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A Continuing Journey

Sowhat's it like working on the Star Wars Adventure Journal? Well, 'm sitting here trying to think of some
kind of introduction to write for our “Best of the Journal” collection, my desk is covered with pencil
sketches for Journal #10 artists have faxed me, I'm trying to get on with editing Kathy Tyers’ story for
Journal #10, several proposals are hiding in my office clutter, and the 10-inch-high pile of first draft
manuscripts in my “in” basket has spawned a second pile which has somehow migrated from my work
table to my desk.

Things are busy around here. But we get the job done, and we do it right. If we didn’t, you wouldn't be
reading this book.

This collection of stories represents the best of Journal articles from 1994.1t’s the result of a lot of hard
work onthe part of several people — our gifted writers, talented artists, and our patient approvals liaisons
at Lucasfilm. Oh, and that editor guy hiding behind that stack of unread first drafts ...

Despite the innumerable hassles, deadlines, and technical difficulties, working on the Journal has been
a blast. I've had the privilege of working with many talented individuals. Some of you may know of them
from their other exploits in the Star Wars universe. Both Timothy Zahn and Kathy Tyers have continued
their association with the Star Wars Adventure Journal, and indeed with West End Games, contributing to
such projects as the DarkStryder campaign and The Truce at Bakura Sourcebook respectively. But I've also
had the pleasure of working with other authors who haven't yet had the honor of making the New York
Times bestseller list. Most of these are avid roleplaying gamers or aspiring writers who've published a few
tidbits here and there. But their passion for writing Star Wars has shined in the Journal through the high
quality and creative effort of their articles. You can read more about them and their views on Star Wars
in short essays following their articles in this collection.

TheJournalhas been exciting because it travels all over the vast expanse of the Star Wars universe. The
Empire alone spans the “thousand-thousand worlds” — and that’s large enough for a handful of heroes
to save the galaxy several times over. The Journal has brought readers to remote locations like Sevarcos
andright tothe heart of the Empire inthe Core Worlds. It has introduced new aliens, villains and starships,
and woven them together with characters to forminteresting plots. There's always plenty of room for new
ideas and stories. The Adventure Journal has explored the infinite bounds of the Star Wars universe — and
it will continue to do so in future issues packed with new material readers cannot find anywhere else.

But perhaps the most fun has been watching authors create their own legendary heroes. Journal
articles have avoided including too much of the main characters like Luke, Han and Leia — that’s the
province of other authors and publishers. Along the way, the Journal has managed to create a few heroes
who stand up in their own right as Star Wars characters. Alex Winger has fought hard to free her world
of Garos IV from Imperial oppression, all while being the dutiful daughter of an Imperial governor. Tinian
I'att has struggled with life’s changes after losing her grandparents and fiancé to a ruthless Imperial Moff.
And we've seen how Talon Karrde and Mara Jade met — a duo we’re sure to see more of in a future novel
from Timothy Zahn. And, of course, my favorite, Platt Okeefe, has garnered a small fan following, and
readers enjoyed hearing about her exploits with Dirk Harkness and the Black Curs.

But the Journal’s travels through the Star Wars universe aren’t over yet — they’re just beginning. This
collection of the best articles from 1994 show you whereit’s been. And future Journals will take you to even
more fantastic places with more unique Star Wars characters. We've got some great ideas waiting off in
the wings — read on and see where it all began.

Commander Peter Schweighofer
Admiral’s Attaché

January 1996 W
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Featured Artist:
Chris Gossett

When the Star Wars Adventure Journal interviewed
artist Chris Gossett with other Dark Horse Comics per-
sonalities, he sent along some of his concept sketches for
his upcoming work in the Tales of the Jedi comic book

series. We were so impressed we asked Chris to illus-
trate several articles for the Journal.

Chris’ work is very vibrant, his marker sketches

reminiscent of the early production drawings from
the Star Wars films. There was only one problem
with reproducing his sketches in the Journal —
Chris illustrates in full color markers, but we
could only run the sketches with the articles in
the black-and-white section.

So readers were treated to Chris’ fabulous
vision of the Star Wars galaxy, but in black-and-
white. Those of us working at West End Games’
offices would occasionally pull the original illus-
trations out of the Journal art drawer and admire
them longingly, wishing we could somehow share
them in their true full-color splendor with Star
Wars fans.

Now you can enjoy some of Chris’ illustrations
from the early Journals in full-color and large size,
complete with captions about the characters and
scenes illustrated in his distinct style.

Il Lady Selnia Harbright is the young senatorial who
encounters a strange beast in Keller's VVoid. She’s the main
character of a solitaire adventure, "The Void Terror,” which

begins on page 127.
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M This Great Inquestor and his two intimidating guards interrogate a prisoner — this scene originally opened an article on
“The Pentastar Alignment” by Anthony Russo, in Star Wars Adventure Journal #3.
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B This hulking Entymal is just one of thousands of his kind enslaved by “The Pentastar Alignment.” Removed from their
ancestral hive home, they pilot scoop ships and satellite miners in the gas mines of Bextar.

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4 5
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B Personalities running “The Pentastar Alignment” include the imposing Grand Moff Ardus Kaine (standing), Commerce
Master Commissioner Gregor Raquoran (top), and Galentro Heavy Works representative Wyrn Otro (bottom).
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B In "Enemies for Life,” the characters visited the high-technology city of Echnos (top), then battled for their lives in a free-for-all
armored repulsorlift demolition derby (bottom). This roleplaying game adventure appeared in Star Wars Adventure Journal #4.
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B A gang of alien bounty hunters ambushes the characters in “Enemies for Life” (top). The brooding character Adalric Brandl
(bottom) dominates “The Final Exit,” a tale of the dark Jedi which begins on page 97.
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Timothy Zahn

A DV ENTURE

by Timothy Zahn
Ilustrated by Michael Vilardi

With a last sizzle of jittering
repulsorlifts, the space yacht
Uwana Buyersettled downinto
thelanding field that had been
hacked out of the Varonat
jungle. “What a fine, civilized-
looking place this is,” Quelev
Tapper commented, peering
out the cockpit canopy. “You
sure we didn’t overshoot and
land in someone’s weed
dump?”

Talon Karrde looked out at
the paleyellowtrees encircling
the field and the thirty or so
dilapidated buildings nestled
in beneath them. “No, this is
it,” he assured his lieutenant.
“The Great Jungle of Varonat.
Home of a handful of third-
rate trading depots and a few
thousand colonists who
haven’t the brains to pick up
and go elsewhere.”

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4
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“And an ugly Krish named Gamgalon,” Tapper
said. “I don’t know, Karrde. I still think we should
have brought in the Wild Karrde and Starry Ice and
had some decent firepower behind us. We're
kind of like sitting mynocks here.”

“We're here to observe, not make trouble,”
Karrdereminded him, popping his restraints and
standing up. “Gamgalon wouldn’t be bothering
with these private Morodin-hunting safaris if there
wasn’t some big profit involved. I just want to
know what he’s up to, and whether we can carve
a piece of it off for ourselves.”

“All the more reason to have backup along,”
Tapper grumbled, checking the draw of his blaster
as he followed Karrde to the hatchway aft. “But
you're the boss.”

“How very true. You ready?”

Tapper took a deep breath, exhaled it noisily.
“Let’s doit.”

Karrde punched the control and the hatchway
slid up into the hull. Sniffing at the exotic aromas,
heand Tapper walked down theramp and headed
across the field toward a building with a faded
Port Facilities sign hanging on it.

They were no more than halfway there when
two men lounging beside another of the build-
ings peeled themselves away from their wall and
moved casually to intercept the newcomers.
“Howdy,” one of them said as they got within
earshot. “Welcome to Tropis-on-Varonat. Here
for the sights?”

“That’s very amusing,” Karrde complimented
him. “No, we’re here for the hyperdrive mechanic
we very much hope you have.”

“Ah,” the other said, glancing back at the
Uwana Buyer*Yeah,I'mnot surprised. The flashier
the hull, the more crumbish the innards.”

“Save the colorful language for the tourists,”
Tapper growled. “You have a hyperdrive me-
chanic here or don’t you?”

The other eyed him a moment, then turned
back to Karrde. “Your friend’s a little short on
manners,” he said.

“He makes up for it in ability,” Karrde said,
pulling ahandful of high-denomination coins from
his pocket and sorting ostentatiously through
them. “And in the understanding of schedules.
We have some highly important business waiting
for us on Svivren.”

“Sure, I understand,” the other said. “No of-
fense, ah —?”

“Syndic Pandis Hart of the Sif-Uwana Council,”
Karrde identified himself. “This is my pilot, Cap-
tain Seoul.” He chose one of the coins, held it up.
“And we're rather in a hurry.”

“Hey, no problem,” the man grinned, jerking a
thumb toward the port facilities building as he
deftly took the coin from Karrde’s hand. “Buzzy,
go tell 'em they’'ve got a customer. Rush job.”

WARS™

His companion nodded silently and loped off
toward the building. “Name’s Fleck, Syndic,” the
man continued. “Offhand, I'd say you’re going to
be stuck here for a few days. Got any plans?”

Karrde glanced pointedly around. “Would
there be any plans worth having?”

“Matter of fact, there would,” Fleck said. “Fel-
low here runs a pretty neat safari out into the
jungle — got a trip heading out first thing tomor-
row morning, in fact. Ever hear of Morodins?”

“l don’t think so,” Karrde said. “Big game?”

“The biggest,” Fleck assured him. “Giant liz-
ard-slug things, ten to twenty meters long. Make
great wall or hallway trophies.” His lip twitched
sardonically. “They're not too fast or mean, ei-
ther. Good way for a beginner to start.”

“That’s comforting to hear.” Karrde looked at
Tapper. “What do you think, Seoul?”

“Doesn’t sound too dangerous, sir,” Tapper
said with just the right note of concern. “I trust
you wouldn’t be going alone?”

“Naw, there's four other hunters signed up,”
Flecksaid. “And the boss always takes a couple of
escorts along as guards. Safe as in a snuggy.”

“I'd still recommend [ accompany you, sir,”
Tapper persisted. “l used to be pretty good with
a BlasTech A280.”

“Let’s find out first how much it costs to be as
safe as in a snuggy,” Karrde said dryly.

“Hardly anything,” Fleck sniffed. “Not to a
gentleman of your means. Only twelve thousand
each.”

Karrde smiled. “A man of means doesn’t stay
there by throwing money away. Fifteen thousand
for the both of us.”

Fleck grinned. “Hard bargainer, huh? Make it
twenty.”

“Experienced businessman,” Karrde corrected.
“Make it seventeen.”

The other’s forehead wrinkled, then cleared.
“All right. Seventeen it is.”

“Verygood,”Karrde said. “When doweleave?”

“Five-halftomorrow morning,” Fleck said. “Just
be here — I'll tell the boss you're coming. Don't
forget to bring the seventeen.” He pointed across
the field. “You can get outfitted over at that
building over there, and get a room for the night
in the hotel next door. It’s, uh, nicer inside than
it looks.”

“One would hope so,” Karrde agreed. “I trust
no one will be offended if we pass on the accom-
modations. The outfitters will know what equip-
ment we'll need?”

“Sure,” Fleck nodded. “Like I said, the boss
runs these safaris all the time.”

“Very good,” Karrde said. “Come, Seoul, let’s
go see what they have to offer.”

10

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4



b T AR

Timothy Zahn

“WARS

Varonat’s sun was beginning to settle down
behind the jungle by the time Karrde and Tapper
finally made it back to the Uwana Buyerwith their
purchases. “I hope we gave them enough time,”
Tapper commented as they climbed up the ramp.

“I'm sure we did,” Karrde said. “It doesn’t take
long for a professional to search a ship this size.
AndI'mnot expecting Gamgalon to be employing
amateurs.”

Abruptly, Tapper touched Karrde’s arm.
“Maybe he is,” he said, dropping his voice.

Karrde frowned. Then he heard it: a muffled
clank from the aft section of the ship. “Should we
take a look?” Tapper murmured.

“It would look suspicious if we didn’t,” Karrde
said, grimacing. If this whole thing fell apart
through the incompetence of Gamgalon’s own
people ... “Nice and easy.”

Moving quietly, they headed down the central
corridor to the engine room, hearing another
clank as they reached the door. Karrde caught
Tapper’s eye, nodded. The other nodded back,
lowering his bundles to the deck and getting a
grip on his blaster. Karrde touched the release,
and the door slid open —

The woman sitting on the floor beside the
open access panel was young and attractive,
with a cascade of red-gold hair tied back out of
the way behind her head. Her face was calm and
controlled as she looked up at their abrupt en-
trance; beneath her jumpsuit, her figure was slim
and athletic and nicely formed.

And in her hands were a hydrospanner and
one of the power flux connectors from the Uwana
Buyer’s hyperdrive. “Can I help you?” she asked
coolly.

“I'think you already are,” Karrde said, the brief
moment of surprise passing into relief.
Gamgalon’s searchers had not, in fact, fouled up.
“I take it you're the hyperdrive mechanic.”

“Cleverly deduced,” she said. “Celina Marniss.
You have any problems?”

“Only with the hyperdrive,” Karrde said. “Why,
were you expecting me to?”

Celina shrugged, returning her attention to
the power flux connector. “I've known some men
in my day who didn’t think a woman could be
decorative and competent at the same time.”

“Personally, that’s my favorite combination,”
Karrde told her.

She favored him with a look that was slightly
amused, slightly strained-patient. “So you're
Syndic Hart. Buzzy was most impressed with
you.”

“I'm ever so pleased,” Karrde said. “I won't ask
which way he was impressed.” He nodded at the
access opening. “Any idea yet what’s wrong?”

“Well, for starters, your flux connectors are all
about four degrees out of sync,” Celina said,
hefting the one in her hand. “They have to have
been ignored for a long time to drift that far off.”

“Isee,” Karrde said, his favorable first impres-
sion of this woman moving up another notch.
Chin had assured him that the flux connector
gimmicking would take an average hyperdrive
mechanic at least a day to find. “I'll have to speak
to my maintenance man.”

“Personally, I'd fire him,” Celina said. “I'll get
these readjusted, then we can see what else is
wrong.”

“Good,” Karrde said. “As Buzzy may have men-
tioned, we're in something of a hurry.”

“Funny way to go about it,” she said, nodding
toward the packages inthe corridor behind them.
“Gamgalon’s safaris usually take upwards of four
days.”

“It’s been my experience that a failed hyper-
drive normally takes at least six to ten days to
fix,” Karrde said.

“Possibly another reason to fire your me-
chanic,” Celina grunted. “I'm guessing I can do it
in two or three.”

“What makes you think we’re going on a sa-
fari?” Tapper asked suspiciously.

“The packages, for a start,” Celina told him.
“Besides, you're obviously well-off, and you talked
to Fleck. He’s Gamgalon'’s chief come-up flector
— does his job pretty well.” She shrugged, turn-
ing her attention back to the flux connector.
“Besides, what else is there to do around here?”

“Cleverly deduced,” Karrde said. “You're
wrong about my personal wealth, though. I'm
merely chief purchasing agent for the Sif-Uwana
Council.”

“I'd call that a marginal distinction,” Celina
commented. “Certainly given the casual way Sif-
Uwanis approach management and money.”

“Really,” Karrde said, his estimation moving
up yet another notch. He would have bet heavily
that therewouldn’t be asingle person on Varonat
who’d ever even heard of Sif-Uwana, let alone
know anything around it. “Have you ever been
there?”

“Once,” Celina said. “It was a few years ago.”

“Business or pleasure?”

“Business.”

“What sort?”

She lifted an eyebrow at him. “I don’t recall an
invitation to play Questions Three with you,
Syndic.”

“No offense intended,” Karrde said. “I merely
find your presence here intriguing. You seem too
skilled and well-traveled to be stuck out here in
the backwater of the Ison Corridor. Not to men-
tion your other obvious attributes.”

He'd hoped to spark some reaction, to shake

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4
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There was a
smoldering, almost
bitter fire behind
those eyes, driven
by a turbulent swirl
of emotion.

up that calm facade of hers a
bit. But she refused to turn
to the lure. “Maybe Il just like
the peace and quiet,” she
countered. “Maybe I'm try-
ing to raise a stake to get
out.” She locked eyes with
him. Green eyes, Karrde
noted distantly. A very strik-
ing green, at that. “Or maybe
I'm hiding from something.”

Karrde forced himselfto meet that gaze. There
was a smoldering, almost bitter fire behind those
eyes, driven by a turbulent swirl of emotion. He'd
been right: she was no simple backwater hyper-
drive mechanic. “You certainly instill me with
confidence,” he managed.

The corner of her lip twitched upward in a
sardonic smile; and abruptly the fire vanished as
if it had never been there. Or had been nothing
but an act. “Good,” she said briskly. “Maybe next
time you'll stay out of your hyperdrive mechanic’s
way and leave well enough alone.”

“I'take your point,” Karrde said, bowing slightly.
“We’ll beinthe forward living areas if youneed to
know where anything is. Good evening.”

He gestured to Tapper, and together they
backed out of the engineroom, gathering up their
packages again as the door slid closed. “What do
you think?” Karrde asked as they headed for-
ward.

“You're right, she doesn’t fit here,” the other
agreed. “One of Gamgalon’s people?”

“Probably,” Karrde said. “Backup for Fleck,
perhaps, or else just a general snoop. Mechanics
and other servicepeople tend to be invisible.”

“Maybe.” Tapper glanced down the corridor
behind them. “If you ask me, though, someone of
her talents would be wasted in straight surveil-
lance.”

“Agreed,” Karrde said, pursing his lips. “Could
be she doubles as saboteur.”

“Or as ship thief,” Tapper said grimly.
“Gamgalon’s covering up something with these
safaris.”

They'd reached the yacht’s lounge now. “Well,
he can’t steal this one without considerable ef-
fort,” Karrde reminded him as he dumped his
packages on the lounge couch. “As to sabotage;
well, we should be able to ungimmick the hyper-
driveintwenty minutes if we have to. And theWild
Karrde can be here in four hours if we need it.”

“I take it that means you're still planning to
bring a comm-relay along?”

“Very definitely,” Karrde assured him. “But
I'm not expecting we’ll have to use it. My guess is
that we’re going to find the safaris are just
Gamgalon’s way of setting up clandestine smug-
gler meetings, and that Fleck and company are

WARS™

here to screen out any lmperial officials who
might object to the proceedings. Come on, let’s
get this gear organized. Five-half is going to come
early enough as it is.”

The rest of the safari was already assembled
by the time Karrde and Tapper emerged from the
Uwana Buyer just before five-half the next morn-
ing. “Eclectic bunch,” Tapper commented as they
walked toward the group and the three Aratech
Arrow-17 airspeeders waiting on the field beside
them.

“Agreed,” Karrde said, looking them over. A
Thennqora, a Saffa, and two Duros, all resplen-
dent in outfits and equipment as obviously fresh
out of the box as the gear he and Tapper were
wearing. Slightly off to one side, dressed in out-
fits that had just as obviously seen considerably
more use, were a Krish, a Rodian, and Buzzy the
laconic human. “The group matches the escort,”
he added.

Tapper nodded toward the Krish. “That’s not
Gamgalon, is it?”

Karrde shook his head. “One of his lieuten-
ants, [ think. [ doubt Gamgalon himself will be
coming along.”

“Ah,” theKrish called, beaming about as cheer-
fully as it was physically possible for a Krish to
manage as he beckoned toward Karrde and Tap-
per. “Welcome. You must be Syndic Hart. I am
Falmal; I will lead your expedition.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Karrde nodded. “I trust
we’re not late?”

“Not at all,” Falmal said. “The rest were merely
early. May I present your fellow hunters: Tamish
— ” he gestured to the Thennqora “ — Hav and
Jivis — " the Duros “ — and Cob-caree — " the
Saffa. “Gentlebeings: Syndic Hart and Captain
Seoul of Sif-Uwana.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Karrde said, eyeing
each of the others. None of the names were
familiar, but of course that didn’t mean anything.
He and Tapper weren’t using their correct names,
either.

“We waste time,” Tamish growled. “Get on
with the hunt, Falmal.”

“Certainly,” Falmal said. “If you will all find
seats aboard?”

Karrde and Tapper chose one of the
airspeeders and strapped in. A few minutes later
Falmal climbed in beside their Krish pilot, and
they were off.

“Yourun these safaris often?” Karrde asked as
they flew low above the rippling yellow jungle.

“Only a few times per season.” Falmal threw
him a speculative look. “You were fortunate in-
deed to have arrived when you did.”

Karrde gestured toward the rack of BlasTech

12
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rifles in the back of the airspeeder. “I'll consider
it fortunate only if we catch something,” he said.
“I'm spending far too much money here for just a
round-trip tour through a jungle.”

“Youwill besuccessful,” Falmal promised. “All
are. Rest assured of that.”

They flew for an hour before putting down in
a hilltop clearing. A small, semi-permanent look-
ing camp had been built there, four buildings
grouped around a burned-off landing area. “You
must use this place alot,” Karrde commented as
they settled to the ground.

“Itisthe base camp for all safaris,” Falmal said.
“Here the pilots and airspeeders will wait while
we continue on foot. Take your packs and weap-
ons, please. We will move out immediately.”

Tenminutes later they were alltromping along
a barely discernible path through yellow trees,
yellow-green bushes, and a pale violet ground
cover that looked disturbingly like masses of fat
worms. Falmal was in the lead, with Tamish,
Karrde, and Tapper behind him. Buzzy was next,
followed byHav and Jivis and Cob-caree, with the
Rodian bringing up the rear.

They traveled for nearly an hour before Falmal
called a break in a small clearing that opened off
beside the path. “Bit out of shape for this kind of
exercise,” Karrde puffed as he got out of his pack
and dropped it to the ground. “How far are we
going today, Falmal?”

“Wearied so soon?” Falmal asked, throwing a
sharp-toothed smile at him. “Not to worry, Syndic
Hart. Three hours more, perhaps four, and we
will be at the main hunting area.”

“Morodins have been here,” Tamish grunted
from behind him.

Karrde turned to look. The Thennqora was
crouched down at the edge of the clearing, prod-
ding with a knife at a patch of dark discoloration
cutting across the ground cover. “Morodin slime
was here,” he said. “Several weeks old.”

“Well observed,” Falmal said approvingly. “It
was two months ago that one of our safaris
hunted Morodins through this region. Unfortu-
nately, their migration pattern has since taken
them further away.”

“Wonder why we didn’t land closer to begin
with, then,” Tapper muttered.

“Perhaps airspeeders spook our intended
prey,” Karrde suggested, frowning. A meter be-
hind Tamish, along one edge of the slime mark, a
neat row of short pinkish shoots was coming up
from beneath a group of yellow-green bushes.

And in the shadows behind them was a glint of
metal. Stepping around behind Tapper, he started
over for a closer look —

“Timeto go,” Falmal called, slapping his hands
briskly. “Packs on, all. We must continue if we are
to reach our destination with enough time to

begin a hunt.”

Karrde considered checking out the metal
thing anyway, decided against it, and returned to
where he’d left his pack. “You are a botanist,
Syndic Hart?” Falmal asked.

“No,” Karrde said as Tapper helped him into
his pack. “Why?”

“I saw you looking at the Yagaran aleudrupe
plantsthere,” he said, pointing alongfinger at the
pink shoots. “You will see many such non-native
plants in the jungle, I'm afraid — leavings of
previous visitors to the Varonat jungle who were
less than careful with their provisions.”

“Provisions?” Tapper asked as he got his own
pack on.

“Aleudrupe berries are considered a delicacy
on many worlds,” Falmal said. “Some of those
who join our safaris insist on bringing their own
provisions. A few carelessly dropped seeds — "
He gestured elaborately. “We can only trust that
the jungle itself will deal with such intrusions.
Come, we must depart.”

They didn’t spot any more slime remnants
before they reached Falmal’'s chosen camping
spot, at least none that Karrde could identify as
such. There were no more aleudrupe plants,
either. Perhaps after that first time the careless
visitors had been warned.

“So,” Tapper said, bringing two cups of steam-
ing liquid over to where Karrde had propped
himself tiredly against a tree beside their tents.
“What do you think of our fellow travelers?”

Karrde looked over at the others, still strug-
gling with the escorts’ help to pitch their own
shelters. “From the level of complaining during
this last hour, I'd say they’re exactly what they
seem: bored, wealthy beings looking for excite-
ment and somewhat annoyed they’re having to
work for it.”

“Hardly your typical smuggler, in other words.”

Karrde shrugged. “Maybe these are semi-legit
businessmen Gamgalon wants to make deals
with.”

“There are a million places in the galaxy he
could set up private meetings without this much
trouble,” Tapper pointed out, sipping at his cup.

“True. Incidentally, did you notice that piece
of metal stuck in the ground behind those
aleudrupe plants at our first rest stop?”

“Yes,” Tapper nodded. “Looked to me like a
transpond marker. Probably there either to mark
the path or else to keep track of the Morodin
migrations.”

“Perhaps,” Karrde said. “I can’t help thinking,
though, that Falmal reacted rather strongly when
I started toward it.”

“You think it’s something less innocuous?”
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“Could be,” Karrde said. “Possibly part of a
sensor array to — "

He broke off. Through the trees, from some-
where nearby, came a deep, rumbling growl,
Across the encampment, Falmal straightened up
as Buzzy and the Rodian unslung their blaster
rifles. “This could beit,” Karrde murmured, snag-
ging his own weapon and levering himself to his
feet. “Falmal?”

“Shh!” the Krish hissed. “You will frighten it.
We will break into the same groups of three as in
the airspeeders.”

He hurried over to Karrde and Tapper as the
others collected into their own groups and headed
into the jungle. “Come. Quickly and quietly.”

They headed out, blaster rifles at the ready.
“How can the Morodins get through these trees?”
Tapper asked. “I thought they were big.”

“Morodins are long but slender,” Falmal said,
peering carefully through the trees. “They can
move easily about the jungle. Ah — look!”

Karrde swung his blaster rifle around; but
Falmal was only pointing at the ground. “Fresh
slime trail,” the Krish said. “You see?”

“Yes,” Karrde said, eyeing the wide silveryline
cutting across the ground cover and disappear-
ing off into the trees. A remarkably straight line,
too, veering only to get around an occasional
tree.

“Alarge one, too,” Falmal said. “Come. We will
follow it.”

“Doesn’t seem very sporting,” Tapper grunted
as Falmal led the way through the trees.

“The trail will not last long,” Falmal said over
his shoulder. “It appears and disappears.”

Karrde frowned off to his right. It was hard to
tell through all the bushes, but —“Is that another
slime trail over there?” he asked Falmal. “Paral-
leling ours about three meters away?”

“Yes, they usually move in pairs,” the Krish
said. “Quiet now. See, the trail is turning.”

Ahead, the slime trail had turned sharply to
theleft. Karrde craned his neck; sure enough, the
other trail was turning to remain parallel. “That’s
a pretty sharp angle,” Tapper muttered. “You
suppose something scared them?”

“Quiet,” Falmal said again.

In silence they continued on along the trail. It
changed direction twice more in the next few
minutes, turns as sharp and precise as the first
had been. And then, to Karrde’s surprise, it split
into two different directions. “How did it do
that?” he asked.

“A third Morodin has joined,” Falmal said.
“Quiet. It could be just ahead.”

“Maybe a third, fourth, and fifth,” Tapper said,
nodding to the right. The paralleling slime trail
there had split into three lines, two of them
angling off three meters farther along the ground
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ahead of it. Swallowing, Karrde lifted his blaster
rifle and took another step —

And suddenly, there it was: fifteen meters
long, rearing the front of its rounded body three
meters up off the ground, a mottled yellow crea-
ture with spoonbill snout, stubby legs, and wide
teeth.

A Morodin.

“Shoot it!” Falmal yelped. “Quickly!”

Karrde’s rifle was already against his shoul-
der, the barreltracking the huge creature in front
of them. The Morodin reared another meter off
theground, giving out the same deep growlthey’d
heard back at the camp. Karrde squinted down
the barrel ... “Wait a minute,” he told Tapper.
“Hold your fire. It’s just standing there.”

“It is Morodin,” Falmal snarled. “Shoot before
too late.”

But it was already too late. From their right
came a sudden sputtering volley of blaster fire,
catching the Morodin solidly across its flank.
Tamish and Cob-caree, with the Rodian behind
them, had arrived along one of the lines of the
other slime trail. The Morodin growled once
more, then toppled to the ground with a thunder-
ous crash.

“Well shot,” Falmal all but crowed. “We will
summon the airspeeders, and the pilots will pre-
pare your trophy. Let us return to camp now; the
noise will have driven off the others.” He looked
speculatively at Karrde. “Perhaps tomorrow,
Syndic Hart, will be your day for a kill.”

“Perhaps,” Karrde said, looking at the downed
Morodin. So that was that. The big, dangerous
Morodin safari ... and it had turned out to be no
more challenging than shooting a bruallki in a
net. “I can hardly wait.”

