknowledged, and slipped into the
couch.
“So what can | help you with?" Professor Eliss asked the slim
creature, )
There was no pause; the caller had come with his appeal already
planned. *I ask you to write the truth about my people.” '
Itthen occurred to Professor Eliss that he did not even recognize.
what species his unexpected guest was. He reached for his datapad.
“And what is your species?" he asked.

“l am Abinyshi,” the reptile replied curtly.

Professor Eliss set his datapad down on one of the arms of his:
chair. “The Abinyshi have been extinct for decades,” Eliss said
slowly.

“We have been under the servitude of the Empire,” the reptile
said. “We have been all but wiped out. But a few of us survive,
despite Imperial propaganda claiming we destroyed ourselves inl
some absurd civil conflict.” _

“I see.” The sentientologist was on dangerous ground here, and-_
he suddenly hoped COMPNOR hadn't installed any sort of survell:
lance devices in his office.

Each of Eliss's hearts skipped a beat.

“All right,” he said. “Tell me of your people and | will make sur€.
the truth is told.” Eliss looked out over the campus through the:
office’s streaked windows. “| probably won't be here much longer:
so | might as well get as much work done as possible.” He turf
back to face his guest.

“My name is S'itl Thirr,” the being began....

CO)
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pelieved to be extinct, the Abinyshi are a people t]lmat have
early destroyed by the Empire’s exploitation of their home-
Once acommon sight across
y, perhaps a handful of
duals are aware the spe-
ill exists.

Arants
nyshi are a short, rela-
slender yellow-green rep-
hecies. They possess two
pupil-less eyes that are
se together. Their face
y features aside from

horizontal slit of a
: their nose and
while extant, are
minute and
noticeable.

used both as an )
dage and weapon.

shi are a gentle
e and have taken
r passive stance
position to the Em-
this has allowed them

Ppushed nearly to extine-
They largely avoid the Em-
neither endorsing nor op-
ng the New Order. Millen-
their culture learned
2 with all that the uni-
presented, and to
ly let much of the
'S trivial con-
Pass them by.
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History

consistent role in galactic history. Their primary contribuytjg,
ns

restaurants serve Abinyshi cuisine and Abinyshi literature is
devoured by university students throughout the galaxy. The o'
larity of their contributions have lost some of their Stren;‘:}pu.
recent‘years. as the species was believed to have destroyed it o
in a civil war approximately two decades ago, and no hmiell
contributions have been made. %

In truth, the Empire found the Abinyshi homeworld, Inysh, k
massive kalonterium reserves. Kalonteriumis a low-grade ore m;:g
in the development of weapons and some starship constructig
The Imperial mining efforts that followed all but destroyed tt:l'
Inysh ecology, and devastated the indigenous flora and fauna %

Those Abinyshi who weren't enslaved for the purpose of mir;in
the kalonterium and managed to escape numbered in the Ims
_thousands. After the need for kalonterium diminished with mé
increased frequency of higher-grade ores such as doonium and
meleenium, the Imperial extraction units left Inysh. The Abinyshi
were left to suffer in their ruined world.

Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Robert Carey

eclimology Leve The Abinyshi were among the first species to
reach the stars, and though their techniques and technology never
comparedto that of the Corellians or Duros, they have long enjoyed

the technology provided them by their allies. Their small popula-

tion limited their ability to colonize any territories outside their
home system.

Mhinvshiin the Galasy: Abinyshi are now seldom encountered.
‘:.’ears ago they were arelatively common sight; continued persecu-
tion by the Empire has prompted them to become rather reclusive:
They now tend to inhabit regions with relatively light Imperial
presence (such as the Corporate Sector or the Periphery). Even
when they are seen, they very rarely discuss anything pertaining to
their origin; individuals who come across an Abinyshi most often
take the being to be just another reptilian alien.

Gamemash

be an extremely rare—if not singular—occurrence. An Abinyshi

player character might have among his ultimate goals the develop
ment of an Abinyshi colony, perhaps on an Alliance safe world far’

from the grasp of the Empire,

Qg

tlture: The Abinyshi have played a Minor bu

have included culinary and academic developments; severy) fin "
e

+ Motes An Abinyshi gamemaster character should

Adventure Journal - Augus!.lse?.

personality Notes: To the casual eye, an Abinyshi will seem
hey make a point to avoid attention. Once befriended, how-

an Abinyshi is a gentle and soft-spoken companion, with a

chant for the arts and eagerness for new projects.

uggested Skills: Many older Abinyshi are likely to have high
edge skills, including scholar. Some of the younger Abinyshi

have only known Imperial rule will likely have improved

val, hide and sneak skills.

Ltable Persanalitie s Alliance SpecForces operative Thi'in Lis;
te poet Si Qurr.

\vorage Abinvahi Dexterity 2D, Knowledge 3D, Mechanical
' Perception 2D, Strength 2D, Technical 1D+1. Move: 10.

Ab inyshi
Attribute Dice: 12D
D 2D/4D
1D+2/4D+1
1 ANICAL 1D/3D
PERCEPTION 2D+2/4D+2
'STRENGTH 2D/4D
TECHNICAL 1D+1/3D+2
1 Abilities:

Tail: The Abinyshi can use their tail as a third arm at - 1D their regular die code.
In combat, the tail does Strength damage.
; Factors:
ved Extinct: Nearly all beings in the galaxy believe the Abinyshi to be extinct.
M 10/12
Size: 1.2-1.6 meters

I

|l"

JIvanar
‘The forest world Carest 1 has long been a favorite location for
sts throughout the galaxy. On this tranquil planet the tree-
ng Jiivahar evolved from hairless simian stock. Millions ofthe
es inhabit the giant conifers of the northern continents that
ke Carest 1 such a popular vacation site.
Abpcarance aod iolooy With their slender frame and long
s, the Jiivahar appear lanky and ungraceful. Despite that
ance, their bodies are exceptionally limber, allowing for
rely travel among the branches of the majestic thykar trees.
e Jiivahar's bodies are narrow and streamlined. They have no
.and are perfectly built for racing alongthe treetops. They have
thin fingers and toes that are capable of wrapping completely
nd small limbs and branches. Their heads are flat and linear,

si8junoaul usy
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ne curiosity; they actively seek out any new ex[.)eriencei. no
rer how insignificant it may be. This can get Fhem arnto serious
je when dealing with those who are not quite as innocent as
are. Jiivahar who deal with other species are often t‘aken
tage of—especially by gamb[ers.vsmugglers and the like—
1 they learn to be not quite so trusting.

Vl §stor The woodland of Carest 1's northern
__inents is atranquil environment. With few predators, the l()F:ai
ife has flourished, its population kept in check only by massive
ms that enter the region every decade or so.
he Jiivahar evolved in these relatively calm lorest.s, f'md the
ty which surrounds them has left its mark on their lifestyle.
ar society is egalitarian in almost all regards, and there have
v been two wars in their history, both during times of great
ity. )
cial organization is virtually nonexistent among .the Jiivahar.
tend to gather into small talins—usually numbering around 5
families—which have some qualities of a formal tribe, but
e membership is not limited to those born within the group.
yone can enter or leave these talins at any time.
iivahar talins are semi-nomadic. They have permanent settle-
ments by the shores of lakes, rivers and oceans, but they only stay
n them part of the year. During the cold season they use the.se
lements—consisting of primitive wooden huts insulated with
k leaves and bark—as shelter from the harsh weather. The rest
he year the Jiivahar roam the treetops of their particular range
cordance with seasonal variations.
ce the Jiivahar have permanent settlements where they can
retheir possessions, some accumulate more goods lhfm others.
h inequality is remedied through great redistributive feasts
hat are called once each season by the leaders of a tatin.

’During these feasts, or Kinn-taas, all members of a ralin are
Compelled by social pressure—not law—to give to the falin’s
ders as many of their possessions as they can afford. In return
By gain prestige and respect among their peers. The leaders lh_en
istribute these goods to the neediest among them, thus leveling
* Wealth of the entire falin.

01w The leaders of a talin are not chosen by election or
thright. Rather, the talin chooses its wisest, most expenerjce(l
Embers to lead. While exhibiting some qualities of a chief—

and their large, round eyes are spaced wide apart.

The skin of the Jiivahar ranges from light green to dark browy
depending upon geographical location. Though appearingtohe y
smooth, liivahar skin is actually covered with tiny pocks.
These help them to climb by giving
them added traction.

To aid in their climbing,
the Jiivahar secrete a highly
sticky substance from the
pores of their hands and feet.
This substance, known as
sarvin, is remarkably adherent; it
will stick to all but the smoothest
materials. When no longer re-
quired, the sarvin is simply
washed away through con-
trolled perspiration.

Though the Jiivahar tend
to be of average size for a
humanoid species, they
have a light frame with hol-
low, bird-like bones. Such
structure aids in their climb-
ing, but also makes them
susceptibletophysical dam-
age.
The Jiivahar are omni-
vores; their diet consists
primarily of large vine-nuts
and sweet frarra berries.

‘ Amiable
by nature, the Jiivahar have

always sought peace—both
with others and within them-
selves. Because they have only :
a few natural predators, they | ¢ X
have never developed any [
heightened sense of cau-

tion or suspicion. This |
manifests itselfin their [/~ . v
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JJieve in. Many have joined the Rebel Alliance, where they

. effective woodland pathfinders and wilderness fighters.

onality Noles: The Jiivahar's unbridled inquisitiveness can

3 es get them into trouble. Their prying ways have angered
.. than a few shady characters from time to time. They are

icularly prone to enraging members of species with limited

o, such as Wookiees and Houks—a fault that can sometimes

to be quite dangerous...if not outright fatal.

catedl Skills: Most Jiivahar will have high climbing and

ruiv al’ forest skills.

Notable Personalities: Jannpyr, famed tour guide of Carest I;

h. outcast and terrorist-for-hire.

werage Jitvahar: Dexterity 3D+ 1, Knowledge 2D, Mechanical 1D,

ption 3D, Strength 1D+2, Technical 1D. Move: 10, 12 (climbing).

specifically the privilege to settle disputes and throw feasts
leaders hold no title, possess no regalia of office, and amh‘th
ered equal to all other members of the ralin. There ig nzo?
number of leaders a talinmay have; they can have as many o i
as they deem necessary. b
Leaders of a Jiivahar talin have only limited authority. The ;
the power to carry out their demands with the use of fore %
must instead rely on persuasion and the respect given the. i
others to effect their wishes. oAy
There are no written laws in Jiivahar society: individuals are
expected to act on behalf of the community and with res
toward thehrights and well-being of others. Those few who choose.
to ignore these basic guidelines are i L
ished from the talin. ¢ Plomicalbrandedan "

S18)UNoUT UBIY

Fechmologs Level Jiivahar technology is limited to primitive L
muscle-powered tools that aid in foraging and fishing. They have Jiivahar

developed few weapons. Dice: 12D
nte H
radeand Technolony: Tourismis by far the largest industryon - 1,730[;32

CAL 1D/3D+1
"EPTION 2D/4D
TRENGTH 1D/3D
NI 1D/3D

Abilities:

Sarvin: The Jiivahar can secrete an adhesive substance, sarvin, from the
in their hands and feet. This substance gives them a +1D bonus to their
bing skill. In addition, it also gives them a +1D bonus to any Strength rolls for
purposes of clutching objects or living creatures. The Jiivahar cleanse
nselves of the sarvin through controlled perspiration; it takes one round to

Carest 1. Beings from all over the galaxy are drawn to this i
planet because of its natural beauty, tranquility, and the magn
cent thykartrees—some standing well over 150 meters—that domi-
nate the northern continents. Many enterprising Jiivahar earn a
considerable living as guides for the frequent tourists. '

Many tourists have brought advanced technology:; a few Jiivahar
have acquired these items. The curiosity of the Jiivahar has made
them quite enthusiastic about acquiring these “wonders,” but
items have been the source of recent stress within Jiivahar society:
Unwilling to give away their most treasured items, some Jiivahar
have found themselves victims of theft. Worse yet, some Jiivahar
outcasts have managed to obtain advanced weaponry and have
begun to terrorize some Jiivahar talins. Time has yet to tell how this
will affect Jiivahar society.

filvahar in the Galaxy: Driven by their uncontmllable(.'tlrioslﬂ__‘i"
many liivahar have left the safety of Carest 1 for the adventure aé.
excitement offered by the countless worlds beyond their oWis
These Jiivahar travel throughout the galaxy, exploring new worlds ]
and typically searching for any experiences that might make for&:
worthy story. y

Some Jiivahar have become involved in the galactic struggle f \
freedom. They see the oppressive Empire as contrary toeverythifia

icate Build: Due 1o the lJiivahar's fragile bone structure they suffer a 2
difier to all Strength rolls to resist damage.
Factors:

ity Jiivahar have an inherent curiosity of the world around them. They will
seek out any new experiences and adventures.
ve: 10/12 (running), 12/14 (climbing)

1.55-1.85 meters tall

4 Poss'Nomin

The Poss’Nomin, hailing from lllarreen, are a species of adven-
Upon contact with other cultures, the Poss’Nomin were

to take up the challenge and explore the rest of the galaxy.

arance and Wology: Somewhat larger than an average
the Poss'Nomin have a thick build that is due more to their
e bone structure than muscular bulk. Their skin is almost

§
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uniformly red, though some races have black-
forearms.

Poss'Nomin have wide faces with angular cheek b(JIIC‘S—-l'immed
with cartilage knobs—and a broad, flat nose. They have great.
shovel-like jaws filled with a mixture of flat and sharp teeth lha{
betray their omnivorous nature.

Certainly the most striking aspect of the Poss'Nomin's Physical
appearance is their three eyes; they are positioned next 16 gpa
another horizontally, giving them a wide arc of vision. The large
eyes are orange except for the iris, which ranges from dark blye g,
yellow. Each eye has two fleshy eyelids, the outer one used primg.
rily when sleeping.

or br‘-""""'-‘ipuue d

Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Robert Carey

The temperament and personality of the
Poss’Nomin, like that of most species, varies greatly from indi.
vidual to individual. In general, however, they possess a fundamen.
tal eagerness to explore. They quest for both knowledge and
adventure; the drive to uncover the mysteries of the universe is
rooted in their very being.

The Poss'Nomin evolved along the eastern
shores of Vhin, an island continent in the northern hemisphere.
The area was rich in resources, but due to sudden and intense
climatic changes—possibly the result of a solar flare—that took
place within the span of a few centuries, the place became an
uninhabitable wasteland.

Having few options, the Poss'Nomin left the shores for better
lands beyond. They quickly spread throughout the continent,
eventually building boats that could take them to new regions.
Civilizations blossomed throughout the world and society pros:
pered.

Within a few millennia, several powerful nations had emerged,
each with differing priorities and forms of government. Conflicts
began that soon led to war on a global scale, something the
Poss’Nomin had never before experienced.

It was during this period, scarcely a century ago, that lllarreen
was discovered by a party of spice traders. As the planet was
previously unexplored, the traders decided to investigate. What
they found was a fully developed species engaged in massive g!ﬂba’
warfare.

The Poss'Nomin immediately ceased their fighting in order 1
comprehend the nature of their visitors. Less than a decade after

Ct
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.- initial contact with outsiders, the warring nations put aside
grievances and united in an effort to adopt the galaxy's more
ced technology and become part of the galactic community.
Today approximately one-third of the population has adopted
ctic standard technology.

olitics: Since the nations of Illarreen have united, they have
tially become one giant government. The power base is
sosely structured, with most of the authority resting in the hands
- quasi-independent regional governments.

_eaders of all government levels are chosen once every three
dard years through direct
lar election. Poss'Nomin
» for those they believe
better steer them into
galactic community. All
'Nomin are automati-
registered tovote when
become legal adults.

Technology Level: The
‘Nomin were just be-

SI3UNo2U3 usly

. mostly in the
hierregions. Those regions
ch have not been fully up-
ded are still at the atomic
of development, though
assimilation of higher
ology has occurred.




Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Roben Carey

y |I '.| <) / ) .
Adventure Journal + August 1997

Adventure Journal - August 1997

rade and Technology: The effects of standard techng]g, L vCHANICAL 1D/3D+2 z
Poss'Nomin society have been tremendous. The entire POpuly "'_ ¢ RCEPTION 2D/4D+2 g
is undergoing a fundamental restructuring of their facilitieg '_'-:" ENS TH lﬁ;}%ﬂ g‘
way of thinking. ! N Abilities: g

However, this technological restructuring is extrelnely ©XPen. ision: Because of the positioning of their three eyes, the Poss'Nomin have g

ory wide arc of vision. This gives them a « 1D bonus to all Perception and search
based on visual acuity.

10/12

1.7-2.1 meters tall

sive. In the past, the Old Republic helped fund the modernizatjgy
and change was rapid. But ever since the Empire came to po
the Poss’Nomin have been left to fend for themselves. The rate of
conversion has slowed dramatically, the local economy has pac.
come stagnant, and a substantial gap has widened between .

wealthy and the poor.

Pyl .

isolationist Tarc live on the arid planet Hjaff—they are a
To raise funds for restructuring, the Poss’Nomin gOVernment of land-dwelling crustaceans that have removed them-
has recently auctioned off large chunks of public land. This prop s from the rest of the galaxy. These fierce aliens attack anyone
erty is primarily purchased by influential offworld mining compa. dares to enter their “domain of sovereignty,” even the Imperi-
nies (since lllarreen is rich with beryllium ore) who care little for o have recently mounted a military campaign against them.
the plight of the Ross Notal. . pearance and Hiologs Though they are crustaceans evolved
large sea creatures, the Tarc are well-adapted to life in the
terrain of Hjaff. They are resistant to high temperatures and
go without fresh water for long periods of time. They are
covered by a chitinous exoskeleton with a large dorsal
that stores water and helps maintain body temperature. The
elland exoskeleton also provide strong protection against physi-
e,
€ Tafrc are a bipedal species with fourarms. Theupper two are
or grasping and manipulating objects. Each possesses a
and” that consists of three wide spiny digits, one of which is
posable. The lower two arms end in large pincers that are used
f-defense and hunting. These pincers are exceptionally pow-
and capable of causing tremendous damage.
ough standing just about two meters tall, the considerable
from their shell and exoskeleton makes the Tarc much larger
leavier than a standard human. The added weight causes them
Notable Personalitics: Kiviarwa, explorer for Rim Commeé uite slow when moving on land.
Mining. b he Tarc are carnivorous—they feed mostly on sand mollusks
Average Poss Nomin: Dexterity 2D, Knowledge 2D, Mechanicak ! _her soft meats. They have no lips, teeth, or longue: but the
1D+2, Perception 3D, Strength 2D, Technical 1D+ 1. Move: 10. : of their mouth is filled with small, hollow-tipped s‘plkes th.at
' tle a strong acidic saliva. When “chewing,” these spikes easily
and dissolve the soft meat, which is then directly ingested
$hthe hollow tips of the spikes and used to nourish the body:
1arc have no stomach and cannot eat tough or sinewy meat.

)

ane

Poss™Nomin in the Galavy: The need to explore has been partof
the Poss’Nomin psyche since their migration from the eastern
shores of Vhin. The recently acquired access to space travel has
opened up a whole new realm for them to scout. {

Since they were discovered, many Poss'Nomin have taken to th e
stars. They left the depressed economy of lllarreen in search of the
adventure and riches to be found within the rest of the galaxy.M
havetraveled to the uncharted regions at the edge of the galaxyand
even beyond.

Personality Notes: Though the Poss'Nomin have a strong desire
toexplore new territories, they have never displayed an expansi
ist agenda or need to conquer, Instead, it is the thrill of adventuré
and the drive to discover that is at the heart of their exploration:

Suggested Skills: Many Poss 'Nomin will have planetary systemsy
survival, investigation and search skills.

B PossNomin
Attribute Dice: 12D
DEXTERITY 1D/4D
KNOWLEDGE 1D/4D

CO)



Trevor J. Wilson and Craig Robert Carey

|
yi

™y \ 7 1\

3 I \ "

Y || g J r f | \ i
Adventure Journal « August 1997

Adventure Journal « August 1937

\cethey possess no tongue orlips, Tarcareunableto speak Basic

most other languages.
Wwith their large, spiked, trap-like jaw and darting eyes, the Tarc
. the impression of being predators on the hunt. Their sand-
¥ red bodies are strong and imposing, their movements sharp
recise. All this, along with their vicious pincers, give them an
imidating presence.

