IT WAS A HOT NIGHT,
which hadn’t helped Bie Breil'lya’s
mood much. The young Bothan
was glad to be inside,

While rummaging through
his pocket for the room'’s palm-
coder, Bie thought of all the hor-
rible tortures he would like to
inflict upon first cousin, Tav, for
sending him to this miserable
world in the middle of summer.
He hoped a cool glass of iced
chi’ffa would be enough to cool
him under his fur.

The only light in the dark-
ened room was the flickering
comm board. Bie let out a deep
sigh as he flung his bag on the
couch. He ordered the board to
play the message while he
reached for the light panel

Blinking once, the vid display
lit up to show a Twillek dressed
in a hooded cloak. He fidgeted
nervously; by the background
noise Bie could tell the record-
ing had been made from a pub-

lic vid-comm. “Breil’lya, we
must change our meeting. To-
morrow morning, 0500 hours, at
the small cafe on the corner of...”

Click! Bie whirled at the un-
mistakable sound of a blaster
safety being removed. The ar-
mored figure half hidden by
shadow leveled a mean-looking
pistol at Bie. “You are Bie
Breil'lya, of the clan Alya.”

Bie raised his hands, his fur
rippling staccato-fashion to show
his panic. “| can double the
bounty you've been promised.
My family’s wealthy. I'll give you
anything to let me go!”

“Indeed, you will.”

Blue energy enveloped the
Bothan.
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Bie struggled back to con-
sciousness. He had been
propped up in a chair, his hands
restrained by wristbinders. The
brightly lit room smelled of
servo lubricant and thruster ex-
haust. Like everywhere else on
the planet, it was uncomfortably
hot. As his vision cleared, he
could see a black space yacht
outside the hangar.

The drone of a misaligned
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LORD DARTH VADER,

BY YOUR DIRECTIVE, | RAVE PREPARED A REPORT ON THE ELUSIVE BOUNTY HUNTER
OPERATING UNDER THE NAME NARISS SIV LODESH. HE IS DIFFICULT TO WORK WITH-
EVEN BY THE STANDARDS OF OTHER HUNTERS-BUT HE IS ALSO VERY GOOD AT HIS
|0B. AS PER YOUR ORDERS, NARISS HAS BEEN ORDERED TO |OIN THE BOUNTY
HUNTERS BOBA FETT, BOSSK, 1G-88, DENGAR, 4-LOM AND ZUCKUSS IN THE EFFORT
10 TRACK DOWN THE ELUSIVE REBEL OUTLAWS HAN SOLO AND LEIA ORGANA. I'M
SURE HIS CONSIDERABLE SKILLS WILL BE OF GREAT UTILITY.

| REMAIN YOUR FAITHFUL SERVANT,
MAJOR HERRIT
IMPERIAL INTELLIGENCE
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IMPERIAL INTELLIGENCE DATAFILE:

NARISS SIV LOQESH IS A VERY SUCCESSFUL HUNTER WITH A CAPTURE RATE OF NEAR-
LY 9o%. HE HAS BEEN OPERATING AS A LICENSED HUNTER FOR MORE THAN
A DECADE, MAKING FOR AN UNUSUALLY LONG CAREER IN THAT LETHAL PROFESSION.

THERE ARE NO VISUAL RECORDS OF THIS INDIVIDUAL'S IDENTITY, DUE TO UNUSUAL
GAPS IN COMPUTER RECORDS. HIS INSISTENCE ON OPERATING IN A FULL SUIT OF
BODY ARMOR EFFECTIVELY CONCEALS HIS IDENTITY. TRACKING BACK THROUGH 10CI
RECORDS, MY AGENTS HAVE DETERMINED THAT HIS FIRST BOUNTY HUNTING PERMIT
WAS ISSUED BY A LOCAL AGENCY ON SPERIN (BAJIC SECTOR). NO FURTHER DATA
ARE AVAILABLE.

DESPITE THE MYSTERY SURROUNDING HIS ORIGINS, LOQESH'S RESULTS ARE INDIS-
PUTABLE. HE IS AN EXPERT SHOT WITH A BLASTER. HE TENDS TO MAKE EXCELLENT
USE OF EXPEDITERS AND INFORMANTS TO GATHER INFORMATION. HE HAS NEVER
WORKED DIRECTLY FOR THE EMPIRE.