The pilots arrived within an hour, and for
nearly two hours afterward the encampment was
busy as they shuttled slabs of Morodin meat in
from the kill and held interminable conversa-
tions with Tamish and Cob-caree as to which
would get which part of the head and their pref-
erences in trophy mount and framing. Karrde
stayed out of the activity, retreating back to his
seat by the tree with a portable melodium and
leaving Tapper to handle their share of the work.
He overheard one or two rather finely honed
comments about poor sportsmanship directed
hisway, butheignored them. Leaning back against
the tree, eyes half shut, he let the music from the
melodium envelop him.

And, surreptitiously, fiddled with the settings
of the comm-relay concealed inside the device.

The sun was dipping low over the forest by the
time the pilots finished their work and the
airspeeders took off back toward base camp. “I
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trust you've been enjoying yourself,” Tapper com-
mented, sitting down beside Karrde and wiping
his face with the sleeve of his no longer sleek
hunter’s outfit. “Some of the others think you've
been sulking.”

“l can't help what they think,” Karrde said.
“Don’t get comfortable; we're going for a walk.”

“Wonderful,” Tapper groaned, hauling himself
back to his feet. “What'’s the drill?”

“I've been playing a little with the comm-re-
lay,” Karrde said, standing up and slinging the
melodium’s strap over his shoulder. “If Falmal
and company have been planting transpond
markers in the vicinity, we should be able to pick
them up with it. Nice and easy; let’s not attract
any attention.”

They slipped out of camp and headed into the
jungle. Karrde’s hunch was right: almost immedi-
ately the rigged comm-relay found up a signal,
coming from the direction of the Morodin kill.
Followingthe slimetrail again, they soonreached
what was left of the carcass, already busy with
scavengers.

“There it is,” Tapper said, pointing to a group
of bushes a few meters away. “It’s a transpond
marker, all right. And right by one of the slime
trails again.”

“Yes,” Karrde said, kneeling down for a closer
look. The ground at the edge of the slime had
been freshly turned, he saw. Almost as if some-
thing had been planted there...

He looked up sharply, catching Tapper’s eye.
The other nodded: he’d heard the faint crunch-
ing noise, too. “Coming from the camp,” he mur-
mured.

The sound came again. “Let’s take the long
way,” Karrde murmured back, pointing to the
section of slime trail Tamish and Cob-caree had
arrived along earlier. Explaining to Falmal or his
cohorts why he was carrying a melodium on a
walk through the jungle could get awkward. Es-
pecially if they found the gimmicked comm-relay
inside it.

They heard the crunching sound once more as
they left the site, but after that it seemed to fade
behind them. Which was just as well. No more
than 15 meters into the jungle, the slime trail
broke off; and when it reappeared three meters
farther away, it had suddenly sprouted three
more branches. “Uh-oh,” Tapper muttered.
“Which way?”

“I'm not sure,” Karrde said, glancing behind
them. The thought of a whole herd of Morodins
prowling around was not an especially pleasant
one. “Let’s try this one,” he said, pointing to the
rightmost of the two trails. “We’ll mark one of
these trees first so we can backtrack if we have
to.”

Tapper was staring off into the jungle. “Let’s

try going a little farther in
first,” he suggested slowly.
“We can always come back.”

Karrde frowned at him.
“Something?”

“A hunch,” Tapper said.
“Just a hunch.”

Karrde pursed his lips.
“How far in do you want to
go?”

“About three hundred
meters,” Tapper said. “I re-
member aridgein that direc-
tion on the map that over-
looks a sort of wide depression in the ground.”

Karrde grimaced. Three hundred meters in an
unfamiliar jungle was nothing to be taken lightly.
But on the other hand, Tapper’s infrequent
hunches were nearly always worth following up.
“Allright,” he said. “But no farther than the ridge.
And we head back sooner if our trail ends.”

“Agreed. Let’s go.”

The slime trail split again a few meters along,
and twice more made one of those short, three-
meter breaks with new branches going off differ-
ent directions when it resumed. For awhileKarrde
tried to keep track of the number of lines, hoping
to figure out how many animals they were deal-
ingwith here. But he soon gave up the effort. If the
Morodins decided to get nasty, the difference
between six and sixty of them would be largely
academic,.

“There’s the ridge,” Tapper said, pointing
ahead at a last line of trees that seemed to open
onto blue sky. “Let’s take a look.”

They stepped forward and between the trees.
There, stretched out perhaps 100 meters below
them, was the wide valley-like depression Tap-
per had described.

And gathered together at one side of it were
upwards of fifty Morodins.

“We’ve found the crowd, all right,” Karrde
muttered uneasily. The slope down from their
ridge into the valley was mildly steep, but he
doubted it would bother something with the size
and musculature of a Morodin. In fact he knew it
wouldn’t; the slime trail they were following
rounded theridge and continued down without a
break.

“Don’t look at the Morodins,” Tapper said.
“Look at the slime trails.”

“What about them?”

“Look at them,” Tapper urged. “Tell me you
see it, too.”

Karrde frowned, wondering what he was get-
ting at. The whole depression was full of the lines,
that was for sure, clearly visible between the
trees and over the trampled bushes. Lots oflines,
showing the same bends and branches as the

Karrdes hunch was
right: almost
immediately the
rigged comm-relay
found up a signal,
coming from the
direction of the
Morodin Kkill.
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ones they’'d encountered up here ...

And then, abruptly, he got it. “I don’t believe
it,” he breathed.

“l didn’t either,” Tapper said. “Look — one of
them’s trying it.”

One of the Morodins had detached himself
from the group and into the three-meter channel
between two of the trails. Waddling quickly on
those short legs, it moved to the first bend and
turned to the left.

Into the first section of the elaborately con-
structed maze.

“Let’s get back,” Karrde said, shaking his head
in disbelief. “I have a feeling we don’t want
Gamgalon’s people finding us here.”

“Too late,” a soft voice said.

Carefully, Karrde looked over his shoulder.
Two meters behind him stood Falmal and two of
the Krish pilots, all three with blaster rifles at the
ready. Behind them stood a fourth Krish, gazing
thoughtfully at him. “Indeed,” Karrde said, lower-
ing the muzzle of his ownrifle and turning around
to face them. "Well. At least we shouldn’t have
any trouble finding the way back to camp.”

“Whether we return to camp directly has yet
to be decided,” the fourth Krish said in that same
soft voice. “Put your weapons down, please. And
tell me what you are doing here.”

“We were looking for Morodins,” Karrde said
as he and Tapper lowered their blaster rifles to
the ground. “In the process we stumbled on the
fact that they're more than just simple animals.”
He cocked an eyebrow. “They’re fully sentient
beings, aren’t they, Gamgalon?”

The Krish smiled. “Very good,” he said. “On
both counts. You know my name; what is yours?”

Under the circumstances, theredidn’t seemto
be much point in continuing the masquerade.
“Talon Karrde,” Karrde identified himseli. “This
is my associate, Quelev Tapper.”

Falmal hissed. “Was it not as | said, my liege?”
he snarled. “Smugglers. And spies.”

“So it would appear,” Gamgalon said. “Why are
you here, Talon Karrde?”

“Curiosity,” Karrde said. “I've heard stories
about these safaris of yours. [ wanted to find out
what was going on.”

“And have you?”

“You're hunting sentient beings,” Karrde said.
“In violation of Imperial law. Even in these days,
I imagine what’s left of the Empire would deal
rather harshly with you if they knew that.”

(Gamgalon smiled again. “Youimagine wrongly.
As it happens, the Imperial governor in charge of
Varonat is fully aware of what is happening here.
His portion of the earnings are quite adequate to
insure that there are no such questions about the
hunts.”

Karrde frowned. “Surely you're not bribing an
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Imperial governor with scraps from safari tick-
ets.”

“Indeed not,” Gamgalon said. “But as the safa-
ris provide ideal cover for our planting and har-
vesting operations, it is in his best interests to
allow them to continue.”

“You're not bribing him with aleudrupe ber-
ries, either,” Tapper put in. “You can buy those
things on the open market for thirty or forty a
packload.”

“Ah — but not these aleudrupe berries,”
Gamgalon said smugly. “This particular crop is
grown in soil saturated with Morodin slime ...
and during their growth, these berries undergo
an extremely interesting chemical change.”

“Such as?”

Falmal hissed again. “My liege — ?”

“Do not worry,” Gamgalon soothed him. “Con-
sider, Talon Karrde, a merchant ship carrying
three cargoes to a politically tense world: rethan-
K, promhassic triaxli, and aleudrupe berries. All
harmless, all legal, none worth so much as a
raised voice from either Imperial customs or
officials of the New Republic. The ship is sent on
its way to the surface, where it is greeted enthu-
siastically by its customers.

“Who, a scant hour later, will be launching an
attack on their political or military enemies. With
weapons utilizing a blaster formulation fully as
powerful as spin-sealed Tibanna gas.”

Karrde stared at him, a hard lump forming in
his stomach. “The berries are a catalyst?”

“Excellent,” Gamgalon said approvingly.
“Falmal was right —youare indeed clever enough
tobedangerous. To be precise, it is the pits of the
berries that create this new gas from the rethan
and promhassic. The fruit itself is perfectly nor-
mal, and can stand up to any chemical test.”

“And the safaris mask both the planting and
the harvesting,” Karrde nodded. “With the
transpond markers there to help you find the
crops again after you've planted them. All the
profits of weapons smuggling, with none of the
risks.”

“You understand,” Gamgalon beamed. “And
thus you must also understand why we can’t
allow any hint of this to leak out.”

Hegestured, and one of theKrish pilots stepped
forward, bending awkwardly down to pick up the
blaster rifles Karrde and Tapper had dropped.
“Certainly I understand,” Karrde said. “Perhaps
we could discuss an arrangement? My organiza-
tion —”

“There will be no discussion,” Gamgalon said.
“And my arrangements are my own. This way,
please.” The pilot straightened up, gestured to
the side with Karrde’s rifle —

And suddenly Tapper’s hands snapped out,
plucking the rifle from the pilot’s hands and jab-
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bing the muzzle hard into the Krish’s torso. Diving
into the cover of the nearest tree, he swung therifle
back toward Falmal and Gamgalon —

And dropped spinning to the ground as a pair
of blaster bolts slashed through him from down
the ridge to his right. A single shuddering gasp,
and he lay still.

“Itrust, Talon Karrde,” Gamgalon said into the
brittle silence, “that you will not be so foolish as
to similarly resist.”

Karrde lifted his eyes from Tapper’s crumpled
figure, to see the third Krish pilot step out of
concealment along the ridge, his rifle steady on
Karrde’'s chest. “Why shouldn’t1?” he demanded,
his voice sounding ugly in his ears. “You're going
to kill me anyway, aren’t you?”

“Do you choose to die here?” Gamgalon coun-
tered. “This way, please.”

Karrde took a deep breath. Tapper dead;
Karrde himself unarmed and alone. Completely
alone — even the Morodins down below had
vanished, apparently scattering at the sound of
the blaster fire.

But, no, he didn’t wish to die here. Not when
there was any chance at all that he could live long
enough to avenge Tapper’s death. “All right,” he
sighed. Two of the pilots stepped forward and
took his arms, and together they all set off.

Karrde hadn’t expected them to take him back
to the encampment, and they didn’t. From the
direction Falmal was leading them, it looked like
they were heading toward one of the other clear-
ings they’d passed just before setting up camp.
Undoubtedly where Gamgalon's airspeeder was
waiting. “What sort of distribution setup do you
have?” he asked.

“I'’have no need of assistance,” Gamgalon said,
looking back over his shoulder. “As [ have said
already.”

“My organization could still be useful to you,”
Karrde pointed out. “We have contact people all
over the — "

“You will be silent,” Gamgalon cut him off.

“Gamgalon, listen —”

And from behind him came a deep, rumbling
growl. A growl that was echoed an instant later
from both sides.

The group came to a sudden halt. “Falmal?”
Gamgalon snapped. “What is this? Why are there
Morodins here?”

“I do not know,” Falmal said, an uneasiness in
his voice. “This is not at all like them.”

The growls came again, from what seemed to
be the same positions. “Maybe they've finally
gotten tired of being the prey,” Karrde said,
looking around. “Maybe they've decided to hold
a safari of their own.”

“Nonsense,” Falmal bit out. But he was looking
around, too. And he was starting to trembile. “My

liege, [ suggest we move on.
Quickly.”

The roars came again.
“Falmal, take the prisoner,”
Gamgalon ordered, his voice
suddenly grim as he pulled a
blaster from beneath his tunic. “You others: to
the sides and rear. Shoot anything you see.”

Warily, the three pilots spread out into the
jungle, blaster rifles held high. Falmal stepped to
Karrde’s side, closed a tense hand around his
arm. “Quickly,” he hissed.

Gamgalon stepped to Karrde’s other side, and
together the three of them hurried forward.
Ahead, through the trees, Karrde could see the
glinting of sunlight from an airspeeder. Another
chorus of Morodin roars came, all from behind
them this time. They reached the last line of
trees, stepped into the clearing —

And with a gasping sigh Falmal suddenly re-
leased Karrde’'s arm and stumbled to sprawl on
the ground, a knife hilt protruding from his side.
Gamgalon snarled and spun around, his blaster
searching for a target.

He never made it. Even as Karrde reflexively
ducked to the side, the Krish’s tunic erupted in a
brief burst of flame as a quiet blaster shot caught
him neatly in the center of his torso. He fell
backward to the ground and lay still.

Karrde turned; but it was not one of his fellow
hunters whom he saw emerging from the cover of
the tree they’d just passed. “Don’t just stand
there,” Celina Marniss growled, lowering the tiny
blasterinher hand as she passed him and headed
toward the airspeeder. “My airspeeder’s too far
away — we’ll take theirs. Unless you want to be
here when those other Krish catch up.”

“Nicely done,” Karrde commented as the
Uwana Buyer cut through Varonat’s upper atmo-
sphere toward deep space. “Nicely done indeed.
Though I must confess a certain disappointment
that it wasn’t actually the Morodins finally taking
their vengeance.”

Beside him, Celina snorted under her breath.
“Considering that they probably can’t tell a Hu-
man from a Krish, let alone one Human from
another, youshould count yourselflucky it wasn’t
them. They'd have ground you into the dirt along
with Gamgalon and his crew.”

“Most likely,” Karrde conceded. “Where did
you get the recordings of Morodin growls?”

“Gamgalon took me along on one of his safaris
once,” Celina said. “Back when he still thought he
might have a chance of recruiting me into his
organization.”

“So you weren’t working for him. We’d won-
dered about that.”
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“I don't like Krish,” she said flatly. “Even hon-
est ones can't be trusted very far, and Gamgalon
hardly qualifies as honest. Besides, all he wanted
me to do was play spaceport spy for him. Not
much future in that.”

“Not any more,” Karrde agreed. “So as long as
you were out in the jungle anyway, you went
ahead and recorded some Morodin growls?”

She shrugged. “I thought it might be handy to
have something like that on file. Turns out [ was
right.” She threw him a look. “You owe me for
those three recorders, by the way. Those things
don’t come cheap.”

“I owe you for considerably more than that,”
Karrde reminded her soberly. “Why did you fol-
low us out there, anyway?”

“Oh, come now,” she scoffed. “Hart and Seoul?
Not to mention a ship called the Uwana Buyer? It
was all just a little too cute; and I remembered
hearing about a smuggler chief who had a fond-
ness for cute wordplay. So [ took a chance.”

“And it paid off,” Karrde said. “You've earned
a considerable reward. Just name it.”

She turned to look at him with those green
eyes of hers. “l want a job,” she said.

Karrde frowned. It hadn’t been the response
he’'d expected. “What kind of job?”

“Any kind,” she said. "I can pilot, fight, play
come-up flector —”

“Hyperdrive mechanic?”

“That too,” Celina said. “Anything you've got,
[ can learn it.” She took a deep breath, let it out.
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“I just want to get back into mainstream society
again.”

Karrde cocked aneyebrow. “Youhave astrange
view of smuggling if you consider it mainstream
society.”

“Trust me,” she said grimly. “Compared with
some of what I've done, it is.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Karrde said, studying her
face. A very striking face, with a striking body to
go with it. Decorative and competent both; his
favorite combination. “All right,” he said. “You've
got yourself a deal. Welcome aboard.”

“Thank you,” she said. “You won't regret hir-
ing me.”

“I'm sure I won’t.” He smiled slightly. “And
since we're now officially working together — ”
he held out his hand. “You can call me Talon
Karrde.”

She smiled tightly as she took his hand.
“Pleased to meet you, Talon Karrde,” she said.
“You can call me Mara Jade.”

Roleplaying Game Statistics

= Talon Karrde
Type: Smuggler
DEXTERITY 3D+1
Blaster 5D+1, brawling parry 5D+1, dodge 6D+1, melee
combat 4D+1, melee parry 4D+1, pick pocket 6D+1, run-
ning 5D+1
KNOWLEDGE 2D+1
Alien species 7D+1, bureaucracy 7D+2, business 8D+1,
cultures 7D+1, law enforcement 7D+1, planetary systems
5D+2, streetwise 8D+1, survival

4D+1, value 5D+1, willpower 6D+1
MECHANICAL 3D+2

Astrogation 7D+2, beast riding
4D+2, communications 6D+2,
repulsorlift operation 5D+1, sen-
sors 7D+2, space transports 8D+2,
starship gunnery 5D+2, starship
shields 6D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 8D, command 9D, con 7D+1,
forgery 6D, gambling 6D+2, hide
6D+2, investigation 8D, persuasion
7D, sneak 6D+2

STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 4D+2, stamina 6D
TECHNICAL 2D+2

Computer programming/repair
4D+2, first aid 4D+2, security 6D+2
Force Points: 2

Dark Side Points: 2

Character Points: 26

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D),
comlink, melodium (with con-
cealed comm-relay inside)
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Capsule: Talon Karrde has been moving up in the
world of smuggling since Jabba the Hutt’s demise.
Although Karrde’'s organization is now on top of the
smuggling pyramid, he keeps that fact a secret. He
is more subtle and unobtrusive in his dealings, and
puts more faith in accurate information than brute
force.

Hehas astrong feeling of obligation to the people
within his organization, and does all he can to help
and protect them. He currently
works from of a base on
Myrkr which has served
as ahome to many in his
organization, and he has
become quite fond of the
security and serenity he
finds there.

Karrde is always in-
vestigating new and prof-
itable ventures for his or-
ganization, especially
withthe greater resources
available through his suc-
cess. He and his lieuten-
ant, Quelev Tapper,
often check out
business op-
portunities
themselves.

m Quelev Tapper
Type: Smuggler
DEXTERITY 3D+1
Blaster 6D, dodge 4D+1, melee combat 5D+2, melee parry
5D+1, pick pocket 5D, running 4D+2

KNOWLEDGE 2D+1

Alien ‘species 6D+2, bureaucracy 7D, business 8D+1, lan-
guages 6D+1, planetary systems 5D+2, streetwise 7D~+1,
value 4D+2, willpower 7D+1

MECHANICAL 3D+2

Astrogation 5D, communications 4D+2, repulsorlift op-
eration 6D, sensors 5D+2, spacetransports 6D+1, starship
gunnery 7D+1, starship shields 6D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain4D+2, command 8D+1, con 5D+1, persuasion 5D+2,
search 7D+2, sneak 6D+1

STRENGTH 3D
Brawling 7D, climbing/
jumping 4D+2
TECHNICAL 2D+2
Security 5D+1, space
transport repair 6D+2
Force Points: 2

Dark Side Points: 1
Character Points: 10
Move: 10
Equipment: Blaster
pistol (4D), comlink,
knife (STR+1D)

Capsule: Quelev
Tapper is Talon
Karrde’s trusted
lieutenant. He is a
much more physi-
cally imposing indi-
vidual than Karrde,
and always has ase-

rious and business-like disposition about him. He is
always suspicious, and often plays the perspective
of “Hypothetical Hrongar” when Karrde comes up
with new and elaborate ideas for operations.
Tapper was originally the leader of his own band
of smugglers which profited from the collapse of
the Empire after the Battle of Endor. When his
smuggling operations became too deeply en-
trenched in Imperially-held territory, a local gover-
nor sent an assault force to crush Tapper’s head-
quarters. Luckily, Talon Karrde was conducting
business in the area and came to Tapper’s aid. The
two smugglers agreed to a merger, since only about
one-quarter of Tapper’s organization survived. Tap-
per and his people have been part of Karrde's
“family” in the two years since the merger.

m Celina Marniss {(Mara Jade)

Type: Merc

DEXTERITY 3D+2

Blaster 9D+1, blaster: hold-out blaster 10D+2, brawling
parry 7D+2, dodge 8D+2, melee combat 8D+1, melee parry
7D+2, missile weapons 6D+2, pick pocket 8D+2, running
6D+2, thrown weapons 6D+2

KNOWLEDGE 2D+2

Alien species 8D+2, bureaucracy
7D+2, business 5D+2, intimidation
7D+2,languages 8D+2, planetary sys-
tems 5D+2, streetwise 6D, survival
7D, value 4D+2, willpower 6D+2.
MECHANICAL 2D+2

Astrogation 8D+2, beast riding 5D+2,
communications 6D+2, ground ve-
hicle operation 6D+2, repulsorlift op-
eration 5D+2, sensors 5D+2, space
transports 9D+ 2, starfighter piloting
9D+2, starship gunnery 9D+2,
starship shields 8D, swoop opera-
tion 7D+2

PERCEPTION 2D+1

Bargain 5D+1, command 7D+1, con
6D+1, gambling 4D+1, hide 8D+1, in-
vestigation 4D+1, persuasion 5D+1,
search 7D+1, sneak 8D+1
STRENGTH 3D+2

Brawling 6D+2, climbing/jumping

7D+2, lifting 5D+2, stamina 8D+2,

swimming 6D+2

TECHNICAL 3D

Blaster repair 6D, computer programming/repair 7D, demo-
lition 4D, droid programming 3D+2. droid repair 3D+2,
first aid 5D, ground vehicle repair 6D, repulsorlift repair
5D, security 8D, starship repair 6D+1, starship weapon
repair 5D+1

Special Abilities:

Force Powers: Unknown

Force Points: 4

Dark Side Points: 5

Character Points: 17

Move: 10

Equipment: Hold-out blaster (3D), starship repair tool kit

Capsule: Mara Jade has used just about as many
names as she’s had odd jobs in the past five years
— Karrinna Jansih the serving girl in a Phorliss
cantina, Marellis the come-up flector for a Caprioril
swoop gang, and Celina Marniss the hyperdrive
mechanic in Tropis-on-Varonat.

Before the Battle of Endor, Mara was known as
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Varonat

Type: Terrestrial

Temperature: Temperate

Atmosphere: Type | (breathable)

Hydrosphere: Moderate

Gravity: Standard

Terrain: Jungle, mountain, plains

Length of Day: 27 standard hours

Length of Year: 325 local days

Sapient Species: Humans, Morodins (N)

Starports: 2 Limited services

Population: 3,500 Humans, 50,000 Morodins (estimated)
Planet Function: Abandoned colony, subsistence
Government: Participatory democracy

Tech Level: Space (around starports), feudal

Major Exports: None

Major Imports: Foodstuffs, high technology, medicinal
goods.

Capsule: Varonat was settled 250 years ago by a
group of idealists from Salliche led by the charis-
matic ex-legislator Adarian Tropis. Tropis was dis-
affected by the corrupt and ineffective bureau-
cracy of the Salliche government and gained a small
following of idealists. The members of the group
intended to carve out a new society where each
colonist was directly represented in government.

The idealistic settlers chose Varonat because
initial scouting reports showed unusually rich soil
within Varonat's Great Jungle. The colonists first
settled in what is now Tropis-on-Varonat and began
living isolated lives subsisting off the land and di-
rectly governing their own society. Unfortunately,
the soil's richness lasted only one season.

The Morodins were the settlers’ initial problem.
The immense beasts continually tried to trample
the crops, spreading their slime everywhere. After
one failed season, Tropis theorized that the
Morodins’ slime was a fertilizer which enriched the
soil. After giving the Morodins the run of several
fields for one season, however, the crops grew up
yellow and inedible, like the jungle growth sur-
rounding the settlement. From then on, the
Morodins were treated as agricultural pests by the
colonists and were chased from the fields.

The crop failures spurred a small group to strike
out for the wide plains at the jungle’s edge in hopes
of finding better soil there. This second colony site
was equally as unsuccessful as the first, and later
became Varonat’s other spaceport, Edgefields-on-
Varonat.

After Tropis’ death, the colonists lost their re-
solve and depended on irregular shipments of sup-
plies. Many stayed and continued to try to make a
living from the land — since Varonat had no viable
exports, few settlers had enough credits to pay for
passage off planet.

Almost a year ago, Gamgalon the Krish came to
set up his Morodin-hunting safaris. The safaris have
attracted enough off-planet traffic to boost the
economy slightly. An enterprising local, Joodiel
Amgris, opened Great Jungle Outfitters (selling hunt-
ing gear exclusively to Gamgalon’s safari-goers), and
the Varonat government, now lapsed into near apa-
thy, began providing meager starport services.

the Emperor’s Hand, one of Palpatine’s personal
assassins and spies. Although she was trained in
the dark side of the Force, her abilities apparently
disappeared when the Emperor died. They have
briefly reappeared, more frequently now than just
after Endor. She is still trying to gain control of the
hunches, sensory urges and sometimes deep but
brief compulsions which occasionally haunt her.

Mara has been hiding long
enough. She hopes to break into
the galactic mainstream to bring
an end to the haunting dreams
which compel her to kill a certain
Jedi named Luke Skywalker.

Blaster 6D, dodge 5D+1, grenade 4D,
melee combat 4D+1, melee parry 4D,
pick pocket 5D+1

KNOWLEDGE 3D

Bureaucracy 4D+2, intimidation 5D,
streetwise 6D+2, survival: jungle 5D
MECHANICAL 2D+2

Astrogation 4D+1, repulsorlift opera-
tion 4D+2, sensors 4D, space trans-
ports 5D, starship shields 4D+1,
starship gunnery 5D

PERCEPTION 3D
Bargain 5D, command 7D, con 6D, forgery 4D+1, gambling
3D+2, persuasion 4D+2, search 5D, sneak 4D+2
STRENGTH 2D+2

Brawling 4D, climbing/jumping 3D+1
TECHNICAL 3D

Demolition 3D+2, repulsorlift repair 4D+2, security 5D,
space transport repair 5D+1
Force Points: 1

Character Points: 2

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), transpond marker tracker

Capsule: Gamgalon was once a small-time gun-run-
ner whoseKrish crime organization was always strug-
gling to stay afloat. When he turned to Jabba the Hutt

Gamgaion for assistance, Jabba helped fund Gamgalon’s smug-
Type: Krish Smuggler gling operations, driving the Krish deeper into debt.
DEXTERITY 3D+2 Eventually Gamgalon’s gun-running operations be-

came a subsidiary to Jabba’s smuggling activities.

Gamgalon didn’t like working as Jabba'’s stooge,
and even plotted the Hutt's downfall. When Jabba
died at the hands of Luke Skywalker and his friends,
Gamgalon began his own independent operations
again. He is fiercely protective of the current opera-
tion on Varonat, and refuses to share any part of it
for fear a partner would eventually take over what
he himself has built.
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Gamgalon’s lieutenant, Falmal, is equally pro-
tective of the operation his boss has formed.
Falmal has been with Gamgalon from the earliest
gun-running days, often as a field supervisor or
an enforcer. He has a keen passion for the strat-
egy of the hunt.

Falmal. All stats are 2D except: Dexterity 4D,
blaster rifle 7D, survival: jungle 4D+2, Perception
3D, search: tracking 5D. Move: 10. Blaster rifle
(5D), pack of survival gear.

Jombo the Rodian is a recent addition to
Gamgalon’s operation. His natural hunting in-
stincts drew him to Gamgalon when he heard the
Krish was organizing some safaris on Varonat to
cover up a gun-running operation. Jombo says
little, preferring to keep his opinions to himself.

Jombo the Rodian. All stats are 2D except:
Dexterity 4D+1, blaster rifle 6D+2, dodge 5D+1,
melee combat 5D+2, survival 4D, Perception 3D,
search. tracking 6D, Strength 3D+2, first aid 3D+2.
Move: 10. Hunting rifle (4D+1).

m Krish
Attribute Dice: 11D
DEXTERITY 2D/4D
KNOWLEDGE 1D+2/3D
MECHANICAL 2D/3D+2
PERCEPTION 1D/3D
STRENGTH 2D/3D+2
TECHNICAL 2D/3D+2
Story Factors:
Unreliable: Krish are not terribly reliable. They are easily
distracted by entertainment and sport, and often forget
minor details about the job at hand.
Move: 8/12
Size: 1.5-2 meters tall

Capsule: The Krish take pride in their sports and
games. Everything is a game or puzzle to a Krish.
They are also somewhat mechanically inclined,
possibly a result of their puzzle-solving nature.

Krish are also notorious for being unreliable in
business matters. Although they have good inten-
tions, they become sloppy and eventually leave
those who depend on them in a lurch. For instance,
Gamgalon’s operation on Varonat was working out
fine until his safaris gained a reputation from his
Krish associates spreading word of the safaris
throughout the Ison Corridor.