Femperament: Since they believe that emotions are best kept to
: f,the Tarc appear to be a cold and often ruthless people with
e care for anything except their own survival. This perception
rue, to a limited extent. Tarc can be cold and ruthless, but this
se of behavior is derived more from their culture and environ-
nt than from any lack of emotion.
e Tarc believe in action and appropriate reaction. Any action
take must be necessary and decisive. It must produce the
ed results within a defined period of time—usually short term.
lan fails, they do not hesitate to replace it with another; lengthy
heration is not a cherished value among the Tarc.
Inthe past, war was often seen as a necessary action to maintain
sovereignty of individual nations. But despite their conflict-
en history, the Tarc are neither a hostile nor warlike species,
they have since unified their nations.
ill, war is an acceptable action when necessary. Whether the
ting is between individuals or planetary armies, the Tarc be-
2 in the use of quick and overwhelming force to defeat and
sequently dispose of the enemy; mercy is never an option,
istory and Cultnee: Having originally evolved in Hjaff's few
loceans, the Tarc began inhabiting the shores at an early stage
ldevelopment. As they migrated deeper into the deserts, the Tarc
developing complex tools to help them survive in the hostile
ronment. As a result, society advanced and the population

ey

Ll
larc civilization was once divided into many nations: some
erful, some weak, but all dedicated to protecting their sover-
tyand culture from the others. As communications technology
“Vanced and national economies became more dependent on the
d economy, these differing nations slowly began integrating
one union—a union that craved stability and therefore a single

re.
'Was just after the creation of this union that the Tarc began

2
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i i . s (10 Hjaff years). Every eligible Tarc must vote in
actively exploring space and nearby worlds. When they first o : lgc{f:r:s.(l-'ailu: : tgdo rlelesults ?n : mgmediate "

countered intelligent alien lifeforms (most likely the Abinyg- | : 4 5
since they inhabited a neighboring sector) they were horrifieq hhh.' Leually 2 prison sentence or indentured servitude.
o pehmology Lovel The technology level of the Tarc is compa-

not surprised. The prospect of alien societies infecting t}ej,
to the galactic norm. Their domestic technology is perhaps a

ture drove the Tarc to immediately halt their exploration of ;
and to isolate themselves from the rest of the galaxy. pelow the average, but their military advances are as sophisti-
ed as the rest of the galaxy.

To protect themselves from outside influence they createq a
large buffer zone between themselves and other species, This-: ‘he Tarc are quite adept at creating desert survival gear and
“domain of sovereignty” consists of a boundary formed by ‘Wel?é': isportation vehicles. Since their survival gear is designed spe-
nearby systems, four of which contain military outposts, Sever] : y for their own unique physiology, other species are gener-
other systems also exist within this buffer zone, but the Tarcarethe unable to use it. Their desert transports—especially those
only intelligent life within it. ded for military application—are quite advanced.
With the creation of their domain, the Tarc formed alarge, highly " Inorderto protect their culture from the “evils” of the galaxy. the
trained navy to policeits borders. This navy, the fulacav Goum,haé stopped advancing their hyperspace technology when they
t discovered other intelligent species. They do, however, pos-

followed a policy of zero tolerance for intruders. They ferociously
! s spacecraft with hyperdrives equal to those of modern craft,

attack any who enter.
This policy has resulted in recent skirmishes with Imperial these few ships (which have been stolen from their early
tacts) are unknown to the general populace. Only top military

scoutstryingto cross the borders. Though the Tarc have so farwon

allsuch skirmishes, Imperial Moff Joss Leskwin is currently forming als and politicians have access to these transports, which are

a strike force so strong that the Tarc will be incapable of defeating only in special circumstances.

it. It is only a matter of time until the Tarc are engaged in full scale y those of eminent stature may leave the Tarc territories; it
serious crime for private citizens to attempt to do so. Those

war against the Empire; the conflict is unlikely to last long.
Tare culture can seem cold and impersonal to those unfamiliar t leaving are publicly executed as soon as possible—no trial
uired.

with the species. Their disdain for showing emotion gives the
impression that they lack any feelings entirely. This is untrue: B and Te lnologs As can be expected, the Tarce do not
though Tarc society is indeed brutal, the violence is always roet@é in interplanetary trade; they are in no way part of the
in what the Tarc perceive to be appropriate actions and reac: ic economy.

Pedn the Calaso: Tare rarely venture outside of their realm.

tions—rarely anger or hatred.

afew have left their home, and they are outcasts or criminals.
such, most Tarc outside their home territory are employed by
lous criminal organizations where they make excellent enforc-
assassins, and bounty hunters. Some are employed as body-
. where their fierce appearance alone is often enough to
the mind of any would-be attacker.
the growing conflict between the Tarc and the Empire,
“progressives” are suggesting the Tarc break their isolation-
dseek help from the Alliance. They realize that their culture,
it would be subject to the galaxy's influences, would be
Preserved as allies of the Rebellion than as subjects of the

C0)
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Polities: Tare politics reflect their quick and decisive naturés
They are hierarchical and short on deliberative bureaucracl&sgj:
This helps to speed decision-making and the process through
which orders are carried out.

The Tarc are governed by two main political bodies, the conti-
nental leadership and the Keddek—the supreme ruler of Hjaff. The
purpose of the continental leaders (there are three) is to advisean®
assist the Keddek in his responsibilities. Though the KeddeR h”
nearly complete control over the Tarc, he must obey the Nl !
constitution. In theory, the continental leaders can oust the Ked@€s
through their combined military control. .

All the leaders of Hjaff are voted into power once every eigh

C0
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Reference Materials
- are numerous other sources for those interested in learn-
ut more.Star Wars aliens. Dozens of supplements for the Star
roleplaying game published by West End Games describe new
in detail. Here are just a few:
ter 15 of the Star Wars Roleplaying Game, Second Edition—
~d and Expanded and Chapter Eight of the Star Wars Source-
detail the major alien species from the films, from the mighty
iiees to the rodent-like Jawas. The rulebook also provides
nes for creating your own alien species.
Guide 4: Alien Races provides descriptions of several
sinent aliens who inhabit the galaxy, including popular species
as the Defel, Barabel and Gotal.
Guide 12: Aliens—Enemies and Allies covers even more
pecies, including many of those seen in Return of the Jedi such
> Nikto and Weequay.
Thrawn Trilogy Sourcebook discusses many of the species
uced in the bestselling novels by Timothy Zahn: Heir to the
e, Dark Force Rising and The Last Command.
e Han Solo and the Corporate Sector Sourcebook details the
species introduced in Brian Daley’s novels Han Solo at Star’s
and Han Solo’s Revenge.
tar Wars Planets Collection provides information for dozen
nets across the galaxy, along with the aliens who populate

Empire. Though few in number and virtually without represeps.
tion, these new views are gaining some support among the 'I{‘
citizenry. Still, they are the extreme minority and have yettom ,
any impact on government policies,

Suggested Skills: Many Tare have survival: desert skills. o
those who reside near the oceans possess swimming. :

Notable Personalities: Visace the Keddek, ruler of Hjaff. Fascyn
assassin/bounty hunter for House Salaktori (see Galaxy Guide !ﬁ:,-
Bounty Hunters for more information). :

Wwerage Tare: Dexterity 2D+ 1, Knowledge 2D, Mechanical 11y
Perception 2D+ 1, Strength 3D, Technical 1D-2 Move: §.

2

R Tarc

Attribute Dice: 13D
DEXTERITY 1D/4D
KNOWLEDGE 1D/3D+2
MECHANICAL 1D/3D+2
PERCEPTION 1D/4D
STRENGTH 1D+2/4D+2
TECHNICAL 1D/3D+2
Special Abilities:
Natural Armor: The Tarc’s shell and exoskeleton give them substantial protec-
tion. They receive a « 1042 bonus to Strength against physical damage and a «1D'
bonus against energy damage.

Pincers: The Tarc’s pincers are sharp and very strong, doing STR-2D damage.
Intimidation: The Tarc's fierce appearance and relative obscurity give thema-|
intimidation bonus.

Rage: The Tarc's pent-up emotions sometimes cause them to erupt in a violent
frenzy. In this state they attack anyone or anything near them, and they cannot
be calmed. These rages can happen at any time, but usually they occur during
periods of intense stress (such as combat). To resist becoming enraged &
character must make a difficult willpower roll. For each successful rage check@
player makes, the difficulty for the next check will be greater by 5. A rage usually
lasts for 2D+2 rounds, but for each successful rage check a player makes, the
duration of the next rage will be increased by 2 rounds.

Story Factors:

Isolationists: The Tarc are fiercely isolationist. They feel that inlerat‘!ini{“’“htm
galactic community would poison their culture with the luxuries, values
customs of other societies. If forced into the galaxy. they will look upon all other
species and cultures as wicked and inferior.

Language: Due to the nature of their vocal apparatus, the Tarc are unable 10
speak Basic or most other languages. As the Tarc have so effectively is0l2
themselves from the galactic community, it is exceedingly rare to find an}'onel
who is able to understand their language; even most protocol droids aré ™
programmed with the Tarc's language. As a result, most Tarc who have ljéﬂ (o
been banished from) Hjalf have an extraordinarily difficult time trying ™=
communicate with other denizens of the galaxy
Move: 7/9

Size: 1.75-2.2 meters tall

issue of The Official Star Wars Adventure Journal has
duced new alien species. Journal #11 featured the first “Alien
ounters” article, and “Shape Shifters” in Journal #12 provided a
impse of some of the galaxy's rarest and most bizarre species.
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“Blast you, Kaj Nedmak!”
‘rimson shouted, drenched
in sweat. Red curls were
natted against her forehead
ind her eyes stung with
ears.
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rwan Kajme. “Trouble? Ahh, I'm not worried about Bwahl. It's
one cargo. We can pay him back eventually. Have some faith!”
entually...’ See, there you go again, Kaj. You never take
ng seriously, and | always pay the price. When Bwahl comes

A shot whipped past her starfighter. Crimson
y . graspedt
controls with both hands and banked sharply to port. “|s ll;:: b
I get for helping a friend? | guess I'll never learn!" Breakij

p's
What

w £ p ng tg
Stﬂrbo_ard, she shouted, “You got me into this mess! You 4 g 't_ for his money, he’s not gonna care whether or not [ had
gambling debts—paying off R i nd you ng 5 : ;
paying off Rass, double-crossing Bwah|! If you're hing to do with your little scheme—he'll just kill us both, take

> ship, and be done with it. That's what my ‘vision' tells me.”

" Well, maybe you need glasses, then.”

wThat's not funny, and you're avoiding the issue.”

Exhaling loudly, Kaj planted his hands on his knees. “Look,

_» At her narrowed stare, his expression softened. Gently, he

her hand into his. “Crimson, I'm not trying to avoid any issue

just tend to look at things more optimistically than you do,

s all. Things'll work out fine—trust me.”

imson snorted, but some of the ire had left her voice. Standing,

stretched her legs. “I do trust you, Kaj. | wouldn’t have stuck
d as your partner for two years now if 1 didn’t trust you. But
isn't a matter of trust, and it’s about time you faced the facts.
re taking a big risk here with both our lives—when Bwahl finds
what really happened to that gun shipment, he's gonna be
adder than a hungry rancor. No, | take that back—it'd be easier to
ce a hungry rancor, You're underestimating him if you think he’s
g to buy our ‘pirate’ story at face-value. We need to re-think

still alive..."” She paused just long enough to throw the Y-win i
a diving roll, desperately attempting to outmaneuver her : lm-u
“...I'l kill you myself!” e

Another shot rocked her craft. Behind her, the b :
freighter mirrored her every move. Laser fire ar;‘;";i:’;llter‘g
black void of deep space, momentarily invisible against the | thg
drop of Ord Simres before it pounded her starboard bow. e

_“I'!l never forgive you for this, Kaj,” she said softly. Guiding the
ship into a 180-degree turn, Crimson locked her laser cannons on
continuous fire. She set the Y-wing on a ramming course and bare
down on her attacker. In a few seconds, it would all be over,

Her adversary’s ship rapidly filling the screen, Crimson whis-
pered silent good-byes to anyone who had ever meant anythingto
her, as her vision narrowed and consciousness ebbed away.... !

7T
-,

“You I-Enpw. Red, the problem with you is that you have such
narrow vision.”

Celia “Crimson” Durasha turned in her co-pilot’s chair, arl 5
crossed defensively, the fire in her eyes matching the fiery red of
her hair. “So we're back to that? Can’t think of anything moré
original to say, so you insult my vision? That’s so typical, Kaj.
blasted typical.” She rubbed her knotted legs wearily; fixing t
damaged thrust manifold had taken all day, and this argument—
not the first she and her Corellian partner had had in the past fe%
days—did not help her soreness any. “Well, my vision works jus ¢
fine, thank you, and right now I'm looking at a man who's walki 4
face first into trouble.” She turned back to look him in the eye. “And
don’t call me ‘Red.’ You know I hate that.” o

Kaj Nedmak smiled a toothy grin at his partner, kicking backif’
the custom bantha-leather pilot's seat of their YT-2400 freight€™

Ah, he’ll buy it. Bwahl the Hutt's no fool—he won’t want to miss
onachance to make back his money with interest. Atheart, he's

sinessman.”
‘Abusinessman with a reputation for killing anyone who double-

es him...”
0's double-crossing him?"
Whom you've already managed to tork off, not too long

at's all in the past, Crimson. I'm sure Bwahl's forgotten all

ut the Gordian Reach by now!”

Who's way too smart not to realize you're lying to him.”
Il get his money eventually. When this is all over, he gets
Fass gets paid, you live, | live, everyone’s happy, no harm

fixed him with a pointed stare. “What if he doesn’t see it that

ell, then, we'll just have to navigate that asteroid field when

Kunog uoswig
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we get to it, won't we?”

“Yeah, well, | don't want to end up debris in that fie
you'd better top your record for talking your way out of
when we get to Yefowr.”

ant even by Hutt standards, Bwahl was missingone eye and

ua sickly gray pallor to his unctuous skin that gave him the
5 ing made of clay.

earﬁr;:&:iits)(i:lriphndyguarc?s approached thetable. Crimson,
e Kaj's lead, stood slowly. The Hutt looked them both over,
w::'ngrimson's curves as his tongue waggled hungrily. She felt
neated but forced herself to put it asidg.‘ . . —
 Kaj frowned, shifting his stance and positioning himse E‘)m E(,
rively between Crimson and the giant slug. Al?le to .speak Huttese
0 some proficiency, he greeted Bwahl in his naltw_:: Ianguagte.
“Kaj! Mal shoda, mi buki!” The Hutt's raspy, bass voice reverber-
: oom.
:: ?2(;121:12;3?(: Basic so Crimson could follow the cxjmtext of tlhe
conversation. “You, too, Bwahl. We're here to pick up the,
h...shipment, as requested.” -
W ska po feda tos numa wenghi. i
‘ig,ﬂc[i::?aices ain't a problem—already taken care of that.

" “Nerota datcha Tammuz-an.” ‘ _ .
“Tammuz-an? Well, | don’t know why you'd be interested in a

Rep
Id, Kaj, sq
a bad spot

Munog uoswu)

The spaceport at Taskeed was bustling with traffic, yet SOme-
how seemed as dark and foreboding as the black sands of the
Wasted Plains that bordered it. Shadows embraced streets whereg
the unsuspecting might meet with deadly surprises. Yefowr, simi-
lar to smuggler havens like Mos Eisley, Soco-Jarel, or Nar Shaddaa,
was not a safe place to visit unless one knew what one was getting |
into,

Paying the dock-master a slew of fees they barely had enough
credits to cover, Kaj and Crimson walked to a halfway respectable-
looking cantina, the Saber's Tooth. Theytook seats at a booth in the
back, where they'd been instructed to wait. A strong essence of
carababba tabac hung in the room, mixed with the stale odor of
numerous intoxicants. Crimson noticed various games of chancein |
progress: sabacc, Nierer's folly, two-hand, even dootch. None of
those games appealed to her, though; card and dice games some
how just never held her interest for long, much to Kaj's annoyance
as an avid sabacc player. Holo gameboards were another
matter...oh, to be back on Vorzyd 5 for a game of Cosmic Chance!

Now was not the best time to be thinking about games, Crimson
reminded herself as Kaj tapped her foot and nodded almost impers
ceptibly toward the back door. Few would have even seen his
gesture, but they'd grown quite accustomed to each other's qu}'
language—perhaps a bit more accustomed than either was willing
to admit—and she knew immediately what it meant: stay
sharp...now the fun begins.

Through the shadows of the wide door stepped two Elomin and
a Weequay who stared silently at the seated smugglers. Noné @
them were visibly armed, but Crimson had no doubt that all of lhe'.“
could produce any number of deadly weapons at a nh‘ﬂﬂe'"[rs1
notice. Aminute later, alarge hoversled glided into the room. u[)Ot
which sat the revolting, heaving mass that was Bwahl the Hutt:
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od in the necessary coordinates.

mson eyed her partner skeptically, refusing to let on that his
njust might work. “Some day, Kaj, one of these schemes of yours
sonna backfire, and when it does, | hope I'm not there to see it.”
t of amusement betrayed the corner of her mouth.

 grinned back at her. “Well, that makes two of us, then.”

dirt-patch like Tammuz-an, but hey, your call. | can have ‘eny
in two days, three tops.” " there)

“Wanani no dutche Torqua-na!”

Kaj's jaw tightened. “Hey, now that wasn't my fault! Who k
the Empire would decide to blockade the Gordian Reach? T[-I: !
was no way to get to Torque. You shoulda told me—" C

“Bal forta meecha koj?”

Crimson drew in a breath, realizing Kaj's mistake. Luckil
realized it, too. “Uh, no...no, of course not—my fault complz'txa
Should have checked my clearances before arrival, you're rj "
Won't happen like that this time, don’t you worry.” L

“Ka! navu boska! Trory na." As Bwahl turned to leave Hutt
laughter filled the room, joined by chortles from his unchs:;linll
The Weequay indicated for them to follow, which they did. B

“W.lllat was that last thing he said?" Crimson whispered.

Kaj's eyes were set on the Hutt hoversled heading out to the
dock. “He said, ‘I'm not the one who should be worried. You are™

“I'told you this was a mistake, Kaj.” !

For once, Kaj Nedmak had no snappy answer for her.

Ajunog uoswiy

ng at Ord Mantell an hour before their meeting with Rass,
ugglers visited the Nobody's Inn for some cold raava. Most
had built-in game boards, either holographic or manual.
-ing Crimson’s interest in the games, Kaj laughed. "l just don't
 what it is with you and boardgames, Crimson. If you ask me,
uneed to play a real smuggler's game.”
ike sabacc? If I recall, it was your obsession with that particu-
al game that got us into this mess in the first place.”
y, | had a bad night, okay? It happens. ] had a possible Idiot’s
y going there until some nerf-herder with a skifter produced a
of Flasks and cleaned me out. | couldn’t prove the guy was
' and Rass covered my bets. It's not like that usually
s.
0, not at all. Usually, you don't even come close to winning."
threw his hands up in submission. Crimson caught herself
ching him from the corner of her eye, noticing the stark differ-
ce between him and Adion Lang. They were different, and yet
e was something about Kaj's bravery, his cockiness, that
ded her of the man she'd once loved. Maybe when this mess
il over, she told herself.

filled with an assortment of blaster parts, spare power packs, glo -
cutters, vibroblades, and other weapons.

From her co-pilot's chair, Crimson turned to Kaj. “Okay, now
what?"

“Now we set a course for Tammuz-an. I'm sure Bwahl is tracking
us, and this way he’ll think we're delivering the weapons there, 85
planned.”

Crimson pursed her lips, nervously shaking her head. “You
know, this is gonna take us a good deal out of the way, Kaj—
Tammuz-an is nowhere near Ord Mantell.”

Hoping to lay her fears to rest, Kaj gently placed his hand atoP
hers. *We're not going all the way to Tammuz-an—just far enot
tofool Bwahl's tracking sensors. Once out of range, I'll turn this s
for Ord Mantell so we can make the rendezvous with our old fri€ft
Rass.” When she didn't answer, he turned to his navicomputer &

.".I 4
£
/

p

s M'Guy was a massive individual, well aware that his bulk
midated others. Still, despite his size, he was not a brute. A con
4, loan shark, thief, and smash-and-grab man, yes—he was all of
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those things, and this had made him a top player in the ¢rjp:

und(:jrw:l:rld in recent years. But he was still a man with sm;u:?[
creed that toil and enj “ombi g
A enjoyment should be combined wheneye,

Thus it was that, when Kaj Nedmak called to arrange .
old debt, Rass opted to meet them in Ord Mantell's ri?zil-tﬁ?y i
house, the Grass Hutt. et

As they entered the eatery, checking their blasters and vests
the door, Crimson and Kaj spotted Rass at a table in the ba 3
already devouring a broiled flanth steak with sauteed balka gree(;,k
and giviots. Oddly enough, he was unaccompanied. Without waits
ing to be seated, Kaj sauntered to Rass’ table, a box under his arm.
Warily, Crimson followed. o

“Ah, Nedmak, please have a seat.” Rass said, then spied Crimson
behind him and stood. “And you, my dear, please join us as \JeIL
"Mak and  have some business to take care of, but I think you'll find
the food here unparalleled.” He smiled appraisingly at her, and she
recalled Bwahl's leering gaze with distaste.

“Thanks, but I'm not hungry.” She and Kaj took seats at the table.

“Very well. But excuse me for eating in front of you—I haven't
eaten in almost two hours, and I'm starving.” He lifted a fork full of
giviots to his mouth, then noticed the box on the table and dropped
the fork, reaching for a blaster with amazing speed for a man his
size. “What is this, 'Mak? You tryin’ somethin' on me?"

Startled by Rass’ abrupt change, Crimson silently questioned
the intelligence of checking their blasters at the door.