ALTHOUGH HIS CURRENT WHEREABOUTS ARE UNKNOWN, WE WILL BE CONTACTING .

NARISS THROUGH AN EXPEDITER KNOWN AS CROTE. CROTE WAS LAST SEEN ON
GARNIB AND IS PRESUMED TO BE ON THE PLANET.
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power generator pounded in his
ears... then he realized that the
generator was fine and it was
only his head that pounded. Be-
yond the throbbing headache,
though, everything else seemed
to be in working order.

“Ah, my furry Bothan friend
is now awake,”

Bie slowly tracked to the
source of the noise, and then
fought to concentrate on the fig-
ure standing before him. The
stun blast's effects were still fair-
ly strong. He didn’t recognize
the voice, but as he tracked up
the figure, he realized that the
familiar battle armor and blast
helmet were off. A horribly
scarred face stared back at him.

“If I was that ugly, I'd put the
helmet back on.” The alien’s
only response was to shift his
weight from one leg to the other.

Summing up his courage, Bie
stood—teetered actually—trying
to be as forceful as possible. He
concentrated on controlling the
nervous ripple of his fur... calm-
ing | exuding bravery
and determination. “You'll never

with this.” It sounded

like he was saying. “Yool neber
ged abway wid dees.”

The alien smiled. “You don't
know how many times ['ve
heard that. Now, be a good lad
and cooperate, will you?”

With a quick shove, Bie was
sent stumbling toward the ship.
The alien leaned in close.
“Breathing or not, you are worth
the same. | would imagine you
prefer breathing.”

“Well, Nariss, I see you cap-
tured your Bothan.” The high-
pitched but undeniably male
voice carried over the hum of
the power generators. A short
humanoid figure slowly toddled
into the hangar. He was a Bimm:
essentially human in appearance
but barely a meter tall. This par-
ticular figure was dressed in a
long black cloak—unusual be-
cause most Bimms prefer bright-
ly colored garments—but he
seemed to have that same
insufferably cheery demeanor
common to his people.

Nariss—if that was his real
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name—turned. “Once again, | am indebted to you, Crote. This
time to the tune of 400 credits.” Nariss pulled a small
pouch from his belt and selected eight small, plastic

disks.

“What do you want with this one, Nariss?” Crote

asked as he pocketed the coins.

Nariss smiled—a frightening image in of it-
self—and patted Crote on the head. “Sometimes it
is best for an expediter not to know all the details,
right? This one’s worth a nice sum to a rather gen- %
erous Hutt... and he’s a tempting target for some of
my competitors. He is excellent ‘bait.”

A muffled “Bayt?” emerged from the Bothan's mouth.
Nariss glared at his bound victim. “I wasn't talking to you,
my friend. Now, please be quiet. You're interrupting my con-

NARISS
SIV LOQESH

(AKA ANDOV SYN)

DEXTERITY 4D - blaster 6D+2,
brawling parry 10+, dodge (D+,
melee combat (D+2, KNOWLEDGE
3D - intimidation LD+, streetwise
3D+2, MECHANICAL 2D - astre-
gation 20+2, space transports 20+2,
PERCEPTION 3D+2 - forgery 4D,
gambling 4D+, search 5D, Strength
30 - brawling 4D+2, stamina 3D+2,
TECHNICAL 2D - first aid 3041,
security 3D+2.

FORCE POINTS: 2
DARK SIDE POINTS: 2
CHARACTER POINTS: 12

.07 HEAVY BLASTER PISTOL (5D), DAT-
APAD, BOUNTY HUNTER ARMOR"® (+1D
ENERGY, +2D PHYSICAL, -1D TO DEXTER-
ITY ATTRIBUTE AND SKILLS), VIBROB-
LADE (CONCEALED, STR*1D).