Krish have an odd habit of smiling pointy-toothed
grins at anything which slightly amuses them.

m Morodins
Attribute Dice: 14D
DEXTERITY 2D/4D
KNOWLEDGE 2D/4D
MECHANICAL 0D/1D+2
PERCEPTION 2D/4D
STRENGTH 3D/6D
TECHNICAL 0D/1D+1
Special Abilities:
Biochemical Agriculture: Morodins have extensive knowl-
edge of Varonat's plant life, and modify it through their
own biologicalniche in Varonat's ecosystem. By digesting

( )

Adventure Idea

The New Republic sends the characters to Varonat as
part of a survey team to look for any valuable resources
within the Great Jungle of Varonat. The characters face
resistance from the greedy Imperial governor who con-
trols the [son Corridor and a few colonists bent on staying
independent of larger governments. The survey team also
encounters the Morodins, and could discover that they

kare a sentient species. Y

certain plants and spreading their nutrient slime over
other plants, Morodins produce new strains of plant food,
some more nutritious than others. They have extensive
knowledge of which combinations of food eaten and
plants fertilized will yield the most nutritious and hardy
crops.

Nutrient Slime: The Morodins’ prime agent for implement-
ing their biochemical agriculture is the nutrient slime
secreted from a gland in their underbellies and spread in
their path. The slime — which changes in nutrient value
depending on the Morodins’ diet — encourages growth
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and mutation in plant life.

Story Factors:

Hunted Species: Because the Morodin have no established
cities, farms or other signs of a civilization, they are
mistaken for wild beasts and are often hunted.

Move: 12/15

Size: 15 meters long

Capsule: Morodins are giant, herbivorous beasts
which inhabit the Great Jungle of Varonat. They
have six stubby legs and spoon-billed snouts filled
with flat teeth for chewing on the flora of Varonat.
The average adult is 15 meters long. Morodins are
not native to Varonat, but came to create an agri-
cultural colony 1,000 years before the Old Repub-
lic was formed. Bringing stores of food which
would allow them to produce edible plants from
Varonat’s plains grasses, the Morodins trans-
formed an immense section of plains into what is
now the Great Jungle of Varonat.

Food was harvested and sent back to the
Morodins’ homeworld on great organic space ves-
sels to support a growing population. When an
ecological disaster on their homeworld prevented
the Morodins from growing their organic starships,
the colonists on Varonat were left to fend for them-
selves. They have continued to experiment and
modify Varonat’s flora to suit their nutritional needs.

When the Human colonists appeared, the
Morodins attempted to aid them with their crops,
but communication was nearly impossible. The
colonists, convinced the Morodins were wild beasts
trying to destroy their crops, began to hunt
Morodins.

Much later, when several beings ventured into
the jungles to sow aleudrupe plants, the Morodins
believed they were genuinely interested in working
onanagricultural cooperative. The Morodins aided

WARS™
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Adventure ldea

The characters are asked by New Repub-
lic officials to make formal first contact with
the Morodins and study their biochemical
agricultural practices. They would have to
learn to communicate with the Morodins as
well as determine the nature and use of
their nutrient slime. Characters might have
to fight off hunters who still believe the
Morodins are more valuable as trophies
than as New Republic allies. An inquisitive
Imperial governor could also pose some

roblems.
b y

them by adding the aleudrupe planting sites to
their rounds of crop fertilization and experimenta-
tion. A common base nutrient in all Morodin slime
seemed to please the new jungle farmers, and they
returned to harvest and sow aleudrupe plants.
Every few months, several members of the Morodin
tribe helping these newcomers would be killed by
hunters, but the Morodins did not associate the
two groups of hunters and farmers.

The Morodin maze-running is the Morodins’
means of fertilizing an area with their nutrient
slime. The practice is also an intellectual exercise,
and it helps the Morodin elders to teach young
Morodins the art of biochemical agriculture.
Morodins keep track of which areas were fertilized
with certain combinations by the patterns of the
maze. it

Game information created by Peter Schweighofer
based on Timothy Zahn’s “First Contact.”
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Good News and Bad
News

When you undertake to write a book in a
media-based universe like Star Wars, there is
both good news and bad news.

The good news is that there are interesting
characters and an exciting universe already in-
vented for your convenience. The bad news is
that those characters also already have estab-
lished personalities, which you might find to be
a bit restrictive.

The good news is that you can also create your
own characters to interact with this established
group, characters whom you're free to create
and mold in any way you choose. The bad news
is that those characters are then the property of
the media copyright owner.

The good news is that with the words “Star
Wars” on the cover, these created characters of
yours can get a huge audience, with the potential
for wide popularity. The bad news is that, once
the book is finished, you can’t take those newly
popular characters with youto explore further in
your own original works.

The good news is that there’s the Star Wars
Adventure Journal,

I'll admit it: [ /ike Talon Karrde and Mara Jade.
Though they might not be the sort of people
you'd want to introduce to the more staid mem-
bers of your family, they're definitely the types
you’d want running back-up for you in the kind of
sticky situations that seem to be an unavoidable
part of the Star Wars universe.

Writing “First Contact” was pure fun on at least
three different levels. First, it gave me the chance

to develop one of the two most intriguing — at
least to me — bits of unexplained background
from Heir to the Empire: namely, how Karrde and
Mara got hooked upinthe
first place. (The other bit
is how an alien like
Thrawn wound up as an
Imperial Grand Admiral.
But that’s another story
...) Second, it game me
the excuse to play in the
Star Wars universe again,
which is always a treat.

And finally, it allowed
me to once gain work with
Peter Schweighofer (sorry
— | mean Commander
Schweighofer, Admiral’s
Attaché) and the other
fine folks at West End
Games. From the first
stack of source and game
material they sent me in
1990, to the sourcebooks for my novels, to long
brainstorming sessions for the DarkStryder cam-
paign, it's been a long and productive relation-
ship.

But | don’t need to tell you that. If you're
reading this note, you'vealready discovered West
End and the Adventure Journal. And there's more
interesting stuff just ahead; so please, don'’t let
me keep you. Enjoy, and may the Force be with
you.
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by Ilene Rosenberg

Timothy Zahn had great hopes for Heir to the
Empire, the first book in his Star Wars trilogy. His
dream was that the first printing of the book
would sell out in six months.

It didn’t. The first printing disappeared from
the shelves within one week.

By the end of 1993, more than one million hard
cover copies of Mr. Zahn’s Heir to the Empire,
Dark Force Rising, and The Last Command were in
print, along with more than two million paper-
back copies of the first two books.

A full-time writer since 1980, the 42-year-old
Mr. Zahn has also won a much-coveted Hugo
Award for his novella, Cascade Point. In total, the
Oregon-based writer, who lives with his wife
Anna and his 11-year-old son Corwin, has written
13 books and three collections, including the
Cobraseries and, of course, the Star Wars trilogy.

Q: How did Bantam Books pick you to be the
lucky author to write the next Star Wars nov-
els?

A: I really don’t know. The only part of the
story [ know is that they got together for a meet-
ing after Lucasfilm had agreed to go ahead with
this and threw out a bunch of names, made a list
ofthem, and sent them to Lucasfilm. I don’t know
if it’s deliberate or accidental that my name was
on top. Apparently, Lucasfilm went with the top
one on the list.

What Bantam'’s procedure was in putting to-
gether this list, I don’t know. There’s a flavor and
a tone to Star Wars that’s unique and they pre-
sumably recognized this and looked for writers
who could work in that style.

Q: The novels show your true love of the Star
Wars universe. When and why did you fall in
love with Star Wars?

A: Probably a minute-and-a-half into the first
movie, is when [ first fell for it. Probably when
everybody else realizes it's different — when
that Star Destroyer came overhead. For the first
time in any science fiction movie I've seen, you
had a real feel for the size of this ship. At that
point, | knew somebody knew what they were
doing; Lucas and company knew what they were
doing and were going to make something good
out of it. [ sat back and enjoyed it at that point. |
saw the first movie 10 times in the theaters.

Q: Have you ever met George Lucas?

A:Imet him once about a year ago. We were in
San Francisco for the American Library Associa-
tion convention. Bantam had sent me there to do
some signings at their booth. And we were in-
vited up to Skywalker Ranch for lunch with Lucy
Wilson, who is the liaison between Bantam and
Lucasfilm for the books. And whilewe werethere,
we were going to go up to see George's office. We
weren’t sure if he would have any time to say
hello. As it turned out, he chatted with us. He did
most of the talking, but he talked with us for
about five to 10 minutes.

Q: What'’s he like?

A:Very interesting. He was talking mostly about
movies and the state of things in the movie indus-
try at the moment. He was a bit concerned that
movie makers had gotten, my term for it would be
“sloppy.” They were not putting as much care into
movies as they should; leaving little things, like
coherent plots, out of the whole concept in favor of
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mood or special effects or whatever. There was a
lot in that five or 10 minutes. [ was replaying it and
dissecting it and pulling things out of it for a couple
of weeks afterwards, and wishing I'd had a full hour
to sit down and bounce things back and forth with
him.

Q: The books are paced very much like the
movies. Did you spend time studying the films
and consciously following George Lucas’s magic
recipe to give them that extra Star Wars movie
flavor in print?

A: The attempt to pace them was deliberate, of
course. | was trying to reproduce the definite
flavor of Star Wars. As far as studying the movies,
I didn’t really have to do much of that. Something
nobody, including Bantam, knew at the time they
offered it to me was that we had, about eight
years ago, come up with this scheme to keep my
son quiet in the car on long trips. We audio taped
whole movies that he had seen, like The Wizard
of Oz, and then played them in the car stereo
system. If he had seen it three or four times, he
couldvisualize what was happening and be happy
as a clamin the back seat, playing with his Legos.
So, the upshot of it is, that while I've seen the Star
Wars movies X number of times, ['ve heard them
Xplus 10, becauseI've heard all three movies just
on audio, on trips.

An advantage of that is partly that I have a feel
for the way the characters speak. [ also was able
to kind of learn the pacing without being dis-
tracted by the visual images and special effects
and such.

Q: Was it difficult to work with a well-known
universe which was already created by George
Lucas, Brian Daley’s Han Solo books, West End
Games, the syndicated comic strips and others?

A: Not really. [ did have some complaints with
what had been done by other people. ] had some
problems with the Dark Horse Comics series, and
persuaded them to let me not have to reference
anything there.was very pleased with how West
End has done. There’s no problem at all working
with this universe, as far as I can tell. It is so wide-
ranging and rich as a tapestry that 1 didn’t feel
any real restrictions. The Star Wars universe has
always struck me as being very internally consis-
tent and that is the thing that most disturbs me
about bad and average science fiction, is when
things don’t fit together. You have an amazing
wonder and the writer forgets about it or doesn’t
use it in the way it would actually be used.

Star Wars was very much different along that
sort ofline and because there was so much there,
the whole universe kind of opened up. There
were no problems with adding my own charac-

ters in, adding my own planets and such, and
interacting them with both the characters from
the movies and the history hinted at and dis-
played in the movies. So, it really wasn’t any
problem at all. It was a lot of fun, too.

Q: How did you use West End Games’ role-
playing game sourcebooks as a basis for the
Star Wars universe?

A: 1 was aware of the roleplaying game, but 1
didn’t really know how much stuff they’d done
until I was about a month, maybe two months
into writing and was told, “Oh by the way, we'd
like you to coordinate with the West End Games
stuff too,” and they sent me this huge packet of
material. And I really didn’t want to do that until
I got into it and started realizing that they had
also done a good job of keeping things consistent
and all. They saved me from having to reinvent
the wheel all the time. They have a lot of hard-
ware that I could reference, a lot of ship styles
and air speeders that I could throw in instead of
having to make up my own. | made up my own
here and there, but they had filled a lot of the
niches that would be filled in a real universe; you
have certain sizes of ships and certain duties.

The stuff all fit together so well that I didn’t see
any need to step outsideit too often. And itadded
a nice little bonus to gamers. They could see all
the stuff that they’d been reading about actually
fitting into a storyline.

Q:' How closely did you have to work with
Lucasfilm to do this project? Did you have to
work under any restrictions from Lucasfilm?,

A: They started out with two rules. I was to
start three to five years after Jedi and | could use
anybody who had not been killed off in the mov-
ies. That was basically all they said to start off
with. Now once | had outlines, they had two or
three other things they wouldn’t let me do, and
with each manuscript, of course, they sent back
alist of things to double check or enhance. There
was a mention to remind people who Wedge
Antilles is. The changes of the things they wanted
altered were, for the most part, extremely minor
— two or three sentences here or there. They
had problems with some of my alien words as
well, they wanted them to be a bit more pro-
nounceable, but that usually was a case of pulling
out three or four letters and being done with it.

So, they were very easy to work with. They
started out, ! think, being a lot more nervous
about me than they wound up. They were a little
bit nervous about turning the Star Wars universe
over to someone who, to them, was unknown. |
think by the time [ finished the first book, I
convinced them | knew what [ was doing.
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Q: Were you afraid that the books wouldn’t
live up to the movies?

A:Talways worry that my books won't live up to
whatever expectations wereout there,and of course
there were a lot more expectations here than
anything I've ever done before. My comfortable
niche in the science fiction field was suddenly
being enlarged, and there were alot more Star Wars
fans out there than there were people who’d even
heard my name before. I was promising a lot. The
simple fact that there was Star Wars printed in gold
leaf on the cover means 'm promising something,
and I knew [ had to deliver. There was underlying
tension for the past three books, first of all that I
could deliver something people wanted to read
and then with the other two books that [ could at
least match myself, if not top myself.

Q: What kind of feedback have you gotten
from those who have read your novels?

A: Mostly very positive. I've had a few com-
plaints. With the first book, I had a couple of really
strange complaints, but most of those disappeared
after the first book. But most of my feedback has
been very positive, people have liked the books.

One of the most gratifying things is the number
of letters I've gotten from 12- to 18-year-old kids,
many of whom said in their letters they don’t read
much, but they really like these books. So, [ feel I'm
doing my little bit to help remind people that it’s
not just Nintendo and MTV out there, that there’s
a lot of neat stuff in books.

Q: Were you surprised with the popularity of
the Star Wars cycle so many years after the
movies had come out?

A:Really, [ was. Inretrospect, I don’t think there
was ever any real loss of an interest in Star Wars, it
simply had nothing to focus on for many years. But
at the time the first book came out, my hope was
that the first printing would sell out within six
months.[nactuality, I thinkthey went backto press
in a week. They caught everybody by surprise. [
was very gratified that there was that kind of
interest.

Q: Why does the Star Wars series continue to
remain so popular?

A: The short answer is, it’s a timeless story. If
you look back, especially at something like science
fiction, where techniques and such are always so
dated, the movies that have become classics are
the ones where there are interesting characters,
interesting stories, you care about the people, you
want them to succeed, there's chemistry between
them and between them and the audience, a story
that’s not fixed to the particular era when it was
made — and Star Wars has all these elements. It’s
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just got that chemistry that it’s going to last as long
as there are videotape machines, I suppose.

Alot of these readers who are writing me letters
were not even born when the first Star Wars movie
came out, but they’ve seen them all on video tape
and there’s no feeling of “this is old time stuff.” You
look at something like the Flash Gordon serials
now and it feels very dated. But, at least not for me,
there’s not that kind of sense of old-fashionedness
in Star Wars.

Q: When you began writing the trilogy, you
obviously had to change the main characters a
bit; making them older and wiser since Return of
the Jedi. How did you face the challenge of
creating more mature versions of Luke, Leia and
Han while maintaining the original personalities
created for them by George Lucas?

A:ldidn’treally do anything specific. lfelt | knew
the characters, and when you know someone,
really pretty well, it’s not that hard to add an extra
five years on to them. I really didn’t have any
stoppingand thinking and mappingthis out.Icould
feel how Luke was and the differing circumstance
and how he feels about his sister and Han and his
friends and the whole rise of the New Republic and
his own duties now as thelast remaining Jedi; it just
seemed to come in as it was.

The discussions ['ve had were with people who
said that Han has become too wimpy; he’s given up
too much of his devil-may-care attitude and be-
come a little too over-protective of Leia. [ would
argue on that he has never had to be responsible
for anybody else since he became an adult, possi-
bly before that. And now that he does have some-
one, it's perfectly believable that he’d over-react a
bit, because he’s very new at this.

Q: How did you create menacing protagonists
who rivaled Darth Vader and the Emperor, espe-
cially the brilliant military genius of Grand Admi-
ral Thrawn and the psychotic clone, Joruus
C’baoth?

A: They just kind of evolved. C’baoth was one of
the characters who originally had to be changed.
My original intent was that was going to be an
insane clone of Obi-Wan. Lucasfilm wouldn’t let me
do that, so [ had to make him a clone of somebody
else.

One of the things I wanted with Thrawn was |
had a contention for along time, through Star Wars
and beyond, that Vader, while personally extremely
dangerous and menacing, is not really much of a
leader; he dominates by fear. And you can do afair
amount of control that way, but you can’t do the
amount of dangerous leadership that someone
who inspires loyalty can do. Vader never inspired
loyalty. 1 don’t think the Emperor did either. In
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some sense, there are some people who probably
were really terrifically enamored with him, Mara
Jade was, for one. He probably had a fair amount of
charm he could use when he wanted to. But I
wanted aleader who could inspireloyalty and trust
and not just fear, and Thrawn is what came out.

Q:Mara Jade is a very complex character. Just
when it seems she might actually go over to the
dark side, she does something worthy of a Jedi
Knight, such as joining Luke in the battle against
Cbaoth. Did you have any problems creating
such a deeply psychological character?

A: Again, she just kind of evolved. | wanted to
have her tied in with the Emperor. It took me about
amonth to do the basic outline for all three books,
andIknew where it was all going to go,and [ had the
basics of her from that point.

Ifind her complex, but not complicated to write
about. | understand her, that she has a lot of
baggage from the past, that she has memories, but
she also has a here and now that she has to deal
with. In any situation I threw her into, it was pretty
obvious to me how she was going to react. She has
acertain sense of love, she also has a desire for this
connection—people she can trust. In some other
sense, she doesn’t really want that because it
makes her vulnerable.

Alot of the impetus for her joining up with Luke
is protecting Talon Karrde, who at the beginning of
the book is trusting her, grooming her to be a
second in command. And a lot of her reaction to
events is trying to repay that, whether it requires
her tolink up with this person she thinks she wants
to kill, or at least says she wants to kill, or not.

Q: How did you create the character of Talon
Karrde?

A: He just kind of evolved for the niche re-
quired in the story. [ see him, kind of, as where
Han would be if he hadn’t linked up with Leia, or
where he might have been. A similar sort of
character, but instead of a wife and friends like
Chewie and Luke, Karrde has started an organi-
zation, possibly without really realizing at the
time that this also entraps him in a web of mutual
loyalty; that he is now going to feel responsible
for his people, which, if you think about it is the
only stable kind of organization, at least with

smugglers. Otherwise, you always have people
trying to get the upper hand. Kind of an inversion
of what Jabba’s organization must have been
like. People who worked with Karrde liked him,
trusted him, felt that they would all stick together
type of thing. There are several scenes through-
out the books where Karrde’s people are sticking
up for him, whereas in Jabba’s organization, they
would have cheerfully knifed the chief in the back
when they had a chance to take a piece of the
action for themselves.

Q: How did you choose the names of Leia and
Han’s twins, Jacen and Jaina?

A: Jacen was easy. He was Corwin's best friend
at the time, and so I named the boy Jasen, although
Betsy Mitchell (Mr. Zahn’s editor at Bantam during
that time) suggested changing the “s” to a “c” so it
wasn’t so 1980s popular name. Jaina took a lot
more work. | remember going over several days
writing down names and bouncing them back and
forth with Betsy and not really finding what we
wanted yet. | figured if we were going to have Luke
and Leia with similar initials, these twins ought to
have similar initials as well.

Q:The Noghris are an interesting alien species;
very dangerous, yet quite honorable. How did
you come up with not only the temperament, but
the physical attributes of these aliens?

A: Originally, the Noghri were going to be the
Sith. Vader is mentioned as Lord of the Sith in
various places. And | wanted them to be the Sith
that were referred to. That one was another of the
ideas that was canceled by Lucasfilm.

Another thing | wanted to do that again they
wouldn’t let me do was make Vader's mask a
stylized version of the Noghri faces, that he
adopted that armor in part as a gesture to them
being so useful to him as the undercover death
commandos. Lucasfilm would not let me do that
officially, so what I did was simply take the same
idea, describe their faces that way, but not make
anyreference withinthe bookthat they reminded
peopleof Vader’s mask. But that’s basically where
they came from. Also, by having their gray skin
darken as they get older, that would also reflect
in Vader’s black armor, would be an image of old
and wise to them. 4¢]
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Tinian I'att, the granddaughter and heiress of
I'att Armament’s founders, wrinkled her nose
and tried not to breathe too deeply. The factory
complex’s demonstration room smelled like
scorched meat and chemicals. She could identify
five ... no, seven formulas by their odors, a
potentially catastrophic witch’s brew. Occasion-
ally, the demonstration explosives detonated
harder, faster, or earlier than anyone anticipated,
and even quadruple transparisteel didn’t pro-
vide full protection.

Standing beside Grandfather Strephan, Daye
Azur-Jamin rested his hand on a waist-high blast
barricade. Daye’s I'att Armament gray tunic ac-
centuated his air of authority. So did the manage-
ment comlink he wore on his belt. A prematurely
gray streak marked the center of Daye’s left
eyebrow. “There’s nothing patently wrong with
stormtrooper armor, your excellency,” he said,
and Tinian admired his self-control. She knew
how Daye felt about Grandfather’s Imperial con-
nections. “But a good marksman — or an idiot
with a high-powered blaster — can pick out weak
spots. Our field makes it invulnerable.”

Imperial Moff Eisen Kerioth slapped a pol-
ished ebony swagger stick into one palm. Tall
and lean, Moff Kerioth held his head thrust for-
ward over an astonishing array of red and blue
rank squares. Tinian, Daye, and her grandpar-
ents had expected tech advisors for this demon-
stration, and maybe a few army troopers, but
never a Sector Moff with stormtrooper escort.
Kerioth limped, favoring a stiff left leg and occa-
sionally leaning on the swagger stick. “Sounds
wonderful, boy. So why did your demonstration
employee turn coward?”

Grandfather Strephan’s old black Imperial ser-
vice uniform set off his thick white hair. Grand-
mother Augusta fiddled with a side hem of her
long green robe. She’d recently developed a rare
degenerative syndrome, and Druckenwell’s top
bioimmunal specialist gave her only months to
live unless she sought treatment. It wasn’t avail-
able here in Il Avali, or at any other city on
Druckenwell ... and it was expensive. Behind
Grandmother Augusta, the I'att family’s Wookiee
bodyguard Wrrlevgebev lounged against a peb-
bly gray duracrete wall. Wrrl rumbled a quick
comment under his breath that only Tinian —
who’d studied his language — could translate.

She didn’t, but she shared Wrrl’s disdain for
cowardly employees. She fiddled with a collec-
tion of paraphernalia in her jumpsuit pocket:
neka nut shells, droid adjustment tools, and her
secret good-luck piece.

She would need all her good luck today. If latt
Armament sold its new armor-protective field,
then her grandparents could retire, and she and
Daye would take over the factory.

Kerioth straightened his shoulders and neck,
then poked Grandfather with his swagger stick.
“Well, 'att? Who’s going to get into that armor?
We came along way to see this.” Evidently Grand-
father had known the Moff years ago. Each man
had chosen his own way to serve the New Order:
Grandfather by protecting Imperial might, Kerioth
by wielding it. Kerioth crooked a finger at Wrrl.
“You. Wookiee. Come down here.”

Wrrl curled back his lips from huge teeth and
let out a punctuated howl. Kerioth had demanded
that the I'atts disarm their Wookiee during his
visitation, and Wrrl was already irritated. A red-
blond stripe crossed Wrrl’s face, fur almost the
same shade as Tinian’s shoulder-length hair. It
was odd coloration for a Wookiee.

“What did he say, Tinian?” Grandfather’s busi-
ness acumen showed in the way he measured
and accommodated the Moff. By comparison,
Kerioth seemed ...

Tiniantried to emulate her observant grandfa-
ther. Kerioth seemed blunt. And condescending.

She glanced at the shell pieces on the arming
table. Eighteen white units lay beside the limp
halves of a two-piece black body glove. Wrrl
wouldn’t fit inside the body glove, let alone the
field. “Your excellency, he’s too big,” she trans-
lated. “The field nodes maximize at one point
eight sixmeters of height and one meter of width.”

Moff Kerioth lifted a narrow black eyebrow.
“Patt, tell me again why your grandchild attends
classified demonstrations.”

Tinian bristled. She might be small and thin,
but she was no child. Hadn’t Kerioth noticed her
company jumpsuit?

Grandfather laid a warm hand on her arm.
“Your excellency, Tinian is an invaluable team
member. She has amazing instincts for explo-
sives.”

One stormtrooper stood at the center of the
second seating row up. “Sir,” he said through his
helmet filter, “if the Wookiee’s too tall, what
about her?”

Tinian blanched. Her ... demonstrate? Stand
in the wave trap and get shot at?

“From one extreme to the other,” quipped
Kerioth. “Invaluable team member, is she?”

Grandfather backed toward acode panel. From
this wall, he could lower two quadruple-
transparisteel blast walls between the wave trap
and the four broad rows of retractable shielded
seating. “Ah ... yes, but Tinian is not our demon-
stration volunteer.”

Kerioth shifted his weight. “She would fit. Are
you totally confident that your armor is impervi-
ous to blaster fire?”

“Totally,” murmured Grandfather.

“Then prove it.”

“But ... no. I shall call for a line droid.”

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, 1-4

29



Tinian on Trial

STA R

“I perceive a certain lack of confidence.” Moff
Kerioth directed the taunt at his stormtroopers,
but Tinian took it in the gut. Grandfather and
Grandmother must reach that offworld health
care facility. Love focused Tinian’s courage, and
so did her hopes. The field worked. She’d seen it
tested.

“Grandfather?” She raised a hand. “I'll volun-
teer.”

Grandfather, Grandmother, and Daye stepped
forward, speaking simultaneously: “Wait — ”
“Tinian —” “No — "

Wrrl blinked huge blue eyes and suggested
under his breath that Daye was built more like a
stormtrooper than she was.

Tinian fixed Moff Kerioth with her stare. She
was betting he'd act like a BlasTech Company
bureaucrat she’d once met at a party — once
he'd suggested something, no other idea would
suit him.

Kerioth’s smile spread slowly from his thin
lips to cold, dark eyes. “Very good, ah, Tinian. A
true trial of 'att Armament’s excellence.”

Before Tinian could change her mind, she
dragged Wrrlto the arming table. “Help me,” she
ordered him.

Her jumpsuit would easily fit inside the black
body glove. She also selected the upper-body
corselet, the carapace and the breastplate, which
armorers dubbed the Body Bucket when worn
together.She shoved them at Wrrl. Rear-mounted
on the carapace, in place of the usual instrument
pack, 'att Armament droids had installed a heat
dissipator and the field transmitter. A single new
control stood out on the breastplate.

She slipped off her shoes and slid one leg into
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the body glove. She'd never heard so much si-
lence. “Grandfather,” she suggested, “explain how
the body glove enhances the field.”

“Tinian,” Grandfather pleaded.

The glove’s leggings sagged on her with
wrinkles all down their length. She yanked her
narrow jumpsuit belt out of its loops and secured
the heavy black fabric. “I've memorized the
speech,” she insisted. “Should [ deliver it?”

Moff Kerioth rested his swagger stick on one
shoulder. “Please do,” he purred.

Suddenly she disliked him. Daye had always
insisted that he’d rather die in anoble cause than
earn his living from an ignoble one, and she
hoped this was only her nerves, whining out from
the spot where she was stuffing them (to keep
Daye from trying to stop her), that made Kerioth
look suddenly sinister.

Daye was sensitive to an energy field he called
the Force. He claimed that Force-sensitive was
not a healthy way to be in Emperor Palpatine’s
New Order, and he’d cautioned Tinian and her
grandparents that the Empire had stooped to
violent repression in other parts of the galaxy ...
but Tinian didn’t believe it. 'att Armament had
supplied the New Order for years, profiting hand-
somely.

She shrugged into the body glove’s top. As she
smoothed loose black fabric over the floppy
mess at her waist, she drew a deep breath. “The
protective field produces anti-energy bursts just
out of phase with blaster fire,” she began. “Zersium
flecks that we've bonded into the advanced body
glove — ” Tinian pushed up one slack sleeve and
ran the back of her hand over the other forearm “
— amplify the field. We see that as a key element of
this new system — "

“The entire system has too often proved vul-
nerable.” Kerioth’s voice rose. “Eight years ago,
Ihad astormtrooper escort shotto pieces around
me. 've dragged this ever since.” He whacked his
left leg with the swagger stick. “Are you comfort-
able in there, child?”

I'm not a child “I'm fine.” She squared her
shoulders. “I'm sorry about your leg. May I fin-
ish?”

He swung the swagger stick. “By all means.”