Carefully, Kaj replied, “No stunt. Just a sample.”

Rass did not lower his weapon. “A sample of what?"

“Let me show you,"Kaj said, reaching to open the box. In the next
second, three distinct clicks told the smugglers that Rass was not,
in fact, unaccompanied. Turning slowly, Kaj saw three brawny
humans with blasters trained on him, the safeties off. “Hey, guyS:
takeit easy.I'm just repayin’' yer boss what | owe him.” Blasters still
trained on him, he slowly opened the box and turned it so Rass
could view its contents. Inside the box was a small sampling of the
weapons they'd been hired to take to Tammuz-an.

Rass hefted a blaster barrel from the box, scrutinized its crafts-
manship, estimated its range, then studied a glow-cutter an
BlasTech power pack. “Not bad quality. Not bad at all.” He set them
down again, looked the smugglers over for a moment, and

CO)
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ded to his entourage who pocketed their blasters and retreated
of sight. “Okay, 'Mak, whatta ya’ got?”
~ Kaj smiled that infuriating grin of his, crossed one leg over the
or knee, and spread his hands out in an open gesture. “Well,
5, | happen to be sitting on an entire hold full of these little
opers, all of them in excellent shape, none of them traceable
© to their original source. Consider them your payment.”
uConsider them your interest,” Rass corrected him. popping a
,zled chunk of flanth in his mouth.
Kaj sat up sharply. “Interest? Are you crazy? | said | got an entire
d full of these things, just outside!"
And | said ‘interest.’ You owe me a lot of money, 'Mak, and my
est rates compound daily. By all rights. | should kill you, and
were anyone else, | would've long ago. However, | like you,
d so I'm cutting you a deal. The weapons you brought me will
er all interest up until two weeks from today, which is how long
you have to get me the principal. After that, well...."
Kaj said nothing, and Crimson just shook her head, getting no
njoyment out of seeing her partner's carefully laid plans go to
00.
miling, Rass called over a Gamorrean waiter, “Look at it this
way, friends—it's so much more civilized than a carbonite bath.
d a good deal more pleasant for you, I should think. Ah, waiter,
ase bring these two a plate each of this excellent flanth. Thank
1.” He turned back to his stone-faced dinner companions. “You
will enjoy it, | promise—the food here is simply exquisite.”
king eyes with Kaj, he stabbed a balka green and said, “Consider

"

Aunog uoswuD

- Crimson glanced sidelong at her partner as the Tryan Kajme rose
Ito the star-filled skies above Ord Mantell's spaceport. He'd said
ng since their meeting with Rass. While Rass’s cronies had
loaded their “interest payment” at the docking bay, Kaj remained
ually pensive, avoiding her gaze the entire time. She wasn't

if she should be angry or frightened.
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memories away forever. But in the back of her mind she
w that would never happen. How could she forget the brother
, died at Ralltiir, the father she hadn't spoken to in years, the
who served the Empire and killed her best friend?

m sorry about your friend, Crimson. Really, | am. But I don't
1 on dying just yet. And ‘good causes’ have nothing to do with
Maybe it's wrong not to have such high and mighty ideals, but
know us free-traders...we work where the credits are.”
“Credits? The Rebels have credits?” she asked sarcastically.
That's news to me."

“uWell, maybe not so much now. But | have a gut feeling the
sire is headed toward supernova, if ya' know what | mean. |
ana be on the right side when all's said and done. And the right
e for me is the side that pays.”
uddenly, the Kajme shook violently.

- Stang!” Kaj shouted. His hands and eyes raced across the ship's

trols.

ree Headhunters coming in at zero-nine-zero," Crimson re-

orted as another shot raked the ship. She looked up. “It's Bwahl.”

“Can't be.”

“Who else could it be?” Crimson asked. “You have some other

pld debts you forgot to mention to me?”

*No,” Kaj said defensively, “no other debts.”

“Bwahl had us followed,” Crimson said matter-of-factly as red

ights blinked harshly on her nav panel. An alarm blared and she

*hed to turn it off as the ship took a third hit. “There’s a fourth

out there, too, coming in behind those starfighters. A Y-wing.

Oh, and that last hit just took down our starboard shields.”
Breaking the Tryan Kajme hard to port, Kaj guided the freighter

ward open space. “Can’t be Bwahl. Can't be,” he repeated, his
ncentration focused on areadout from the navicomputer. “Stand
Five seconds to hyperspace.”
Kaj pulled back on the hyperdrive, but the familiar lines of the
np to hyperspace never materialized. Crimson shook her head
Kaj cursed. Fire burned in his eyes. “No one's adding my name
10 the history texts. Not yet,” he said calmly as the ship took
Another hit. “Extra power to the forward deflectors.”

Finally, Kaj let out a long, slow breath. “Set course for Y
Crimson'’s eyes widened. “Yefowr? Are you crazy? We
back there. Might as well walk into a Sarlacc pit if you're g
that. Let’s head to Nar Shaddaa. We can pick up a few sp
there, get the creds we need for both Bwahl and Rass—"

Shaking his head, he placed a hand gently on herarm ang -
with disarming calmness. “It’s gonna take more than a [ewem!
runs to pay both of em off.” e

“You have a better idea?”

Kaj turned to stare at her, his dark eyes a portrait of uncharae.
teristic vulnerability. Leaning over the armrest on his pilot's Ch'-
he shifted close enough that she could feel his warm breath o h .
face. Crimson’s heart beat faster. She wanted to move away bﬁ?
found herself drawn toward him. What harm would it do—jor onjy
a little while—to forget the dire straits they were in? /

She closed her eyes as his lips gently brushed hers. He pulled
away slowly, his fingers moving across her cheek. Crimson smiled
and opened her eyes. She noticed the intense look on Kaj's face. But
his next question was not what she'd expected:

“What would you thinkifItold you | wanted to start running guns.
for the Rebel Alliance?”

Crimson’s smile disappeared abruptly. A lead weight tugged at
her heart. Shaking her head slowly, she whispered, “Don't.” 1

Kaj reached back toward her, tilting her chin slightly so he could
see her face. “What's wrong?”"

Crimson swallowed the lump in her throat, “My dearest friend in.
the galaxy was caught smuggling goods and information to the
Alliance.” A single tear glazed her cheek. “I tried to help him and
ended up on the Empire’'s Wanted List myself.”

Kaj gently wiped away her tear then took her hand into his. “50.
that's how you ended up in the Oasis,” he said, recalling wheré
they'd first met. “What happened to your friend?”

“He’s dead,” Crimson said, her voice sad yet tinged with anger-
“Kaileel tried to sell me his ‘good cause,’ his Rebellion, and | almost.
bought into it. But what did it get him? He died and nobody cared:”
Pulling away from Kaj, she glared out the viewport. “What good 15
any cause where you end up risking your life? Or losing the people:
you love most?” What>”

“What people?” Kaj asked. ). ~ “Just do it!” he said, maneuvering the ship in a tight overhead

“Forget it,” she replied curtly, wishing she could sweep the 90D that brought it face-to-face with their attackers.
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“We've got power on the front end,” Crimson replied 4
opened fire. Laser blasts from the Tryan Kajme streaked {
the darkness. One Z-95 took a hit and burst into a ball of f|

“One down!" Kaj exclaimed.

“Uh, Kaj, we've got a leak in—" Another powerful blast
threw Crimson from the co-pilot’s seat.

“Hold on! We're going down!” Kaj shouted.

“Down? Down where?”

“Back to Ord Mantell—"

“This bucket’s gonna crack apart before we get back to the
spaceport, Kaj." Crimson shouted above the blaring alarms as
more shots flew past the viewport.

“We can make it to the plateau.”

“The old stellar-energy station?”

“That’s the place.”

“There’s nothing there, Kaj!" Crimson yelled a
banked the ship sharply to por]t. Y RIS Py

“Sure there is!” Kaj insisted. “We can find salvage materials to
repair the ship.”

“Yeah, right,” Crimsonreplied. “If there’s anything left to repair.”
She studied the dozen lights blinking before her. “Rear deflectors
arf:-nl': gonna hold much longer, Kaj. Better get us on the ground,
quick.”

“Hold on tight, Crimson. This won't be pretty.”

Thick black cumulus clouds covered Ord Mantell's rough back
country. Lightning crackled through the clouds like a whip; bursts
erupted staccato-fashion one after another, illuminating the Tryan
Kajme in an eerie whitish glow. Caught in violent wind currents, the
ship rocked as it plummeted through the skies.

Sweat poured from Kaj's face as he fought to maintain control.

“Well, where is it?” Crimson asked.

“If sensors are still working, we should practically be on topit it
Kaj replied. “Initiate the landing cycle.”

Crimson, surprised her hands weren't shaking, deftly ran them
across a half dozen buttons. “Stang!” she velled. “One of the landing
struts is jammed!”

“Too late now! Here we go!”

Kaj gripped the controls tightly as the freighter touched dowr:
bounced off the pockmarked landing strip a couple of times, then
tipped its nose to the ground before skidding to a halt. A Hea
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;ter whooshed overhead, strafing the ship as Kaj and Crimson
ed the hatch and ran for cover inside the abandoned energy
tion. Behind them, the second Headhunter and the Y-wing

lsplft up!” Kaj shouted as blaster fire ripped the air between

Crimson ran down a darkened corridor and heard Kaj's foot-
»s fade in the opposite direction. Shots rang out in the distance.
son stopped, pressing herself against a wall as she pulled her
from its holster. Ready to greet the enemy, she listened for
as of pursuit, forcing herself to take several long, deep breaths.
Her heart was pounding.

There were muted voices in the distance, sounds of a scuffle,
ces shouting, and more blaster fire. Then, suddenly, dread
nce filled the night.

Crimson swallowed the lump in her throat. Kaj!

“What about the girl?” she heard someone call out.

The response was unintelligible. No footsteps tread in Crimson's
ection. And within a few moments there was the unmistakable
d of two ships departing. Unconvinced they'd left without her,
son remained rooted in place for nearly an hour. Finally, she
ided their attackers were gone and cautiously ventured out to
determine what had happened to Kaj.

She took in her surroundings. The storm had stopped. The ruins
of a great steel-and-plastone factory loomed before her, dilapi-
ed and overgrown with mosses and lichens. Silent save for a few
tant hoots and cries, the area seemed devoid of life. The remains
aloading crane extended from one side of the building, ending
ptly over a craggy ridge. next to which sat the smoldering,
acked freighter she'd shared with Kaj.

She walked toward the ship, then stopped and drew in a sharp
h. Beyond the wrecked crane, not more than six meters past
nal resting spot of the equally wrecked freighter, the ridge fell
into a steep, mountainous chasn.

She couldn't see the bottom.,

A chill pricked her nerves as she realized how close Kaj's blind
ding had come to making them a permanent part of the beautiful

terrain.

Shaking, Crimson picked through the wreckage of the ship, but
comm system and sensors were all dead. If's amazing we even

(1
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fwreld‘.‘shej realized with a shudder...assuming Kaj is stil] o
nOEICEd a jagged crack that ran the length of the outer |y
freighter. Salvaging this hunk of debris was probably oy
question.

Well, Tryan Kajme...looks like you've finally been caught.

At the clang of hard boots on metal, she instinctivel;lg whi
around, blaster in hand. A tall, thin, muscular woman with cII)DEd
CrOp]‘JEd blonde hair stood at the entranceway to the station usshe-
wasn't conventionally attractive, but had the fit-looking phys‘j ]
E: an athlete, of someone used to hard work. But it was ?-ll;e

aster—holstered from a thin soldier st 'ri 3
e rap—that made Crimson

The or:her raised her hands deferentially. “Hey, relax, I'm not
goingto hurt you," she said in an even, controlled voice. “I' .
. oice. “I'mnot the

Uncertain, Crimson kept her blaster leveled. The woman made
no move for her own weapon.

\_Nh.o are you? What are you doing here?” Crimson asked. “This
station’s been abandoned for years.”

“Thune,” the woman replied. “And you are...?"

ive. §

t of the
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“'m the one asking questions, and so far, you've only answered
of them.”
Thune silently eyed her. “All right. | was looking through the

s, When Iheard allthe noise, I thought someone had spotted me
1d | came out to check.”

. Ascav? Crimson’s eyes narrowed. Most scavs she’'d known had
k of desperation about them, borne of the hard times that had
»n them to scavenging. Thune looked too clean, too self-
ured, for the role. Crimson said nothing, kept the blastertrained.
lowly, the woman lowered her hands but didn't reach for her
ster. “Would you mind stowing the gun?”

“Why, so you can shoot me?”

“No, because | don't like having blasters pointed at me. One
ous twitch and I'm livin' with the Jedi.” Sensing Crimson’s
ertainty, she added, “Look, you can see I'm armed—if 1I'd
anted you dead, I'd have shot you in the back before you even
knew | was here.”

The truth of Thune's words unnerved Crimson. She was right.
‘Butwas it worth the risk? Right now, Crimson was Kaj's only chance
survival. And it seemed that this scav might be her only way to
ve the plateau. She decided to trust the woman. For now. Thune

led as the blaster lowered.

“Thanks.” She looked past Crimson. “Nice ship. Ashame you had
to scut her. She's not going anywhere.”

Letting out a breath held too long, Crimson leaned against the
dead freighter. “Yeah, well, neither am [, apparently.”

“What happened out here?”

Unsure of her companion, Crimson decided to be sparse with
ails. “Pirates. Opened fire at us as we neared escape velocity.
t us unaware, Hit our stabilizer.”

~ “Us?” Thune indicated the freighter. “Someone elseinthere? Are
they hurt?”

~ Crimson winced at the slip. *Just me and my ship. I tend to think
Of her as a partner.”

Thune nodded. 1 understand. Me and the Faceted, we've been
gether for a lot of years, and if | ever lost her, it'd be like losing a
end.”

:Where's your ship?”

Hidden "

“Listen, | have two hundred credits on me. That's all I have.

Aunog uoswiug
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They're yours if you'll take me back to the spaceport.”
“Two hundred..
know.”
"Well, like | said, it's all | have. Is it a deal?”

building. “Done. Follow me.” She stopped
thing, first....”

Crimson tensed.

“...What's your name?”

CrEmson considered lying, but decided not to bother. “Crimsop,»

'lece to meet you. Especially now that you don't have blast s
trained on me. Come—my ship's around the bend.” 2

Charlene Newcomb and Rich Handley

y

The YT-1300 freighter Faceted had clearly been highly modified
in its lifetime. Jury-rigged equipment littered the grai; exterior,
some recognizable as weaponry and sensory devices, others Crim-
son couldn’t begin to identify. Too drained to ask about them, she
followed the taller woman inside. A contrast to the chaotic exterior,
the ship’s interior was immaculate, inordinately so for a ship
owned by a scav, Or a smuggler, Crimson mused, remembering
how “relaxed” she and Kaj tended to let the Kajme get.

At Crimson’s surprise, Thune chuckled. “Yeah, that's pretty

much everyone's reaction...not that a lot of people see the inside

of this ship. Luckily, | have help.”

As though on cue, a greenish-tinted droid entered the corridor
from astern. A variation on the standard 3P0 Human-Cyborg Rela-
tions model, the droid was slightly bulkier than its predecessor but
had that same perpetually quizzical expression that had amused of
annoyed so many owners over the years,

The droid raised its metal arms. “Oh, goodness gracious me!
Mistress Thune, | had no idea you were taking on a visitor! I'd have
straightened up! Oh, this mess is simply dreadful. You really shoul
inform me of—"

Thune cut the droid off. “Uthre, this is Crimson. She's goingto be
traveling back to the spaceport with us.” .

“Back to the spaceport, Mistress Thune? But | thought you—

(L
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Thune considered, then nodded and started walking aroung the:
short and turned, "On:-
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sghut up, Uthre, and go check the alluvial dampers.”
“But "

:HGO.

Miffed, the droid complied, his voice trailing off as he headed for

cockpit. “Goodness, | simply don’t know how | can be expected
ction efficiently with so many changes of plans. Why, |...”

Thune shook her head as she doffed her jacket and holster.
etimes that blasted machine can be incredibly annoying. One

these days I'm just gonna leave him somewhere.”

Crimson laughed, having known several protocol droids in her
“] pity you. I'd never want to own one.”

swell, despite his fretting, U-THR is a valuable resource—he has

amazing file storage capacity and can locate whatever data |
at a moment's notice. Comes in handy in my field.”

“Your field? | thought you were a scav—that is...” Crimson’s

mplexion approached the color of her hair. “Um, no offense.”

“None taken. | do some scavenging work, but my main line of

rkis the appropriation of goods without the hindrance of certain
ested parties, if you follow my meaning.”

Crimson blinked. A smuggler. Like her, Thune was a smuggler.

...1 think I know what you mean.”

une looked her in the eye. “I have a feeling you do.”

- Crimson met her gaze, calculating how much to tell this woman
d just met.

“What were they after?” Thune’s direct question caught her off

d, and suddenly she felt a very strong need to tell someone—

one—what had happened to her and Kaj. For the better part of

quarter-hour, she outlined her situation.

“Sounds to me like your friend Bwahl didn't share your partner’s

rspective on the situation,” Thune noted when Crimson had

ished.

Sighing, Crimson remembered the unfinished argument about

| ning for the Rebels. “No, and I'm not even sure | did, half the
ne. Why | even went along with his ronto-headed scheme is

eyond me.”

“Bounty hunters have him, you know."

Crimson looked away. “Yeah, | figured that. Bwahl said we'd

on have his reply. ..l guess we got it.” She rested her head on her

.s. Kaj...you idiot.

I can help you get him back.”

That snapped Crimson’s head up. “How? There’s no way of
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knowing who has him, or where they took him."

“lalready told you about my valuable resource.” Thune 1,
an intercom switch. “Uthre, | need you in here.” '

“Coming, Mistress Thune, |—"the droid’s cheerful voice
off as she closed contact.

;]hcan't pay you. | gave you the last of my credits.”

une merely nodded. “Don’t worry about it—you s
handy. You can work it off.” ' HiTyouseem pres

With no other options, Crimson accepted the terms.

A moment later, the droid entered. “How may | help you»

“Uthre, it seems our visitor's partner has been captured |y
bounty hunters—" 1

"Oh, dear, that's unspeakable, that's—"

“Quiet. | need you to access our database on bounty hunters
known to work in this sector.” She turned to Crimson, “Through
various contacts, we've been able to track the efforts of some
bountymen, but not all of them. This might not tell us anything, but
it's worth a try.”

J “Thanks.” Crimson listened as the droid immediately spit out
ata.

“Skorr, Gribbet, Giles Durane, Valance, Cypher Bos—"

“Uthre. Most of them are dead. What good does a list of dead
hunters do me?”

“Oh, most dreadfully sorry, Mistress. Of course, | shall limit my
search parameters to those still actively seeking bounties.”

“Thank you,” Thune replied tiredly.

“Oh, you're most welcome, Mistress,” the pleased droid replied,
then proceeded to list some seventeen other names, none of which
had been spotted near Ord Mantell within the past month.

Crimson sank lower into her chair as each name was ruled oul.
“Well, that didn’t help much.”

Thune turned to her and raised an eyebrow. “On the contrary, it
allowed us to rule out a lot of major players in the game—Fetls
Nataz, Goa, Dengar. Now that we know who it's not, it's time @
figure out who it is."

Charlene Newcomb and Rich Handley
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~rimson scrutinized her opponent, her emerald-green eyes nar-

. “Your move."

1.THR studied the holo gameboard, head tiiting from side to

hand perched beneath metal chin, thumb running back and

along his “jawline"—if Crimson didn't know better, she could

“ost imagine the droid was more human than mechanical.

" must say, Mistress Crimson, you are a most skilled player. |

; not had the opportunity to play against someone of your
iber since before my acquisition by Mistress Thune.”

“Thune doesn't play holo games?" Crimson asked.

“Oh, no. Mistress Thune prefers sabacc.”

imson chuckled. “She’d get along well with Kaj.”

“Who'd get along well with Kaj?" Thune asked, walking into the

ntral cabin of the Faceted.

e were talking about you and sabacc.”

une pursed her lips thoughtfully. For a moment, Crimson

re she detected a small measure of concern, or perhaps empa-

. “You and Kaj were close?”

Crimson gazed down at the gameboard. She wasn't sure what

s felt for Kaj. There was something there all right, she couldn’t

that. Was she ready to admit she might see him as more than

it a business partner? She liked him...probably more than she

d. But his schemes were crazy. And this latest idea of working

the Alliance...how could she risk losing someone else she

d? She looked back up, her face a stone mask. “We've...been

ing together for a while.”

Do not worry, Mistress Crimson,” U-THR piped in. “Mistress

eis an expert at tracking people; [ am certain we will find your

d "

xpert?” Crimson asked, her eyes roving from the droid to

ne then back again.

deed,” Uthre replied. “That is how | came to be in her service.

previous master, before his death at the hands of—"

lthre—shut up!” Thune growled.

imson grinned. Typical smuggler, unwilling to have the past

d out for just anyone to see, especially where questionable

ess dealings were involved. She understood because it had

her own creed these last two years. There had been so many

Ngs she hadn’t shared yet with Kaj...

thune stared disdainfully at the droid, then turned back to

(

W
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Crimson. “Sorry to interrupt your holo game, but we have , slight
change in plans. We're heading to Ord Simres.”