SYN'S SHADOW™. Starfighter,
hyperdrive multiplier xi, hyperdrive
backup x10, maneuverability 2D+2,
space 5, atmosphere 295; 850 kmh,
hull 50, shields 2D. Weapons: 2 laser
cannons (turret, crew 1, fire control
2D (1D if controlled from cockpit),
damage 5D).

* Logesh/Syn, always sure to disguise his
real identity, has several different sets
of armor, allowing him to take on several
different identities, if mecessary. Like-
wise, kis vessel, Syn’s Shadow, has at
least eight different encoded transpon-
der codes so he can change the identity
of his vessel when it is scanned. This
hunter is skilled enough to remain almost
a complete mystery to both the New Re-
public and the Empire,

(For New Republic-era information on
Logesh/Syn, see Wanted by Cracken, page
26. Andov Syn originally created by Greg
Farshtey.)
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centration.” Nariss' hand drifted
down to rest on his blaster to
complete the implied threat
“As | was saying, he's bait_
There are a few ‘fellow pro-
fessionals’ | have a personal
interest in. The bounty on
this Bothan's head will
tempt even them to come af-
ter him. And only then will
they learn it was a trap set
by me. I'm sure most of them
forgot about me long ago.”
The Bimm shook his head
and chuckled. “A hunter who
hunts hunters. Nariss, you are
one of a kind. Before you
drop this sorry piece of fur off,
you've been commissioned
by the Empire for a hunt.
They want to reel in that
spoiled Princess-turned-Rebel
and—get this—Han Solo and
the Wookiee.”

“Solo. First Jabba, now the
Empire. He has a talent for
getting noticed. Who will he
anger next, Vader?”

“Actually, Vader is after him.
All of the top hunters are in—"
“It doesn’'t matter. I don't
work for the Empire. I work for
myself. My hunts. My way.”

“But, Nariss... Fett, Bossk
and Dengar are already in. If
you want to be considered
one of the best, you gotta go.”

the
best, my little

friend. If Fett wants to be
an Imperial lapdog, that is his choice.”

Crote shook his head. “You don’t understand.
You don’t tum down someone like Vader.”

Nariss looked Crote in the eye. He hated to
endanger the Bimm. And he knew the Imperials
would want to question Crote if they thought he
knew something

The little crook deserved better. He'd gotten
Nariss out of more than a few scrapes over the
years. “I need to finish this. You haven't seen me.
You don’t know where | am. If anyone asks—es-
pecially the Empire—tell them I disappeared with-
out a trace. But don't worry, I'll be in touch.”

- - -

LORD DARTH VADER,

DESPITE FIRMLY WORDED WARNINGS, THE HUNTER KNOWN AS
NARISS SIV LOQESH IS APPARENTLY.... DECLINING... THE INVI-
TATION TO OIN IN THE HUNT FOR PRINCESS LEIA ORGANA
AND HAN SOLO. ACCORDING TO CROTE, HIS EXPEDITER,
NARISS HASN'T BEEN SEEN FOR SEVERAL WEEKS.

AS PER YOUR STANDING DIRECTIVES, A “LOCATE AND DE-
TAIN" BOUNTY FOR THE CRIME OF TREASON HAS BEEN POST-
ED FOR THIS MOST UNGRATEFUL HUNTER. | HAVE NO DOUBT
THAT THE BOUNTY OF 25,000 CREDITS WILL BE SUFFICIENT T0
GUARANTEE HIS CAPTURE... AND TO REMIND OTHER HUNTERS
OF EXACTLY WHERE THEIR INTERESTS LIE.

| REMAIN YOUR FAITHFUL SERVANT,
MAIOR HERRIT
IMPERIAL INTELLIGENCE
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Game Notes: Nariss Siv Logesh is a bounty hunter with a deep hatred of other hunters.
After turning down Lord Darth Vader's demand that he track Han Solo and Leia
Organa, Logesh simply disappeared. However, nearly a year and a half later, a new
hunter by the name of Andov Syn appeared in crime circles. Syn, like Logesh, primarily
hunts other bounty hunters who have bounties posted on them by criminals and corpo-
rations. Syn avoids working for both the Empire and the New Republic, instead hunting
on his own. And, like Logesh, Syn wears battle armor that conceals his identity. (47