“We have thus eliminated weak spots,” she
said, “long known to insurrectionist elements.
I'm ready, Wrrl.”

Her Wookiee lifted the breastplate and cara-
pace. Grandmother Augusta folded trembling
hands in front of her long green robe. Daye took
up a position behind Tinian. If she hesitated or
even flinched, she guessed he’d demand to wear
the armor.

She hefted the carapace. “There is insulation
and a heat dissipator built into this piece,” she
explained, raising the back protector so Moff
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Kerioth and his escorts could see inside it. A black
sleeve flopped down to cover her other palm. She
pushed it up, bunching fabric back toward her
elbow. “For the microsecond it takes for the field to
reach full efficiency, the armor itself handles heat
absorption. Insulation, plus this dissipator, almost
eliminate thermal discomfort.”

“Allegedly.” Kerioth sounded sarcastic.

Tinian decided that she’d never please him
except by demonstrating the product. Then he’'d
be impressed. Then he'd grant I'att Armament
the most lucrative contract it'd ever earned.
Thousands of stormtroopers would need this
coverage. “Help me, Wrrl.”

Wrrl fitted the corselet to Tinian’s back and
front, clampingit together at her shoulders. Tinian
trusted Wrrl completely. Five years ago, she’'d
spotted him being beaten by a slave dealer. Bloody
bunches of fur had littered the ground around
the huge alien. Tinian — barely twelve — had
dashed forward, disregarding Grandmother
Augusta’s protests (she could always move faster
than either grandparent). She'd saved the
creature’s life. Little had she known that in rescu-
ing Wrrl, she’'d bought loyalty-to-the-death.

The shell pieces hung out over her shoulders.
Tinian wriggled until they balanced.

Daye picked up the shoulder pauldrons, clasp-
ing them between long, sensitive hands. “Put
these on, too,” he murmured. The gray streak
arched higher than the rest of either of his eye-
brows. According to Druckenwell’s strict popu-
lation laws, she and Daye were too young to
marry until they proved financial independence.
Slender and bookish-looking with lively brown
eyes, Daye had come to Il Avali to make a life for
himself.

He was now officially Tinian’s Second
Undersupervisor and the very center of her life.
She let him attach the pauldrons over her shoul-
ders. They dangled to cover her elbows, enclos-
ing her upper body with a loose, ill-fitting box.
Field conduits clacked against each other when
she turned toward Daye. If only she could reassure
him —

“l know why you're doing this.” He leaned
close and stared down at her. “I don't like it, but
lunderstand. No one ever calls you a coward and
gets away with it.” He squeezed her forearm.
“Force be with you, love.”

As he backed away, Tinian rotated a control on
the breastplate. The first time she'd seen this field
demonstrated, she'd worried at this point. The
field didn’t hum, buzz, sparkle, or even glimmer.

“Grandfather?”

As if awakening from the dead, he raised a
small luma. Tinian held out her arm to one side.
He switched on the luma. No bright spot ap-
peared on her sleeve,
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“As energy encounters the anti-energy field,”
Grandfather said, regaining his voice, “the field
responds and cancels it. We're now certain the
field is operating.”
“Ready, Tinian?” the Moff asked. His voice was
as bland as if he were inviting her to sit down for
lunch instead of ordering her out in front of a
firing squad.
Tinian stalked to the wave trap, feeling ridicu-
lous inside the enormous bucket, pauldrons, and
body glove. Built like a pocket at one end of the
spacious demonstration room, the wave trap’s
baffled duracrete walls and floor angled together
to absorb unthinkable bursts of energy. Tiny
shadowed pits in its walls gave evidence of past
demonstrations.
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At least she couldn’t smell the room anymore.
Even without a helmet, the odor had stopped
registering several minutes ago.

Daye stood close to the barricade, frowning.
She drew up tall — for her height — and barely
smiled across at him. Wrrl edged toward the
code panel.

Kerioth swept his swagger stick toward three
stormtroopers. “You three. Rifles,” he snapped.
They marched forward. Daye held both hands
down at his sides. Usually, he kept one or both
casually tucked in a pocket.

Tinian stared at the blast rifles. Those weren’t
the shiny new factory items she generally dealt
with.

Daye glared at the nearest stormtrooper.

“Ready,” snapped the Moff. Three rifles lifted.
“Aim for weak spots.”

Kerioth turned to eye Tinian. His lip curled.
Evidently he enjoyed watching the I'att contin-
gent sweat.

She knew that the armor worked. But staring
down three rifle shafts, she momentarily lost
control of her panic.

Instantly, Daye’s face reflected her fear. He
spuntoward the trooper and tentatively reached
for his rifle.

“Now,” Kerioth ordered.

Three vermilion energy beams whizzed at
Tinian’s chest. She flinched, but she couldn’t
dodge quickly enough. Heat flashed over her
back and shoulders despite the bucket’s extra
insulation. Daye froze and stared, stricken.

“Ceasefire.” Kerioth twirled his swagger stick.

Tinian straightened backup, let out her breath,
then smiled weakly at Daye. The sale was as good
as made. She'd done it, though she wished she
hadn’t tried to duck.

Dayethrust ahandinto his pocket and frowned.
Her momentary panic had probably jabbed him
deeper than it'd frightened her.

Kerioth slipped acomlink out of his belt sheath.
“Squads three, four, and five: seal entrances. No
traffic or communication off grounds.”

“Excuse me?” Grandfather stepped forward,
obviously as confused as Tinian abruptly felt.
“Sir, what is the meaning of this?”

Moff Kerioth tapped Grandfather’s shoulder
with his swagger stick. “Congratulations, I'att. |
am buying your product.”

“You sealed our entrances.”

Kerioth clasped his hands at the small of his
back. “It would be unfortunate if insurrectionist
elements learned that we’'d found a way to make
stormtrooper armor invincible, would it not?”

We found a way? Tinian silently protested.

Grandmother Augustaglided forward, rustling
her robes. “Our security has always been unpar-
alleled, Moff Kerioth. You need have no fear
concerning our — "
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“Naturally, then,” continued Moff Kerioth, “you
understand that everyone whohas worked above
certain levels on this project must return withme
to the Doldur system. This item must be manu-
factured under strictly regulated conditions. The
New Order controls Doldur right down to food
prices. It is the safest world for advanced military
manufacturing.”

It’s your turf, Tinian realized. You want this
manufactured where you can watch.

Grandfather’s eyes narrowed. “l am sorry, but
this family cannot travel. Augusta needs medical
care.”

Tinian fingered the black body glove's sleeve
selvage. “After all these years of hard work, they
deserve peaceful retirement,” she protested.
“Daye andlare prepared to runthe plant. We'll ...
” She hesitated, then plunged on. It was the only
way. “We'll go to Doldur with you. But Grandfa-
ther and Grandmother are retiring to Geridard.”

“No,” said Kerioth. “You will return to Doldur
with me. All of you.”

“Sir,” Augusta spoke up, “I apologize for mak-
ing things difficult, but our application for the
Geridard Convalescent Center has already been
processed. We've advanced them 90,000 credits
for life care.”

Kerioth turned away. He tilted his chin as if
rereading the 'atts’ requests off the ceiling. When
he pivoted backaround, his condescending smile
had returned. “You will not travel to Doldur? 1
cannot convince you?”

“Unfortunately, sir, it’s impossible.” Strephan
folded his arms over his black uniform’s deco-
rated breast.

“Perhaps not so unfortunate. That enables me
to dispose of your retirement and health worries
simultaneously.” Kerioth swung his swagger stick
at the nearest stormtrooper. “Take them both.”

Before Tinian understood, the stormtrooper
whipped up his blast rifle and fired twice. Grand-
father Strephan tumbled to the duracrete. Au-
gusta gasped before she collapsed over Strephan.

They didn’t move again. Too shocked to pro-
test, Tinian covered her mouth with both hands.
Daye bent his knees, ready to lunge. “Why did
you do that?” he whispered.

Kerioth angled his swagger stick like aweapon
at Daye’s chest. “I'll let you youngsters in on a
secret,” he announced. “I have been sponsoring
researchinto this type of anti-blaster energy field
on Doldur. Emperor Palpatine will be most grate-
ful when I present this invention as my own ...
with all the uncooperatives out of the way.

“Youdo wish to cooperate?” he asked blandly.

Grandfather! Grandmother!Stunned by her grief
and horror, Tinian had to survive ... to avenge
them. She nodded. Say yes! she mentally begged
Daye.
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He straightened slowly, but he didn’t speak.

Kerioth shrugged. “Binders for the boy,” he
ordered another trooper. “How long and how
comfortably you live, boy, will depend on how
well you cooperate. " He stressed the word again.

Daye adjusted his stance, turning both feet out
slightly. One trooper reached into a utility-belt
compartment. Tinian glanced from the trooper
toDaye.Dayeeyed thetrooper. Daye had learned
some self-defense from Wrrl. He could move
faster than anyone expected.

She must create a distraction.

“Wrrl!” she cried. “Help!” She spun around and
dashed for the door.

Wrrl'sroar frightened even Tinian. He slammed
the code panel with one gigantic paw. A
transparisteel blast wall plunged out of the ceil-
ing, trapping Kerioth and two stormtroopers on
the inside.

But four troopers remained. Wrrl rushed the
pair blocking the exit, lifted each by a shoulder,
and bashed their helmets together.

Tinian sprang through.

“Go left!” Daye shouted behind her. “Wrrl, stay
with Tinian!”

Tinian whirled left and tried to run. One of her
loose leggings tripped her. Blaster fire whizzed
over her head. Wrrl tried to scoop her up with
long shaggy arms. Fur shriveled where he touched
her.

“Don’t!” she cried. The field unpredictably dam-
aged living flesh that touched it. Tinian scrambled
toher feet. Wrrl sprinted past a bewildered-looking
service droid. She caught a whiff of burned fur.
“Daye?” she cried. “Wrrl, where’s —

Wrrlshrieked something about separating the
stormtroopers.

Theyreached thelift tube. Tinian jumped onto
its floor grid. It didn’t activate to carry her up-
ward. “They’ve shut it off!” she cried.

Wrrl stepped in front of her, clearly inviting
her to climb onto his back.

There was no other way out of this bottleneck.
Tinian switched off the armor field, vaulted up,
and clenched her hands in front of Wrrl's throat,
hoping nobody shot at them. Singed, matted fur
brushedher face. The stormtrooper-sized breast-
plate dug into her stomach.

Wrrl leaped up the shaft wall, catching enor-
mous claws — she hadn’t even known that he
had claws! — in its duracrete sides. Powerful
muscles rippled under Tinian’s hold. She clenched
her knees around his sides, trying to keep her
weight from choking him. ’

He dragged his weight and hers up to the main
floor. A security droid rolled toward them, four
claw-mounted blasters and scanners installed
atop a perfectly balanced sphere. It endlessly
repeated, “Halt! Drop all weapons! Halt —”

Tinian gulped a deep breath. “Recognition,”
she shouted over Wrrl's shoulder. Her voice
ought to shut it off ...

“Confirmed.” The droid spun in place. It re-
treated, still broadcasting.

Daylight shone through the southeastern ser-
vice door. Another pair of stormtroopers
crouched beside it, obviously alerted over
Kerioth’s comlink. “Freeze,” ordered one.

Tinian slid off Wrrl's back and slapped the
field control back on. Then she dashed at them,
too full of adrenaline to cower or even flinch this
time.

While the troopers fired at Tinian, Wrrl sped
past her on long, shaggy limbs. He reached them
before she did and bodily flung them aside.

She’d never seen a Wookiee’s full strength
before. He terrified her.

Outside the service door, two energy-fenced
conveyors connected the entry with I'att
Armament’s main receiving area. Wrrl howled
encouragement at her.

Tinian leaped onto one conveyor and dashed
toward the open spaces and freedom. Fabric
flapped around her feet, dangling but giving her
feet some protection. She grabbed a fistful of
loose fabric above each knee and pulled up. That
helped a little, but she couldn’t bend her elbows
far enough to do any real good.

She jumped off the conveyor onto gray
duracrete. A three-meter wall surrounded the
complex, surmounted by a catwalk with heavy
gun emplacements. When Tinian glanced up, her
heart sank. Five stormtroopers dashed along the
top of the wall, three from the north and two from
the west, converging on the corner ahead of her
and Wrrl.

.
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Then she remembered her good-luck piece.
“Wait!” she cried. She dug down throughlayers of
clothing and extricated a small hunk of chepatite
impact explosive. She'd picked it up the first day
Grandfather (her mind spasmed in pure, illogical
grief: Grandfather!) had let her work a full shift. A
silly souvenir and dangerous, maybe, but she
couldn’t fling it hard enough to set it off.

Wrrl could. “Take this,” she exclaimed, “Throw
it — there.” She pointed at the big corner gun.
Two troopers aligned its sights on her and the
Wookiee. “Then duck.”

Wrrlbared his teeth, seized the explosive, and
hurled it. Sweat trickled down Tinian’s chest. She
was roasting —

Dust, grit, and duracrete boulders blasted in
alldirections. A gap appeared beneath where the
gun had been. Tinian sprinted toward it. Her
shoulders and back flashed hot again. More troop-
ers must have rushed in behind her.

The rubble pile was almost two meters high.
Wrrl urged her to hurry.

Tinian yanked the bunched fabric and
scrabbled upward. “How bad — are — you hurt?”
she gasped.

He growled defiance.

“Wrrl — you need — a medic — "

He tossed his head and kept running.

Tinian scrambled over the top. A laser blast
whizzed off her right pauldron. That blast came
from outside the wall! She flung herself backward

into Wrrl's arms.

Wrrl yipped surprise. Had she singed him
again?

He shoved her aside, grabbed a duracrete
boulder, and heaved it down at the outside
trooper. Then he woofed gently at Tinian, urging
her out.

A blast from behind struck him. He howled.

“Are you all right?” Tinian cried.

He gurgled and pointed outside the wall.

“Not without you!”

Disregarding the armor field, he cuffed her
with a huge paw. Tinian jumped down the rubble
pile, spun around, and glanced up.

Wrrl stood framed by the gap. Another bolt
caught him in his side. He screamed and turned
full around, then lurched toward the stormtroop-
ers inside the enormous guard wall.

Grief-stricken and stumbling with every other
step, Tinian dashed across a weedy field that
surrounded I'att Armament. This was a secure
area, maintained in case of internal disaster ...
and to enable guard wall staff to watch incoming
traffic.

Why weren't they chasing her? Had Wrrl
stopped all of them?

Wearing heat dissipation armor, she’d shine
like abeacontoIR sensors. It would be easy totag
her with heavyweaponry. Moff Kerioth was prob-
ably calling over to Il Avali Spaceport right now.

How could she have been so wrong about the
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Empire? When had it changed?

Attheweedfield’s edge, dilapidated duracrete
buildings formed a toothy perimeter. Tinian
slapped off the field projector and stumbled
toward an abandoned warehouse. Its door hung
askew. Two maybe-Human derelicts scrambled
deeper into shadows inside.

Tinian tried to imagine what they'd seen: the
top half ofan armless, unhelmeted stormtrooper?
She pushed away from that warehouse and ran
two more turns around bends in the alleys, but
didn’t find any better cover.

She shoved the flapping armor pieces up over
her head, then shed the black glove like an old
reptile skin. She was about to abandon it when a
thought bigger than fear struck her: Moff Kerioth
wanted this protection field badly enough to kill
for it. She must use it to hurt Eisen Kerioth.

She dug her utility vibro-knife out of another
jumpsuit pocket. Painstakingly she sliced vital
components off the breastplate — three elec-
tronic c-boards, controls, conduits — then the
carapace — insulation, plus the projector itself.

Overhead movement snagged her peripheral
vision. A silent repulsorcraft sped over the ware-
house row.

Tinian shrank into the nearest building’s
shadow. She stuffed everything small into her
pocket along with her vibro-knife. Then she
bundled therest of the vital parts together. Dash-
ing barefoot around the next corner, she stepped
on something sharp and almost fell into a rub-
bish heap ready for droid pickup.

That gave her another idea. Limping, she hur-
ried back to the debris she’d left. She scooped
shell fragments into the body glove and flung
them behind the rubbish, safer from detection.
Then she limped deeper into Il Avali’s bad quar-
ter.

Happy's Landing must be nearby. She and
Daye had visited the ale house several times,
thinly disguised in working-class coveralls, look-
ing for good music and flamingly spicy food. Luck
and adrenaline got her there after only one wrong
turn. She paused in the doorway, then plunged
into its dark interior without giving her eyes time
to adjust. It sounded nearly vacant. Late after-
noon had never been Happy’s busy hour.

She tripped over a bench. Nobody protested,
so it must be vacant. She sank down, exhausted
and ashamed. She had to get off Druckenwell, the
only world she’d ever known.

But how? And ... alone? Daye would meet her
here, if he could.

She swallowed on a parched throat. Mustn't
use her credit account. She dug into a third
jumpsuit pocket and found a few credit tokens
worth a cold glass of Elba water. She dropped
them onto the table.

Then she pillowed her sweaty forehead on her
arms and tried to think. She couldn’t’'ve gotten
this far unless Kerioth had sent most of his
troopers chasing Daye. Therefore, Daye must be
a prisoner. (Her mind writhed again: Daye! Wrri,
oh, Wrrl!)

On second thought, she’d worn the invaluable
armor. They'd’'ve all chased her.

No, he’d codeveloped the anti-energy field.
They needed Daye alive. Kerioth was undoubt-
edly tracking them both —

Daye Azur-Jamin flattened on the floor of a
narrow service tunnel, scarcely breathing. Dur-
ing his first moments of flight, he’d been clipped
by blaster fire halfway down his left thigh. It'd
stopped throbbing several minutes ago. Now it
simply felt dead.

Three pairs of white boots scurried past, out-
side the shaft’s access panel.

They’d find him sooner or later.

Daye dragged himself past the panel, deeper
toward the center of 'att Armament.

Using his tiny comlink, he’d monitored Eisen
Kerioth’s command frequency. Poor Wrrl had
paid off his life debt in full, and enabled Tinian to
elude pursuit, but Kerioth — who’d escaped his
transparisteel cage by talking a trooper through
code permutations —had ordered repulsorcraft.
They’d catch Tinian quickly unless he could di-
vert them.

Daye’s comlink also let him follow
stormtrooper teams as they hunted him. Kerioth
had ordered all personnel off factory grounds —
he meant to use IR scanning, and fewer warm
footprints inside the factory would help.

It would be a race, then. I'att Armament’s
power grid lay under a force shield, open to the
sky; the plant was built around it like a vast open
square. In half an hour, Daye could crawl to the
main power station. In two minutes more, he
could backfeed the force shield into the power
grid. That would take out the whole factory. Daye
had hesitated to endanger innocent bystanders,
but Kerioth was clearing bystanders away.

He probably wouldn’t escape. But at least
Eisen Kerioth wouldn’t steal I'att Armament’s
anti-energy field — Daye and Strephan’s own
brainchild — and get away with it.

No one would ever know what Daye had done,
either, except Tinian. She knew him too well.

The thought made him smile. He crawled on.

“Why, hello, Princess Tinian.”

Momentarily terrified, Tinian flung herself
upright. She breathed again when she saw two
familiar people standing over her. Happy’s
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Landing’s current torch singer, Twilit Hearth,
wore a scandalous, shimmering sapphire-blue
gown. Twilit’s mate, Sprig Cheever, sported a
short, neat goatee and nondescript clothing. He
set a glass of Elba water in front of her.

Tinian dashed tears away from her eyes and
guzzled it.

Twilit touched her shoulder. “Hey. Hey, what’s
wrong?”

“l — ” Tinian gulped. She needed allies, and
Daye — deft reader of strangers’ intentions —
had liked these two. (Where was he?) “I've got to
hide. I'm in big trouble.”

“Hey, it couldn’t be that ba — "

“Stormtroopers. They've shut down the fac-
tory.”

“No,” whispered Twilit. “Where’s ... you know,
your prince?”

“I'don’t know,” Tinian groaned.

Twilit seized Tinian’s elbow. “Come with me.
There’s no time to lose.”

Twilit pulled her through a dark, cluttered
hallway behind the kitchen, then up one flight of
stairs to a cramped little dressing-sleeping room.

“Twilit, thanks,” Tinian objected, “but they’ll
search up here.” She laid her valuables under an
old boot rack, then startled. She’d sliced three c-
boards off the control panel. Now she had only
two.

“We’ll hide you in plain sight.” Twilit grabbed
a shimmering red gown. “But we’ve got to move
fast. Put this on.”

She’d dropped one c-board! Concentrate,
Tinian. First you've got to survive. Tinian eyed
Twilit’s curves, then glanced down her size-one
jumpsuit. “Twilit, it won’t —”

“You've only got minutes,’

>

said the singer.
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“Are you going to walk into their gunsights wear-
ing that uniform?”

Tinian skinned out of her jumpsuit and yanked
up the extravagant gown. To her shock, padding
slid into position over all the right places. The
singer was no more voluptuous than Tinian, not
in the flesh. She glanced into the room’s only
mirror. Her face and someone else’s body looked
out.

“Not bad,” said the singer, “but we can do
better.” She spun a pair of shoes across the floor
toward Tinian and rummaged in a tattered duffel.
“l assume you can sing.”

“Not like you.” Tinian gratefully pulled on one
shoe. Too big, but it would protect her throbbing
foot.

“Most Imperials wouldn’'t know a song spar-
row from a cloud crupa. You know all my songs,
I've watched your lips move.” Twilit opened a jar
and smeared something onto Tinian’s face. Tinian
submitted to several layers of paint and a rapid,
hair-pulling fluff job before Twilit announced,
“Break’s over, Princess. Get down there and show
your stuff.”

Tinian eyed the mirror again. Only the stranger
looked out at her now. “Why are you doing this?”
she asked. The stranger’s lips moved when she
spoke.

Twilit’s face appeared beside the stranger’s.
Fire blazed in Twilit’s blue eyes — the same shade
as her own, Tinian realized. “The Empire and | had
a disagreement four or five systems ago,” Twilit
answered. “Now get down there.”

“But you —"

“I'm deathly ill. Couldn’t sing another note for at
least an hour. Go. Cheeve and Yccakic'll help.”

Tinian tottered down the steps. Now that her
eyes had adjusted, she could make out the ale
house’s interior. Two Human customers sat at one
table, a lone Devaronian at the bar. On a clear,
triangular stage raised above table level, Sprig
Cheever crouched cracking his knuckles over the
black, white, and green keys of a KeyBed that
almost enclosed him. The other sentient band
member, a Bith named Yccakic, plucked his Bot-
tom Viol's five strings as he adjusted buttons along
its tall upright neck. Redd Metalflake, the group’s
self-contained droid sound system, sat behind them
audibly tweaking his circuitry.

“Pm ... singing?” Tinian croaked. “Twilit feels
poorly.”

Cheever grinned down through the stage at her.
“That’ll work.”

Tinian climbed up tostandbeside him. He played
two chords she recognized, and she launched into
“All I Can Ever Do” with all the guts she could
muster. Now that she’d slowed down, she could
only think of Daye. How could she sing, with Daye
in terrible danger ... if he was alive?

36

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, 1-4



—tTAR

Kathy Tyers

“WARS

Without warning, two stormtroopers sprang
through Happy's front door. Tinian gulped. She
covered thebeat she’d missed by ad-libbingalyric.
One trooper glanced at her. Immediately he swiv-
eled away. She felt relieved ... and hurt, too. Was
she that unattractive in real life?

The troopers bustled from table to table. Just as
they vanished into the kitchens, a seismic rumble
rocked the ale house. Patrons slid under tables.
Tinian flailed, trying to grab something, and con-
nected with Yccakic’s arm. “Off the stage!” Cheever
commanded. Yccakiclaid down his Viol and towed
her down clear, narrow stairs, then out into the
dusk-darkening street.

Three gargantuan fireballs lit the northern sky,
rising under low clouds precisely whereI'att Arma-
ment had stood.

Both stormtroopers dashed out ofHappy’s Land-
ing. Passing without a backward glance, they
sprinted up the street. A customer who'd followed
Yccakic outdoors saluted thefireballs with araised
fist. “Down the rich!” he hooted. “Down the Empire!
Up anarchy!”

“Hey,” burbled Yccakic. “You okay, kid?”

Tinian's ears sang. Her vision blacked out from
the edges inward.

She collapsed in a heap.

Abeefy stranger stumbled into Happy’s Landing
near dawn. Tinian, still masquerading as Twilit,
drooped onabench closeto Cheever. The stranger
demanded a TrooperBreath, downed the char-
treuse glassful, then looked around for company.
Spotting Tinian and Cheever, he wobbled over.
“That oughta help. I've been hunting and lifting all
night,” he declared.

“What's up?” Cheever set a hand casually on
Tinian’s shoulder.

“I just spent four hours slaving for the Empire.
The head trooper rounded up ail the muscle he
could find out on the streets.”

“What for?”

“He had us searching 'att Armament ... or the
crater that usedta be I'att Armament ... for survi-
vors.”

The ale house spun around Tinian.

“Find any?” Cheever squeezed her shoulder.

The bulky newcomer shook his head. “The Big
Moff’s speeder was the smallest wreckage we could
identify. Other than that, nothing. Totality. Looked
like an inside job to me.” He burped, then grinned
toothily. “Some brave, suicidal lunatic musta
wanted to take it away from the Empire pret-ty
badly.” He raised a glass in wordless tribute.

Tinian stared. Daye, gone? All that promise ...
broken?

Not only Daye, but Grandfather, Grandmother,
and Wrrl.

All her life.

She lost track of time after that. Some hours
later, the band held council upstairs over the
kitchens. “Time to leave Druckenwell.” Cheever
draped his long legs over a packing crate. “This
place is too hot for me.”

“Me, too,” put in Twilit.

“We'll never get away,” lamented a metallic
monotone. Cheever had lugged Redd Metalflake
upstairs and set the boxy sound droid on a stretch
of floor. “Everyone picks on musicians.”

Twilit folded her arms. "We'll go,” she said
firmly. “The last time we ignored Cheever, we
nearly lost our instruments in an apartment fire. [s
somebody onto us, Cheeve?”

“Not yet.”

Tinian barely listened. She was in shock. Nothing
will ever touch me again. Nothing. No one. Ever.

Yccakic flicked a series of folds around his tiny
mouth. “Has anyone looked up outside? We've got
a blanket of repulsorcraft sitting over 11 Avali.
Security will be double; at customs, triple. And we
promised Tinian —

“We’ll make it,” Cheever predicted.

Twilit cleared her throat. “Fix my ID for her. I'll
lie low here for a few days.”

Cheever raised an eyebrow.

Twilit shrugged. “If Comus can make my ID
cover Tinian, he can run me a dupe, easy. I'll be
okay.”

Cheever stroked his short beard. “That’ll work.
But Princess, about that ... luggage of yours.Idon't
think we can risk taking it out through Imperial
Customs.”

That cracked Tinian’s introspection. Even with
a c-board missing, those pieces might help some-
one recreate the anti-energy field. “Wait,” she
begged. “The customs people will have no idea
what your instruments are supposed tolooklike ...
right?”

Twilit shrugged. “They're musical morons,” she
agreed. “What are you driving at?”

“It’s already in pieces,” Tinian answered. “At-
tach them to your instruments.”

Cheever stroked his goatee. “Ye-es,” hedrawled.
“] can fit most of it to look like it’s part of the
KeyBed’s insides.”

“I'm good for a c-board or two,” proclaimed
Redd. A touch of reverb added confidence to his
voice.

Tinian wondered if she were going crazy. She
didn't careif shelived or died, but she must get that
field transmitter out through customs. “Couldn’t
you get it off Druckenwell safer without me? If they
catch me trying to pass Twilit’s ID, it’s the spice
mines for all of us.”

Affectionately, Twilit mussed Tinian’s hair. “We
know good people offworld,” she said. “People
who can use that stuff against the Empire. They’ll
want to talk to the I'att Princess. Guaranteed.”
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A door slammed. “She was there, all right,”
declared Woyiq.

Daye shuddered. The huge, beefy man’s voice
jabbed daggers through his injured head.

The other human — or was he a Gotal? Daye’s
eyes wouldn’t focus — turned to shush Woyiq.
“Hey, keep it down!”

“Sorry.” Woyiq slunk toward Daye’s bedside.
“Sorry.” The huge Human had dragged Daye out
from between jagged duracrete slabs, laboring in
near-total darkness at the bottom of Il Avali’s deep
new crater. “Really, I'm sorry —

“Daye squeezed his attendant’s hand. “Did you

“Wait,” said the ... yes, with horns like those it
had to be a Gotal. “Get over here, you big
battlewagon.”

Woyiq shuffled even closer.

“You found her?” Daye whispered. “She’s all
right?”

The beefy man laid a hand on Daye’s synthflesh-
bandaged shoulder. Both of his legs had been
crushed, too,and one hand ... and they didn’t dare
carry him out to a medic. “She was at Happy’s
Landing, hanging out with the band. You guessed
it right.”