“You've heard something?” Crimson asked.

“l was on the comm with an info broker pal of mine op Ord
Mantell. There's a chance your partner was picked up by a hﬂunty
hunter named Treytis Prash.”

“But, Mistress Thune, Prash works for—"

“Quiet, Uthre,” Thune barked nastily. She faced Crimson again
“Prash was last seen at the CardSafe, a fancy pub on Ord Simres. H{-;
was bragging about a bounty he was expecting from your pal
Bwahl."

“Prash? He must be the one who took Kaj!" Crimson saicd, hopeful
for the first time in hours that she might see him alive,

*Care to join me in the cockpit?”

“Sure,” Crimson replied. Standing, she stretched her limbs.
“Uthre, maybe we can finish this game later.”

“That would certainly be most delightful, Mistress Crimson.”

“Thune, | might take back what | said about protocol droids,
Uthre is quite the competitor. | haven't had such a great game of
B'shingh in ages.”

“Why. thank you, Mistress Crimson. lhave been programmed for
various levels—"

“Okay, fine,” Thune interrupted. “Uthre, check the rear deflector
shield projectors. I'm getting some odd readings from them.”

“l'do not understand,” Uthre said. Wandering toward the rear of
the ship, he continued to mutter under his breath. *I ran a complete
systems check after I corrected the problem with the alluvial
dampers. They seemed perfectly all right...”

Thune rolled her eyes.

“He’s not such a bad 3PO unit, Thune," Crimson said as she
followed the other woman into the cockpit. “You should be
more...humane.”

“It's just a droid, Crimson, a tool. I'm the boss. He just does what
I say. | don't like the idle chatter, and I'll shut him up whenever |
want.”

“Okay.” Crimson shrugged and sat down in the co-pilot's seat:
From the corner of her eye, she watched Thune's expert hand$
manipulate a dozen different controls in rapid succession. GO
pilot, she thought, nearly as good as me.

Q)
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~ Forty minutes later, the two women staked out the CardSafe on
4 Simres. Fancy? Crimson chuckled. If this was Thune's idea of
.y, she'd love to see her impression of seedy. But, Crimson had
admit, the CardSafe was four times nicer looking than the other
ablishments they'd sped past on their way from the nearby
aceport.

'--*‘Thr::t)le.“ Crimson said, “I want to thank you again for helping

“My services aren't free, remember? You agreed to work off my
"

“Yeah, | know. But—"

“That's him,” Thune said. “That's Prash.”

Crimson studied the suave gentleman who walked toward the
ntina’s entrance. He was a well-dressed human, tall with jet-black
and muscular good looks—not at all typical of the bounty
ters she'd seen or heard about. His two companions had the
of bodyguards. The Rodian’s eyes captured every movement
on the streets, his hand perched lightly atop the handle of his
stered blaster, while the Krish was more blatant, swinging a
illegal BlasTech Sharpshooter V in a wide, sweeping motion.
Prash and his friends disappeared into the pub. “C’'mon,” Thune

“Are you sure youwant to do this?” Crimson asked as Thune took
‘off across the street.

~ "Yes, I'm sure,” Thune called back to her in that impatient tone
used so often with U-THR.

haking her head, Crimson took several long strides across the
mly lit avenue and caught up to her. “I don’t suppose we'll be able
k our way through this,” she said as they slowed their pace to
Awalk.

“I'll have to be quick and dirty, I'm afraid,” Thune replied softly.
hose two bodyguards won't mince words. Let's take them out
Hrst, then we'll talk nice with Prash.”

Crimson nodded glumly as they entered the pub. All eyes in the

Place were rooted on the stage, where a curvaceous female and her
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back-up singers crooned softly. Thune unobtrusively clickeq he
comlink on, whispered something into it, then clicked it off Sh
pulled her blaster, cocking her head toward a table near the back
of the room. Crimson gripped her own DL-44 tightly and walkeg
beside Thune.

The Krish spotted them first. As he brought his blaste
bear, Thune opened fire, killing
him instantly, Crimson’s shot a b
half-second later took down the .
Rodian. Prashstared at thetwo A‘,
women, his face a mixture of ,=-“
anger and surprise, He knew
better than to reach for his
own weaporn. 3:"

“Where’s Kaj?” Crimson hall-
shouted.

swhat?" Crimson cried, confused and angered by Thune's atti-
: ‘.‘(irab the man's arms and help me get him outside,” Thune said.
1or tone was not pleasant. Her remark was an order, plain and
sle. “Uthre should've brought the speeder around by now.”
= «What's going on, Thune?" Crimson asked, her heart pounding
< she watched her blaster disappear into Thune’s loose-fitting

v
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Prash’s brow furrowed. “Who?"

UL
he said. N\

“KajNedmak, the pilot your bounty W \
hunters captured.” W\

“I don’t know what you're talking about,”
Prash spat, his voice growing more indignant ’;l
with each word. “I never heard of anyone ;
named Kaj. | don't have any bounty hunters.
Andifanyone’s out hunting today, I'd say
it was you!”

“Quiet!” Thune barked. “Check
the backroom, Crimson. I'llwatch
this one.”

jacket.
(0 “You've just helped me cap-
. ture one of the Rebel Alliance’s
g leading gun-runners. There are
(o7 %Y so many Imperial bounties on
Prash’s head | could live like the
Emperor himself and never work
another day in my life.”
“Wait a minute. You're a bounty
hunter? Prash was telling the truth?”
“Gettin' quick there, Red,” Thune
snarled as they walked through the door.
Outside, she dropped Prash's body and
stared up the street impatiently until U-THR
appeared in a rented OP-5.
The droid hastily emerged from the landspeeder. “1
was not programmed for this type of work, Mistress
Thune,” Uthre complained as he helped Crimson
drag Prash’s body into the vehicle, "My primary
function is—"
“Your primary function will be sitting in a
scrap heapinaminute, Uthre. Just do whatIsay
Suddenly, Prash dove toward so you don't end up in bits and pieces.”
Crimson, knocking the blaster “0Of course, Mistress Thune. | was not com-
from her hands. Ashotrangout.  (NliPg : A plaining about the work, merely explaining—"

e
e
=
b

Prash collapsed to the floor at “Uthre!”
Crimson’s feet. Crimson glared at “Yes?"
Thune. “Why'd you kill him? Now *Just do it!"

Crimson climbed into the speeder beside
Prash’s limp body. Thune sat beside U-THR,
her back pressed against the door. Her
body was half-twisted, facing the rear
of the vehicle, her blaster pointed at
Crimson's head. ;

225

we'll never find Kaj!"

Thune shook her head and
laughed. “You're too naive to be
asmuggler, Red,"” she said, bend-
ing to scoop up Crimson’s
blaster. “Besides, he'snot dead.”
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“Why are you pointing that thing at me?”

“Because | know something about you, too. Something aboug s
former cruise ship navigator who conspired to free a Rebel col ot
rator and viciously assaulted an Imperial officer. Oh, yes $Ia
got a nice bounty on your head, too, my friend.” "R

“You knew all along?”

Thune answered with a laugh.

“Where are we going?” Crimson asked.

“After we rendezvous with my men, I’ i i -
Bwahl the Hutt.” Y B delivery

“You're gonna turn me over to Bwahl?” Crimson’s mind raceq
Making a deal with Bwahl might be easier than escaping fmm'-
Imperial prison. “I didn't realize | was so popular,” she added w:n?g
a smirk. '

“Don't flatter yourself, Red,” Thune spat. “Bwahl couldn't care
less about you, but he'll be quite pleased to see your friend Kaj."

“Kaj?” Crimson's eyes lit up despite the seriousness of her ov:n; i
situation. “You have Kaj?" :

“Sure do. Some ‘employees’ of mine have been holding him for
me. Yep, a nice profitable trip for me—I get Bwahl’s bounty on Kaj,
then I give you and Prash to the Empire.”

As the landspeeder came to a stop beside the Faceted, Prash
moaned. Crimson wondered if he felt as bad as she did. How could
she have been so blind? Why had she trusted Thune so readily? To
help a friend? Friendship...that's what started this whole mess to
begin with. Her entire life had been turned upside down because of
friendship.

Come to think of it, though, she wouldn't change a thing.

Somehow, some way, she was going to rescue Kaj. Or she would
die trying.

son cursed her own idiocy. How would she get out of this
2 A moan told her Prash was awake. With a cough, he took in
qrroundings, looking first at Thune, then at the blaster beside
Finally, he turned to Crimson, the venomin his eyes making her

wWhy?" he demanded.

Crimson just stared at him, at a loss for words.

“sWhat do you want from me?”

spm sorry,” said Crimson, overwrought with guilt.

%0h, cut the blasted melodrama,” Thune barked at them. “I need
of you alive for payment, but that doesn’t mean you have to

ve all your limbs. So shut up.”

h looked from one woman to the other. “I thought you two

‘Thune laughed.
Heturned to Crimson. "Then why did you kill Beidlo and Skurvis?”

hought you were holding my partner," she stammered. “I'm

e said nothing, merely looked at her, confused and angry.

ther ship landing nearby was a welcome sound—anything to
ct Crimson from the feelings of guilt that pervaded her
ghts.

oveit, Red!” Thune growled. “Time to throw out the welcome
Thune escorted Crimson to the bottom of the Faceted’s ex-
ed entrance ramp. She calculated her chances of escaping, but
binders at her wrists and the blaster at the back of her skull
e her think twice.

e hatch opened on the Y-wing. A Gank hopped out of the
pitand turned to his rear-seat passenger. Kaj! There was a brief
e in the cockpit, then the Gank backhanded Kaj and his
gling ceased. He bodily hauled Kaj out of the seat and threw
M to the pavement. Kaj groaned, blood flowing from a gash
nning his forehead. It pained Crimson to see him like this, but
e was nothing she could do.

Bring him aboard,” Thune said, pulling Crimson back into the
.“l don't want to attract attention.”

he Gank silently obeyed, dragging Kaj to his feet and prodding
up the ramp. Once inside, Kaj stopped short and gaped.
son! What the—! Stang! They got you, too?"

Aboard the Faceted, Thune sent U-THR to the cockpit to prepthé I
ship for takeoff. She bound Prash to a chair near the techni ¢
station and tied up Crimson at the gameboard. Pecking away at the
communications board, she maintained a watchful eye on 1€f
prisoners. J
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Before she could answer, the Gank hit him again, knockip
to one knee. Using the fall to his advantage, Kaj yanked the ¢
legs out from under him, sending the guard sprawling down the
ramp. Thune leveled her blaster on Kaj, but Crimson twisteq
around, her fists knotted, and landed a powerful punch, With 3
sharp yell and the crack of a rib Thune bent over, her shot
shattering a monitor in a shower of sparks. Kaj jumped to his feet
and dove at her, pinning her to the deck and grabbing her blaster.

Crimson ran to his side and he severed her bonds with the
blaster. She did the same for him, then turned on Thune, her Voice
shaking in fury. “Now, bounty hunter—I think I'll access Uthre's
memory banks and find out how many people yvou've sold out!
Maybe I'll sell you to the victims’ survivors—one piece at a timel"

Thune glared at her in pain. “You're no different than me,
Durasha. You killed that Rebel in cold blood because you thought
it would get your precious lover back. He stood in the way of your
goal, and you murdered him. Just like | would have. You, me.
Lang..." she paused, gloating over the shocked look on Crimson's
face, “...yes, even your old friend Lieutenant Lang dangled five
thousand creds in addition to that Imperial bounty on your head!
At heart, we're all the same. So you can drop the sanctimony.”

Guilt washed over Crimson, mixed with rage at the truth in
Thune's words. Grabbing the blaster from Kaj, she raised it above
her head so as to bring it down upon the hunter’s head...

...And in the next second she rolled to the floor, nursing her
burned hand and dropping the half-melted slag.

The Gank, forgotten in the struggle, stood at the doorway, a
blaster leveled at the smugglers. “Step away from Captain Thune.
You will not be told twice.”

Cursing, Kaj got to his feet. But as Crimson stood, she slipped h?f
own blaster from Thune's jacket and opened fire, blowing a hole in
the Gank’s face-plate. He dropped out the door with an agonized,
filtered scream.

Kaj hauled Thune back to her feet. “Get up, lady. | got half a mind
to scrag you now.”

“Kaj, wait.” Crimson stayed his arm

Kaj stared at her fiercely. “These scum almost sold us out fof
money, Crimson—do you have any idea what Bwahl would hz.!\’(’
done to me? Do you know what the Empire does to traitors? 3‘-"_:?
deserves to die—youwere ready to kill her yourself amoment ago

g him
jank'y

Ct
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1ooked down at his scarlet-stained tunic. He chuckled hoarsely.
otually...looks like | am gonna...make it, Red...” Thune aimed a
d punch at his jaw. He ducked, pinning her to the deck, as Prash
olled away from them. “Go! Get out! I've got you covered!”

B “No!”

Kaj yelled to Prash, “Get her out of here! “ Prash saw the pool of
plood surrounding Thune and Kaj, then grabbed Crimson's arm.
- “C’'mon!”

“No..." She resisted his pull.

“That won't work, Kaj. Too many of us. We need the Faceteq_» “C’'mon!" He urged again, pulling harder.

“You're not taking my ship—" “No! Kaj!" She tried to break Prash’s hold, but he dragged her out

“Quiet, Thune, or I'll change my mind about putting you perma- to the parked Y-wing. The engine was still running. “Blast it, let me
nently out of commission,” Kaj said. {

Crimson turned abruptly and led them deeper into theship, back
to the technical station. Kaj noticed Thune's other bound prisoner
and raised an eyebrow. “Who's he?" he asked.

“An ally.” Crimson said, untying a confused Prash. “Treytis
Prash, Kaj Nedmak.” The two men nodded uncomfortably at each
other. “Look, whether or not you want to believe it, Prash, we're on
the same side. Kaj and I, we...we're thinking of working for you
Rebels. Come with us.” She held out her hand.

Prash stared hard at her, then stole past her, ignoring the hand.
“All right, let’s move. You can start by finishing what Beidlo
started—delivering a shipment of blaster rifles to a Rebel base,
After that...we'll see.”

“Prash,” Kajasked, “how about keeping an eye on Thune until we
get this ship outta here?”

“With pleasure,” Prash replied, taking the blaster from Kaj's
outstretched hand.

Kaj and Crimson locked eyes. She smiled, nodding, and they
turned toward the cockpit. But before they reached the corridor,
Thune produced a knife and brought it up hard into Kaj's chest. He
let out a gasp, stunned at the thick metal handle protruding from his
body.

“Kaj!"

Thune reached for Prash’s blaster, but Kaj managed thestrength
to launch himself at her. All three went down.

“Crimson, run!” Kaj yelled.

She was frozen in place, unwilling to abandon him.

“Go! I'm not gonna make it, Red!" Kaj coughed up blood, thef

“I know, but there’s been enough killing already. I don't
be a party to it anymore.”

They locked eyes for amoment, then Kaj furrowed his brow an
turned to Thune. “All right, you live today, bounty hunter, byt don’t
make any long-term plans. Now, move it!”

Thune glared as he pushed her toward the cockpit. Kaj glanceq
back at Crimson. “| overheard the Gank speaking—his buddies will
be here any second. We'll tie her up and get outta here in that Y.
wing.”

ant tg

~ A familiar sound filled the air, and they looked up to see a
Headhunter in the distance. The sight broke through Crimson’s
hysteria, and she jumped into the front seat of the starfighter.

A scream behind her, however, told her Prash hadn’t made it.

~ She turned sharply to see him roll clumsily to the ground, a
“smoldering hole in his back. Thune stood at the doorway, her
blaster trained on Crimson. That meant Kaj was...

~ No! she screamed in her mind. Not again! No more!

“Get out of the ship, Durasha.” Thune's steel voice was uncom-
promising.

‘Ducking, Crimson slammed the Y-wing's hatch button and gunned
theaccelerator without even waiting for the click of the hatch-seals.
As she blasted out of the spaceport, she opened fire on the
Headhunter. The pilot would never know who'd delivered his
death-blow.

Taking to the skies, she exhaled loudly. It was not over yet.

A blast from Thune’s freighter rocked the Y-wing.

Idon't believe this! How did I get into this mess...?

~ Drenched in sweat, Crimson cursed her partner, his affinity for
8ambling, and his blasted schemes.

Another shot whipped past the Y-wing.

Friendship. Ha! Why in the worlds did | decide | needed to rescue
(1
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your hide, Kaj Nedmak! Why?

“If you're still alive...” she paused just long enough to take they.
wing into a diving roll, desperately attempting to outmaneyy, 3
Thune, “...I'l kill you myself” 5

Laser fire arced across the black void of deep space, mom,
tarily invisible against the backdrop of Ord Simres before it pounc[eéz
the starfighter’s starboard bow. The ship shuddered and Crimsgy,
realized that the outcome of this battle was not in her favor.

“I'll never forgive you for this, Kaj," she said softly. Guiding the
ship into a 180-degree turn, Crimson locked her laser cannons op
continuous fire. She set the Y-wing on a ramming course deter-
mined to take out the woman who once claimed to be a friend, In a
few seconds, it would all be over.

The Faceted filled the viewport, its guns ablaze. Yellows and
greens danced around the Y-wing, growing in intensity as the
shields buckled. Then there was a flash inside the cockpit.

Charlene Newcomb and Rich Handley
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Floating. ..
Stars. ..
Red...
Bright. ..
Starlight...
Red...
Red. ..
Starlight. ..
“Red?”
Crimson opened her eyes, disoriented. What...? Alive...” Bul—
She tried to sit up, immediately wished she hadn’t done 50
blinding pain forcing her back down.
Not just pain...a hand...metal...What...?
Sheopened her eyes and stared up into the quizzical face of U-THR.
“Oh, thank the stars, Mistress Crimson! You're conscious!”
Uthre...but—that meant she was back aboard...
She sat up abruptly, ignoring the pain as she scanned for Thuneé:
The bounty hunter was seated at the tech station, facing a screem

(L
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wAll right, Thune, I—" She stopped, her attention caught by two

liar facts.

rst, Thune seemed to take no notice of her.

‘And second, she was tied to the chair.

“Red..."

crimson whipped around at the raspy voice.

There, lying on a portable grav-bed, bound and bandaged, was

aj Nedmak. Pale and bruised, his breath came out in ragged

spurts.

- *Kaj! You're alive? But how?”

...didn't expect to be...” he coughed, “but our...green-metal

friend here...had other plans.”

~ Uthre gently placed a metallic hand on her shoulder. “Please,

istress Crimson, you must lie back. That explosion in the cockpit

you unconscious. You must allow some recovery time before

ing yourself.”

“But what happened? How did | get aboard? Whywasn't this ship

troyed?”

“Really, Mistress, you mustn’t concern yourself with that right

now. Now—"

“Uthre, | need to know. Please.”

~ The droid looked at her, his head tilted to one side. “Very well.

but then you must rest.”

- “It's a deal.”

The droid explained what had happened. After Crimson escaped

in the Y-wing, Thune left Kaj for dead near the freighter’s tech

tion, headed into the cockpit, and took off in pursuit of the
ller vessel. The battle was quick, the Y-wing hopelessly out-

assed. Uthre, seated at the co-pilot controls, nearly shorted out

is empathy circuits watching Thune try to kill the only human to

at him as an equal since the death of his former master. Thune

ered the droid to go to the airlock and prepare for a remote

ng with the starfighter—she planned to keep Crimson alive,

ermined to collect her bounty. Passing by the tech station,

thre accidently knocked a blaster toward the wounded Kaj. Kaj

lanaged to crawl to the cockpit and shoot Thune. And luckily,
mson blacked out before completing her ramming attempt. Kaj

1 k the controls and moved the Faceted out of the fighter’s path

While Uthre bound Thune. After remotely docking the two ships,

‘Kaj brought Crimson aboard with Uthre’s help.

(L
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Crimson stared at the droid, amazed. “You did all that?"

“Why, yes—as I've often told Mistress Thune, my pn’rn.a
gramming has never been for committing acts of unspe?]; peos
violence, hunting down fugitives, or abettingin their deaths Utar? I8
paused, and Crimson swore that he almost seemed to shiver * A -
happens, my primary function is to observe the practices or}) %
col, foster accordant communication, and aboveall, provide
ful solutions to insure the preservation of sentient life. Act in
accomplice to Mistress Thune's utterly abominable
beginning to degrade my ethics sub-routines.”

Crimson smiled at the droid’s speech, and Kaj uttered a sh
raspy laugh from across the room. “Uthre,” S
rasp; . re,” he coughed

you'd...make one great...smuggler.” !

“Oh, Maker forbid, Master Nedmak! I do believe my ethics syb-
routines have taken all they can for one day—"

: ﬁtrirnson Ia.'ufla hand on his shoulder. “Actually, Uthre, | think it's
right up your alley. Don't think i
tmding.“y y ofitso much as smuggling as . free-

“Free-trading?”

“Sure. You wouldn't have to do anything unethical. No violence
no killing...maybe an occasional run in with conniving dock—mas:
ters or Imperial Customs."

“Imperial Customs, Mistress?”

Crimson threw a frown toward Kaj. “Running guns for the Rebel
Alliance could get a little sticky."

Kaj smiled, nodding weakly.

“Think about it, Uthre,” Crimson said. “But for now, how about
taking your former master down to the cargo hold? We'll drop her
off where she can't cause any more trouble.”

) The droid wandered out of the room, his voice trailing behind
him, :‘I simply don’'t understand the behavior of most humans...”

Crimson walked shakily to Kaj's side and sat on the edge of the
grav-bed. She held his hand. '

“So...changed your mind about...the Rebels, | see..."

“I've had some time to think, Kaj.” She tightened her grip and
smiled at him. Weakly, he smiled back.

“At least...we got a...newer ship in the deal.”

“Yeah." Crimson looked around the cabin, “She needs a new
name, though.”
“How about the Uwana Buyer?"

roto-
Peace.
gasan
trade wag

¢

e got it. The Starlight Red.”
~ »Srarlight Red? What kind of name is that?”

'k ) rF 0
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uNaaah. It's been done.” She thought for a moment then smiled.

“The right one.”
Kaj eyed his partner skeptically, refusing to let on that the name

Aunog LUOSWUD

jst might work. “Some day...Red...one of these schemes of yours

'onna...backtire, and when it does, |...hope I'm not there...to see
A hint of amusement betrayed the corner of his mouth.
She laughed at having her words thrown back at her. “Well, that

kes two of us, then.”
Roleplaying Game Statistics

Celia Durasha

Type: Smuggler

DEXTERITY 3D

Blaster 6D, dodge 5D- 1, melee combat 50+2

KNOWLEDGE 2D+2

‘Alien species 5D, bureaucracy 4D, cultures 5D+1, languages 3D+1, planetary
systems 6D-+2

MECHANICAL 4D
Astrogation 6D+ 1, capital ship piloting 4D+ 2, sensors 5D+1, space transports 6D,

- starfighter piloting 5D, starship gunnery 5D

PERCEPTION 3D
‘Bargain 4D, command 5D, gambling 5D, hide 3D+1
STRENGTH 2D+1
TECHNICAL 3D
Computer programming/repair 4D, space transports repair 4D
Force Points: 3
Character Points: 10
Move: 10
Equipment: Heavy blaster pistol (5D)
Capsule: Ten generations of the Durasha family served in the military
under the Empire and its predecessor, the Old Republic. Like her lather
and brothers, Celia “Crimson” Durasha had planned to continue that
tradition. When her father blocked her application to the Academy,
Crimson broke all ties with him and left her homeworld embittered.

Undaunted, Crimson was determined to sail the stars. After her
graduation from Baylagon Technical Institute she was hired by Galaxy
Tours. As a navigator for the cruise liner Kuari Princess, she became fast
friends with its security chief, Detien Kaileel. Unbeknownst to Crimson,
Kaileel was an agent for the Rebel Alliance and was under investigation
by the Imperial Security Bureau, whose field agent turned out to be
Crimson's former boyfriend Adion Lang.

To make matters even worse, during this same time Crimson re-
ceived word that her twin brother was killed during a Rebel ambush on
the planet Ralltiir. Hours later, the destruction of Alderaan was an-
nounced. Crimson was confused—her brother died at the hands of
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Rebels; her
‘fl‘l(.'l'ld. a Rebe| col-
aborator, was ar
rested and sittjp, e
the Princess's ki
. 55 3 deten.
tionarea;and the gy,
peror openly admijt.
ted that a new Super-
weapon, a Deatp
Star, had destroyeqd
anentire planet. The
Empire had never
touched her life he.
fore, and suddenly
she found herself
questioning both the
Empire and the Allj-
ance. Whowas right?

Crimson had no
answer to that ques-
tion, but she knew
she could not let her
best friend die at the
hands of the Empire.
She helped Kaileel
escape but they were
confronted by Adion
Lang while trying to
o board a shuttle to
lga_ve the Kuari Princess. Lang killed Kaileel and was going to arrest
Crimson for treason, but she slashed him with a knife and made her
getaway into the Maelstrom Nebula.

Qrimson headed for a place deep within the Nebula known as the
(}ams,‘ It was a hideout for pirates and smugglers, as well as a faction
associated with the Rebel Alliance. Scared, and now with an Imperial
price on her head, Crimson needed a refuge, not only from those
pursuing her, but also from her own thoughts about the conilict
bc*h:veen the Empire and Rebellion. She chose to ignore making any
decision, hoping to blot out the painful memories. .

Crimson refused to stay long in the Oasis—it was too close to where
her whole life had been turned upside down. Taking a chance, she
stowed away on smuggler Kaj Nedmak's freighter When he discovered
her, she made a deal with him to work off her passage. Kaj took a liking
to the young woman and was impressed enough by her abilities to offer
her a permanent position as his co-pilot. Crimson has been working
with him about two vears and realizes he is a trusted friend.
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! « Corellian Smuggler
Dgﬂ'ﬂilﬂ 3D

Blaster 5D, brawling parry
KNOWLEDGE 2D+2

Alien species 3D+1, business 3D+2, languages: Huttese 6D, streetwise 7D, sur-
vival 5D, value 4D

MECHANICAL 3D+1
Astrogation 5D-2, sensors 5D, space transports 6D, starfighter piloting 6D+1.

starship gunnery 6D- 1, starship shields 6D

4D+2, dodge 4D-2, running 3D+2, vehicle blasters 5

PERCEPTION 2D+2
Bargain 5D, con 6D, gam-
bling 4D, persuasion 5D,
sneak 5D+2

STRENGTH 2D+2
Brawling 5D, lifting 5D
TECHNICAL 3D+2
Blaster repair 4D+ 1, droid
programming 4D, droid
repair 4D, space trans-
portsrepair 6D, starfighter
repair 5D, starship
weapon repair 5D

Force Points: |
Character Points: 10
Move: 10

Equipment: Comlink,
heavy blaster pistol (5D)

Capsule: Thickly
muscled, with tousled
light-brown hair, and
dark eyes, Kaj Nedmak
grew up on Drall, in the
Corellian Sector. Or-
phaned at age nine, he
stowed away aboard
the freighter of a
Corellian smuggler
named Zevel Hortine.
Zevel took a liking to
the boy and taught him
the arts of smuggling and gambling. When he grew too old to continue
in his profession, he left Kaj, then 17, his ship and reputation.

Kaj worked alone as a smuggler for 13 years, running guns and spice
for Bwahl the Hutt, Moruth Doole, and others. At that time, a need for
work took him to the Oasis, a smuggler's den inside the Maelstrom,
where he made several contacts and ran up anumber of gambling debts.

After leaving the Oasis, Kaj discovered a surprise in his cargo hold:
a beautiful young woman. Obviously in some kind of trouble, she
seemed frightened and alone. Taking pity on her, as Zevel had done for
him, he let her work off her passage. In time, he and Crimson became
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friends, and eventually partners. He'd often wondered what had ¢
her to such desperation, but she'd never been mmlurtahiv :T]‘fe“
about it and so he never pushed. ) d“u““
A year after taking Crimson on as a partner, Kaj accepted
!iwahl. running ashipment of spice to distributors on Torque. Hoy
in an'effort to ensnare Rebel forces, the Empire blockaded 1he .ew‘?'
(,u_rdlan Reach, making travel to Torque impossible. Bwah| h-a'-:lllre
spice delivered by other means, and Kaj was never paid for his .Af; b
This was the beginning of a bad turn of luck for Kaj and Cl'ilnhw-) o
they're still trying to get over. S

a joh Trom

Type: Bounty Hunter

DEXTERITY 3D

ﬁ?(s;mg;a;gug parry 5D, dodge 6D, melee combat 5D+ 1, running 50
Alien species 4D, bureaucrac i D, intimidation 6D, law

i strzetwise g I:.Il-‘.l‘:i::a;ggnl business 6D, intimidation 6D, law enlorcemeny
MECHANICAL 2D+2
.-\slmg,_ation 5D, sensors 4D+2, space transports 7D-1, starfighter piloting 7D,
starship gunnery 7D, starship shields 5D+2 "%
PERCEPTION 3D+2

Command 6D, con 5D, investigation 6D, search 6D

STRENGTH 2D +2
Brawling 5D, stamina 5042
TECHNICAL 3D
Demolitions 313+ 2, droid pro-
gramming 4D, security 6D,
space transports repair 6D+ 1,
starfighter repair 5D +2
Force Points: |
Character Points: 10
Move: 10

Equipment: Comlink, heavy
blaster pistol (50), hunting
knife (STR+1D)
Capsule: Very little Is
* known about Thune's ori-
- gins. Hers is the trade of
the stealthy—the whis-
pered title of those who
walk a fine line betweeln
killer and Jaw-enforcer. A1
expert at her chosen pro-
fession, she's a rarity
among bounty hunters—3
woman in afield dominate
by men. However, despité
her unblemished success
as a hunter, she is a rel
tive unknown to her peers:
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Wwhich is exactly how she likes it. Thune enjoys the anonymity—it's an
sel.

o Thune has taken great pains to eliminate all evidence of her past, and
aside from a sister, no one alive knows the truth about her. No matter
how deep one could probe Imperial memory-banks, one would find no
references to the young child who'd dreamed of joining the Imperial
Academy and serving the Empire with glory. No amount of research
would reveal the frustration that child felt at seeing so many men get
accepted over her...men less well-educated, less fit, less deserving than
her, No analysis of aging databases would document her rejection of
such limitations, or her decision to prove them all wrong and succeed
where the military failed—by making a living as a bounty hunter. She's
made sure of this,

Likewise, no record exists of Thune's encounter with a peaceful
young businessman from Alderaan named Deckland Carper. Aside from
a certain Imperial Admiral, no one even knows she’d been hired to
eliminate Carper as revenge for a childhood squabble, how she’d
blasted him in cold blood and provided his head as proof of his death
upon payment, how she'd taken the job without a second thought, her
previous idealism long buried by the nature of her job.

Well, no one except for Carper's droid, her droid now. But in Thune's
mind, that doesn’t matter. U-THRis nothing more than amachine, atool,
and to the victor go the spoils.

U-THE

Type: 3P0 Human-Cyborg Relations Droid

DEXTERITY 1D

Dodge 2D

KNOWLEDGE 3D

Alien species 4D, bureaucracy 5D, languages 5D+2, planetary systems 4D+1
MECHANICAL 1D

Repulsorlift operation 2D+2, sensors 2D+1

PERCEPTION 1D

Bargain 3D, persuasion 4D

STRENGTH 1D

TECHNICAL 1D

Computer programming/repair 2D+ 2, droid programming 4D

Special Abilities:

Life Preservation Programming: A droid's programming prevents it from injuring
a sentient, even in self-defense

Move: 7

Force Points: |

Character Points; 4

Capsule: If a droid had emotions, then U-THR's service to his first
master, Alderaanian businessman Deckland Carper, could only be
described as happy. Uthre always accompanied Carper on business
trips offworld, not only serving as companion on long space voyages,
but also acting as interpreter and as databank with millions of bits of
information about the cultures and species Carper met. It was common
on most of those trips for Carper to engage in holo boardgames with the
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droid to pass the time

When Carperwas
}fcﬁretl by II';::uut_\- |””"1.'r
’i_lumt:. Uthre ‘"'"ﬂllle
lhune's property, He is
not happy serving 4 Masg.
ter who displays ng eth.
ics, who kills withogt any
remorse. But as » proto.
(‘oldmi(t.L'rhx':»'ni;mna.—v
programming requiresg
service without questio,
However, that does not
prohibit his constant
complaining about doing
certainunsavorytasksfor
Thune.

Aboard Ihune's
freighter, the Faceted
Uthre’s responsibilities
include monitoring cock-
pitinformation and repair
work. Thune has added
records about other
bounty hunters and their
quarries to his databank.
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About the
Authors

Jol ey er is an ex-Navy brat, ex-Coast Guardsman who abs
lutely fell in love with Star Wars on opening day. He's currem;}
v!.rorking for UPS and Barnes & Noble, and spends whatever [rey
times is left sleeping and working on roleplaying game ideas lohe
keeps his friends busy subjecting them to adventures forS.'ur. !'.i"’ﬂj’:‘
The Roleplaying Game and The World of Indiana Jones. '

range from high fantasies to historical mysteries to vampire tales.
he holds both a master's degree in medieval history and a black
pelt in Shotokan karate. She has also been president of the Science
Fiction & Fantasy Writers of America. “Murder in Slushtime” is her
first contribution to the Star Wars Adventure Journal.

ich Handleyis clinically insane. Even though he and his wife Jill
thad their first child, Emily Megan, he naively believes he canstill
find time for his career as an editor, story-writer, and freelance
ournalist. Obviously, he is delusional and needs help. He is a
reporter for The Oyster Bay Guardian in New York, writes a regular
column on collecting comics for The Star Wars Collector, and main-
‘tains The Exhaustive Guide to Star Wars Comics at http://
_www.asb.com/usr/cardsafe/intro.htm. Assuming his doctors will
allow it, he hopes to continue writing for The Official Star Wars
~ Adventure Journal.

Greetings from the Mid-Rim. ¢ 10 fone Wewcnmb here, surviving
the perils of full-time employment—meetings, cataloging journals,
supervising, meetings, attending conferences, swearing in Old
Corellian at computers that don’t work...did | mention meetings?
But in the midst of it all, she squeezes in time to write. This is Char's
tenth story for the Journal, a sequel to “A Certain Point of View” from
Journal #8.

Across the mighty Cascades, through the tremendous Rockies,
across the Dakota wastelands and urban rust belt, came | ot -
('Brien aquick and clever game writer, equipped only with a car,
books and the promise of a job. Now he toils in the service of West
" End Games, a ceaselessly serving sales assistant in the great and
growing game industry. When not answering customer questions or
‘mailing game prizes, he works on new books like the Rebel SpecForce
Handbook, due out soon.

Jean a0 lives in rural Wisconsin, wedged between a corn field
and a dairy farm. She is the author of several fantasy short stories
and novels, including Dawning of A New Age, the first novel in the
DragonLance Fifth Age line. She is the editor of two science fiction
‘gaming magazines—JTAS: The Journal of the Traveller’s Aid Society,
and FASA's MechForce Quarterly. And in her spare time she proof-
reads computer game manuals. She worked for TSR for many years
as the coordinator of its Role-Playing Game Association Network.
Prior to that she was a newspaper reporter and news bureau chief
‘Covering courts and police in the Midwest.
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:-.::1.;-:-\ Hurdetic s a freelance writer and artist living in Virginia
enjoying thelife of ashiftless science fiction addict. In her Spare.time
she writes short fiction, plays in a band, works part-time at the
College of William and Mary, and annoys Rebel drop point com-
manders.

Hrew Camphbell—aformer resident of Milwaukee, Wisconsin—is
a self-described “actor-magician-musician-writer-coffee drinker.”
Drew has been playing and gamemastering the Star Wars roleplaying
game for 10 years and has recently completed work on Cynabar's
Fantastic Technology: Droids, his first published Star Wars material.
Drew currently resides in California (not far from where the Battle
o.f Endor actually took place) where he works as a computer techni-
cian. He hopes one day to write an “About the Author” bio without
feeling silly.

WANTED FOR CRIMES AGAINST THE EMPIRE: | ’
Species: Human. Gender: Male. Age: 23. Homeworld: Earth. Bounty:
18,007 credits. Crimes: Production of Unlawfully Creative Short
Stories, Conspiracy to Entertain the Public (Star Wars Roleplaying
Game supplement, Hives of Scun and Villainy), and Wanton Disre-
gard for Deadlines (additional 11,000 credits posted by West End
Games editors). If you spot this individual, contact the proper
authorities immediately. He is armed and considered humorous.

Barbara Hambly < contributions to the Star Wars universe in-
clud_e the r{ovels Children of the Jedi and Planet of Twilight, plus short
stories in Star Wars: Tales from the Mos Eisley Cantina and Star Wars:
Tales from Jabba's Palace anthologies. Her non-Star Wars novels
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ric S, [rautmann began his professional writing career oy s
projects as The Politics of Contraband and Galaxy Guide 9: Fragy, y
from the Rim and has worked as an on-staff editor and designe
West End Games since mid-1995. A native of Malone, New York
the end of the world, but you can seeit from there), Eric wrappe
the DarkStryder Campaignwith Endgame, and is rather excited
be working on droids anymore.

T for
(not

frevord Wilson (Beast) is a part-time author and member of the

infamous Gotham Highlanders campaign. He recently captured his

outlaw gamemaster i 1tobert e and turned him over to the

Fugitive Gamemaster Retrieval Corps for a bounty of 50,000 credits
Beast plans to spend it on fine Thikkiianan brandy and Dilonexa-,
cigars. Alas, Craig recently escaped from the Correctional Facility for
Cruel Gamemasters (CFCG) and was last spotted traveling southeast
across the Horn Plateau in Canada's Northwest Territories.

About the
Artists

"Who do I have to kill?” was “1+ ¢ v vant - response when asked
if he wanted to do Star Wars work for West End Games—leading to
his work in Galaxy Guide 12: Aliens—Enemies and Allies. Heroes and
Rogues, and The Official Star Wars Adventure Journal, In addition to
the movie trilogy, Steve cites Al Williamson's seminal Star Wars work
as a major influence. A former art director for Game Designers
Workshop, Steve currently works freelance and lives in the subur-
ban wilds of Chicago with his wife and four companion animals.

Vatt Busch began drawing “stick” TIE fighters at the age of four.
Aside from the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Matt has contributed to
other Star Wars sourcebooks for West End Games. As an entertain-
ment illustrator living in Los Angeles, he has worked on many
television commercials, books, magazines, comics and trading cards.
He has also worked on many advertising campaigns for motion
pictures, including the recent film The Devil's Own. When ask
where he gets his talent, Matt claims that, “The Force runs strongif
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pabloHidalgoisafreelanceartist from Winnipeg, Manitoba, who
jalizes in illustration and animation. He is a member of the
nitoba Society of Independent Animators, and co-instructs ani-
on courses for young people. He has a disturbing amount of Star
trivia kicking around in his head, and does a mean Lobot
personation.

Brian Schomburg is an expert blacksmith, master negotiator,
d the reigning ultimate fighting champion. Sadly, he accidentally
ed off his right arm and is unable to complete the moody self-
rtrait intended to accompany this bio.

Doug Shuler has been a freelance artist for ten years and has
ne work for many prominent game companies, including GDW,
e Jackson Games, ICE, TSR, White Wolf, FASA, and West End
1es. His illustrations continue to appear on new cards for Magic:
e Gathering and BattleTech by Wizards of the Coast. A Star Wars
atic, he lives in Boulder, Colorado, with his wife Jordi and
ughters Brianna and Ashley.

Chiris Trevas is an illustrator and graduate from the Center for
tive Studies in Michigan. He has been a Star Wars fan since the
ginning and enjoys depicting new characters and situations from
far away galaxy. While currently working in the gaming indus-
¢, Chris’ artwork can be found in many projects for West End
. including The Official Star Wars Adventure Journal, the
etched Hives of Scum & Villainy, Black Sands of Socorro, and The
Wars Introductory Adventure Game.
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fen, second degree droids have only the most basic of personal- .g
rogramming. (The famed R2-series astromech unit is an ex- &
nple of a second degree droid.) 5
Tird Degees Drolds. The most common models to be seen with g
¢ beings are third degree droids. Such units are designed to 2
alize in social sciences: protocol, education, diplomacy, and 2
. (The 3PO-series protocol droid is an example of a third
e droid.)
Fourth Degree Droids This type of droid is designed for combat
cations (and is illegal in virtually every system in the Empire).
sin droids and other forms of combat automata, while banned
e Empire, are occasionally used by legitimate military forces.
'he 1G-series assassin droid is an example of a fourth degree
, roid.)
Version 4.7.220 L Degres Droids Similar to more primitive robotic units, fifth
Crnabar SR 205 /s Welcome to the latest installment of ce droids are usually designed for menial duties: salvage,
Cynabar's Droid Datalog. | was frankly stunned at the interest. nitation, mining, and cargo hauling. Fifth degree droids are very
generated by the last version (which hit the newsnets about Iour'-l- ommon, largely due to their low cost. (The ASP-7 is an example of
months ago). The Datalog was originally just a fun experiment for ‘ th degree droid.)
me; since s0 many smugglers own or traffic in droids, it seeméﬁ
:ff.ﬁ;;j T:::::Je ,iln mm?.?”o': concerning automata (informa- - Droid Personalities
e il e e on hreare v basic cateorcs o casiying dod persnlty
tries, and they are as accurate as far as | can determine. But, given es: none, simple, elementary, advanced and complex:
how most smugglers operate, I'd take the information contained * None. The droid has no personality. While such a droid can
herein with a grain or two of salt. Remember the old smuggler's nmunicate, it will typically respond with simple “yes” or “no”
axiom: “If it looks too good to be true, it probably is.” ' Iswers; more complex communicative skills are often beyond the
bility of zero-personality droids. Fifth degree droids are typically
Droid Classifications oid of personality matrices. (A standard cargo lifter requiresno
Droids are classified into five degrees, as follows: sonality or creativity. ]t must simply take commands and per-
© st Degres Droids. Droids of this type are generally designed prwammn Gieh )
with mathematics, medicine or sclence in mind and are usuai Simplv. Droids with r:imple pe.:rsonality m'atfrices are seldom
teamed up with an organic counterpart. As such, first degreedI'Oids red to spend time with organics. Personalities of Fl‘ll‘s typecan
have more sophisticated personality programming and can be ally be described in a single word: ornery, cruel, timid, fearful,
expensive. (The 2-1B surgical droid is an example of a first degre€ o on.
droid.) “mentar . Droids that occasionally interact with organics are
s Second Degree Droids. This it a : urely for ally programmed with elementary personality matrices. For
function, typically in the areasy;ee(:\f;:;c;giﬁgd Zf\lgl::gigtenaim. ple, astromech droids that are required to interact with a
gle pilot for short periods of time typically have elementary
Y
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serve the Empire. The IC-M's programming allows the unit to effect
minor structural repairs (changing deaq light fixtures), to minor land-
scaping (weeding walkways). The c_[rnid § two heads allow it to access
 data (such as information on Imperial building codes, s?hgduled tasks,
and so forth) while performing the job at hand. Many IC-M's have been
urchased by other system and local governments to save on the cost
of organic workers.
Availability: 2. R
personality Matrix: None
prewateh /0570 Clee Since the Alliance uses IN-4s for mes-
> drops and such, the Imperials tend to monitor them preftty
ely. As an alternative, | recommend that covert communica-
ons on Imperial Center be carried out in the memory buffers of IC-
since they operate deep in the underlevels of Coruscant, they

‘ re harder to keep under surveillance and are easier to co-opt for
agal purposes.

personality modules.