Daye swallowed. Even that small movement
hurt. “Did you —”

“I told her we found no survivors. She — "

“Thanks. Thanks, both of you.” Daye shut his
eyes. He couldn’t bear to hear how Tinian had
taken the news of his alleged death, not yet. He half
wished he could dissolve his body into nothing-
ness and turn Woyiq’s fatal pronouncement into
fact.

But evidently the universe had spared him ...
most of him ... for a while. He couldn’t drag Tinian
into the furtive existence he meant to lead now.
Woyiq and his Gotal accomplice promised to spon-
sor him straight to the Rebellion as soon as [l Avali
calmed down. The Rebellion needed his talents.
They might be able to fix him up, too ... somewhat.

In the meantime, he had decided it had to be
kinder to let Tinian think him dead. She’d leave
Druckenwell. Witty and capable, she’d make a new
life.

Hewouldneverlove anyone else, though. “Good-
bye, Tinian,” he murmured toward the wall. “May
the Force be with you.”

Customs bustled, quadruple anything Tinian
had ever seen — but they passed, just as Cheever
predicted. Tinian followed him up a stale passage-
way into the transport’s fourth-class hold. They
found seats close to Yccakic’s. Redd rode in the
cargo hold, guarding the doctored instruments.

WARS™

Tinian slumped down, glad this hold had no
viewport. No last glimpse of Druckenwell would
linger in her memory.

Alone in the galaxy except for two virtual
strangers and an armload of illicit electronics,
she’d find some way to help bring down the New
Order. Every time she hurt Palpatine’s Empire
just a little bit, she’d dedicate that small victory
to the memory of Daye Azur-Jamin and the life
they could have had.

Force be with you, love. Leaning back, Tinian
squeezed tears out of her eyes and braced for
takeoff.

Roleplaying Game Statistics

m Tinian l'att
Type: Young Heiress
DEXTERITY 3D+1
Blaster: hold-out blaster 5D, dodge 4D, grenade 4D+1,
running 4D+2
KNOWLEDGE 3D
Alien species 4D+2, bureaucracy 5D+2, business 6D, lan-
guages: Wookiee 6D +1, streetwise 3D+2, survival 4D, value
4D+2, willpower 4D+2
MECHANICAL 2D
PERCEPTION 3D+2
Bargain 6D, command 6D, con 4D, hide 4D+2, persuasion
5D+2, search 6D, sneak 4D+1
STRENGTH 2D
Climbing/jumping 3D+2, stamina 4D
TECHNICAL 4D
Computer programming/repair 5D+1, demolition 7D+2,
droid programming 5D, droid repair 4D+2, security 6D
Special Abilities:
Explosives Expertise: Tinian is especially knowledgeable
about explosives, including their composition, construc-
tion and applications. She gets a +1D bonus to any skill
rolls involving explosives.
Force Points: 1
Character Points: 10
Move: 10
Equipment: Bits of fuse wire, vibro-knife (STR+1D), 23
credits

Capsule: Tinian is the 17-year-old granddaughter of
Strephan and AugustaI’att and is the heiress of the
I’att Armament
corporation on
Druckenwell.
Since growing
upinthel'att Ar-
mament tradi-
tion, she served
in almost every
capacity at the
company’s chief
research and
production facil-
ity in 11 Avali.
Tinian worked
on droid pro-
gramming, mate-
rial procure-
ment, line in-
spections, qual-
ity control and
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even security. Through her involvement in I'att
Armament, she gained an intimate knowledge of the
workings of explosives, including the ability to
identify certain explosive compounds by texture
and odor.

Although her grandparents loved her dearly,
Tinian found it hard to relate to them. Likewise, her
Wookiee bodyguard Wrrl could not give her the
Human touch and empathy she needed. Tinian com-
pletely opened herself to Daye Azur-Jamin, a promis-
ing supervisor at I'att Armament’s facility in Il Avali.
The two quickly became friends and aspired tosome-
day marry when they achieved financial indepen-
dence.

Tinian is a hard worker who knows the value of
fun and leisure time. She and Daye often disguised
themselves as members of Druckenwell’s worker
class to frequent 1l Avali’s ale halls, enjoying the
spicy food and taking in the upbeat music.

However, Tinian’s spirit was torn when Moff
Kerioth tried to seize I'att Armament’s prototype
personal shield device. With her grandparents and
her Wookiee bodyguard dead, and believing Daye
to have been killed in the ensuing explosion, Tinian
has turned cold — her ability to open herself up to
others as she did with Daye is gone. She considers
herself completely alone in the galaxy, overshad-
owed by her own grief.

With the help of Twilit Hearth’s band, Tinian
hopes find and join the Rebel Alliance. Armed with
the pieces of the personal shield system she man-
aged to retrieve and her knowledge of explosives,
Tinian has set off into the galaxy to exact her
revenge against the Empire.

m Daye Azur-Jamin

Type: Young Intellectual

DEXTERITY 3D

Blaster 4D+2, blaster: hold-out blaster 5D, brawling parry
4D+2, dodge 5D+2, grenade 4D, melee combat 5D, melee
parry 4D+2

KNOWLEDGE 3D

Alien species 4D+2, bureaucracy 6D, business 5D+2,
languages 4D+1, streetwise 6D, survival 5D+1
MECHANICAL 2D+1

Beast riding 4D, repulsorlift operation 3D+2, starship
shields 4D

PERCEPTION 4D

Bargain 6D+1, command 5D+2, hide 7D, persuasion 4D+2,
search 6D+1, sneak 7D

STRENGTH 2D+2

Brawling 5D, climbing/jumping 4D+2, stamina 5D+2
TECHNICAL 3D

Computer programming/repair 5D, demolition 6D, droid
programming 4D+2, droid repair 5D, first aid 4D, repulsorlift
repair 3D+2, security 5D

Special Abilities:

Force Skills: Control 1D, sense 2D

Control: Control pain

Sense: Life detection, magnify senses

This character is Force-sensitive

Force Points: 3

Character Points: 12

Move: 10

Equipment: Comlink, datapad

Capsule: Daye Azur-Jamin is a youthfully lean young
man who cares deeply for Tinian I'att. The two
intended to get married when Tinian inherited her

family’s armaments corporation
on Druckenwell — but that was
before the Empire steppedinand
changed their lives.

Daye worked diligently for
l'att Armament and quickly rose
through the corporate ranks
from lowly worker-class assem-
bly droid maintenance techni-
cian all the way to Tinian’s Sec-
ond Undersupervisor. He also
quickly became Tinian’s friend,
as he perceived her to be lonely
in her management position and
her life with her grandparents.

Dayeis sensitive to theForce.
Although he does not know how
to completely control the Force,
he has felt faint manifestations
of it, and it has allowed him to
extend his abilities, especially in stressful times.
Daye also knows that those who use the Force are
considered criminals by the Empire, and keeps his
beliefs in the Force to himself and Tinian. The
Empire’s campaigns against those who use the
Force — as well as other rumors of the Empire’s
abuse of power — have made Daye suspicious of
Imperial motives. He has a passionate belief in
doing what’s right — even if it means putting him-
self in danger.

m Moff Eisen Kerioth

Type: Imperial Moff
DEXTERITY 3D
Blaster 6D, blaster: hold-out blaster 7D+1, brawling parry
4D, dodge 4D+2, melee combat 4D, melee parry 4D
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alien species 5D+2, bureaucracy 7D, cultures 5D+1, intimi-
dation 6D, languages 4D+2, law enforcement 5D, planetary
systems 6D, streetwise 5D, survival 4D+2

MECHANICAL 2D+1

Astrogation 5D+2, capital ship piloting 4D, communica-
tions 4D+1, repulsorlift operation 5D, sensors 4D+2
PERCEPTION 3D+2

Bargain 5D+2, command 7D, con 5D, investigation 6D,
persuasion 4D+2, search 5D
STRENGTH 2D

TECHNICAL 3D

Computer programming/repair 4D,
droid programming 4D+2, droid re-
pair 4D, security 6D

Force Points: 1

Character Points: 10

Move: 9

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), hold-
out blaster (3D), comlink, swagger
stick

Capsule: Moff Kerioth is a cun-
ning and ambitious Imperial dic-
tator who will stop at nothing to
develop new technology to im-
prove the effectiveness of Impe-
rial stormtroopers. His obses-
sion with improving storm-
trooper armor stems from an
incident several years ago, when
he and his stormtrooper escort
were ambushed by Rebels. Pre-
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Druckenwell

Type: Terrestrial

Temperature: Temperate

Atmosphere: Type I (breathable)

Hydrosphere: Moderate

Gravity: Standard

Terrain: Urban, industrial, wetlands

Length of Day: 32 standard hours

Length of Year: 309 local days

Sapient Species: Humans

Starport: Imperial class

Population: 9.3 billion

Planet Function: Manufacturing/processing, heavy industry
Government: Corporate guilds

Tech Level: Space

Major Exports: High-mid technology. manufactured goods
Major Imports: Foodstuffs, raw materials

Capsule: Druckenwell is a highly industrialized world with dis-
tinct classes of workers and corporate elite. Few of the planet’s
9.3 billion people live in the countryside — most are members of

the worker class living and toiling for industries in the planet’s
overcrowded cities.

Overcrowding and Druckenwell’s emphasis on corporate sta-
bility necessitate several social rules which apply to all on the
planet. For instance, couples may not legally marry and bear
children without first proving financial independence. Long ago
cities were planned out with the social and corporate order in
mind. Most cities contain specific districts for corporate offices,
worker class quarters and services, heavy industry, and park-
like rural sections for homes of the corporate elite.

Druckenwell’s several large cities and industrial regions are
divided by vast oceans — whatever solid land is available was
developed centuries ago. The planet’s corporate guilds have
gone to great lengths to insure that industry does not pollute
what few natural resources Druckenwell has — cleansing air, soil
and water is now one of the planet’s major industries. Other
major corporations on Druckenwell serve the defense, computer

and transportation industries.

cise blaster fire from Rebel snipers killed most of
his escort and wounded him in the leg. To this day,
Moff Kerioth’s limp is a constant reminder of the
vulnerability of stormtrooper armor.

Moff Kerioth stalks around with a swagger stick
in hand, which he swats about to add to his already
oppressive air of authority. His outthrust head
hunches over his two-meter tall body — gaunt as a
corpse — like an avian carrion feeder waiting for a
beast to die.

Enemies of Moff Kerioth are quickly eliminated,
as was shown in his recent purge and brutal public
execution of a Rebel cell on his sector capital on
Doldur. He has no hesitation eliminating competi-
tors for the Emperor’s favor, and aggressively takes
anything he desires.

Twilit and the Band

Twilit Hearth and her band travel the space
lanes, jumping from one system to the next,
taking on whatever gigs they can get. They're not
particularly famous, except to the poor locals
who frequent the dives they perform in. Twilit’s
voice is strong and melodious, and her backup

WARS™

from Sprig Cheever on the KeyBed and Yccakic
on the Bottom Viol makes for a good, wholesome
sound, even after everything’s augmented, am-
plified and processed by Redd Metalflake, the
group’s antiquated sound droid.

The band rarely settles down. The group hits
a planet, plays a few gigs in a city, stays maybe a
week, maybe three months, and moves on when
everybody has enough money to head off to the
next system. Sometimes, however, the band be-
comes entangled in other activities — most often
involving criminal elements or the Empire — and
leaves the system for safer prospects.

Since it’s always on the move, the band has
made good friends and contacts throughout this
section of the galaxy. While these might not be
the most influential contacts, they are still good
to have around when the band gets into a bad
situation.

Twilit is a good-natured and caring woman with
a beautiful voice. She has a soft spot for those in
trouble, and is always willing to help a friend in
need. In a time when she herself has little to lose,
Twilit makes it her business to help others in need
by whatever means she can.

When Twilit performs, she appears to be a
attractive woman — her hair styles are grand,
her dresses just past the cutting edge of fashion,
and her face the dreamy visage of a holovid
princess. But without her teased hair, painted
makeup and custom, form-padding dresses, Twilit
is simply a rather plain woman. Her most beauti-
ful quality is unseen, but can be heard every night
when she sings.

(- )

Adventure ldea

The characters hear rumors that some-
body escaped fromthel’att Armament com-
pound on Druckenwell with an experimen-
tal personal shield device before the entire
place blew up. The device is rumored to be
hidden somewhere in Il Avali’s warehouse
district between the industrial regions and
the worker class quarter.

The characters, as Rebels or free-trad-
ers, try to retrieve the device. They comb
through II Avali’s warehouses and dilapi-
dated buildings searching for the device
and avoiding stormtrooper patrols, the va-
grant denizens of the warehouse district,
and other competitors seeking the device.
The only evidence the device ever existed
is a cracked, useless c-board embedded in
ajunk pile the characters discover beneath
a ruined warehouse — the nest of a large
sewer predator living in the city’s service
sublevels. J

\_
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Twilit Hearth. All stats are 2D except: Dexter-
ity 3D, blaster 4D+2, brawling parry 4D, dodge 5D,
Knowledge 3D, artist: song 6D, bureaucracy 4D+2,
planetary systems 4D+2, streetwise 5D, survival
4D+2, Perception 3D+2 con 4D+2, gambling 5D,
hide 6D, sneak 6D. Move: 10. Hold-out blaster
(3D), trunk of fancy clothes and makeup.

Twilit's mate, Sprig Cheever, is a slender Hu-
man sporting a neatly trimmed goatee. His easy-
going nature is shown through his fluid posture.
If Cheeverisn’tleaning on something he’s slouch-
ing in a chair or comfortably draped over his
KeyBed.

While he share’s Twilit’s concern for others in
need, Cheever also thinks through the logistics
and implications of Twilit's actions helping oth-
ers. His first concern is for Twilit, then for the
band. He also handles most of the band’s busi-
ness arrangements, although he rarely exhibits
too much outward concern about anything.

Sprig Cheever. All stats are 2D except: blaster
2D+2, musical instrument operation: KeyBed 5D+2,
Knowledge 3D, bureaucracy 4D, cultures 4D+2,
languages 5D, planetary systems 4D+ 1, streetwise
5D, Perception 3D, con 5D, gambling 4D+2, sneak
4D, musical instrument repair 4D+2. Move: 10.
Portable KeyBed.

The band’s Bottom Viol player is a Bith named
Yccakic. He and Redd Metalflake share the dis-
tinction of being the worriers of the band. Yccakic

is always concerned the group won't make enough
credits for passage to the next system, fears his
instrument will be damaged in the cargo hold,
and wonders if the band should rehearse a few
new numbers now and then to keep the show
fresh.

Yccakicis alsoavery good Bottom Viol player,
and keeps the bass line and the tempo going for
the band’s songs. He’s also responsible for hook-
ing up Redd Metalflake before each show and
fixingthe ancient droid whenever he breaks down.

Yccakic. All stats are 2D except: dodge 3D,
musical instrument operation. Bottom Viol 4D,
Knowledge 4D, bureaucracy 5D+2, streetwise 5D,
droid programming 3D+ 1, droid repair4D+2. Move:
8. Bottom Viol, droid repair tools.

Redd Metalflake helps process the band’s
music so everything sounds professional. Unfor-
tunately, his ancient speakers and crumbling
innards don’t always help, and he requires con-
stant maintenance from Yccakic. Redd usually
propels himself on aset of malfunctioning treads,
but Yccakic has installed a handle on the droid’s
top side so band members can easily and quickly
pick him up and carry him when he lags behind.

Redd Metalflake. All stats are 1D except: Me-
chanical 2D, communications 3D, sensors 3D. Can
manipulate music and sound wired through him
as a skill of 4D. Move: 3. ¢
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Tinian, Tchaikovsky,
and Firebird

By Kathy Tyers

I'm honored and tickled to see “Tinian on
Trial” in this Best of the Journal collection. “Tinian”
was an experiment in miniaturizing one of my
favorite stories.

In my first novel, Firebird, 1 tried to write a
space opera in the extravagant style of
Tchaikovsky's fifth symphony: planetary inva-
sions and a princess in peril (named for

Stravinsky’s Firebird

Suite). In plotting a
story for the Journal, 1
wondered if the con-
version story would
play as well with sev-
eral elements turned
down, like a spot of
chamber music
played mezzo-piano
instead of fortissimo
con fuoco. Lady
Firebird became
Tinian (“tine” is Gaelic
for “fire”; “éan” means
“bird™).

[ began with power
structure. Firebird is
the third daughterofa
reigning queen.
Tinian’s family has au-
thority over most in-
habitants of her home
planet, but their power is purely economic.

Each main character is a competent young
woman, but | reduced Tinian from Firebird’s
heroic level. Firebird is trained as a fighter pilot
and sent on a suicide mission; Tinian is simply
skilled with explosives.

Both stories deal with conversion: when you
realize your mindset is based on false assump-
tions, you must change it. Reducing this element

affected plot rather than characters. Firebird is
taken prisoner, convinced to renounce her citi-
zenship, and finally sent on a mission against her
own family. Tinian’s rebellion against the Empire
begins with simple self-preservation; enhanced
by grief and revenge over what she believes to be
a triple murder, it crystallizes. She is just as
determined as Firebird to damage her enemy,
but she’s not yet in a situation to make much of
a splash against the Empire (she'll get closer in
“The Prize Pelt,” scheduled for 1996 release in
the Bantam anthology Tales of the Star Wars
Bounty Hunters).

Then there’s the romance element, that splen-
did Force-sensitive guy (almost off the subject:
I'd suspected that the most dramatic, if not the
most suitable, romance for Luke Skywalker would
be with an Imperial princess, until Timothy Zahn
and Barbara Hambly gave us Mara Jade and
Callista). This required amajor change. Firebird’s
counterpart is a super-competent intelligence
officer, a trained telepath. Tinian’s is a steady,
hard worker with high ideals, secretive about his
sensitivity; and he’s not only catastrophically
injured, but forced into hiding (for now).

Other parallels? Afiring squad scene provided
the climax of Firebird’s first novel (Firebird, 1987,
was followed by Fusion Firein 1988); in “Tinian on
Trial,” the real threat was elsewhere. Irrelevant
to Firebird but deeply relevant when [ conceived
Tinian, my grandmother’s health had begun to
fail. I was increasingly responsible for her well-
being until she died — therefore Tinian’s grand-
mother and her need for special care.

Not even Tchaikovsky always wrote sympho-
nies. We are drawn to the trials of the famous and
powerful, but a small person’s testing matters
just as much. Tinian I'att — now a character in
her own right — deserves a Tchaikovsky finish.

I'm working on it.
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Kathy Tyers:

PERSONAL INFLUENCES AFFECT
Bakura

by llene Rosenberg

Dentists and dinosaurs once roamed the Star
Wars universe.

Actually, their terrestrial selves never appeared,
but the influence of the dentist, the dino and other
subjects of interest to Kathy Tyers can be found in
her Bantam novel, The Truce at Bakura.

The Truce at Bakura was this self-described full-
time mom’s first appearance on the New York
Times’ hardcover fiction best seller list, but it was
not her first science fiction novel. She has also
written Firebird, Fusion Fire, Crystal Witness and
Shivering World, all of which were published by
Bantam Spectra.

Tyers lives in Bozeman, Montana, with her hus-
band, Mark, and their 13 year-old son Matthew. She
plays the flute and Irish harp, teaches private flute
students and performs and records folk music with
her husband.

Q: How were you chosen to write a Star Wars
novel? Why do you think Bantam Books and
Lucasfilm chose you?

A: My editor at Bantam, Janna Silverstein, has
known for a long time that | was a raving Star Wars
fan, and when the first book in Tim Zahn's trilogy
came out, I leapt on her for an advanced copy.

Thefact thatIhad published four science fiction
novels with Bantam Spectra when the contract
with Lucasfilm for the next 12 novels became
available maybe had something to do with it.

Q: How closely did you have to work with
Lucasfilm to do this project? Did you have to work
under any restrictions from Lucasfilm? Was there
anything you really wanted to do in the story that
had to be changed or tossed out completely?

A: I really, seriously, would have liked to have
left Luke Skywalker a married man at the end of my
novel. Other than that, the restrictions were very
straight forward. I could not do anything that
would conflict with Timothy Zahn'’s novels, which
take place five years later. Other than that, it was a
matter of being given a few guidelines.

[ was supposed to write a novel that would take
place immediately after the third movie. They
asked me to have all of the characters in one place,
rather than going off on several different plot-lines.
And, they asked me to have the fate of the universe
at stake.

[submitted my outline to Lucasfilm. They made
a couple of minor changes and sent it back, and |
worked from that. When the novel was finished,
again it was submitted to Lucasfilm and they asked
for a couple of minor changes. But  was happy to
make them. They didn’t conflict with anything I
was really trying to do with my novel, and they
helped it tie in that much better with the Star Wars
universe. I was pleased to do that.

Q: How did you come up with the novel’s plot?

A: When Janna suggested that I do a Star Wars
novel, she said that she and another editor who, at
that time, was working on the Star Wars series,
would call me five days later. She wanted me to
have five ideas ready — high concept ideas where
you could basically tell the plot of the novel in one
sentence.

When I spoke with them again, I had come up
with the five concepts. But the one that I liked the
best was the idea that there would be an alien
menace so terrible that the Empire and the Rebel
Alliance would temporarily, in one corner of the
galaxy, lay down their conflict and turn to fight the
common foe together.

Q: What did you do to prepare yourself for
writing a Star Wars tale?

A:I'made a big bowl of popcorn and sat down to
watch all three videos again for the thirty-
somethingth time. Everything that | have done and
been and seen in my life has gone into that novel,
too. My first degree was in microbiology, and I did
some work in parasitology. One of Governor
Nereus’s other hobbies is alien dentition. My father
is a dentist, and I'm up on teeth.

The whole Star Wars mythos is one I'm really
comfortable in, so I didn’t feel that I had to do any
extra work to make the novel that I would write fit
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inwithit.Thonestlyfelt that that was going to be the
easy part.

Q: What did you enjoy most about writing The
Truce at Bakura?

A: There wasn’t a single thing | didn't enjoy. 1
loved working with Lucasfilm. I loved working on a
plot that Iwould have liked to have been writing for
10years. WhenIgot the bugtowritesciencefiction,
[ wanted to write a Star Wars novel. They weren't
licensing Star Wars novels back then, so my career
took a different course. But maybe, if [ had to give
a brief answer, it would be finally getting to write a
Star Wars novel because | wanted to for so long.

Q: There was nothing that you enjoyed the
least about writing your novel?

A: There was one thing I didn’t enjoy: [ wanted
poor Devtosurvive. Other than that it was fun from
concept all the way through the book signings.

Q: Since The Truce at Bakura came so soon
after Return of the Jedi, the only template for
your characters was created by George Lucas,
although you had to be careful
not to disturb future story-lines
already created by Timothy Zahn,
Dark Horse Comics and others.
Was it a challenge to write about
characters who had a precon-
ceived future?

A: Yes and no. In real life, we
have to follow certain guidelines
inordertosurvive. Mydayis sched-
uled. [ know that on a given school
day, myhusband and sonwillshow
up at 4:30 p.m. and my flute stu-
dents will show up at 4 p.m. and
dinner has to somehow be fixed.
Things like that.

So it was very much like simply
being alive. There was an end-point toward which
we were aiming, so the characters already existed
and had personalities. Walking them through the
plot, they surprised me occasionally, but it wasn’t
difficult to make them function with a reasonable
forecast of their future already made.

Q: The Ssi-ruuk may be one of the only things
that could force the Empire and the Alliance to
work together. Where did you come up with the
idea for these heinous reptilians?

A: These “heinous reptilians” are more closely
related todinosaurs than any other species. They're
sort of pocket dinosaurs. My son, being 13, has
outgrown the dinosaur phase, but westillhavealot
of dinosaur books lying around the house. Current
scientific theory puts the dinosaurs as closer kinto
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birds than reptiles. So I made as many of their
characteristics birdlike as possible — from the
way they balance their bodies to the sound of their
speech, it reminded people of bird-song in the bass
range.

The idea for them kind of came in from every-
where.

Q: One of the major conflicts in Gaeriel
Captison’s life pits her interest in Luke against
her religious beliefs that Jedi destroy the balance
of the universe. How did you come up with this
idea?

A:I've had alittle bit of that kind of conflict in my
life being an evangelical Christian, | have a
number of friends who look askance at me for
writing science fiction. But writing in the Star Wars
universe, it was a challenge to take the all-encom-
passing concepts of Jedi Knights and the Force —
which seem to take in everything — and try to
invent a faith that refuses to be taken in: something
that would take the dark side of the Force/light side
of the Force concept just a little too far, and be-
come an extreme form of cosmic dualism. This is
what Gaeriel follows, the idea of the “cosmic bal-
ance:” anytime anybody enjoys any kind of privi-
lege in the universe, they are unconsciously dimin-
ishing someone else, whether they know it or not.

Q: Dev Sibwarra is a teen who falls in with the
wrong crowd and doesn’t realize it until it is
almost too late. How did you create the mixed-up
Dev?

A: Dev, to me, was the abused character. Both
partners in an abusive relationship becove ad-
dicted: the victim becomes addicted to abuse as
much as the abuser becomes addicted to having a
victim. Sowhile Dev really would have liked to have
gotten away, he was trapped by his own personal-
ity as much as he was trapped by being an alien
prisoner.

Q: Did you base the politics between the Impe-
rials and the Alliance on any terrestrial events?

A: No. As a matter of fact, politics is really my
weak spot. | just let a novel die on my computer
because it had too many political ramifications,
and | don’t enjoy broadcasting my ignorance. I'd
rather writeabout somethingwherelcanappear at
least reasonably knowledgeable.

Basically, it just came out of little threads from
here and there. Reading Will Durant’s The Story of
Civilization, 1 got alot of good ideas for civilizations
and how they work.

Q: How did you meet the challenge of creating
explosive battles and intense chases worthy of
the Star Wars trilogy’s name for print?
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A: [ have written space opera since | started
writing science fiction. My first protagonist in my
first novel was a female fighter pilot.

One of the cool factors that came together in my
life when I started writing was a visit to Bozeman,
Montana, by the Air Force Thunderbirds. The
minute they flew over my apartment in close for-
mation — six planes basically wing tip to wing tip
— I fell head-over-heels for fighter craft. [ have
studied as much as [ could, mostly Air Force jets.

Ihaveafriend whois aretired four-star Air Force
general. He’s a neat guy and a big technical reader,
so he has always given me feedback—whether my
flight scenes were actually working, whether people
were doing something impossible.

As for making them move quickly, theidea, as far
as I'm concerned, is to follow a battle as much as
possible from one character’s point of view. If |
were thrust into a battle, what would [ be seeing at
every point, what would [ be thinking, how scared
would [ be, and how would [ be able to concentrate
on what was actually going on? Taking that a step
further, now it’s not just me in the battle, but it’s
Luke Skywalker or some other character comingin
with all of the training and knowledge and experi-
ence he has. How would he react?

I've read up on the Israeli Air Force and recent
developments inair-to-air combat. Of course, space
combat won’t be like airto-air combat, but it’s
similar enough that we can take what we know and
take it two or three steps farther.

Q: Asa woman writer of a Star Wars novel, do
you think you to perceive Luke, Han and espe-
cially Leia differently than amale novelist would?

A: Perhaps. | might have empathy for certain
different shades of situation than a male writer
would have. But when it comes right down to
writing characters, a good male writer can write
good female characters. A good female writer can
write good male characters. What you simply have
to do is make them human, believably human with
strengths and weaknesses and emotional baggage
from past events, and hopes and aspirations and
goals.

I do a three to four-page character analysis of
every main character in all of my novels before |
even start writing. So I have to know these charac-
ters as well as possible.

Q: How did you use West End Games’ roleplay-
ing game sourcebooks as a basis for the Star
Wars universe?

A: Bantam sent me a box of basic materials as
soon as Janna and I had hung up. I was able to use
the correct blue-prints for the Millennium Falcon,
for example, or to get an idea of relative speed of
the starfighters. [used West End Games’ material a
lot.

Q: What makes Star Wars a timeless story
which can be enjoyed by all generations?

A: Star Wars draws on mythological concepts
that go so deep into human nature that there’s
hardly anyone who can’t find something to relate
to: the lost sibling, the lost parent, good against
evil, coming of age, the passing of the torch from
the aged mentor, wanting desperately to end up on
the side of the universe that is good. These are
common threads of human experience. They lend
deep gut-level credence to the Star Wars mythos,
so that all of the wonderful human adventure has
solid ground to stand on.

Q: What other science fiction projects are you
working on?

A: My current novel is a space opera called One
Mind’s Eye. It is another alien invasion story, but
these aliens are significantly different from the Ssi-
ruuk. The main character is a young woman who
spent two years hardwired into a virtual reality
unit. Nobody knows exactly where it came from —
or where she came from — when the novel opens.

Q: How is writing for Star Wars different from
your other writing?

A:Ihad toremember that it’s okay to use to use
other peoples’ terms. | had to remember that it’s
okay to use other peoples’ characters. When I'm
writing my own material, | have to make a con-
scious effort to try to be new and different and
creative. Writing in the Star Wars universe, it’s not
only okay, it’s accepted and desirable and a lot of
fun to take the universe as other people see it and
play with it in that way — the gaming material, the
movie material, the other writers’ novels. Every
writer brings in his or her material, otherwise the
book wouldn’t be worth writing. But, for example,
calling the building material transparisteel instead
of making up my own term — that’s so easy, it's so
enjoyable.