* Advanced. Droids that are required to interact with Organics gp
afairlyregular basis (such as medical or surgical droids) often have
advanced personality programming. This type of Personality
lows the droid to engage in limited conversation (typically for the
purpose of information exchange) and simple pleasantries.

Bojeleq pioiq s eqeudn

« Comples. Droids with complex personality matrices are gener.
ally required to interact with organics. Often this personality is g
convincing that the droid appears to possess sentience. Protocg)
droids, for example, can realistically simulate fear, pain, annoy-
ance and other emotions.

(For more information on droid degrees, droid personalities, and
droid modification guidelines, see pages 3-48 of Cynabar's Fantastic
Technology: Droids.) i
M4 Message Droid

: : jalactica M4 Message Droid
Second Degree Droids -Hodel-(.'yboiu(;aia(huMJl Message Droid

& |C-M Utility Droid Dodge 5D —_—
Model: Cybot-Galactica IC-M General Utility Droid 'MECHANICAL 1D
s L 'PERCEPTION 1D
KNOWLEDGE 1D GTH 1D
MECHANICAL 2D .mslm‘im iD
PERCEPTION 2D Equipped With:
NI “» Holographic projector/recorder
LAiting ) '« Repulsorlift drive unit with 4-meter flight ceiling )
TECHNUCAL, 4D * Body armor (+2D physical, «1D energy, military version only)

Computer programming/repair 50, general repair
8D+1, machinery repair 5D

Equipped With:

* Photoreceptor/auditory receiver (human
range)

* Seven manipulator arms (with inter-
changeable fixtures)

* Heavy Treadwell locomotion
* Rear storage bay (containing
various cleaning and repair
tools)

Move: 7

Size: 1.5 meters tall

Cost: 1,700 credits (new), 500 cred-
its (used)

Capsule: Designed to maintain
and clean the lower levels of
Coruscant, the [C-M is another
example of Industrial
Automaton’'s willingness to

* Internal sporting blaster (3D+1 stun damage, ranges: 0=5/10/20, military
version only)
Move: 30
Size: 0.3 meters tall
Cost: 2,000 (civilian issue), 4,000 (military issue)
Capsule: The M4 droid line is designed to make quick information
‘exchange less risky than standard data transmission met hods. The M4
is capable of playing prerecorded messages and c!atatapes. as well as
recording holo messages on the spot. Encryption codes mufs_l be
entered by the receptor of any given message. The M4r_n (the mfl]lary
model) comes with a light blaster to protect any given information.
Availability: | (civilian issue), 2, R (military issue)
Personality Matrix: Simple
- Source: Fantastic Technology

MN-2E Maintenance Droid
Model: Industrial Automaton MN-2E general maintenance unit
DEXTERITY 1D
KNOWLEDGE 1D
MECHANICAL 2D
(¢
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PERCEPTION 1D

STRENGTH 2D

TECHNICAL 2D

Equipped With:

* Wastestream Systems refuse recycling unit

* Vibro-shears (Strength +2)

* Extendable arm, with buifer and polisher attachments
* Extendable cleanser applicator

* Refuse collection scanning computer

* Binary vocoder

* Repulsorlift system

Story Factors:

Easy Programming: The MN-2E can be easily modified to perform gard ening, light

Drew Campbell and Eric S. Trautmann

ing to program one of these functions into the unit may do so at one di!nculty
level below the normal roll.

Move: 7

Size: 1 meter

Cost: 800 credits

Capsule: Industrial Automaton developed the MN-2E droid at the
request of the facilities director of the Imperial Palace on Coruscant. He
required a droid capable of doing simple janitorial work in the dark
recesses of the palace’s vaulted ceilings. The MN-2E is what he received,
asimpledroid capable enough to perform the easiest of cleaning duties,
with a high level repulsorlift able to reach a flight ceiling of 75 meters.
The droid is among the least advanced of all of Industrial Automaton's
line, though it has fulfilled its role admirably.

Availability: |

Personality Matrix: None

}

Previdiniiiine s Despite what you see in the holothrillers,
most smugglers don't like to live in squalor. | always keep a few
cleaning droids around to make sure that my bulk freighter looks
presentable. A clean, orderly ship will help deflect suspicion away
from you when the Customs ships come calling.

ED-15-D3 Treadwell

Model: Cybot Galactica WED-15-D3 Treadwell
DEXTERITY 2D

KNOWLEDGE 1D

Languages: droid languages 4D
MECHANICAL 1D

PERCEPTION 3D

Search 3D+1

STRENGTH 1D

TECHNICAL 2D

Computer programming/repair 402, machinery repair 6D, repulsorlift repair
4D, space transports repair 4D 1

Equipped With:

* Video sensor

* Dual-tread locomotion

* Fine manipulation arms (1D to repair skills)

('t
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. E.xtendib]e video microbinoculars (+2D to search for micro-scale work)

» Various lools )
« Cybot acouslic signaler (droid languages)

2 I.S. meters tall
Cost: 3,200 (new). 650 (used)

e: The WED15 was the first commercially success:full droid to
jmplement tread locomotion. Though older, Cybot Galactica 5 WED(]jS
remains one of the more popular and widely used ge_neral repair drpl_ s
on the market. Its six-arm capacity allows the droid to perform finite

irs at a near-microscopic level. The delicate arms the WED15 uses
to facilitate its repairs do cause much trouble; the drqnd hasa tendenpy
to get its appendages caught in various parts of machinery. The repairs
needed to bring the droid to peak performance make the upkeep of the

costly.

wggéi];irgough,fhe original production model WED15 was discontin-
ued due to lackluster sales. However, shortly after the ]_Jroductlun run
was curtailed, Cybot Galactica consumer services received numerous
complaints and requests for new Treadwells. Several months later, the
WED15-D3 was “introduced” (essentially a more affordable version of
the original Treadwell).

Bojereq ploJg SJeqeudy

Availability: |
Personality Matrix: Simple
Hraco/15:1:0:12 Lias | once heard of a crime lord (I think it may

‘even have been Doole) who tried to modify the Treadwell to

process glitterstim...an attempt that failed utterly. The poor droids

were tearing, shredding, scattering and otherwise destroying m1:l-
lions of credits worth of glitterstim. (My uncle in CorSec got a big
laugh out of that!)

Treldum /255201 Game Lretrofitted my Treadwell with a repair
database and six more manipulator arms; it didn't cost much a_nd
nowmy droid is now quick as blaster fire whenit comes to repairing
my freighter.

Third Degree Droids

A 434-FPC Culinary Droid
Model: Cyhot Galactica 434-FPC Personal Chef Droid
DEXTERITY 1D

KNOWLEDGE 2D ) )
Culinary arts 6D+2, cultures 3D, cultures: galactic cuisines 5D, cultures: food

preparation 5D, home economics 4D+2
MECHANICAL 1D

PERCEPTION 2D

STRENGTH 1D

TECHNICAL 1D

Equipped With:
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* Humanoid body (two arms, two legs)
* Two visual and auditory sensor recorders—y;
* Vocabulator speech/sound system
* Various cooking attachments (replaceable;
arm)
* Verbobrain

T4l Tange

altach 10 lefy

* TranLang | Communpjc
*module
* Food Preparation ;
* Food San?ple Anal:ﬂ!‘f?base
Move: &
Size: 1.4 meters tall
Cost: 4,000 credits

Ationy

Capsule: Cybot Galactica—whicl,
has long catered to the affluent—developeg
the 434-FPC culinary unit as a high-end seryi.
tor droid. The FPC is equipped with a data.
base that contains over 17,000 recipes (with
the processing capacity to learn millions
more), as well as a complete food-sampler
sensing package. The sensing package assists
the droid in food preparation, selecting spices,
meats and other ingredients that are at the
peak of flavor and freshness and rejecting
others that may be spoiled or contaminated.
Availability: 2
Personality Matrix: Advanced

i When 1 first
signed on with Churhee's Riflemen as a
combat tech, my first operation was against a Corporate Sector
exec who was involved with a slaving ring. His home defenses were
pretty formidable and we were pretty worried about civilian casu-
alties. Then | figured out how to reprogram his cook droid to drop
the exec's defense net. We actually took the whole estate (several
square kilometers of droids and guards) without firing a shot

Model: Industrial Automaton A9G Series Data Storage Unit
DEXTERITY 2D

KNOWLEDGE 2D

Bureaucracy: library science 41

MECHANICAL 1D

PERCEPTION 1D

STRENGTH 1D+2

TECHNICAL 2D

Computer programming/repair 3D

Equipped With:

* Kraren X1 Superprocessors, allowing rapid data collation
* Cybot Galactica Data-Sifter software package (adds « 1D to all compuler PI

‘were able to obtain and modify several of

‘in some of the Rebels’ early battles (though
| wonder how much of that success was
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mning/repair rolls involving data searches)
« Humanoid body construction (head, two arms, two legs)
Move: 9
Size: 1.7 meters Lall
Cost: 8,000 credits
Capsule: The A9G series was designed by In-
dustrial Automaton to handle the arduous task
of cataloging and maintaining vast amounts of
datafiles possessed by libraries hoth public
and private. The droid is capable of process-
ing catalogs of information at an incredibly
high and accurate rate, making it perfect as a
retrieval device. However, the unit was given
a substandard memory core, making its pri-
mary function of high-end storage too “glitch-
prone.”
The unitis stillacceptable for markets where

Many larger libraries have either replaced the
faulty memory core or purchased several A9Gs
to take care of specific departments.
Availability: 2

Personality Matrix: Moderate

Gunman/35:1 \ Alliance scientists

these droids to assist in military stratagems
based on previous Imperial military activi-
ties. I've heard that these were pretty useful

based on luck and the skill of the front line
troops).

Nunbar/3 Hey, smugglers!
Somebody is buying up large numbers of

these droids on Ryloth. I've heard the price is good, the risk is low,
and | may have a lead on a source for a bunch of these units.
Anybody interested, contact me at StarForge Station.

m XT1-Li L J )
Model: Industrial Automaton XkFLioness TDL Nanny Droid
DEXTERITY 4D
Blaster: arm blaster 7D, dodge 5D+ 1
KNOWLEDGE 3D

Cultures 6D, languages 5D, scholar: child care 9D
MECHANICAL 1D
PERCEPTION 2D

Bojeieq ploig sleqeuls
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Hide 3D+ 1, search 3D, sneak 4D

STRENGTH 2D

TECHNICAL 1D

First aid 5D, security 4D

Equipped With:

¢ Humanoid body (two arms, two legs head)

* Armor plating (+2D against physical and energy attacks)

* Two heavy blasters (4D+2 damage, 0-3/10/20), concealed in lower set of arms
* Two visual and two audial sensors (human range) 9
* Vocabulator speech/sound system

* Verbobrain

* Tran-lang Il Communication module with over seven million languages
Special Abilities:

Synthskin: The X1-Lioness is equipped with synthetic warmed flesh to soothe
organic babies.

Move: 10

Size: 1.9 meters tall

Cost: 9,000 credits (new)

Capsule: The TDL nanny droid is an advanced protocol unit designed
specifically for the duties associated with child rearing. Because of the
success of this droid-type, executives and politicians favor
the TDL for taking care of their children.

The TDL's primary feature is its synthskin, warm arti-
ficial flesh that youngsters—still struggling with the con-
cept of artificial intelligence—find considerably less dis-
turbing than the metal “skin” common to most droids.
In addition, the TDL's primary programming module

contains a wealth of information on the child-rearing
habits of thousands of species. The programming

allows the droid to demonstrate extreme affec-

tion to young charges (a system jokingly re-

ferred to as “hug circuitry” by the TDL design

team).

Availability: 2

Personality Matrix: Complex

IA's adver-
tising campaign for the TDL droids
paints a glowing picture of the “be-

havioral programming subrou-

tines” that allow them to handle
child-rearing duties. What the folks

at 1A haven't devoted a lot of attention to i th.B
security of the TDL's processors. My brother s
children had no problems computer-spiking ”.’e
droid and inserting routines that forced the drol
to let them stay up late. (I guess | shouldn't havé
given them that computer probe I picked up on my
last smuggling run.)

WompRat™/33:7:1:04 /1

:'Dr(‘\ en/d.4:!
yate execs and Imperial higher-ups reprogramming the “family
_panny droid” into extremely effective bodyguards. Those heavy
plasters built into the TDL are pretty efficient, especially with a
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<+ I've heard some ugly rumors about corpo-

military-grade targeting package.

Class | Defe :
1 Model: Ulban Arms Class | Defense Droid
DEXTERITY 2D
Blaster 5D, blaster artillery 4D+2
KNOWLEDGE 1D
MECHANICAL 1D
PERCEPTION 2D
Search 4D
STRENGTH 5D
TECHNICAL 1D

Equipped With:

# Four heavy-duty legs

» Medium anti-vehicle laser cannon (speeder scale, blaster artillery, 10-500/1.5/
2.5 km, damage 5D)

» Medium repeating blaster (character scale, blaster, 3-75/200/500, damage D)
» Lighting package

Move: 17

Size: 3.2 meters tall

Cost: 20,000

Capsule: The Class | defense unit—originally conceived of by Imperial
Army Captain Kist—was designed to bolster the ranks of Imperial
ground troops by acting as an unmanned defense platform. Unfortu-
nately, Kist's efficient design was rejected by his Imperial overseers and
the Class | defense droid was never adopted into the Empire’s stock-
piles.

A few years after the design was rejected by the Empire, the Corpo-
rate Sector Authority produced a droid that was shockingly similar to
Kist's defense unit; the Empire believes the specs for the Class | droid
were stolen by CSA spies. (Others quietly claim that Kist himself—
unhappy with the rejection of his “masterpiece"—secretly transferred
the specs to the CSA for a large amount of ready cash.)

Despite the Empire’s rejection, the Class | defense droid is extremely
reliable and has served the security needs of the Corporate Sector
Authority with distinction.

Availability: 2, R
Personality Matrix: None
Non/35:4:6:21 Hun = I've heard that the Espos just unleashed a

flood of these things against the Trianii.
* The Corporate Sector Authority has been

('t
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Ty,
s %

A=A %

taking some really heavy shots at the Trianii lately; I've heard that
the Class | was deployed against one of the few remaining Trianii
ports and leveled it.

50050 s And Imperial HoloVision actually failed to
mention the skirmish? Surprise, surprise..,

[ ]_"'.:\I

[t/ 4500 b 1 plan on running some relief supplies out
there; anything that makes life more difficult for the Espos is fine
with me,

5:2.11+ There's no doubt that the Trianii can use the
food and meds you're shipping, Platt. But they wanf weaponry. I'm
planning a little raid on an Espo ordnance depot. Anybody inters
ested can contact me at Whistler's Whirlpool on Trogan. | nee
some ships to fly high cover and somebody handy with droid
slicing to handle interior security. It is a high risk run, but the high
profit margin makes it look like a good idea. (Besides, it'll be fun to
kick some Espos around.)

Gamet /35

Model: Arakyd G-2RD Guard Droid
DEXTERITY 3D

(L
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‘glaster: 5D, dodge 4D, melee combat 4D+ 1, running 4D
'KNOWLEDGE 2D

'J ucracy 3D, intimidation 4D, intimidation: interrogation 5D, languages 3D,

2w enforcement 30+2
| et CHANICAL 2D
R orlift operation 4D, sensors 50
fepus ON 4D

‘Command 5D, investigation 5D, search 7D
~ STRENGTH 4D+1

- TECHNICAL 2D
First aid 3D, security 5D
E With:

» Repulsorlift engine

s Visual/sound sensor package

‘s Vocabulary speech/sound system

= Broad-band antenna receiver

'« Stun appendage (stun damage 6D)

s« Blaster appendage (damage 5D, ranges 3-7/25/50)

‘« Grasping claw (+1D to lifting)

‘Move: 10

Size: 1.2 meters

‘Cost: 6,000 credits

Capsule: Security departments and law enforcement agencies use
guud droids to augment automated defense systems and help organic
-personnel; guard droids often serve as sentries, protectors, and even
prison wardens.

~ These droids have modestly sophisticated personality modules,
typically given to demanding—even abusive—behavior, though the
erational record of such units is quite good.

ability: 2, R

sonality Matrix: Advanced

emr/36:: * These things are extremely nasty. My last
er got vaped by a G-2RD when we were breaking through an
ound lock to get back to our ship. The droid just swooped in and
ed him down where he stood. | did three months in the local

ockup before | managed to bust out. I do miss that ship, though...

Mller I heard once that some fool smuggler actu-
ally wired a blaster power cell to a restraining bolt and managed to
hort out the safeguards on a G-2RD's programming. Personally, |
think that smuggler was lucky not to blow his own arm off...

b Guar
Model: Cyhot Galactica Guardian-class Droid
DEXTERITY 2D

‘Blaster 4D, brawling parry 2D- 1, dodge 3D+2, melee combat 4D, melee parry 4D,
Tunning 4D

' KNOWLEDGE 1D

Allen species 2D, intimidation 4D

ANICAL 3D

(L
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Communication 2D, sensors 4D

PERCEPTION 2D

Search 3D

STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 4D

TECHNICAL 1D

Equipped With:

* Four legs

* Hinged, grasping jaw with retractable blade incisors (Strength+2 dau-.;.R,.J

* Two visual and auditory sensor recorders (human range)

* Retractable blaster (3D damage, ranges (-3/10/20)

Special Abilities:

Layalty Imprint: Absolute obedience to master and designated family membe
Will react in potential threat situation to defend would-be attackers unt.;&
directly countermanded by desig- g
nated family member

Move: 13

Size: 1.5 meters tall

Cost: 4,000 credits (new), 2,000
credits (used)

Drew Campbell and Eric S. Trautmann

Capsule: The Cybot
Galactica Guardian-lass
droid—made extremely
popular by a series of
childrens’ holotexts—is a
favorite of parents who
require a protector/com-
panion for children. The
Guardian (roughly canine
inappearance) is extremely
loyal, obedient, and fairly in-
expensive, features which
have helped bolster the unit’s
popularity.
Availability: 2, F
Personality Matrix:
Elementary
The - At
Guardian—originally designed as a glorified child-watcher—actu-
ally makes a good scouting assistant. | added some sensors, track-
ing SkillWare and an automap to mine and it has performed ex
tremely well.

Alellow smuggler of my acquaintance actu:
ally modified a Guardian (that he no doubt stole) into a guard for his
freighter when he’s dirtside. He modified the personality matrixto
make it extremely aggressive, amped up the resident combat
SkillWare and added metal claws and fangs. The blasted thing
actually growls now. ..

GO
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Model: Imperial [T Interrogator Droid

godge 3D, melee combat 3D, melee combat: interrogation tools 4D+ 1
KNOWLEDGE 3D

Alien species 4D, humanoid biology 5D, intimidation 61, intimidation: interroga-
tion 7D

MECHANICAL 2D

Sensors 3D

PERCEPTION 4D

Investigation 5D, search 5D

STRENGTH 3|
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TECHNICAL 2D
First aid 5D, (A) medicine 5D, security 4D

Equipped With:

» Repulsorlift engine

= Visual/sound sensor package

= Vocabulator speech/sound system

+ Laser scalpel (2D damage)

» Hypodermic injectors (4D stun damage)
+ Power shears (5D damage)

» Grasping claw (+1D to lifling)

Move: 3

Size: 1 meter tall

Cost: 4,000 credits (new)

Capsule: Interrogation droids are designed to extract infor-
mation from living beings by whatever means possible. The
IT-0 interrogator droid in particular combines sophisticated
medical science and the cold, calculating nature of its Impe-
rial masters, making it one of the most brutal and effective
torture devices ever developed.

IT interrogator droids are glossy, spherical
constructs, covered with probes, needles,
medisensors and other pain-producing and life-
support equipment. Because of the droid’s ad-
vanced medical knowledge, it can cause tre-
mendous damageto avictimand stillkeep the
subject alive for further interrogation.
Availability: 1, X
Personality Matrix: Advanced

R The fact that the

Emperor allows these things to exist—let

alone allows his troops to use them exten-
sively—is reason enough to want to see him
dethroned. Interrogation droids are the most
impersonally evil things I've ever encoun-
tered,

There is no defini-
tive evidence that the Empire uses the
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IT-O interrogation units, Alliance propaganda notwithstandip,

While there have been cases whereindividual officers have use 11{
Os (and have been severely disciplined for it in most cases), the
Imperial military does not have an established policy concerning
interrogation droid use.

selRunng 3 Tell that to those of us who haye
been interrogated by those blasted things. The Imperial officer whg
“interviewed"” me before | was shipped out to Kessel used an [T.
on me while his superiors watched. Don't tell me the Empire
doesn't condone the use of interrogation droids, you naive litt]e
asteroid grub!

Drew Campbell and Eric S. Trautmann

Model: Cybot Galactica LIN Demolitionmech Mining Droid

D

Blaster artillery 4D

KNOWLEDGE 1D

MECHANICAL 1D

PERCEPTION 3D

STRENGTH 6D

TECHNICAL 3D

Demolitions 60+1

Equipped With:

* Video sensor

* Dual-tread locomotion

* Fine manipulator arm under dome (for planting explosives)

* Cybot acoustic signaler (can only speak droid languages).

* Armored housing (-2D to Strength)

* Minelayer mount (ammo magazine, storing up to 60 mines of varying types;
military models only)

Move: 3

Size: 0.7 meters

Cost: 12,000 credits (Black Market), 6,000 credits (military issue)

Capsule: Due to the dangerous nature of extracting some of the Empire’s
more precious resources, Cybot Galactica developed the LIN series
demolitionmech mining droid to handle the placement of the highly
sensitive charges often required for deep excavation. The droid moves
slowly about, strategically planting explosives so that they will lnalke
available any ore the mining teams have detected. The LIN is easily
modified for military use, either planting, or removing mines from @
battlefield.
Availability: 2, R
Personality Matrix: None

It actually surprises me that the Empiré
classifies the LIN as a fourth degree droid. Sure, it has military
applications (particularly as a minelayer), but the programmiﬂg is
far from combat-grade.

g

T R
wepted
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Gunman/ Sootn b s Interesting point. However, the program-
g module on the LIN isn't terribly difficult to slice. Add a few
rdpoints for distance weapons (concussion missiles, grenade
inchers, flame projectors, and so on) and the LIN can be a
rmidable opponent. Such droids are best suited for night engage-
ments, since they have extremely sensitive sensor apparatus.

V2 SPD Patrol Droid
Model: Industrial Automaton Hound-W2 SPD (Scanning Patrol Detail) Droid
2D

KNOWLEDGE 1D

: CAL 1D

'PERCEPTION 5D

Search 6D, search: transmitting devices 8D-2

STRENGTH 1D

TECHNICAL 1D

pped With:

# Fabritech communication/sensory array

» Four retractable extensor arms, capable of extending up to 15 meters

» Retractable fine work grasper arm

» Extendible video sensors

* Four sensor modules (one per arm), including thermal imaging (+ 1D to search),
‘audio receptors, laser scan and pulse scan emitters

* Probability projection computer, for assistance in detail search procedures
Move: 7

Size: 0.4 meters tall

Cost: 3,500 credits

Capsule: [A's SPD-series droids are small, boxlike machines that roll on
treads. W2 SPD droids are equipped with several sensor appendages
that are used in locating and identifying potential breaches in security.
One limitation to SPD units is their method of communication: these
droids communicate in the same high-pitched beeps and chirps com-
‘mon to astromech droids. While such communication can contain a
“great deal of information, organic security officers require a scomp-
linked translation system to decipher the droid-speech.

Availability: 2, R

Personality Matrix: Elementary

0+ The W2 SPD is the bane of “fringe types” on
ually every civilized world in the Empire. Despite their limita-
ons, these droids are extremely good at locating covert transmis-
ons, hidden weapons and the like.

Nilal/ 36 + I've heard that a Rodian crimeboss in the
uter Rim has a number of SPDs that he uses to search his fortress
stantly. According to the rumor mill, the Rodian has a huge
kpile of spice and he has been augmenting his organic security
rce with automata. I'd hate to mess with him, no matter how much

Money is involved. g
C¢
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Interesting. l wonder if it would be POssibla
to slice into the SPD's communications system? Since these droids
have to scomp-link into a comm system to “talk,” it shoylq
relatively easy to plant a false “all clear” into them. They|| think
they are reporting in as normal, but their comm system wj)|
translate their message into something a little more conducive to
outside larceny.

Drew Campbell and Eric S. Trautmann

Model: Publictechnic 850.AA Public Maintenance Droid
DEXTERITY 1D

KNOWLEDGE 2D

MECHANICAL 1D

PERCEPTION 1D

Command 4D

STRENGTH 7D

TECHNICAL 1D

Equipped With:

* Repulsorlift system (flight ceiling of 20 melers)
* Publictechnic power cell system

* Beamcleaners

= Coarse cleaning brushes

* Sensorlink network system

* Equipment bay

* Various repair droids

Move: 30

Size: 13 meters tall

Cost: 75,000 credits

Capsule: The 850.AA droid from Publictechnic is an immense unit

capable of handling almost all of an urban region’s maintenance duties.

The droid has an internal bay for housing various models of smalle‘r

maintenance units, which the 850.AA controls by regulating the droid's

scheduled maintenance and work-load.

Availability: 2

Personality Matrix: None

0 I've heard that these things have been
banned on Kothlis. Apparently, during a clan squabble, one Bntl.ml'l
faction reprogrammed an 850.AA to move past the home of a rwa:
group. As the droid passed, it opened up and disgorged dozens Od
assassin droids; needless to say, local authorities were not thrille
with the firefight that broke out. Apparently, the whole conﬂagftﬂ
tion was classified as a “minor geologic upheaval” in the newsne &2

Si That is not entirely true. (Believe me...| was
there.) The 850.AA passed by and launched hundreds of repre-

('l
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;gammed Arakyd Seekers, which slammed into the building’s de-
fenses and exploded. Anyone with any verifiable information con-
cerningwhoactually launched the attack (thereis only circumstan-
tial evidence that other Bothans were involved) should arrange
contact with me at Margath’s on Elshandruu Pica. A substantial
reward is offered for reliable intel.

§ CLL-8
Model: Cybot Galactica's CLL-8 Binary Cargo Load Lifter
DEXTERITY 1D
KNOWLEDGE 1D
MECHANICAL 1D
PERCEPTION 1D
STRENGTH 6D
Lifting 8D
TECHNICAL 1D

* Two gyro-stabilized heavy lifting legs
* Two heavy cargo arms
* Armored systemns housing
Move: 7
Size: 3 meters tall
Cost: 2,500 credits

Capsule: The CLL- is a standard bi-
nary cargo lifter found throughout
the galaxy's starports. Its legs and
arms are reinforced and filled with
hydraulics that allow it to lift heavy
cargo. The load lifter
isasimplefifth degree
droid, and it responds
tosimple verbalcommands. Pro-
tocol droids are sometimes used
to program binary load lifters to do more complex or

extended jobs, such as loading the entire cargo bay in a
freighter while sorting the cargo by the data identification
labels tagged onto crates.

Availability: 1

Personality Matrix: None

Apparently, Cybot
Galactica uses the same binary language to pro-
gram load lifters that moisture farmers use to con-
trol vaporators. In fact, Jawas and other local scavs
tend to cannibalize the programming modules
from vaporators to repair damaged load
lifters.

't
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mun/asaidia

11 W11 Thanks for the anecdote, farm boy, pg,.
sonally, my favorite modification to the CLL-8 was some compy,
SkillWare, weaponry and additional armor. Comes in handy when
the Customs gunslingers start prowling around the cargo hold,

Dlarus 9500001 s You're kidding, right? If you equip it wigy

weaponry powerful enough to stop armored combat troops, it

could easily punch a blaster shot through the hulland you and the

me; can all make the Final Jump together. CLL-8s aren't terribly
right.

® DC5-1 Freight Dro
Model: Serv-O-Droid DC5-1
DEXTERITY 2D
KNOWLEDGE 1D
MECHANICAL 1D
PERCEPTION 1D
STRENGTH 4D
Lifting 10D
TECHNICAL 1D
Security 4D
Equipped With:
* Four extendible manipulators
* One pair of heavy treads
* One pair lifting claws
» Cranial turret with audio/video sensor
* Remote directional transponder
» Armored chassis (+ 1D physical and energy)
* Laser scanner
Special Abilities:
Cargo Code Database: A laser scanner identifies each cargo module’s identity
band (on the side of the module) and correlates it to where it should be off-
loaded. The scanner can also re-code an identity band for new cargoes.
Maove: 6
Size: 2.8 meters
Cost: 4,500 credits
Capsule: Serv-O-Droid's DC5-1 series labor units are yet another ex
ample of the standard cargo and lifting droids found throughout the
galaxy. The added feature of being able Lo catalog cargoes and chec
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y enough, but if the Customs official is smart enough, he might

think tocheckthe unit’s backup memory. The DC5-1 has a hardwired
memory backup that most amateurs forget to alter if they mess
with the manifest programming. Anytime primary programming is
altered, the droid automatically dumps a copy of the original
system parameters into the memory backup.

w L2 Unit

Model: Industrial Automaton 1.2 Base Labor Droid

Lifting 4D

TECHNICAL 1D

Equipped With:

* Two heavy grasper arms (+ 1D to lifting)

* Retractable [ine work heavy grasper arm

* Two tractor feet

* Two visual and two auditory sensor recorders

* Small circular saw (4D damage. 0.3 meters range)

Special Abilities:

Skill Duplication: Since L2 Labor droids record all visual and auditory instruc-
tion, they attempt to duplicate these instruction to the letter, An L2 can perform
aMechanical or Technical task at the same skill level of the instructor, providing
all steps to complete the task have been explained in exacting detail to the droid,
Move: 5

Size: | meter tall

Cost: 1,200 credits

Capsule: L2 Base Labor Droids are Industrial Automaton’s design,
ideally suited to the units' role: cheap, reliable, menial workers. L.2s can
be programmed to complete tasks with up to 100 separate steps and
they can repeat the task any number of times without further instruc-
tion. They are popular among owners who need a unit to function in a
wide variety of industrial activities, but are also commonly used for
maintenance, construction, and mechanical repair.

Availability: 2, F

Personality Matrix: Simple

Bojeyeq proiq s eqeuiy

manifests adds to the popularity of this droid on !mperial-allsned
worlds.

Availability: 1
Personality Matrix: None
7 . * The nice thing about the DC5-1 is that
Customs officials tend to believe the droid's internal cargo mank
fests. With a little creative reprogramming, falsifying records 1s0 t
very hard.

Hugard 0750017 U lbe Slicing into the droid’s primary memory is

D

Hardin 20 1:9:09/C 1+ The L2 is a typical 1A design: clean, unclut-
tered and very functional. What I particularly likeabout mine is that
;w'lt-has been modified so extensively that it barely resembles a stock
L2, But the blasted thing just keeps running. ...

M PackTrack wroid
Model: Mechanical Universal Labor Eliminating Droid, PackTrack 41L-R

2isl e 2 | 1o
Bollon/ g ]

#1L-R (MULE Di

MECHANICAL 3D

(t
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Repulsorlift operation 4D+1

PERCEPTION 3D

Search 3D+2

STRENGTH 6D

Lifting 7D

TECHNICAL 2D

Droid programming 4D, droid repair 5D

Equipped With:

* One heavy lilting claw

* One large storage bay (2 cubic meters) protected by «+ 1D Strength armor

* One repulsorlift, maximum altitude one meter

* Four legs

Special Abilities: The MULE can carry up to 1 metric ton of cargo, Also, the MU
is capable of assisting in its own repairs. It cannot effect its own repairs, hut may
assist using the Combined Actions rules on pages 82 and 83 of The Star Wars
Roleplaying Game, Second Edition, Revised and Expanded.

Move: 7 (legs). 4 (repulsorlift)

Size: 1.5 meters

Cost: 3,500 credits standard

Capsule: The Mechanical Universal Labor Eliminating Droid—MULE—
was designed to assist corporate scouts while on a mission. The droid
moves at a steady pace (albeit, a fairly slow one) and carries most of
what the typical scout could need. When terrain becomes difficult or
dangerous for the droid to maneuver through, a backup repulsorlift
kicks in and assists the droid in crossing whatever barrier it has found.
Availability: 2

Personality Matrix: Simple

Rudd /9571008 g - The MULE isn't just a good idea for ascout to
own; most smugglers and tramp freighter captains make trade runs
to low-tech worlds and can use the help.

Drew Campbell and Eric S. Trautmann

Foril 6221 /Gyvos True enough; when dealing with supersti-
tious locals, unfamiliar terrain, and vicious local predators, it is
nice to know that you don’t have to lug around a pile of equipment,
too.

B RA Servant Droid
Model: Cybot Galactica RA-serles Servant Droid
DEXTERITY 1D
KNOWLEDGE 2D
Cultures 3D
MECHANICAL 1D
PERCEPTION 1D
STRENGTH 2D
TECHNICAL 2D
Equipped With:
* Two photoreceptors and auditory receptors (human range)
* Vocabulator (capable of speaking one programmed language)
* Humanoid frame (two arms, two legs)
Move: 5
Size: 1.7 meters tall

Vo
sive. Consequently, it is very easy to upgrade an RA into a combat
‘or espionage unit.

Lr
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Cost: 1,500

Capsule: Cybot Galactica answered the galactic call for a more appeal-
ing servant droid with the RA-series, Based on the popular 3P0 protocol
unit, this droid provides its owners with a low-end affordable servant
droid capable of doing minor cleaning and attendance duties.
Availability: 1

Personality Matrix: Complex

The RA-series is innocuous and inexpen-

Boreyeq pioiq s.seqeuio

| heard that the Tombat (a well-known

 thief) once reprogrammed an RA droid to give him the layout of a
 manor house. He was able to “case” the house without ever setting

foot inside, simply by reprogramming the droid and adding a

~ holocam and automap to the unit.

Model: Go Corp/Utilitech Metrocab Robo-Hack Landspeeder
DEXTERITY 1D
KNOWLEDGE 1D
Streetwise: local shortcuts 6D
MECHANICAL 1D
Repulsorlift operation: landspeeder 60
PERCEPTION 1D
Con 5D
STRENGTH 3D
TECHNICAL 1D
ped With:
» Armor plating (+4D exterior and droid brain/credit compartment)
* Internal passenger compartment (seats 3)
» Heavy suspension repulsorlift motors
« Internal street map/database with uplink to local communication and transpor-
tation network
* Credit operation box
* Vocabulator panel
Special Skills:
The Robo-Hack is but an example of the many droid-operated vehicles that can
be found throughout the galaxy. There are (less reliable) airspeeder hacks that
have repulsorlift operation: airspeeder 5D, that are available for around 25,000
credits standard.
Scale: Speeder
Move: 105; 300 kmh
Size: 6 meters long
Cost: 15,000 credits (Landspeeder included), 25,000 credits (Airspeeder in-
cluded)
Capsule: Throughout the galaxy, cities have long required public
transportation. As an alternative to the expense of hiring organic
drivers, many communities have turned to the various automated
landspeeders made available from corporations like Go Corp and
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Utilitech Metrocab. The “"Robo-Hack” landspeeder was designed wit|
an advanced knowledge database allowing it to be intimately :\H,”:‘:l'
with all local citywide thoroughfares. With its constant uplipk “TJ
systemwide communication and transportation networks, the
Hack is able to modify its preset routes to avoid traffic, bad wea|
other events that would make travel dangerous, or inefficient
Availability: 2, F

Personality Matrix: Simple

Re hao-

her, or

Holcolo/35:4:6:09/Dene A friend of mine working the Corporate
Sector used to have a sweet scam: he'd reprogram a few “Robo.
Hack” units to kidnap the local gentry. For example, a local exec
would be transported to a waiting freighter; the transport droig
becomes an instant abduction machine,

Toria/35:6:1:12/Lli= You've got to be kidding! Why did he stop?
Holcolo/35:6:1:21/Dene The local Espo droid-security division
reprogrammed his own “abduction droid” into bringing him right
to the local lock-up. It seemed my friend liked to use his repro-
grammed Robo-Hack as his own personal conveyance.
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NEws:(\):NETS

A selection of newsfeeds culled from NewsNets
major and minor throughout the Empire,
which may or may nof prove io be factual.

® TRINEBULON

® NEws

38:4:7/TRI/I6DE/SEC.4.HPC/MIL

Empire Called in
to Stop Hreas Riots

LENTHALIS, HREAS PORT CITY: Martial law was im-
posed throughout Spirva tor this week in response to
uncontrolled rioting and skirmishes with Imperial troops
and starport security on Lentha loff Shinda made the
announcement hours after Hreas Port City v onsumed
by a gang war between rival underworld factions

Several masses of rioters converged on Hreas Port City's
Commerce Concourse. Each faction’s forces consisted of
swoop gangs, local youth mobs and the enforcement arms
of several local crime lords. All were armed with a variety
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of modified combat equipment. Many items were from
{_Jaﬂmliniuni's Datalog, which had been banned by Moff
Shinda four months ago. Amongthe most not i('eahinequip_
ment in the skirmish were five suits of AV-1A assault armor
and a squadron of gladiator walkers with the light laser
cannon and shielding replaced with dual medium repea-
ing blasters. Other participants used a variety of sidearms
and explosives to wreak havoc on the Commerce Con-
course.

Although rioters did not attack the Imperial garrison
outside Hreas Port City, smaller installations throughout
the area were overrun by zealous gang members (Ie5|;er.'1ru
for weapons and other supplies to aid their escalating
conflicts. Imperial biker troops and airspeeders called in to
quell the commotion were snared by repulsorlift grappling
gun lines and automated picket blasters set just for sm'hz
purpose. By the time Imperial AT-ST walkers and heavier
support craft moved in. the rioters had dispersed. taking
their heavy combat gear with them. 3

Violent criminal activity hasincreased throughout Spirva
sector despite a ban on importing goods from Galladinium
Galactic Exports. Many items in the Galladinium Datalog
could easily be modified for combat applications. Mo
Shinda blames the recent rioting on an influx of contraband
slipped through sector security. "Smugglers make huge
profits running these banned items through customs.” the
Moff said. “What they don't realize is their profitable activi-
ties have spawned violent disorder throughout my sector.”
Shinda warned smugglers against interfering with sector
security. "We will no longer tolerate elements of the Fringe
disrupting the lives of loyval Imperial citizens in Spirva
sector. Rest assured our forces are even now closing the
net on those who prosper from the misfortunes of others.”

& & . ° & &
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Moifl Shinda has returned from his sheltered country

estate to personally oversee operations from the Imperial
garrison on Lenthalis. He has ordered authorities through-
out the sector to erack down on smugglers. and to show no
merey for anyone causing trouble in major population
centers. Reports indicate that elements of the sector fleet
are returning from various patrols and sorties againsl
suspected Rebel strongholds to blockade Lenthalis. Ana-
lvsts suspect the rest of the fleet will be deployed to Spirva
sector's most vital systems to enforce order and put an end
to the gun-running, Loeal garrison lorces have been sent
into cities to maintain order. and many expect naval-based
Imperial Army units to arrive soon and aid garrison troops.

Moff Shinda has not vet asked for assistance from out-
side the sector. “At this time there is no need for additional
Imperial intervention.” the Moff asserted. "Although this
initial uprising took us somewhat by surprise. we are now
fully prepared to confront any other such disturbances
should they arise.” Shinda did not speculate when martial
law would be lifted.

Hal Tiotta Raltamok

Basic Edition
38:4:15/HUT/NAR.4.SHD/TRD

No Reports on
Imperial Death Squadron

NAR SHADDAA NODE: Despite efforts by free-traders
and Kal ‘tamokreporters throughout the Outer Rim Territo-
ries, no traces of the Imperial Death Squadron have been
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found lately. The fleet’s last reported engagement was the
unprovoked attack on the Syvris shadowport (see the Ng/
Hutta Kal'tamok report 38:3:31 for more details on that
assault). Although the Death Squadron’s leaders, Admiral
Ozzel and the feared Lord Darth Vader. are charged wit‘h
rooting out and annihilating Rebel military Inr(:(.-s, they
have recently detained independent spacers and attacked
smuggler bases.