Q: Do you have any other plans to write for
Star Wars?

A: I have hopes and dreams. | have a piece of
short fiction in each one of the three anthologies
that Bantam is going to be bringing out; Star Wars:
Tales from the Star Wars Cantina, Star Wars: Tales
from Jabba the Hutt’s Palace, and there’s going to be
athird anthology on the bounty hunters that Darth
Vader sends out hunting Han Solo and the Millen-
nium Falcon.I've been asked to contribute to each
of those.

In terms of writing more novels, [ have not been
asked.I'dloveto.lguessthat —sofar—the people
at Lucasfilm have liked what I have written. If there
were more Star Wars novels to be had, I'd jump at
the chance.
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System Datafile: Sevarcos
Sevarcos system, star: Lumea, spectral
orange class sun. Twelve planetoids: four
solid, eight gaseous.
Only one life-supporting world: Sevarcos
II.

Primary economy: spice mining colony.

This is a highly restricted system! Impe-
rial customs blockade is in effect. Entrance,
landing, and exit permits are required. T'rade
authorizations granted by invitation only.
Limited travel zone access on Sevarcos 1l
Access is forbidden to all other planets.
Energy and other weapon forms are not
permitted in the mining regions.

In almost every free-trading starport across
the galaxy, just the mention of the word spice is
enough to spawn many aspacer’s story. Although
Kessel is perhaps more infamous among the
numerous spice worlds, the wind-swept planet of
Sevarcos has earned itself a reputation where
both fortune or failure can happen in the blink of
an eye. It has been said that those poor souls
sentenced to toil in the spice mines of Sevarcos
are forever doomed. And if not for the great
wealth lurking there, one might believe that no
responsible free-trader would dare travel there
— deliberately, that is.

The myths surrounding the dreaded spice
mines of Sevarcos serve the Empire and its min-
ions well — a constant reminder to enemies and
wrongdoers alike that perhaps there are fates
worse than death. Still, many smugglers have
beentempted tc penetrate the system’s layers of
security and protection. Then there is the mys-
tery of Sevarcos spice — is it true that some
beings would kill their closest relatives to pos-
sess it? Why is one kind of spice worth more than
another? And who really controls Sevarcos and
the spice trade — the Empire or some other
power?

Free-traders and other independent spacers
often consider the lure and danger of the Sevarcos
spice trade and the immense amount of profit
lurking behind it. But be warned — Sevarcos is
not a place for the meek or the novice. What
follows is a compendium of experience and infor-
mation about Sevarcos, the mines, and the spice
trade for either the plainly curious or the seri-
ously business-minded.

System Summary

Smugglers and pirates alike love to weave
tales concerning the Sevarcos system. But con-
trary to belief, Sevarcos is not some mysterious

blip in the nav computer that pops up randomly
across the galaxy. In fact, its coordinates are
easily available for astrogation purposes. The
fact remains, however, that one should not even
think about entering the Sevarcos system with-
out the proper permits or trade authorizations,
or one might as well consider their space-faring
career at an end.

Because its main export is spice, a highly
restricted commodity, the Sevarcos system is
under permanent customs blockade by the Em-
pire, meaning that any incoming or outgoing
transport without the correct permits or trade
authorizations is immediately impounded. The
Empire monitors all system traffic with perim-
eter sensor satellites and alarge force of customs
cutters, cruisers, and frigates. TIE fighters and
smaller assault vessels are in abundance the
closer one approaches the spice planet itself,
and it is not all that unusual to see one or two
older Victory-class Star Destroyers cruising the
outer system boundaries. Do not confuse these
Star Destroyers with their slower or undergunned
siblings of pre-Empire days: these ships have
been completely overhauled, with better shields
and more long-range gunnery.

Sevarcos picket duty has long been consid-
ered a luxury compared to most other posts. So
confident is the Empire in the combined fire-
power of its capital ships that some free-traders
claim it borders on laziness. A few old blockade
runners know how to exploit the weaknesses of
the Victory-class Star Destroyer, especially around
their sensor and tractor beam packages. Even so,

Sevarcos

Type: Terrestrial

Temperature: Hot during the day. cool during night
Atmosphere: Type |l

Hydrosphere: Arid

Gravity: Standard

Terrain: Plains. desert. mountains

Length of Da » standard hours

Length of Y 78 local days

Sapient Species: Humans; others in mining regions
Starports: 2 Imperial class, 4 standard ¢l

Population: 1 million, not including mine population or imperial person-

nel

Planet Function: Spice mines and prisons
Government: Council of Spice Lords

Tech Level: Industrial with vestiges of feudal
Major Exports: Andris and carsunum spice
Major Imports: Low technology

Capsule: Scevarcos is known for its varicties of spice and its
infamous spice mines. Although the native Sevari have grown
accustomed to the tiny granules of pure spice carried into the
atmosphere by the wind, visitors are quickly affected by this
spice, and often wear breath masks to negate its effects.

Sevarcos is under an Imperial blockade. Al ships |

departing are monitored and inspected by Imperial Customs

officers.

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4

Anthony Paul Russo



The Free-Trader’s Guide to Sevarcos

STA R

4 N

Sevarcos Spice Eel

7

7 f /27%

7,

7

4

/// i /// // 4
w7 7
/

1
v

Type: Carnivorous sand-boring slug
DEXTERITY 2D

PERCEPTION 3D

Search 5D

STRENGTH 4D

Brawling 5D

Special Abilities:

Bite: Does STR+1D damage.

Tail Lash: Does STR+1D+2 damage.
Move: 12 (surface), 6 (boring underground)
Size: 10-15 meters long

Orneriness: 5D

Capsule: The spice eel’'s prenombric lobes permit it to orient
itself as well as sense vibrations through rock and water. These
lobes, however, are very sensitive. If the eel encounters a loud
enough noise, like that from a stun grenade, there is a good
chance the spice eel will run directly away from it.

For giant spice eels, add 1D to the creature’s Strength and
Perception

. J

the Empire maintains a firm grip on Sevarcos and
its spice trade.

Between the sixth and seventh planetary or-
bits in the Sevarcos system is an immense aster-
oid field, believed to be the remnants of a thir-
teenth planet. The field is not difficult to navigate
if one follows the proper beacons and nav-buoys,
but it makes an excellent hiding place for spice
smugglers and other less-scrupulous types. For
this reason, the Empire has several barges in the
asteroid field. These barges house TIE intercep-
tors and Skipray blastboats for the purpose of
scouring the field of undesirables.

The pilots of these fighters are trained exclu-
sively for asteroid navigation, and the reputation

WARS™

of their piloting skills is such that they have been
given their own special squadron designation:
Fate’s Judges. Acceptance to the squadron re-
quires flying through the field without instru-
ments and under certain stresses.

Sevarcos, \World of Endless Wind

Sevarcos Il is the only planet in the system
capable of supporting life, the three remaining
solid worlds having long since lost their atmo-
spheres. Sevarcos is a dry, rugged planetoid —
its northern latitudes are quite mountainous, the
southernregions are vast deserts, whiletheequa-
torial belt consists of endless plains. Harsh winds
whip the ever-present sand into frenzied storms.
During certain yearly equinoxes, the winds can
reach gale forces. Sevarcos’ bright orange sun,
Lumea, paints the roughened features of the
landscape in shades of cinnamon brown and
burnt amber.

If Sevarcos’ surface climate can be judged quite
harsh by the newcomer, its atmosphere can be
downright dangerous. The moment a whiff of air is
inhaled, one can immediately sense the odor of
spice, a combination of sweet, dusky, and tangy
sensations. The presence of spice is everywhere
on the planet’s surface, lurking in small, useless
quantities among the rocks and rubble, and car-
ried aloft as tiny granules by the winds.

Even though the amount absorbed by respira-
tion is drastically tiny, the unprotected visitor is
exposed to pure, raw spice. This affects almost
all new arrivals in small, almost indiscernible
ways —feelings of dizziness, nausea, and aslightly
euphoria are quite common. Some species and
races are less susceptible to this effect, some-
times called “catching the wind.” There is no
medical prevention for it, except by using breath
masks and protective outer garb.

Other than the deep canyons, high escarp-
ments, and kilometers of dark desert, life is nearly
non-existent on the planet’s surface, with the
exception of afew firmly entrenched settlements.
To find water, one must burrow beneath the
hardened rock. The planet’s substrata are po-
rous, forming an arterial network of water and
natural tunnels. Opposed to the endless plains
above, Sevarcos’ underworld is bristling with
life. Small underground lakes and pools host an
assortment of plant and animal species that thrive
in total darkness.

This underworld paradise has its price, how-
ever. Below the surface, down in the mines, the
amount of purespiceinthe atmosphereincreases.
If exposed for an extended time, perhaps over
years, the buildup of toxic levels of spice in the
body typically results in a lingering and painful
death. It is no wonder that many consider penal
servitude on Sevarcos a death sentence.
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Spice Eels

Few ofthe native creatures on Sevarcos present
any real danger. The exception is the spice eel.
Spice eels can reach lengths well beyond 15
meters, while some older varieties can achieve
sizes up to 30 meters in length and 5 meters in
height. Their bodies are ridged with powerful,
leathery segments and their mouths contain sev-
eral rows of crushing molars used to burrow
through rock.

Spice eels spend their early lives in subterra-
nean water pools. After several life stage growths,
similar to moltings, the creatures burrow through
rock and sediment in search of prey. Spice eels
have no eyes, relying instead on pressure-sensi-
tive organs in their heads that not only supply
them with a natural sense of direction and orien-
tation (much like the canals and membranes of
the Human middle ear), but locate vibrations
that indicate potential meals. Spice eels eat other
small borers and diggers like itself, but spice
mining activities also manage to attract it.

Nomadic Sevari tribes often hunt spice eels for
meat, hides and other parts used as trade items.
Somehunters brave treacherous caverns to find
spice eels, while others have methods of luring
them to the surface. Most nomad clans on
Sevarcos are scavengers, scrounging sand-be-
sieged wrecks of Imperial vehicles and other
discarded equipment for salable materials.

The Sevari

Besides the presence of the Empire and the
various species enslaved in the spice mines,
Sevarcos also has an original humanoid popula-
tion who call themselves the Sevari. Very little is
known about the Sevari’'s past, although it is
believed that they are not natives of the planet
but descendants of an expedition dating from the
earliest days of the Old Republic. (Certain an-
cient records make note of the existence of a
colony ship named the Sevari Cabal that was lost
during those times.) Over time, these colonists
formed the numerous clans that oversee the
planet’s spice trade (although the processing,
purchasing, and distribution of Sevarcos spice is
controlled directly by the Empire).

The Sevari clans, with some exceptions, have
asurprising lack of interest in advanced technol-
ogy. Much of their equipment dates back from
ancient Old Republic days, including their use of
wind-powered repulsorcraft — which they call
wind riders — to float across the landscape.

Each Sevari clan has a rigid social class struc-
ture dating back to the colony’s founding. Cus-
toms between clans vary greatly by region —
from the use of spice in religious ceremonies to
arranged marriages to unite clans and avoid
feuds.

( Adventure Idea h

While on a spice expedition to Sevarcos,
the characters’ ship is damaged and makes
an emergency landing during a blinding
sandstorm. They are rescued by nomads
who ask the characters for help. Imperial
forces are hunting the nomads because of
their raids against spice mining platforms.

The platforms are mining spice against
the wishes of the nomads’ clan lord. Deep
below the nomads’ territory is an under-
ground lake that serves as a breeding ground
for giant spice eels — the nomads’ only
source of food and trade goods. The char-
acters must somehow resolve the nomads’
dispute and persuade them to supply the
parts necessary to repair their ship.

\. J

Those who dwell in the southern deserts tend
totravelin clan ships —huge family wind carracks
passed on with each new generation. Many clans
of the rugged Northern Frontier live in the pro-
tection of mining settlements built directly into
the side of mountains.

The Sevarihave extraordinaryrespect for their
leaders, and turn to them for guidance, wisdom,
and strength. Each leader, in turn, pledges their
loyalty to a clan lord, who provides stability over
the many argumentative clans. The strongest of
the clan lords receives the title of spice lord. The
spice lords of Sevarcos devote themselves to
establishing trade and profit across the stars in
the name of the clans they represent. The spice
lords set the market price of spice, regulate
production, negotiate trade agreements with
spice merchants, and select regions for contin-
ued spice mining and extraction.

Sevari Tribe Member. All stats are 2D except:
Dexterity 2D+2, archaic guns 3D, Mechanical 2D+2,
repulsorlift operation: wind rider 3D. Move 10.
Flashpistol (4D+2), vibroblade (STR+3D damage).

Spice Narcosis

Not surprisingly, present generations of Sevari
have developed a tolerance for pure spice over the
many millennia spent on Sevarcos, although most
cannot tolerate other worlds’ atmospheres with-
out a special spice-breather apparatus. In fact,
Sevari or long-time residents (including prisoners)
who are suddenly brought into a different atmo-
spheric environment may succumb to a strange
coma known as spice narcosis. Treatment for the
effects of the coma is available only from the most
knowledgeable of doctors or medical droids.

If exposed to any non-Sevarcos atmosphere, a
character with a tolerance for airborne spice
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4 N\ ers, can suffer from reduced effectiveness, dan-
Blaster Weapon Mishap Table gerous backlashes, and even power pack detona-
: . tions on Sevarcos. These effects have been at-
Die Result  Blaster Mishap tributed to flying sand particles that become
1-2 Weapon shorts, power pack is completely highly charged during Sevarcos’ wild windstorms.
drained and needs replacement. During such storms, all attacks using blasters
3-4 Power pack overloads and destroys in- should reduce the amount of damage by half at
ternal control circuitry, weapon is use medium range. Blasters have no effect at long
less. range. If aoneis rolled on the wild die when firing
5-6 Power pack immediately detonates and a blaster during a sandstorm, there is a possibil-
inflicts its normal amount of damage to ity that blowing charged sand particles can send
every character within a six meter range powerful energy arcs back to the weapon. The
of the detonation. gamemaster should roll 1D and consult with the
\_ y, mishap table for the effect.

The clans of the Northern Frontier first per-
must make a Difficult Strength check every hour, ~ fected the design of the flashpistol. Flashpistols
or else the character lapses into spice narcosis. ~ are muzzle-loaded, archaic projectile weapons
AModerate medicine roll must be madetorevive  that fire a single, rounded metal bullet or even a
the character. small stone if necessary. Once fired, they require

at least one full round to be reloaded. Two-barrel
Flashpistols and even four-barrel versions are known to exist
The Sevari display a considerable lack of trust ~ (USing a separate trigger for each barrel), while
in most energy weapons. This is probably be-  Other variants have a cutlass-like blade slung
cause almost all energy weapons, such as blast- Fndg:rneath the barrel for use after the weapon is
ired.
4 : - N i Wind Ri
Sevari Flashpistol Sevari Wind Riders
A wind rider consists of a long hull outfitted
with two outrigger repulsorlift units to either
Ramrod Sight Powder-Fill side. Forward motion is provided by the craft’s
Smoke Vents Hammer large sail. A wind rider is flown (“soared” is the
more accepted local term) by two people. The
Muzzle sails are controlled by a single person wearing a
harness that keeps the sailor in an upright posi-
tion. While the sailor ensures that the wind rider’s
sail is always filled with wind, the other person

Snap-Open Blade

(Removable) Blade

Trigger

Extra Rounds
and Powder
Model: Custom-Made Sevari Flashpistol Storage in Grip
Type: Archaic projectile weapon
Scale: Character
Skill: Archaic guns: flashpistol
Ammo: 1

work, etc.

Availability: Available only on Sevarcos
Fire Rate: 1/2

Range: 3-10/30/60

Damage: 4D+2

with an Easy difficulty to hit. The blade does STR+1D damage.

.

Cost: 50 to 500, depending on model, number of barrels, ornate design

Game Notes: A one rolled on the wild die indicates a premature
detonation of the flash chamber. The gamemaster should roll 1D
if this occurs. On a roll of 1 or 2, the gun has misfired this round
and must be reloaded. On a 3 or 4, the weapon'’s barrel has been
damaged and is useless until repaired. On a roll of 5 or 6, the
weapon explodes in the user’s hand, causing 4D+2 damage.
Flashpistols with blade extensions can be used in melee combat

operates a tiller in the back end of the craft. The
tillers consist of two oversized paddles that
project below the hull like rudders. Twisting the
tiller arms in a particular direction forces the
craft to slip sideways, just like the rudder of a
sailing ship on water. Both sailor and tiller must
make certain the craft does not dip below a
certain altitude, else the tiller paddles or
repulsorlift units will be dashed against the rocks
below.

Certain wind riders come equipped with a
variety of ordnanceto prevent, or assistin, board-
ing actions. The ballista or giant crossbow is
typically mounted in the bow of the craft. By
attaching a line to the arrow’s tail, it may be used
to grapple or snare an opponent’s ship. Set the
arrowhead on fire with a flammable substance,
and the weapon may be used in a deadly fire
attack. Spinblade arrows are used to cut control
ropes, sails, and even crew members.

Larger wind ships, like carracks and brigands,
use catapults to launch glasslike spheres that
explode and set wind riders afire on impact.
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Slave galleys, the largest of the wind ships, mount
spectacular broadsides of muzzle-loading
flashcannons. Even Imperial vehicles might be
daunted by the approach of such a massive and
ponderous behemoth.

The Imperial Presence on
Sevarcos

The Empire directly controls the flow of spice
from Sevarcos, regulating its consistency, level
of purity, export, sale, and availability. That
Sevarcos also doubles as a major Imperial prison
facility is one of the few success stories Com-
merce agencies within COMPNOR can actually
brag about. The prison mines and the spice they
extract are ominous remindeérs of Imperial effi-
ciency. There is currently no post of Imperial
Governor on Sevarcos. The spice lords are agree-
able to most Imperial activities on their world,
and several contract out certain regions of their
lands exclusively for prison use.

The highest-ranking Imperial office on Sevarcos
belongs tothe planetary commandant, a position
that carries both military and political duties.
The commandant is directly responsible for the
customs blockade around the system perimeter,
and is considered commanding flag officer for all
naval and close orbit actions (an honorary duty
at best, since the commandant usually defers to
his fleet group captain for most naval and system
defense decisions).

A greater portion of the commandant’s con-
cern lies with enforcing planet-side security and
protecting Imperial interests on Sevarcos. In this
matter, an Imperial “interest” could consist of
the discovery of falsified transit documents, con-
struction of new prison mines, interpretation of
new Imperial spice trade regulations, or a prison
mine uprising. The commandant has immediate
access to a full range of Imperial Army personnel
and top equipment, including a walker battalion,
repulsorlift battalion, artillery, and line armor
regiments. There are also a number of
stormtrooper units assigned specifically to the
prison mines. The commandant is charged with
using whatever means at his disposal to ensure
that spice flows from Sevarcos and the prison
facilities are running at maximum efficiency.

The Spice Lords

“Crossing a spice lord is not the smartest thing to
do, since there’s the distinct possibility it’ll be the
last thing you'll do.”

— Anonymous Spice Trader

The spice lords of Sevarcos are a mysterious,
seldom-seem lot, claiming allegiance to no power
but their own, not even the Emperor’s. Some

Sevari Wind Rider

\

Craft: Typical Personal Wind Rider
Type: Wind-propelled repulsorlift vehicle
Scale: Speeder
Length: 11 meters
Skill: Repulsorlift operation: wind rider
Crew: 2, gunners: 2
Passengers: 4-8
Cargo Capacity: 0.25 metric tons
Cover: 1/4
Altitude Range: Ground level-10 meters
Cost: 2,500-5,000 credits
Maneuverability: 2D
Move: 35; 100 kmh
Body Strength: 2D
Weapons:
Ballista
Fire Arc: Front
Crew: 2
Skill: Archaic Weapons: crossbows
Fire Control: 0D
Range: 3-25/75/100
Damage: 3D

\_

lords openly contract the Empire to mine their
lands with prison labor, despite thetoll tolife and
limb. Other spice lords shun Imperial contact
entirely, preferring to mine and sell spice by
themselves, and have little to no interest in the
politics of power throughout the galaxy.

When disputes concerning the cost of spice
and mining arise, most Sevari clans defer to the
three most powerful of the spice lords: Lord
Quintas of the Southern Deserts, Lady Trevael of
the Northern Frontier, and Lord Cassius Nolath
Rha, undisputed master of the planet’s highly
profitable Equatorial Belt and its feared prison
mines.

Lord Rha’s Spice Blades

Lord Rha maintains an elite force of personal
guards, known with some trepidation and fear as
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Planetary Commandant Velpar Raftin

Type: Imperial Planetary Comman-
dant

DEXTERITY 2D+2

Blaster 3D+2, blaster artillery 3D+2,
dodge 4D+2, vehicle blasters 3D+2
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Bureaucracy: Sector Plexus 7D, bu-
reaucracy: Sevarcos 6D, culture 5D,
law enforcement 5D, planetary sys-
tems: Sevarcos 6D, value 5D, will-
power 5D

MECHANICAL 3D+1

Repulsorlift operation 4D+1, sensors
4D+1

PERCEPTION 3D

Command 5D, hide 5D, persuasion
5D

STRENGTH 2D+2

TECHNICAL 2D+1

First aid 3D

Character Points: 6

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), comlink, medpac, sandsuit (sealed
against atmosphere intrusion)

Capsule: Velpar Raftin has recently been appointed planetary
commandant of the Sevarcos system. Heis a successful operatician
who worked his way quickly up through the ranks of the Sector
Plexus Intelligence network. It is believed the previous comman-
dant lost the post after failing to stop a smuggling ring from using
some of his force’s own Imperial capital ships to transport illicit
cargoes of spice.

During the investigation of the previous commandant, then
Security Major Velpar Raftin’s position within Sector Plexus gave
him access to vital information on the smuggling trade, informa-
tion he gladly used to suspend the transit licenses of several
major shipping companies and put a stop to a flourishing trade of
independent small-time smugglers. While the action hardly put a
dent in the widespread spice smuggling trade, Raftin’s superiors
were suitably impressed and had him promoted to the position he
helped vacate.

Raftinis areedy thin, hawk-faced administrator who puts little
trust in excuses and explanations. He has recently implemented
a broad strategic plan that includes an intrinsic check of all
customs officers responsible for examining ships that enter and
leave the system (which he obtains through his contacts at Sector
Plexus), relentless drilling of prison security methods and tech-
niques, and a change in close-orbit tactics.

Several new Imperial garrisons have been erected at his order,
much to the chagrin of the spice lords, along key trade routes
frequented by the Sevari and at all Imperial spaceports and cargo
loading centers.

Commandant Raftin is becoming more concerned with the
power of the Sevari spice lords, and wonders why the Emperor
has not decided to strip them of control of their precious lands
and award Raftin full governorship of the planet he has regulated

11.
Co we
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the Spice Blades. The Blades wear black and
blood-red tunics, trousers, and boots. They have
beentrained exclusively to use heavy vibroblades
and wear distinctive respirators that pipe hu-
midified black spice into their lungs. The black
spice not only enhances the soldiers’ fighting
abilities, it also weakens their minds, turning

r

Adventure ldea

Hoping to find profit on Sevarcos, the
characters stumble across the beautiful
daughter of a Sevari clan leader who is
running away to avoid an arranged mar-
riage to another clan leader. The charac-
ters are accidentally mistaken for kidnap-
pers by one side and spies by the other, and
soon find themselves involved in a pitched
war between the two clans! The adventure
caninclude abattle usingthe Sevari’s unique
windriders, complete with rollicking board-
ing actions, noisy flashpistols, and clashing
vibroblades as the characters try to un-
tangle the mess and escape the clan lead-
ers’ wrath.

J

them into absolutely loyal fighting machines —
pertfect for Lord Rha’s needs.

The Spice Blades do not know the meaning of
the words, “set to stun.” They kill. If their swords
won’t do the job, then they resort to long-bar-
reled flashrifles they carry on their backs.

Because of the black spice and the rigorous
mental training to ensure their loyalty to Lord
Rha, Spice Blades are not as susceptible to other
characters using the command or Jedi affect mind
skills on them. Jedi or other students of the Force
trying to use receptive telepathy or projective
telepathy detect very little mental presence or
emotion in the mind of a Spice Blade — only a
great empty void filled with bits of fervor and
fanaticism.

The effects of the black spice also allow Spice
Blades to enhance Strength or Dexterity by 1D for
the length of one combat round.

Lord Rha’s Spice Blades. All stats are 2D
except: Dexterity 4D, archaic guns: flashpistol 5D,
brawling parry 5D, dodge 7D, melee combat:
vibroblades 7D, melee parry 6D, Strength 4D+2,
brawling 6D+2, stamina 6D+2. Move: 10. Flashrifle
(5D damage), heavy vibroblade (STR+3D+2, maxi-
mum damage 6D+2), spice respiratory appara-
tus, 4 throwing knives (STR+1D).

All attempts to use command, con, intimida-
tion, or persuasion to encourage Spice Blades to
ignore, change, or contradict Lord Rha’s com-
mands are Heroic tasks. The Jedi receptive te-
lepathy or projective telepathy skills detect only
loyal fanaticism to Lord Rha. Successfully using
the Jedi affect mind power requires a Very Diffi-
cult roll when trying to use simple one-word
commands on a Spice Blade — as long as they do
not contradict the orders of Lord Rha. Trying to
use the affect mind power to make the Jedi or
another character appear as Lord Rha is consid-
ered a Difficult task.
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The Festival of the High Winds

“And you thought swoop bike racing was a scary
sport — these guys do this sort of thing for fun!”

—Birdigan Nasalle, TransGal Champion

Swoop Racer

Each year, the spice lords meet with their
clans at the late season equinox, also known as
the Festival of the High Winds. Many representa-
tives from other interested parties attend the
ceremonies — powerful spice merchants,
crimelords and slavers, as well as Imperial repre-
sentatives.

While the lords bicker and set the price for
spice for the coming year, the clans race their
wind riders through the nearby canyons in trib-
ute to their former ancestors. These races are
filled with danger and peril, as the crews of the
windriders use whatever means (including weap-

Lord Cassius Nolath Rha )

Type: Spice Lord

DEXTERITY 3D

Archaic guns: flashpistol 7D, blast-
ers 5D, bows: heavy ballista 4D,

dodge 7D, melee combat:
vibroblades 6D+2, melee parry 6D
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Business 6D, cultures: Sevari 9D,
planetary systems: Sevarcos 10D,
survival 7D+1, value 7D, willpower
6D+2

MECHANICAL 2D+2
Communications 4D, repulsorlift op-
eration: windrider 6D+1, space trans-
ports 4D

PERCEPTION 3D+1

Bargain 5D+2, command 6D+2, hide
5D, persuasion 5D+1, sneak 5D
STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 5D+2, stamina 5D
TECHNICAL 2D

ons and fists) to stop the others from winning.

Sevari Spice and Trade

“Sevari andris spice — preferred 10 times out of

12 in blind sample tests by the Imperial Board of
Foodstuffs and Consumables ...”

— COMPNOR Advertisement

Any discussion of Sevarcos is not complete
without mention of its spice. Although its harsh-
est critics tend to refer to all spice as some form
of addictive drug, others regard it as a harmless
seasoning and food preservative used since the
earliest days of the Old Republic. Spice is so
commonplace it can be found in nearly every
settled region that conducts interstellar trade,
and sometimes serves as currency where other
monetary systems, like credits, don’t exist.

Andris

The different kinds of spice are as numerous
as theworlds whereit can be found. Kessel spice,
is naturally quite popular, and yet very different
from Sevarcos spice. There are two forms of
Sevari spice. Andris, the white spice, is the most
common. When mined, andris first appears as a
light tan, crumbling substance. In its raw form,
andris spice was used in many of the slower
starships of the Old Republic to help preserve

food. Later, a refinement step was added using

Repulsorlift repair: wind rider 3D

Character Points: 10

Move: 10
Equipment: Comlink, datapad, flashpistol (4D+2 damage), macrobin-
oculars, 2 recording rods, vibroblade (STR+3D)

Capsule: Of the three spice lords, Lord Cassius Nolath Rha is
noted for his ruthlessness. An athletically trim and powerful man
for his years, Rha is the very picture of health and strength. He
travels in a huge, extravagant, floating spice galley, the Andris
Moon, which is manned by hundreds of prisoners who row oar-
impellers. He also owns several fortresses and retreats located in
the rugged canyons near the Northern Frontier of Lady Trevael.

Rha controls the Equatorial Belt of Sevarcos, reaping vast profit
from both his spice mines and the Empire for using the spice mines
as prison camps. Hundreds of Rha’s mining platforms dot the
barren plains, the wasted rock from the spice refining process
pouring like soot into the orange-tinted sky. Lord Quintas and Lady
Trevael are quite envious of Rha’s mastery of the planet, and both
are quietly biding their time, hoping for an opportunity when the
greatest of the spice lords falls from power. So far it has been await
in vain, as long as Rha continues his typical courtesies toward
Planetary Commandant Raftin.

The last thing Lord Rha wants is an interruption of the spice
trade. The Empire’s struggle against the Rebellion concerns him
only in the increasing number of prisoners sent to the spice mines
for acts of treason against the Empire. In truth, his allegiance tothe
Empire is quite fickle. The spice trade existed long before the
ascent of Palpatine as Emperor, and as long as the spice flows, it
will continue to do so long after his demise or replacement. Rha
and the other spice lords have also mostly ignored the Emperor’s
demands to reduce the cost of spice.

Lord Rha maintains a small unit of personal bodyguards, the
Spice Blades, who are fanatically loyal to their liege.

Anthony Paul Russo

powerful electrical charges that turn the raw . J

spice into a white, crystalline powder. This re- .

finement process is said to double andris spice’s ~ and the Imperial Navy. ) .

effects against food spoilage and enhances andris’ Abitter debate has been steadily growing that

flavoring of food. refined andris spice is the leash that the Empire
Commercially refined andris, reduced to 25 uses to stifle the galaxy into subordination. Medi-

percent in purity, is used across the galaxy inthe ¢l research has long since proven that andris of

preparation of foodstuffs and is easily available. 100 percent purityis quitetoxic. Justlivingon the

The use of andris has even received the approval ~ Planet of Sevarcos itself can prematurely end a

of COMPNOR and other Imperial regulatory agen- life. But those who use large quantities of spice

cies, and has found its way intomilitary garrisons ~ nave made many ludicrous claims about the
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Lord Rha’s Slave Galley, Andris Moon
Observation Towers
Control
Bridge Promenade Deck
Stone Flashgun Mizzen Deck
Ram Oar Deck Rah'’s
Deck Quarters
f \\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ S T s Reserve
) Thruster
Slave Quarter
—
Repulsorlift Keel
Impellor Oars

physical and psychological benefits of high-pu-
rity andris.

~

Carsunum

The other Sevari spice, carsunum or black
spice, has an even more mythical past. Carsunum
is very rare and difficult to mine on Sevarcos. It is
sometimes found under solid layers of hard rock
deep in the mines.

The stories surrounding carsunum and the
Old Republic havellittle to do with food preserva-
tion. One tale concerns the Healer’'s Guild, a
somewhat secretive and mysterious ancient alli-
ance of beings from many different worlds dedi-
catedto preservinglife. The guild used carsunum
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in their formulas to help control and prevent the

(

Mountainside

Lord Rha’s Mountain Keep

Forward

Defensive Rampart Tower

(With Flashgun Cannon)

&

Stairs to Wine
and Food Cellars

Garrison
Stores

Guest
Quarters

Lordship’s
Quarters

Sensor
Mast

Garrison
Commander’s
Quarters

(With

Garrison
Stores

C

— f
.
/

Defensive

Rampart ii’Vith Cannon

Stairs to Stores
and Munitions

Stairs

Elevator Shaft
to Munitions Forward

Tower

Defensive
Rampart

Flashgun
annon)

spread of deadly hive viruses, including a variant
of the one that maddened the crews of the Old
Republic’s Katana Fleet before they slaved their
ships together and jumped into hyperspace for
parts unknown. When the Empire emerged, the
Healer’s Guild mysteriously vanished along with
the remains of the Old Republic.

The prestigious and the powerful can be seen
wearing tiny golden vials of carsunum as sym-
bols of their wealth. Despite the Imperial prohibi-
tion on its distribution, many species seek out
carsunum for medicinal, religious, and other re-
quirements. While obtaining pure andris might
be difficult for the independent spacer, securing
a store of carsunum is almost as easy as navigat-
ing Sevarcos’ asteroid field at full speed.

_/

The Spice Mines of Sevarcos

“The whole damn planet’s a death sentence.”
— Former Spice Mine Prisoner

It is not known exactly when criminals and the
unfortunate were first used to mine spice on
Sevarcos. Perhaps there is no worse punishment
than to spend the remainder of one’s existence
toiling below the surface of such an unforgiving
planet like Sevarcos, forever striking at the un-
yielding rock with low-power laser torches and
sonic hammers.

The prison population of the spice mines can
be described as the worst assortment of villainy
thrown in together with the politically unaccept-
able and the misfortunate who cross the Empire.
Even droids have been sent down into the shafts
as sources for circuits and parts to keep mining
equipment functional. There is no solitary con-
finement or time off for good behavior on
Sevarcos. There is only hard work, and those
who aggravate their jailers are only sent deeper
into the mine shafts — usually without a breath
mask.

The mining process begins with vast, self-
contained mining refinery platforms that cruise

J
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the planet’s surface. Upon reaching a surveyed
location, shafts are extended into the surface.
Chunks of spice-encrusted rock are dislodged by

( Lord Quintas of the Southern Deserts

torch and hammer, then loaded into grav-carts
and conveyed up to the refining platform. Here
raw spice is converted into refined spice. Huge
sifters and electrostatic chambers send rippling
charges of energy across the passing spice, alter-
ing the spice’s molecular structure slightly and
changing its color from brown to white.

Life in the Mines

Life in the prison mines is both cruel and
heartless. Cave-ins from the somewhat delicate
substrata are frequent, as well as attacks by
spice eels who are drawn to the thundering sonic
hammers. Taskmasters keep a watchful eye on
the prisoners. Taskmasters are typically prison-
ers who have demonstrated a menacing flair for
forcing others to work harder.

Taskmasters and prisoners all come under the
authority of elite minetroopers, Imperial
stormtroopers with special tan-colored armor
sealed from the toxic mine atmosphere. The
minetroopers are not necessarily there to stop
spice eels or even to suppress revolts, but to
protect valuable mining equipment from harm
and theft.

Imperial commissars oversee the prison mines,
ensuring that spice production is kept high while
prisoner revolts are kept to a minimum. A com-
missar has the authority to force rebellious or
troublesome prisoners to work at levels even
Sevari natives find dangerous, and can strip a
prisoner of a breath mask without explanation.
This type of work detail is often referred to as
“the death shift” since so few hardy souls can
withstand working at such toxic levels of spice in
the mine shafts.

In the spice mines of Sevarcos, there is no
honor among prisoners — all remaining respect
and hope having been stripped away for self-
preservation. Some prisoners easily turn other
prisoners in to taskmasters and stormtroopers

for favors. Many escapes or revolts often fail
because one prisoner, recognizing the futility of

\.

Type: Spice Lord

DEXTERITY 3D

Archaic guns: flashpistol 5D, bows:
ballista 5D, dodge 5D, melee com-
bat: vibroblades 4D, melee parry
4D, thrown weapons: curva blade
5D

KNOWLEDGE 3D+2

Business 5D+2, cultures: Sevari6D+2,
planetary systems: Sevarcos 4D+2,
survival 5D+2, value 6D+2, willpower
4D+2

MECHANICAL 2D+1

Repulsorlift operation: wind rider
4D+1

PERCEPTION 4D

Bargain 6D, command 5D, con 6D,
gambling 5D, hide 5D, persuasion
5D

STRENGTH 3D+1

Brawling 4D

TECHNICAL 1D+2

Repulsorlift repair: wind rider 3D

Special Abilities:

Curva Blade Skill: Quintas and his people are skilled in the use of the
“curvablade,” a deadly circular blade thrown in combat. Quintas and
those of his clan gain +1D when using this weapon.

Character Points: 7

Move: 10

Equipment: Curva blade (STR+1D).

Capsule: Lord Xerxes Quintas of the Southern Deserts is a
bearded, large-bellied individual with a hearty laugh who
some say is as large as his appetite for food. His good nature
hides a shifty sense of business, and he often trades sides
with other spice lords or pits one against another to advance
his own trade propositions. Quintas lives and travels in a
large wind carrack of the type favored by the clans of the
southern deserts, a majestic craft with colorful sails and
numerous wind kites flying from it.

Quintas’ clans often form huge villages consisting entirely of
family ships that move as the winds shift them. The Southern
Deserts that are his domain are among Sevarcos’ most profit-
able, with nearly half of the lord’s spice mines using Imperial
prisonlabor. Recently, Quintas has been having some difficulty
with the nomadic clans that wander across his deserts. The
nomads claim Quintas is misrepresenting them, permitting
whole regions and potential giant spice eel nests to be devas-
tated by relentless spice mining. )

Anthony Paul Russo

such attempts, turns the others in for lighter
work duty. And with murderers and violent crimi-
nals side-by-side with innocents who were sent
to Sevarcos to “disappear,” the chances for the
weaker’'s survival are quite slim.

Escape

Is there escape from Sevarcos? Contrary to
what the Empire might claim, escapes can and do
happen quite regularly. With the exception of the
minetroopers, Imperial prison commissars do
not have nearly the same caliber of personnel as
the Imperial Army. Imperial troops assigned to

the mining platforms are usually recruited from
less-capable constabulary forces from other sys-
tems, often with incentives of higher wages and
more down time. Sometimes spice lords provide
soldiers for mining platforms and perimeter pa-
trols. Bribery and mix-ups do happen, allowing
brave prisoners opportunities to escape aboard
cargo haulers, automated barges, and sometimes
even in the holds of capital ships!

Itis rumored that the Rebel Alliance maintains
several agents on Sevarcos who are given the
suicidal task of rescuing Rebel ship crews,
starfighter pilots, and operation teams captured
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( Lady Trevael of the Northern Frontier

Type: Spice Lord

DEXTERITY 3D

Archaic guns: flashpistol 6D+2,
blaster 4D, bows: ballista 6D, dodge
6D, melee combat: vibroblades 5D+1,
melee parry 5D

KNOWLEDGE 2D+2

Business 5D+2, cultures: Sevari5D+2,
planetary systems: Sevarcos 5D, sur-
vival 6D, value 6D+2, willpower 6D+1
MECHANICAL 3D

Communications 4D, repulsorlift op-
eration: wind rider 6D
PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 5D, command 5D+2, hide
4D+1, persuasion 5D, sneak 5D
STRENGTH 2D+2

Brawling 4D, stamina 4D+2
TECHNICAL 2D

Repulsorlift repair: wind rider 4D,
demolition 4D

Character Points: 8

Move: 10
Equipment: Flashpistol (4D+2), vibroblade (STR+3D), wind catama-
ran.

Capsule: The Northern Frontier of Sevarcos consists of many
kilometers of forlorn mountains and deep canyons. Lady
Trevael and her people can be similarly described as rugged
individuals who run their spice mines without prison labor
and prefer little Imperial interference.

Lady Trevael's clans populate small mountain villages and
mining towns protected from the fierce winds. An accom-
plished wind rider handler herself, Lady Trevael often leads
her clans at various festival wind rider races, and hardly
hesitates to leap into battle when one of her ships is attacked
by smaller clans.

Her dark beauty and serious manner have the appropriate
effect on many who meet her, even when Imperial officials try
to coerce her into using prison labor or reducing the price of
spice. Her own personal wind ship is a sleek black catamaran
named for the spice that is found deep within her mountain

lands — the Carsunum Chariot.

J

by Imperial forces. Therisks are tremendous and
almost completely thankless.

Not all the spice mines on Sevarcos use prison
labor. Many Sevari clans mine their own regions
and hire free-traders and privateers to haul it to
distant starports. While the Sevari clans would
never openly question Imperial authority on their
world, they manage to be quite ignorant where it
concerns escape attempts.

Spice Smuggling
“There are two way of doing business with spice.

Lie, and then lie some more.”
— Anonymous smuggler

The demand for high-purity andris and rare
carsunum has created an extensive black market
—anetwork of smugglers, crafty merchants, and

WARS™

-

Adventure Idea

The characters are hired by a fairly honest
spice merchant to transport him to Sevarcos
and protect him during the Festival of High
Winds. Among the pageantry of the spice
lords, murder and intrigue enter the picture
when the spice merchant mysteriously dies,
leaving the characters with a cache of valu-
able black spice and facing the merchant’s
killers during a wild wind rider race.

\. J

traders who move the spice using a myriad of
methods intended to deceive and confuse. Spice
is often disguised among shipments of ore, stone
or some other general commodity, while smug-
glers sometimes use shielded compartments on
their freighters to get past sensor sweeps and
customs ships.

The high profits associated with the demand
for spice has been associated with some of the
galaxy’s most infamous crimelords. Jabba the
Hutt, Bengis Tok, and many other infamous gang-
sters all possess spice merchant licenses, de-
spite their reputations. Whole deadly space
battles have involved pirates or corrupt officials
jumping legitimate cargo haulers just for their
containers of spice.

In the days of the Old Republic, spice smug-
gling was considered a capital offense that sent
many a ship captain to toil on the very world
where they had obtained their lethal cargoes.
The Empire also displays an intolerance for such
activity, but puts considerably less effort into
catching the perpetrators.

-

Adventure Idea )

The characters have been enlisted by
the Alliance on a desperate mission to res-
cue an agent whose identity has been com-
promised. They arrive as spicetraders, only
to discover that the agent refuses to leave
until the characters agree torescue a group
of war orphans working in a restricted sec-
tion of the mine.

The Imperial prison commissar has “re-
cruited” the innocent children to search
the mine tunnels for a Sevari relic. The clan
relic dates back from the days of the Old
Republic,and was supposedly onthe colony
ship Sevari Cabal. The commissar is using
children because they have no idea how
valuable the relic is, or how he will use the
relic to rob Spice Lord Rha of his claim of
control over his valuable regions of spice.

\— J
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Doing Business

More words of caution cannot be said when
the reasonably honest free-trader considers get-
ting into the spice business. Read the fine print
from the datafile note at the beginning of this log:
trade authorizations by invitation only. Only spice
merchants or their authorized representatives
are allowed to enter the Sevarcos system. To be
a spice merchant, the free-trader needs a spice
merchant’s license. Want a license? Just knock

s

\.

Cost Table — Forging Permits for Sevarcos
Forgery

Time Permit Quality Difficulty Level  Cost

1 day Poor Easy 3,000

1-1/2 days Fair Moderate 4,500

2 days Good Difficult 6,000

3 days Excellent Very Difficult 10,000 J

over the likes of Jabba the Hutt or Ploovo Two-
for-One. If the free-trader is unwilling to mount
suchacrusade, thenit’s much easier to simply go
to Sevarcos as someone’s representative.

Finding someone who wants spice cheap is
ridiculously (and deceptively) simple. The free-
trader might start to wonder why they did not get
into the spice smuggling business earlier. The
reason is also quite simple: the cost of getting
caught outweighs most natural survival instincts.
Smugglers caught with illegal loads of spice can
lose just about everything: their ship, their pilot-
ing and trading licenses, even their life. Some
systems, like Mantooine and Coruscant, con-
sider spice smuggling a capital offense. Even the
best smugglers, like Han Solo, have been forced
to dump a load or two to avoid being caught.

ies

the

I

Obtaining Permits

But the lure of thousands of credits for a single
run remains firm in many minds. While finding
someone to buy spice is no problem, getting the
permits to enter the Sevarcos system is. The free-
trader will need several permits for Sevarcos:
entry, transaction, and exit permits.

There are two solutions to obtain these. One is
to march up to the local office of the Ministry of
InterGalactic Tranmsit and ask for the permits ...
and wait three months for background checks of
all participants involved and for your ship’s log
entries to be examined. There is no guarantee
this will even get the permits — a free-trader with
any kind of criminal background or suspicious
travel history is immediately arrested for further
inquiry by the Empire.

Em

Forging Permits
The other more promising and quite popular

route is to forge the necessary data-transmits.
Free-traders can either attempt this on their own

wants — economy or safety. Economy is cheap,

but sacrifices validity for speed of delivery. Valid

permits are expensive ... and time-consuming.
The permit quality determines how the forger-

stand up to scrutiny by customs or other

inspection officials. For example, if the free-trader
spends 3,000 credits for a day’s worth of work,

free-trader gets poor forgeries.

Free-traders may also spend twice the original
cost to speed up the process by one day. If the
free-trader is willing to spend 6,000 credits for
good forgeries in two days, spending 12,000 cred-
its will take only one day.

f the forger fails the forgery skill roll, then the

forgeries are reduced by one level from the level
purchased. If the free-trader purchases good
forgeries and the forger fails the roll, then the
results are only fair forgeries. If the free-trader
purchases poor forgeries and the roll fails, then
they are considered abysmal forgeries and cus-
toms officials might laugh rather than become
angry (instead of the seal of the InterGalactic
Transit Office, the forgeries might have the

peror’s seal, or the Death Star seal, or the seal

of Alderaan).

Customs officers can spot forgeries by making
Perception or search rolls. The difficulty is based
onthe quality of the forgery, and may be affected
by modifiers (see page 84 of Star Wars: The Role-
playing Game, Second Edition).

Game Note: Whether free-traders purchase
permits from a forger or make their own, the
gamemaster should make the forgery rolls and
Perception or searchrolls in secret, so players are
not alerted how good or bad the documents are.

After obtaining the forgeries, it’s a matter of
getting into the Sevarcos system, praying the
forged permits hold up, landing and buying a

or pay for the services of a forger. While using a 4 . . )
forger is expensive, in many ways it saves the Detecting Forged Permits
free-trader from a one-way trip to Sevarcos.. Forgery Quality Detection Difficulty
Finding a forger is relatively easy among the Poor Easy
well-traveled starports and back alleys of com- .
/ Fair Moderate
merce — wherever forms and permits are re- "
quired to do anything, some being out there is Good Difficult
probably making a profit from it. Whether the Excellent Very Difficult
forger is good depends on what the free-trader \_ Y,
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load of spice. Some spice smugglers develop
their own intricate connections to Sevarcos dis-
tributors, enabling them to pick up loads for
reduced cost or to trade spice for other valuable
materials.

Getting Around Customs

Other smugglers go so far as to bypass the
forged entrance and exit permit business en-
tirely, and for good reason. Imperial custom offi-
cials are relentlessly suspicious, and sometimes
backtrack permit signature codes, ship’s logs,
and pilot identification. Many inspectors are
prone to simply hauling in any light freighter at
random and having it dismantled before the
owner's eyes for hidden cargo compartments,
falsified transponders, boosted hyperdrives, sus-
picious weapons loads, and the like.

One way to get around this is to join a consor-
tium of smugglers and rent a big cargo cruiser.
Imperial customs officials just do not have the
time to take something that big apart. The dan-
gers of forged permits and identification, how-
ever, are just as obvious as going in alone.

The last way to avoid all the usual entangle-
ments is far, far more dangerous for the free-
trader — to blatantly run the customs blockade
around Sevarcos, pick up a load of spice from a
waiting automated barge, and scramble back out
with the free-trader’s backsides only slightly
scorched. This can be done using a maneuver
known as the infamous Sevari Sidestep.

The Sevari Sidestep

“Never tell me the odds!”
— Han Solo

When finally cornered in a bar
on the outskirts of a nameless
starport on some backwater
world, the author finally
managed to cajole a
crustyold spice smug-
gler (with endless
refreshment

WARS™

from the local mixicologist) into explaining the
specifics of the Sevari Sidestep maneuver. His
words have been summarized in the following
paragraphs for your perusal.

Warning: The author does not wish to imply
that this is exactly how to get into the Sevarcos
system, nor is it a substitute for good old com-
mon sense or years of star piloting experience. In
plain Basic, it might not work. Free-traders be-
ware. Read and use the following at your own
risk!

“The asteroid belt that rings Sevarcos from
the sixth orbit is vital to the success of any jump.
Jump too far out of the system, and you'll be
seized by custom cutfers faster than you can say
‘Oops.” Jump too close in, and you're just so
much space junk. Getting an accurate astrogation
picture of the local system before jumping in is
crucial, since it will tell you of any planetary
bodies that are in proximity to the asteroid field.
Most data slicers can obtain a local-time picture
of the Sevarcos system for less than 1,000 cred-
its.

“Next, temporarily disable (yes fellow spac-
ers, you heard that right) the astrogation mass-
overrides on your nav computer. If it screams at
you for doing so, and it will, stick a fuse jump at
the sensor responder circuit. Of course, no sane
star jockey would do this, but then, the Sevari
Sidestep is not exactly for the faint of heart.

“Just before you jump in, glance at the slice
and plot a local astrogation course straight for
the biggest, most direct hunk of space rockinthe
asteroid belt. If you're smart, you'll come in with
only your forward navigational shields on to
deflect any local cosmic debris you might en-
counter. Any more deflection pattern and a sen-
sor probe might get a lock on to you. Remember
to turn all ship transponders off and to turn any
counter-measures on passive mode only.

“Course, for years, the Imperials tried running
Interdictor cruisers to stop just this. But they
couldn’t build enough Interdictors to lay grav-
shadows on every possible jump angle into the
system. Sothey rely on a grid of sensors satellites
that look for anomalies in local space that signal
atoo-close-for-comfort jump. Usually by the time
they detect one, it’s too late, and the ship’s gone
right on by and made a hundred different pos-
sible course changes since then. Last thing I
heard, the Imperial’s are using concussion mines
near the asteroid belt with close-prox sensors ...

“Anyway, if you manage to survive the trip in,
then all you have to dois dodge the Fate’s Judges
Squadron by ducking from asteroid to asteroid.
There’s a pattern to their patrols, so watch for it.
TIEinterceptors travel in pairs, Skipray blastboats
almost always operate alone. TIE interceptors
are scary snubfighters — they can bring a lot of

58

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4



e | AR

Anthony Paul Russo

TWARS

firepower down on you and take more damage
than anormal TIE. They're also faster at sublight
than any hulk you're probably flying (unless you
got an A-wing handy).

“The Skiprays are slow and less maneuver-
able, but are loaded down with torps, cannons,
and they even have shields. At this point in the
game, always avoid a fight, no matter how entic-
ing the target. Blowing up one always brings two
moretoreplaceit. Exponentially speaking, them's
lousy odds.”

Fate’'s Judges TIE Interceptor. Starfighter,
starfighter piloting 6D, starship gunnery 5D-+2,
maneuverability 3D+2, space 11, hull 3D. Weap-
ons: 4 laser cannons (fire-linked; fire control 3D,
damage 6D).

Fate’s Judges Skipray Blastboat. Capital (due
to power output), capital starship gunnery 4D,
capital ship piloting 4D, capital ships shields 4D,
sensors 40, maneuverability 1D+2, space 8, hull
2D+1, shields 2D. Weapons: 3 medium ion can-
nons (fire linked; fire control 3D, damage 4D),
twin laser cannon turret (fire control 1D, damage
5D), proton torpedo launcher (fire control 2D,
damage 9D), concussion missile launcher (fire
control 1D, damage 6D).

“Docking with your spice pickup is the most
dangerous part since it leaves you and your ship
completely vulnerable. If you managed to avoid
Fate's Judges and vour pickupis in sight, take the
risk and try docking. You'll know all too soon if
your contact’s a phony or a trap — by then it's
too late, but that’s all part of the job. Never
confuse business with trust — when it concerns
spice, the stakes are way too high.

“Now the pull-out. This is when things start
getting a little interesting. By now, the Empire’s
wise to you and called up an alert. Larger capital
ships will start performing double-parabolas try-
ing to second guess which way you'll poke out of
the asteroid belt. The Judges don't take kindly to
anyone flying through their personal rock pile
without asking, so they'll be sending TIEs and
Skiprays with orders to swat you first and ask
questions later.

“The trick is not to head directly out of the
asteroid field. They're expecting you, so let them

wait. Turn your ship’s transponder on to let them
know exactly whereyou arein the belt. Atthe same
time, launch a drone that broadcasts your ship’s
transponder code. Turn your ship’s transponder
off and let them chase the drone while you hide
among the rocks.

“The drone gambit will give you enough time to
pull a double-reverse through the asteroid field
and head back towards Sevarcos II. | hear some
folks call this Solo’s End Run. Never met the man,
but it’s the last thing they expect, [ tell you! When
you break from the asteroid field, they’'ll be plenty
of capital ships around, but don't fret, they're more
surprised than prepared because most ofthesnubs
and blastboats arelooking for you onthe other side
of the asteroid belt by now.

“Go full blast perpendicular from the closest
planetary body's orbital plane. You're going to
need every ounce of your ion engines for this one,
soremember to make those motivator inspections
before youcometoSevarcos. Everyone by nowwill
be chasing you, triangulating in hopes to box you
in. Butyou got both distance and speed onthem, so
just pull back on the little magic lever and pray to
the higher power of your choice that your
hyperdrive decides to work today. You're free
and clear. All that's left is to make your spice
drop and collect your fee. Not bad for a day’s
work, I'd say.” ]

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4

59

© LFL 1996



The Free-Trader’s Guide to Sevarcos

STAR—

WARS™

Coming Back to Star
Wars

By Anthony P. Russo

I went through my first Star Wars phase when
the films were released. They were so inspiring
thatlproceededtofill several notebooks with my
own characters, worlds and spacecraft. (Ever
hear of the Z-wing? Well, now you have.) Little did
I realize that George Lucas had nine movies
already planned out and I was just plain out of
luck. Star Wars eventually faded to a warm, fuzzy
memory and alll wanted was to get my own ideas
in print.

Like most aspiring writers, breaking into the
mainstream science fiction market (Analog, Omni,
Fantasy & Science Fiction Magazine, et al.) is little
short of impossible. I collected rejection slips as
a side hobby. After finally publishing a short
story in Aboriginal Science Fiction Magazine, |
didn’t know what to do next. Should I write for the
comics? The greeting card industry? (“Thank the
Force it’s Your Birthday! ...”)

As it happened, roleplaying games were an-
other part of my life that was making a comeback.
My friends were interested in starting up a game
or two, and I wanted to try running a Star Wars
game. A friend pulled out some books. Lots of
books.

The sourcebooks were interesting because
they brought the tiniest details tolife. Now I knew
the difference between a Victory and an Imperial
Star Destroyer. Admiral Ackbar was a Mon
Calamari who helped design the B-wing fighter.
Greedo was a Rodian bounty hunter. The Millen-
nium Falcon was a heavily modified YT-1300 light
transport. The sourcebooks, and the novels that

followed, breathed life into the films and made
them fun again.

My ever-vigilant friend showed me a flyer for a
new publication called the Star Wars Adventure
Journal Better still, they were looking for mate-
rial. The old thrill came back. Here was my chance
to use those old characters, worlds and space-
craft.

Itook something from the films that was never
fully detailed — the spice mines of Kessel. Surely
there was no other exciting place in the universe
than this sprawling desert prison world ruled by
Spice Lords.

Three days after | submitted it, | got amessage
on the answering machine. West End Games
wanted to publish my manuscript! There was
only one problem: [ could not use Kessel. Kevin
Anderson was writing about Kessel in his Jedi
Academy trilogy and his interpretation looked
nothing like mine. So I received my first lesson
working in George Lucas’ universe — story con-
tinuity counts. 1 changed Kessel to something
severe-sounding. “Sevarcos” did nicely.

Perhaps the most interesting thing about the
“Free-Traders” article, and the others that Peter
Schweighofer has graciously published, is the
response. Readers are using Sevarcos and build-
ing on it, even submitting their own adventures.
It’s amazing. Even my six-year-old son is hooked
on the films. For a small book that is occasionally
crammed between larger tomes on the book-
store shelf, the Adventure Journal is a quality
piece of work. I'm glad I came back.

-~
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The Spira Regatta
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Adventure Background

Imperial activity in the characters’ sector has
greatly increased recently. Indeed, the blockade
runner that was to have delivered amuch-needed
shipment of medical and military supplies to the
local Rebel cell group was seized and impounded
by Imperial customs vessels.

In desperate need of the supplies, the cell
hastily set a backup plan into motion. Another
shipment was sent to a drop point on Spira, a
pleasure world situated close to the Inner Core.
Unfortunately, the smuggler making the delivery
was intercepted in Spira’s lower atmosphere by
security forces, and had to abort the delivery.
The pilot dumped the crates containing the sup-
plies into Spira’s giant sea, and blasted back into
space, six blastboats hot on his tail.

The Force was with the Rebels, for the sup-
plies came to rest in shallow water, and near the
wreckage of an ancient alien spacecraft fre-
quented by tourist divers. The two Rebel agents
on Spira donned diving suits and spirited the
supply crates into the underwater wreck, but
lacked the personnel to raise and recover them.
Under cover of vacationing tourists, the charac-
ters must travel to Spira, secure the supplies, and
smuggle them back to their base.

To integrate this adventure into a campaign,
the gamemaster should fill the crates with items
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needed by the characters’ group that the Alli-
ance can provide. In a one-shot scenario, or if no
specific items are in demand, the supplies might
be a cache of specialized weapons, or medical
supplies. Ineither case, the characters may come
to realize that the military toys they take for
granted do not grow on trees.

Episode One: Living the
Good Life

The characters will be undercover for the
duration of the adventure, posing as wealthy
tourists from the Core. They arrive dressed to
the nines in what they imagine rich people wear
on vacations (they may be wrong, of course).
Each has been allotted a bankroll of 1,000 credits
(along with stern warnings to spend as little of it
as possible) to further the illusion of being big
spenders.