With Ozzel at the helin and Vader leading the hunt, such
an unexpected disappearance can only bode ill for the
spacer community, especially in light of the sudden and
ll‘ll-'l'l'i]L‘SS Syvris shadowport assault. The Nal Hutta
Kal'tamok would like to reaffirm its advisory to smugglers
.“ml free-traders in the remote areas of the Uute‘raRim
Tlerritories. Until the Death Squadron’s true motives are
revealed, anyone traveling the hyperlanes seems subject
to Imperial suspicion.

CORF Tws i

38:4:21/CND/CN5BR/BRT.4.CMD/BIS

Brentaal Breaks Trade Records

BRENTAAL, CORMOND: The Brentaal League of Guilds
declared a Landmark Holiday to celebrate a record week of
commodities trading. More stocks and credits changed
hands on the Brentaal market than ever before (Iurin.q a
five-day period. :

Corporations based in the Core Worlds benefitted from
the brisk trading, posting record-breaking profits and divi-
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dend increases. Among the most successful were HavaKing,
Santhe/Sienar Technologies, MerenData, Imperial Mining
Corp..and the Tagge Company. Brentaallocals who cashed
in on the furious market activity include House Brentioch,
the Dajaal Family and Hall Jo'uda. Warehouses and stock-
vards were cleared out inanticipation of new goods flowing
in from every end of the galaxy. Imperial Governor Jerrod
Maclain also scored big in the markets, moving some of his
slower stocks and acquiring more lucrative interests with
valuable potential.

The week-long Landmark Holiday celebration will be
marked with parades and parties as Brentaal's noble trad-
ing houses commemorate their good fortune. The Brentaal
Hall Conservatory plans to present an encore performance
of highlights from the Kallea Cycle operatic epic before it
embarks on its Core Worlds and Colonies tour next month.
Most noble guilds and even the Imperial governor will be
throwing lavish receptions. Commerce officers will take
this opportunity to make deals among the guilds and
prepare strategies for the coming months. New noble
house alliances are expected to emerge to accommodate
what Brentaal analysts believe to be an unprecedented era
of prosperity for the planet and its innumerable commer-
cial interests,

Although the Brentaal commodities exchanges will be
closed during the holiday, several expediting houses will
continue to make sure market goods flow through the busy
commerce world.
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38:4:31/CYN/COR.1.IPC/GEN

Smuggler Activity Update

CORUSCANT NODE: We've been trving to keep track of
all our usual smuggler friends. but with everything they've
been up to, it hasn't been easy. This hasn't been a :.:.rr-at
year so far for those in the “independent transport” busi-
ness, especially with Vader's Death Squacdron lurking in the
darker corners of the Outer Rim, but these enterprising
smugglers still seem to make ends meet.

Tru'eb’s been making a fortune running guns into Spirva
sector. though with martial law imposed. the savvy Twi'lek
will probably pocket his credits and find less dangerous
markets to exploit. Tru'eb wasn't the only one to take
advantage of lucrative markets making the ":Eg;irva Run."as
it's been dubbed. Bettle and Jaxa seemed to have worked
things out long enough to cash in on the Spirva riots. To'iir
and Liadden hauled a few loads of gladiator walkers until
they got caught. They're probably headed for Rithgar's
little shadowport near Kothlis for much-needed repairs on
the Seventv-Seven Stars.

The Mon Calamari smuggler Basz Maliyu has blown the
Outer Rim for the Colonies. Some suspect he's responsible
for betraying the shadowport on Syvris the Empire as-
saulted last month. Others (mostly his friends) say he had
nothing to do with the attack—it was sheer luck that Basz
got out in time. Nobody's quite sure who he's working for
in the Colonies.

Solo has all but disappeared from the scene. Short of a
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small incident involving some bounty hunters on Ord
Mantell.nobody's seen Solo or his Wookiee sidekick. Chew-
bacca. We're wondering if he's still hanging around that
fireball Alderaanian princess and some wide-eyed idealis-
tic kid. Han's old buddy Calrissian hasn’t made the head-
lines since his involvement in the Battle of Taanab nearly
two years ago. The scoundrel’s probably setting up some
elaborate scam to swindle some poor idiot.

We ran into Platt rather unexpectedly at the premiere of
the Kallea Cycle on Brentaal, It's amazing how many under-
world notables managed to sneak in past security to enjoy
the opera and the festivities surrounding the performance.
We hear the Tombat even made his presence known, PPlatt
wore a stunning gown, had her hair dved to avoid the
authorities. and had two very handsome escorts with her.
As usual, Platt would neither confirm nor deny the rumor
that she’s a direct descendent of the Kallea who forged the
Hydian Way.

Bryce-Kelley and Rypka made their annual sojourn to
Ryloth. Problems with slavers. Twi'lek political intrigue
and a few bad bargains for ryll aside. they had a pretty
normal visit. They're still trying to make ends meet while
running the unofficial smuggler’s benevolence society.
Wish them luck, because you know they'll need it.

Imperial
Defense Daily

38:5:6/IDD/L23BS/BYB.2.CT133/MIL

Arakyd Probots Enter Wider Service
BYBLOS. CORPORATE TOWER 133: Arakyd Corp. repre-
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sentative Allion Vlenda unveiled a plan for the company's

Viper probe droid series to be modified for mirlitic;;ull

military, corporate and civilian roles. "The Viper program

has been extremely successful in Imperial naval ni)vr;\,-

tions.” Vlenda said. *With the Empire’s endorsement

Arakvd's Research and Development teams have pursue(i

new probot designs for various applications.” .
“Arakyd’s probots have performed admirably in the

Navy,” noted Ad- ’

miral Baavil, com-

mander of Impe-

rial forces on

Byblos, where the

company has one

of its major corpo-

rate facilities. "We

anticipate the

probotcanmaster

other duties cur-

rently performed

by humans and

obsolete droids.”

The Admiral

would not point to

anyoneincident in

Imperial service

which character-

ized the probe

droids’ success,

but called the

probots “the most

versatile and effi-
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cient droids currently serving the Empire.”

Analysts speculate that the Imperial Navy has used
Arakyd's Viper probots to scout out new or seemingly
uninhabited worlds used by smugglers, fugitives and Rebels.
The probe droids use a hyperspace pod to travel vast
distances, increasing the range which a single Star De-
strover can thoroughly search. Admiral Baavil said more
droids were needed 1o fill other roles within the Imperial
military infrastructure, “Arakyd’s Vipers are perfect for
patrol duties near garrisons, temporary bases and prison
facilities,” he said. "They can help monitor starship traffic
in busy fleet formations and perform valuable search-and-
rescue missions.”

Vienda outlined the program to produce streamlined
versions of the military probe droid model for commercial
use. “We can replace much of the military-grade armament
and programming with the commercial-grade equivalent,”
he said. “Probe droids have many valuable applications
supplementing starport security and traffic control. They
can analyze cargo, pursue criminal fugitives, and locate
crashed spacecraft. We also plan to exploit the probot’s
value as a security droid.” These streamlined versions of
the Arakyd Viper—tentatively called the C-Viper series—
would be more affordable for public operation.

Arakyd has already established a civilian sales division
at its corporate facility on Byblos. This section will be
responsible for finding new C-Viper markets and custom-
ers. Once operational prototypes are completed, sales
associates will spread throughout the Colonies and other

ions of the galaxy, demonstrating the C-Viper's capabili-
ties.

In anticipation of massive production requirements,
Arakyd has purchased a site on Kelada where plans are
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f!l!'&‘.’l('_\‘ underway to construet a new assembly factory
The plant will specialize in manufacturing (‘A\f'ipt;r (‘c)mpc»-
nents and the droids themselves. “The factory on Kelada is
a sign that Arakyd’s success benefits the general public,”
Vlenda said. "Its construction and operation will provide
much-needed jobs for the people of the Anarid Cluster.”

CORF 1w i

38:5:11/CND/CN5BR/BRT.4,.CMD/POL

Governor Maclain Under
Investigation
BRENTAAL, CORMOND: After his tremendous personal

gains in last month’s record economic trading, Brentaal's
Governor Jerrod Maclain has come under the scrutiny of
several Grand Moffs. Two of the Governor's aides and
numerous. high-level bureaucrats from nearby svstems
have accused Maclain of behavior unsuitable for ill.l Impe-
rial diplomat

I'he Governor is suspected of underhanded dealings in
the Brentaal commerce exchange. The accusatic |1'.slstlr—
faced after five commerce officers from the Dajaal Family
were arrested last week for breach of market t‘ouﬁ(lt'llliili‘
ity. They claim they passed important speculative data
about the Brentaal exchange Lo the Governor in return for
political favors and monetary incentives. Although no solid
proof has been uncovered. Imperial officials are ‘\-'.\'Etﬁl'lllﬂ_{l'll’
time looking into the allegations ‘
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Upon hearing news of this scandal, Emperor Palpatine

himself assigned Grand Moff Rufaan Tigellinus to head the
investigation. Imperial Court observers were stunned to
hear such a prominent player in court politics—and a
member of the exclusive Order of the Canted Circle—had
been relegated tothe duties of acriminal investigator. "The
Emperor’s choice in this matter is final.” announced Impe-
rial Advisor and newsnet liaison Alee Pradeux. "In choos-
ing Tigellinus to lead the inquest. the Emperor acknowl-
edges the severity of this matter. Such impropriety in an
Imperial official, if the accusations are true, deserves the
most intense examination.”

Some analysts speculate that Maclain's good economic
fortune was part of an elaborate scheme to divert credits to
pay off criminal elements. Rumors abound that the Gover-
nor has already used some of his new-found wealth to help
agents of the Rebel Alliance operating within the Core
Worlds

“Governor Maclain has served the Empire loyally.”
Tigellinus said. “lamaware of several individuals who have
been scheming to usurp Maclain’s position. Whether ornot
there was any crime on the Governor’s part and any role his
rivals had in this affair remains to be seen. We will carry out
a thorough investigation to discover if there was any
wrongdoing and what the requisite punishment should
be.”

Grand Moff Tigellinus will be travelling immediately to
Brentaal as soon as his staff is assembled. He also plans to
interview several Imperial bureaucrats in Bormea and
Darpa sectors. Tigellinus would make no announcement
regarding how long his investigation would take.
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38:5:20/CYN/COR.1.IPC/GEN

Calrissian Resurfaces as Baron-
Administrator

CORUSCANT NODE: Just when you thought he had
disappeared from the Fringe, Lando Calrissian shows up
where you'd least expect him. Cynabar sources confirm
that Calrissian has somehow conned his way into the
position of Baron-Administrator of Bespin's Cloud City.

Calrissian's last big show came at the Battle of Taanab
nearly two years ago. Nobody really followed his activities
since then. Rumors abound of minor scams and illicit
operations here and there, but nothing so successful as to
gain the gambler any notoriety beyond his already slick
reputation.

The story surrounding Calrissian’s appointment is still
obscured by rumor. Apparently the Cloud City Exec and
Parliament had been having trouble with Calrissian's pre-
decessor, Baron Raynor. Sinceits construction, the Tibanna
gas mining facility has had a succession of Administrators
ranging from the businesslike to the criminal. Raynor was
gifted with great corporate skills, but was also afflicted
with vices whichincluded greed and gambling. Rather than
resorting to tedious political means or less savory meth-
ods, the Exec and Parliament supposedly set Baron Raynor
up. Calrissian had been in Cloud City for several months,
first touring the various casinos, then becoming a house
gambler at one of the flashier establishments, Through the
machinations of various political forces within Cloud City,
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Lando challenged Baron Raynor to an all-or-nothing game
of sabacc. Raynor wagered Cloud City, though it is unclear
what kind of backing Calrissian had. Although the details
on the game are still shrouded in mystery. Lando came out
as the winner...and Cloud City's new Baron-Administrator,

Speculation continues to run rampant regarding the
legitimate transfer of power. By right. the Baron-Adminis-
trator should be appointed by his predecessor, or by ajoint
vote of the Cloud City Exec and Parliament. Though those
governing bodies did not give the entire gambling affair
their official approval, they did nothing to stop it. Soon
after the sabacc game, both groups dgave Calrissian a
confirmation vote indicating their satisfaction with the
new Baron-Administrator. Some of those involved also
indicated that the city's mysterious cyborged computer
liaison officer had some influence in this twisted plot.

We weren't able to confirm exactly how long Calrissian
has held the Baron-Administrator title, though he’s been
there long enough to turn Cloud City into a somewhat
respectable, efficient enterprise again. If he can keep the
local guilds from his throat, maintain the vast Tibanna gas
mining machinery and avoid the notice of the Mining
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Guilds. Calrissian just might make this samble pay off,

]HllUMﬁe;\\lw EVENTS

38:5:25/HEN/43VB/BRT.4.VOT/ENT

Kallea Cycle Tours
Core Worlds, Colonies

BRENTAAL, VOTRAD: The company which performed
the Kallea Cycle to massive audiences on Brentaal three
months ago is taking the show on tour. The troupe will
perform a special program featuring highlights from the
marathon three-part operatic epic during week-long runs
on Esseles. Corellia. Corulag. Kuat, Byblos and several
other worlds throughout the Core and Colonies. The entire
opera will be sung over three evenings on Coruscant, a
performance which will no doubt be attended by the
Emperor and the Imperial Court. The classic opera depicts
thelife of FreiaKallea, the legendary Brentaal explorer who
single-handedly charted the Hydian Way hyperlane 3,000
vears ago.

The Kallea troupe includes members of the prestigious
Brentaal Hall Conservatory: the Conservatory Epic Or-
chestra and the Brentaal lllustrious Choir, The group has
chartered the Sullustan cruise liner Sturlite Cloud for trans-
portation during the tour. Members of the cast, chorus and
orchestra will be entertaining high-level dignitaries from
throughout the Core Worlds and Colonies while they travel
from system to system.
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Kallea will be portrayed by Neile Janna, whose |)|_spL1I:||‘
holo. Kallea's Hope, helped translate ”“',"1“""".1“"f a
popular format. Famed Chandrilan singer (lvln(! \U”n(-.lili
will reprise his role as Sival Brentioch. the lprn:mm-nl ,H"
Brentioch seneschal who financed Kallea's l‘.\:plﬂl'il[.lll!h-:
and would eventually marry her. Mistress of the Hall Vessa
yrentioch, who portrayed Kallea in the Jrentaal pc-:'lu_r-
mances. will not be accompanying the tour, as shv_ls
alreadv committed to several business engagements with
\-'nrinu-s: noble trade houses on her Inmu‘\\'nrlld. . .

The Kallea Tour is sponsored by Brentaal's Council [!l
Human High Culture and two of that world’s most promi-
nent commerce houses, House Brentioch and Hall lo uda

Herglic Trading
Journal
Basic Edition

38:6:2/HER/ICH3/COR.1.IPC/ECO

Shipping Corporations Post
Rising Profits

CORUSCANT, IMPERIAL CITY: Two of the gzalm_;v\-'.'s larg-
est mass transport companies repurm(l risiug(’lr('ll\-'{t‘\.- JtIlf'
increased profits. Ororo Transportation and .\}?()I' Ir‘;m.s:
port Systems both announced breakthroughs in earnings
for the first half of the year. Economic analysts suspect the
bolstered activity might be a direct result of thA {'ccvnt
record-breaking upsurge in the Brentaal commodities ex-
change. Both corporations reported unprecedented num-
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bers of new shipping contracts, with increased movement
of bulk goods.

XTS newsnet liaison Egalla Rennta said her company
was optimistic about the new economic life the increase
has brought. “XTS has always maintained a solid founda-
tion.” she said. “Now we can continue to grow into new
markets and greater diversification.” Rennta indicated the
extra capital will be used to construct a new fleet of
container ships to expand service throughout the Outer
Rim Territories. Investments will also improve current
shipping routes and schedules along the company’s estab-
lished hyperlanes.

Ororo Transportation division head Adion Var'alich
credited his corporation’s success to its increased secu-
rity measures on all its vessels. “Ororo has invested in
protecting our shipmenlts against smugglers, pirates and
other criminal elements,” Var alich stated in an announce-
ment [rom Ororo's corporate complex on Eredin. “We will
continue to improve our current level of security and
service to all our customers throughout the galaxy.”

Analysts compute that Ororo’s earnings were some-
what higher than XTS's, though the two transport corpora-
tions have been vying neck-in-neck for supremacy over the
mass transport industry. The two corporations are known
to belong-time rivals, though their adversarial relationship
has rarely flared in overt violence. "Our friendly opposition
is to be expected,” XTS’s Rennta said, “Especially in the
commercially competitive society in which we co-exist.”
“The competition between our two companies can only
foster better service and pricing for our customers,” Ororo's
Var'alich noted.
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IMPERIAL HOLOVISION

38:6:9/IHV/IS7N/COR.1.IPC/MIL

Fleet Smashes Rebels on Hoth

CORUSCANT, IMPERIAL CITY: In a stunning announce-
ment. Imperial Advisor Alec Pradeux released information
about a massive victory against a Rebel Alliance strong-
hold in the Outer Rim Territories. “After several numths_uf
meticulous searching, Lord Vader's Death Squadron (%15-
covered and annihilated a key Rebel fortress on an ice
planet called Hoth,” Pradeux said. “This is indeed a great
triumph for the Emperor in restoring order to a galaxy
ravaged by the terrorist Rebellion.”

Pradeux outlined the major points of the battle. After
discovering the base, the Death Squadron jumped to Hoth.
As soon as the fleet emerged from hyperspace, the !{eb‘(-ls
raised a protective shield around their citadel, p‘revcnr‘mg
the squadron’s Star Destroyers—including the Super ::t.ar
Destrover Executor—from bombarding the planet with
turbolaser fire and TIE bomber concussion missiles.

Adetachment of AT-ATs and Imperial snowtroopers was
deployed to Hoth's surface to enter the Rel).el-helfl terri-
tory beneath the edges of the planetary shield. (;L‘llerfxl
Veers led the desperate AT-AT charge directly at the main
Alliance strongpoint, Veers had been serving in the Im pe-
rial garrison on Corellia before transfer to lllr.l.ur(l V;:(I?r s
flagship as commander of ground forces, His determina-
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tion and tactical skills helped deal a crushing blow against
enemy lorces, Veers's AT-AT units managed to withstand
continued assaults from well-armed Rebel airspeeders,
powerful gunnery installations and columns of elite Alli-
ance troops. After destroying the shield generator. Veers
led his snowtroopers through the Rebel fortress, eradicat-
ing any resistance and gathering vital intelligence about
Alliance activities throughout the region.

Among the numerous Imperial casualties was Admiral
Ozzel, commander of the Super Star Destroyer Executor
and leader of the Death Squadron Fleet. Ozzel was killed
when the Rebels pummeled the Admiral's vessel with
salvos from a powerful energy weapon on Hoth's surface.
The blasts disabled the Executor for only a few moments—
longenough for several Rebel shipstoslip past the Iimperial
blockade and jump to hyperspace. Imperial snowtroopers
later penetrated and destroyed the weapon after a daring
and costly assault against the massive sun emplacement,

Ozzel's remains will be returned to his homeworld of
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Corulag, where ceremonies honoring the Admiral are
planmed at the Corulag Academy. Ozzel's first officer, Cap-
tain Piett, was awarded a field promotion to take the
Admiral’s place as military commander of the Death Squad-
ron and captain of the Executor

With the Hoth base destroved. the Imperial Fleet is
planning to deploy in pursuit of the numerous fleeing Rebel
craft. Piett hopes to prevent these fugitive elements from
finding shelter and establishing other secret Alliance posts
throughout the Outer Rim.

Newsnet reporters were not allowed direct contact with
the fleet. No communications with the Death Squadron are
allowed except at the highest levels and through the most
secure channels, Imperial HoloVision will continue tocover
the Empire’s successful campaign against the Rebel terror-
ists until peace and order are established once again

XY
it >

v
\d
)

.

\Qo 7y
7 A
My xY

This issue's Galaxvivide NewsNets were reported
by Peter Schweighofer.
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Murder on Gamorr!

“There were places in the galaxy Gamorreans. One of the crew has

more depressing than the planet
Gamorr in slushtime. Callista g« ¥
Ming had even been to some =

of them.” | :

Neuw York Times -‘g'{__‘,’l’
bestselling Star Wars

author Barbara Hambly

continues the adventures “1IF
of Callista Ming, the ~
former Jedi Knight from .
Children of the Jedi and
Planet of Twilight.

Callista and théfree-traders
she's with land on Gamorr,
homeworld to the porcine

* Find out what hag
powerful assassin dift
= A young Sullustan lea¥
of Gelgelar. :
* Did Boba Fett really desty
tale? Decide for vourself
* Join New Republic xenoz
the galaxy's ancient mysteri
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returned to challenge a powerful
warlord for the hand of his wife,
an influential matron and head

of a clanhold. When the

warlord is found dead,
Callista and her friends
are accused of murder!

“Fully aware that they're
innocent, Callista embarks
on an investigation invelv-

ing the clan matron, her

jealous daughter, a
haunted chamber and a
deadly alien creature. Find
out if Callista solves the
“Murder in Slushtime.” .

2iss these other exciting features:

as when a Rebel team accidentally unleashes a
g their supply post in Special Ops: Drop Points.
uable lesson about the Force in The Breath

tire Imperial garrison, or is it just a tall-
integrations, Please. ;
st Corellia Antilles as she explores
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