The characters will be arriving on Spira armed
only with small stun guns (3D stun damage).
Generally, the weapons ban applies to all lethal
weapons (damage rating above 2D), though stun
guns are permitted as personal defense weap-
ons. The ban does not extend to sports weapons
(so the gamemaster may let characters bring
such weapons if they have them).

Remember, Spiraislargely a pro-Empire world,
and the people vacationing here are doing very
well in the New Order system. There are a few
aliens among them, but not many. Gamemasters
should remember that the New Order line on
aliens is less enlightened than it could be. Alien
characters will certainly stand out, and may even
be snubbed or insulted while on Spira. At the
very least, they will be frequently mistaken for
waiters and janitors.

\Welcome to Ataria Island

Ataria Island isn't the only resort island on
Spira, but it is the best and most exclusive. Ataria
boasts beautiful beaches on the east side, and
spectacular sheer cliffs to the north and west.
Thousands of small bungalows are scattered
across the gentle slopes of the interior, and a
small tourist city thrives near the resorts on the
eastern beaches. The southern inlet also boasts
a large marina. The island is linked in an exten-
sive web of monorails.

Ataria Island’s spaceport is the only one on
the planet which receives passenger liners. It is
not at all the dreary wasteland of fuel-stained and
exhaust-blasted concrete and steel one might
expect on other planets. Here the landing pads
are plated in red marble coated and super-sealed.
Planters full of exotic trees and flowers frame the
landing cradles, invisible force fields protecting
them from the blasting winds generated by the
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Use the following script to start the adven-
ture. The gamemaster will tell you what part (or
parts) to read:

Gamemaster: You are all aboard the luxury
starliner Madallo, bound for the tropical plea-
sure world of Spira. Your mission is to pick up
a badly needed shipment of technical and
medical supplies, which, for a variety of com-
plex reasons, are now at the bottom of the
Spira sea. The liner is now orbiting Spira wait-
ing for landing clearance. You have retired to
your private compartment for the final ap-
proach.

Ist Character: This is the way to go: first
class accommodations to one of the hottest
planetsinthe Core!I've heard the resorts here
are the classiest this side of Coruscant!

2nd Character: We'll have little time for
diversions, I'm afraid. We’re here to pick up
the supplies and get out.

1st Character: Well, we're supposed to be
tourists, right? We have to look the part, right?

3rd Character: If “looking the part” con-
sists of wearing loud floral-patterned shirts,
you are certainly ahead of the rest of us.

4th Character: Well, I've got a bad feeling
about the whole deal. This whole project has
been jinxed from the beginning. First that
Imperial blockade shuts down our regular
supply line, then the backup drop on Spira
goes sour...

5th Character: Yeah, it might have helped
if the delivery crew hadn’t cut and run at the
first sign of an Imperial blastboat. They might
have at least ditched our supplies on some
little island or in space, instead of dropping
them into the ocean.

6th Character: Hey, that’s what we get for
subcontracting to smugglers. If they’d at least
done a bit of homework, they would have
known Spira is off limits except for registered
transports and chartered passenger liners.

4th Character: These little stun guns we get
to carry don’t exactly fill me with confidence.
[ kind of feel naked without decent weapons.

3rd Character: You feel...? What about me?
[ had to leave my ship behind! I still say we
could have posed as merchants and brought it
along! What if we have to leave in a hurry?

2nd Character: You know very well there
was no time to hack a fake ship ID that would

-
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have gotten us on the ground with no ques-
tions asked. And since our contact has his
own weapons cache, it really isn’t worth the
risk of smuggling banned guns through cus-
toms.

6th Character: Ah, our contact. Seth
Cambriel, beach-bum playboy extraordinaire,
andRebel spyontheside. Not abad sort, from
what I've heard.

5th Character: Really? Well, he’s certainly
got the plumjob, eh? We're supposed to meet
him in the Aspre Plunge casino on Ataria
Island, right? I've heard legends about the
card games that go down in that place. And
now that we have money...

2nd Character: The Alliance gave us those
funds to establish our identities as wealthy
tourists, not to bankroll your exploits at the
Liar’s Cut table.

1st Character: Yeah, but 1,000 credits
each... How better to show off our wealth
than by blowing huge sums in the casino?

Sth Character: [ don’t plan on blowing any-
thing. I plan on getting rich.

4th Character: Look, this is all neither here
nor there. We'll be spending most of our time
at sea, in case you've all forgotten.

3rd Character: I'm trying to. I have trouble
floating.

6th Character: You can stay in the boat
then. Anyone know how we're supposed to
get the goodies offplanet? Smuggling Rebel
contraband out on a passenger liner is cer-
tainly a novel idea.

2nd Character: Cambriel is supposed tobe
handling that. Looks like we're leaving or-
bit...

Gamemaster: As the luxury liner drops
from orbit, the endless tropical oceans of
Spira fill the large view window of the com-
partment. Turquoise waters stretch in all di-
rections, the surface broken only by ascatter-
ing of small islands. Gradually, one island
grows larger as the liner drops toward it, its
sandy beaches and fine coral reefs just be-
yond the surf visible even from this distance.
A spectacular cliff gleams from the northern
flank of the island. This is Ataria Island, ac-
cordingtothetourist map, the best of resorts,
and your destination...

J
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mighty liners. Thousands of service droids roam
the pads, maintaining the spaceport and the
spaceships in their cradles, and carrying bag-
gage back to the terminal. There is a somewhat
less impressive compound to the side of the
spaceport housing a number of shining Imperial
TIE fighters, blastboats, and shuttles.

The passenger terminal is as fanciful and
steeped in luxury as the landing platforms. Com-
fortand class are apparent everywhere onelooks.
The decor is a tropical style full of arcing white
walls inlaid with brilliant mosaics depicting
scenes of underwater life. Fountains, potted palms
and ceilingfans abound. Prominently placed ban-
ners welcome the participants of the 345th an-
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nual Spira Regatta Open.

Customs is brief and will go smoothly as long
as none of the characters are carrying banned
weapons. Travelers caught trying to smuggle
weapons past security are let off with a stern
warning not to cause trouble while guests of
Spira—and the offending weapons are im-
pounded.

The customs officials are relaxed but compe-
tent-looking, and wear the sharp tropical uni-
form of the Spira Security Police—an off-white
tunic, pressed khaki knee-length shorts, brown
leather shoes, and thick tan socks. They carry
small blasters in hip holsters.

Spira Security Police. All stats are 2D except:
blaster 3D+2, melee 3D+1; Knowledge 4D, law
enforcement: Spira 6D, streetwise 5D+1, Percep-
tion 3D, search 4D, Strength 3D, brawling 3D+2,
security 4D. Move: 10. Blaster (3D damage), uni-
form security sweeper.

Use the police at other points in the adventure
if the characters’ actions demand an official se-
curity response. Stormtroopers will not be seen
at all outside their compound area (until the
adventure climax, that is).

If the gamemaster feels like developing the
spaceport scene, thecharacters might seeSnopps
arriving on the planet, or meet an obnoxious but
rich tourist, aregatta participant, or some sort of
official.

The Aspre Plunge

The most exclusive resort on theisland (not to
mention on the planet and in this sector) is the
Aspre Plunge, ahuge complexbuiltinto the north
cliff. The characters are to meet their contact in
this resort complex.

The Aspre Plunge is an impressive structure of
steel and transparisteel, set into the wall of a cliff
on the northern side of the island. It is dozens of
stories high, and drops right into the surf and
down 100 meters into an underwater ravine.
Underwater windows provide a panoramic view
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of marine life to the merrymakers in the dance
rooms, casinos, hotel rooms, spas, and dining
rooms of the complex.

The casino is the major attraction for those
seeking the jet-set nightlife. Millions of credits
arelostand won here every night, and properties
and companies change hands constantly. It is a
three-tiered room of immense proportions, span-
ning the entire width and breadth of the Aspre
Plunge. The three tiers overlap, each forming a
sort of balcony overlooking the tier below it.

Thewalls, paneledin highly polished greelwood,
glowwithawarm vermilion luster,and brass gleams
from fixtures, railings, and service droids. A huge,
curved 30 meter transparisteel window forms the
outer wall, and provides a stunning panoramic
view of the coral reefs and the colorful fish that flit
about inthem. Flood lights and special filters in the
window provide a well-lit scene even at night.

The casino games vary by level. The upper
level is devoted to the card players, and is filled
withlarge polished tables with velvet tops, around
which sit silent gamblers wreathed in chak-root
smoke. Noise-dampening fields surround each
table, and the cards have atreated surface which
makes them impossible to read from more than
ameter away or from an indirect angle. Liar’s cut
and sabacc, the classic spacer games, are popu-
lar, as are more genteel variants.

The middle tier features the noisier games of
chance, such as the slot machines, the Spatz
tables, and the Jubilee Wheels. A small restau-
rant specializing in light meals is located under
the shadow of the upper tier.

Games of amore physical nature are reserved
for the lower level, such as Null G-Ball, Bounce,
and Reflex Races. The lower tier also features an
astonishingly well stocked bar. Bar droids circu-
late throughout the establishment.

Meet Snopps the Great

If the characters tarry to play a bit in the
casino, they soon meet Regenald Hanniper
Snopps III. Snopps is a handsome and wealthy
young dandy, and a crashing bore. Arrogant,
petty, and domineering, he insists upon being
the center of attention. Happily for him, his loud,
penetrating voice and braying laugh help him
succeed for all the wrong reasons.

Unfortunately, nature endowed him with a
certain skillin gambling and sports, and he makes
the most of it. When the characters first see
Snopps, he is basking in the center of a fawning
group of lesser fellows, fresh from some gam-
bling victory.

Given the natures of Snopps and the charac-
ters, it shouldn’t take much to set the two parties
at odds. The goal here is to introduce the group
to Snopps, and give them reason to dislike him.

Spira

Type: Terrestrial

Temperature: Warm Temperate

Atmosphere: Standard

Hydrosphere: Saturated

Gravity: Standard

Terrain: Ocean, small island chains

Length of Day: 25 standard hours

Length of Year: 377 standard days

Sentient Races: Humans

Starport: Standard

Population: 500,000

Planet Function: Tourisi

Government: Tourist Guild leases planet from Fmpire
Tech Level: Space

Major Imports: All (economy is not self-sufficient)
Major Exports: none

Capsule: Spirais a water world with a low axial tilt. giving
it a huge temperate zone over much of the planct The
tropical environinent and lack of dangerous flora and
fauna have made Spira one of the premier vacation spots
within easy reach of the privileged Core Worlds ¢hte
Thousands of islands speckle the surface of the oceans.
many bearing tourist resorts. Many of the oceanfront
bungalows. once occupied by wealthy citizens ot the Cid
Republic, now house political officers and powerful ser
vants of the Empire. Surprisingly, the official hnperial
presence on Spirais minimal and low key. There 1s asmall
Imperial Army garrison on Atarialsland, butitexists more
to provide honor guards to vacationing Moffs, Adepis
Governors, and such, than to impose the will of the
Emperor on the inhabitants. Indeed, as on most Core
Worlds. the Imperial garrisonis well-mannered and largely
deferential Most significantly, its troopers and ofticers
always honor the spirit and letter of Imperial law

While the Empire patrols and protects the airspas e oot
the planet, there is a larger, independent police force
which manages the day-to-day law enforcement atfairs ot
Spira It answers to the Spira government. not to the
Empire, though thereis of course a great deal of coopera-
tion between the two forces.

Due to a unique arrangement between the Eimpire aiid
the Tourism Guild governing Spira, only passenger stips
contracted supply shuttles and Imperial vessels may iand
and take off on the planet.

Getting Down to Business

The characters are to meet Seth Cambriel in
the casino as soon as they arrive. They've seen
his picture, and he’s seen theirs, so linking up
should be no problem.

Moving to a quiet booth in the restaurant,
Cambriel informs them that the supplies have
indeed been moved inside the hull of the under-
sea wreck. It was he and Harbold Taft, the other
Rebel agent on Spira, whorecovered the supplies
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and wrestled them into the alien wreck. He an-
swers any questions characters may have about
the mission.

Normally, he tells them, running a yacht out to
the site would be a simple matter. Since it is a
popular diving spot, a group of divers moving
about in the area would not arouse attention.
Unfortunately, an unavoidable complication has
arisen which precludes such an expedition: an
annual regatta is scheduled for the next week.
Because the race route passes over the wreck, it
is off limits to divers. Only a racing vessel will be
able to get near enough without being hailed by
authorities.

WA RS

Since the Rebels can't tolerate another week’s
delay in getting the supplies, Cambriel has en-
tered the group in the race, and made plans to
smuggleasailing droid aboard their yacht. They'll
doterriblyintherace, butif theyreach the wreck
quickly, they should be able to get the supplies
with no one the wiser.

The race begins in two days, which will give
the group achance to get in some sailing practice
and set up the operation to get the supplies off
the planet at the sametime. Since privately owned
starships are off limits, the group must smuggle
the goods off the planet on a registered passen-
ger vessel. Inspections being what they are,
Cambriel has devised a method of discouraging
a close investigation of the crate holding the
supplies: the Camray eel.

Camray eels are long, snakelike marine ani-
mals native to Spira that are popular trophies
among upper class game hunters. Processed and
preserved by a taxidermist, they make impres-
sive wall trophies. Until they are preserved, how-
ever,dead Camray eels have an incredibly potent
smell, and must be sealed in special storage
tanks. Cambriel plans to transfer the goods into
an eel storage tank, since he knows the inspec-
tors are reluctant to brave the smell long enough
to completely inspect the containers.

But before he can do so, he needs an eel. So,
not only do the characters have to participate in
a yacht race and dive and recover a large con-
tainer of illegal supplies, they must also hunt a
dangerous predator.

Cambriel has reserved a modest suite in the
Aspre Plunge resort for use by the characters
during their stay (“modest” only in this
economy—it still costs a fortune). However, the
characters will be spending little time in the
pleasure palace resort.

The characters may eventually meet the other
Rebel spy in the Spira cell, Harbold Taft. Taft, a
slim, mousy fellow with brown frazzled hair,
spends his time getting into and out of places he
has no business being in search of military intel-
ligence. An errand boy and security expert, Taft
works nominally as a clerk in the Ataria Island
spaceport security offices (which gives him the
right to carry a weapon). He doesn’t play a key
role in the scenario, but the gamemaster may
find him a useful spear carrier or plot device,
especially if the characters wind up in jail some-
how. He can't sail a yacht any better than the
characters, though.

Harbold Taft. All stats are 2D except: blaster
3D+2, melee 3D+1 Knowledge 4D, law enforce-
ment: Spira 6D, streetwise 5D+1, Perception 3D,
search 4D, Strength 3D, brawling 3D+ 2, security 4D.
Move: 10. Blaster (3D damage).
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Rolllng Seas Type: Arrogant Noble

The remainder of the adventure details the
race and the events that occur during it— dan-
gerous waters to navigate, a sea slug to deal with,
and the recovery of the supplies from the alien
craft. Before or during the race, the Rebels must
also hunt and capture a deadly Camray eel.

The race is due to begin two days after the
Rebels arrive. They have this long to practice
sailing around the island a few times in their
yacht, with Cambriel and the droid coaching. It
also might give them enough time to land a
Camray eel, and Cambriel will suggest that they
combine the two exercises.

Outfitting the Crew

The team also has two days to round up any
gear they may need. This will certainly include
diving suits and equipment, and eel-hunting gear.

Keep in mind that this is a vacation world, and
that lethal weapons are very difficult to find. The
most useful items are likely to be sold in various
sporting stores. Some weapons are sold, mostly
stun pistols, sporting biasters and spear guns.
Medpacs, glowrods, heavy-duty comlinks, and
so on are readily available on the open market,
and can be obtained easily.

Cambriel will provide such necessities as div-
ing suits and weapons, but if the group wants to
get exotic, they're on their own. He will offer the
group use of his weapons cache, which contains
a half dozen blaster pistols and rifles, along with
a case or two of grenades (the gamemaster can
determine exactly what he has, though a two-
man cell group won't have a huge arsenal). He
has also “borrowed” a few blaster spearguns
from the Ataria [sland seatrooper station.

m Diving Suit

Model: SeaScape Aquasuit (Hardshell model)
Type: heavy diving suit
Scale: Character
Skill: Swimming
Cost: 400
Availability: 1 in coastal areas, 2 elsewhere
Game Notes: The reinforced ribbing adds 2 pips to Strength
code for damage purposes only. Only reduces Dexterity
codes on land.
Capsule: The diving suit is a rubber suit which
provides an internal atmosphere. The air tanks
contain enough air for 6 hours of continuous use,
and reinforced ribbing and plates allows dives to
200 meters. The flippers and onboard propulsion
unit add 2D to the user’s swimming skill, and allow
an underwater Move rate of 12. There is a comlink
in the helmet, with a range of 2 kilometers. Swim-
ming rolls are not necessary as long as the diver is
not engaged in activities other than swimming or
attempting complex underwater movements.

DEXTERITY 3D+2

Blaster 4D, brawling parry 4D+2,
Shock Ball 5D+2

KNOWLEDGE 4D

Business 5D+1, cultures 4D+2,
planetary systems 5D, value 6D
MECHANICAL 3D

Beast riding 4D, ground vehicle
piloting 4D, repulsorlift opera-
tion 5D, space transports 5D
PERCEPTION 2D

Bargain 3D, gambling 6D, search
4D

STRENGTH 3D+1

Brawling 5D, swimming 4D+1
TECHNICAL 2D

First aid 3D

Character Points: 4

Move: 10

Equipment: Sporting blaster
(damage 3D+1), wooden cane,
comlink pager, 5,000 credits

Capsule: Snopps is the youngest son of Zafiel Snopps, ex-
Senator and now governor of a key Core World sector.
Despite the best efforts of his well-connected father, he
failed to gain admission to the elite Imperial Academy. He
spends his time flitting around the galaxy, seeking new
amusements and opportunities to “prove” himselftoadoubt-
ing universe.

Young Snopps, through his words and deeds, indicates
that he believes himself the most important being in the
galaxy. His self-assurance is only skin-deep, however, and he
is sensitive to perceived slights to the point of paranoia.
Anyone who shows him up or otherwise crosses him can
expect anything from a screaming fit or enraged attack to a
challenge to participate in some sort of duel or contest.

Though full of bluster and desperate bravado, his threats
of calling the wrath of the Empire down on the heads of
enemies are relatively empty—he really does know all the
right people, but they all think he’s a fool.

A tall, handsome fellow, Snopps is constantly toying with
his long blonde hair and mustache. His face is set in a
perpetual sneer. He wears only clothes of the finest cut, and
favors cloaks and tunics of turquoise and pink. He is seldom
seen without a glass of wine in a gloved hand.

\_ J

W Blaster Speargun
Model: BlasTech Firearc49 Speargun
Type: Blaster speargun
Skill: Blaster rifle
Ammo: Speargun: 3 spears (one loaded, two side-
mounted); blaster: 50
Cost: 300
Fire Rate: Speargun: 1/3; blaster: 1
Range: Speargun: 3-7/25/50; blaster: 3-20/30/45
Damage: Spear damage 4D/2D/1D; blaster damage 5D/4D/
3D+1 (damages by range)
Availability: Restricted to Imperial personnel

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4 67



The Spira Regatta

STAR

Game Notes: Above stats do not reflect the usual under-
water damage and skill penalties.

Capsule: A blaster spear gun is a long metal pipe
which shoots a small spear through the water,
often as far as 50 meters. A small blaster is slung
under the spear barrel, which shoots a concen-
trated blue beam. The speargun only carries one
shot at a time, though clips are mounted along the
side of the weapon to hold two more. Additional
spears can be carried on the user’s person in a
quiver.

m Flotation Lifter

Model: Haileycraft MaxMode Lifter

Type: Underwater flotation lifter

Skill: Repuslorlift operation

Cost: 1,000

Availability: 3 in coastal areas, 4 elsewhere

Capsule: The flotation lifter is an underwater me-
chanical device used by divers to lift light loads to
the surface. It consists of two large air canisters
mounted on a frame between which is a sling where
items may be placed. Water is let into the tanks to
sink the lifter, and expelled to raise it. There is no
motor to speak of; the lifter goes up and down, and
must be manually maneuvered into the desired
position.

The lifter is about a meter long, and can be
dismantled to fit in the hull of a relatively small
boat. It is not an industrial lifter, and cannot lift
extremely heavy payloads. For the purpose of this
adventure, it can handle the supply crates and
three divers hanging onto straps on the sides, in
addition to the driver. The driver sits atop thelifter,
and controls it from there. The mechanics of pilot-
ing a lifter are very different from those in piloting
a repulsorlift vehicle, but the controls are very
similar, and the onboard computer does the rest.

m Sailing Droid

Type: WBY-102 FirstMate

DEXTERITY 3D

KNOWLEDGE 1D

MECHANICAL 2D

Communications 4D, sailed nautical vessel operation 4D
PERCEPTION 1D

Command 4D (in tutorial matters only)

STRENGTH 1D

TECHNICAL 2D

First aid 3D+1, sailed nautical vessel repair 4D
Equipped With:

¢ Humaniod torso

* Two legs

* Two arms

¢ Emergency inflatable flotation bag

* Comlink

¢ Two visual and auditory sensor recorders—Human
range

® Vocabulator speech/sound system

¢ AA-1 Verbobrain

Special Abilities:

Inertia compensators: Add 1D to Dexterity when attempt-
ing to maintain footing on a violently swaying deck.
Move: 8

Size: 1.6 meters tall

Cost: 3,000

WARS™

Capsule: The Webby is a specialized third-degree
droid programmed to tutor humans in the use of a
variety of mechanical vehicles. The 102 model is a
less-common variant which is designed to provide
competent instruction in sailing, caring for, and
navigating a multi-crewed sailed yacht. It can also
serve as a proficient crewmember.

The Webby is sheathed in waterproof hard-
impact plastic, shaded a deep blue. If submerged, it
will inflate a flotation bag housed in a small chest-
chamber, and send out a distress call over its
comlink (Cambriel has disabled this functionin this
particular droid). Generally speaking, the Webby
has a stable personality, and speaks in a deep,
confident voice. Fearsome weather doesn’t faze the
Webby at all; it is programmed to deal with sea
storms with steadfast calm. It is less effective in
violent, stressful situations which lie outside of its
primary programming—such as firefights and loud
explosions. This particular model doesn’t have
much of a personality, since Cambriel has its
memory wiped monthly for security reasons.

m Cambus Gale
Craft: Saltech V-53 Hydromancer
Type: Civilian Racing Yacht
Scale: Speeder
Length: 23 meters
Skill: Sailed yacht operation
Crew: 6, skeleton: 3/+10
Crew Skill: sailed nautical vessel operation 5D, sea navi-
gation 4D
Passengers: 2
Cargo Capacity: 1 metric ton
Maneuverability: +2
Cover: Full (below decks), 1/4 (above decks)
Cost: Unique
Move: 25; 70 kmh
Body Strength: 1D

Capsule: The Cambus Gale is Cambriel’s personal
yacht, and his pride and joy. She began life as a
pleasure craft rather than aracing yacht, but he has
spent several years and a fair amount of money
reshaping the hull, rerigging the sails, and other-
wise augmenting her capabilities tothe point where
she can give the local racers a run for the money.
She isn't up to matching the speeds of the profes-
sional racing craft which have been arriving for the
regatta over the last few weeks, but Cambriel hopes
this won’t be obvious until the illicit cargo is picked
up. She certainly looks like a racer. She boasts a
well-stocked galley, cramped but adequate quar-
ters, and enough hull space to hold the expected
supply crates, a flotation lifter, diving suits, spare
parts and supplies.

Becoming Sailors

The sparking blue waters around AtariaIsland
are teeming with boats and yachts. Many are
pleasure boats, but a good number of sleek rac-
ing yachts are also plying the waters as their
crews adjust to the Spira gravity and prepare for
the coming race.
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The characters also have to practice. The
gamemaster may spend as little or as much time
on the training sessions as drama dictates. Tool-
ing around the harbor and out into the ocean a
few kilometers will demand a great deal of work
and concentration from the Rebels, but it will
only take a few Easy sailed nautical vessel opera-
tion rolls to manage successfully—perhaps one
to tack out of the harbor without hitting another
craft, two or three more rolls during the day, and
another to get back to the pier. Of course, the
characters will probably be using their default
Mechanical scores rather than a specialized sail-
ing skill. The yacht has a generous supply of
lifejackets, which Cambriel will press on anyone
expressing doubts about his or her swimming
capabilities.

Both Cambriel and the Webby have command
skills which prove indispensable in helping their
green crew sail the yacht successfully. For a
refresher course on handling command actions,
see page 68 of the Star Wars rulebook. Assuming
a crew of six, Cambriel and the Webby will likely
be making Moderate skills rolls most of the time.
Remember that if one or the other are aiding the
crew directly, they will be rolling with a 1D pen-
alty. Commanding the crew is not essential in the
practice period, but will be vital in facing the
obstacles of the race itself.

Eel Hunting

If the characters take Cambriel’s suggestion,
and combine the training sessions with an eel
safari, they can kill two birds with one stone. If
they wait until after the race, precious time will
be lost in getting the supplies back to base. The
trip out to the eels’ domain will not place any
additional burden’s on the crew’s sailing de-
mands.

The Camray eel primarily inhabits the Shinkai
Abyss, a fabulous undersea trench which runs
more than 3,000 miles. The western mouth of this
trench is only 100 kilometers from Ataria Island,
and can be reached in about three hours of
steady sailing. A glittering paradise of crystal-
encrusted trench walls, colorful fish, and lacy
green seafern, it is a popular destination for
divers in general, and eel hunters in particular.

If the players don’t hate Snopps enough yet,
the gamemaster may place him in the area on a
party barge loaded with his loud buddies and
toadies, busily tossing concussion grenades in
the water in the vague hopes of killing an eel
without getting wet (this will succeed only in
frightening away every fish and eel within two
kilometers). However, if the players spent a lot of
time with Snopps in the Plunge, another encoun-
ter so soon might be overdoing it.

Since the eels never approach the surface, the

Seth Cambiriel

Type: Rebel spy
DEXTERITY 2D+1

Blaster 3D, dodge 3D, melee
combat 2D+2, melee parry
3D

KNOWLEDGE 4D
Bureaucracy 4D+2, business
5D+1, streetwise 5D+2,
streetwise: Spira 7D
MECHANICAL 3D+1
Communications 4D,
repulsorlift operation 3D+2,
sailed nautical vessel opera-
tion 5D

PERCEPTION 3D+1

Bargain 4D, command 5D,
con 5D, gambling 5D, hide
4D, investigation 3D+2, per-
suasion 4D+1, sneak 4D+1
STRENGTH 2D

Brawling 3D+1, swimming 4D
TECHNICAL 2D+1
Computer programming/re-
pair 4D, first aid 3D, security 4D+1, sailed nautical vessel
repair 5D

Force Points: 1

Character Points: 7

Move: 10

Equipment: Snazzy but practical clothes, comlink, sporting
blaster, 5,000 credits (he can get more)

Capsule: The story about Cambriel around Ataria Island
is that he made millions in his youth trading on compa-
nies being taken over by the Empire, and retired to Spira
to sit out the galactic Civil War in comfort. Indeed, he
lives the life of a genteel beach bum. His primary activi-
ties seem to be lounging around the Plunge all morning,
skimming the seas around Ataria Island a bit in his yacht
in the afternoon, and playing sabacc in the casinos until
late at night. He knows just about everyone on the Plunge
staff, and is on good terms with most of them (he’s a good
tipper).

This is all true, but what only one other person on
Spira knows is that Cambriel is also a Rebel spy, mixing
with alcohol-sodden Imperial elites in bars, parties, and
in sports parks, gently probing for information useful to
the Rebellion. He has a veritable legion of informers who
have no idea of his affiliation with the Rebel Alliance,
most of whom are bartenders, janitors, travel agents, and
such.

Cambriel is a ruggedly handsome fellow, tall, with
thinning blonde hair. He is every inch the sportsman.

_/
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hunters have to go in the water after them. Once
the characters enter the trench proper, they may
begin hunting the Camray eel. The eel is a crafty
and stealthy beast, and there are not many of
them around. Locating one will be a Difficult
activity, and the characters will only get four or
five searchrolls per day (they can stay in the area
for two days, if necessary). Combined searches
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are possible, but someone other than Cambriel
will have to do the commanding—he is staying in
the boat.

Spice up the hunt by describing the scenery
and improvising an encounter or two with the
local marine life. The classic fake scare always
goes over well: when the characters approach
one of the many small grottos lining the trench
wall, send dozens of
sliverfish suddenly swarm-
ing out of the dark crevice
pastthestartled characters.

The characters eventu-
ally need to find an eel, of
course. If their rolls are fail-
ing, send an eel their way.
But because Camray eels are
fearless and aggressive
predators whichinvestigate
and probably attack suited
humans theyencounter, this
eel is hunting them. It may
follow awhile usingits sneak
skill before closing for a
blindingly fast attack.

The only thing which
makes these waters rela-
tively safe for recreational
diversisthattheeelisnotat
all common (due to their

WARS™

eel is a popular trophy among upper-class game
hunters throughout the sector. The fact that it runs
deep and can only be caught by a hunter willing to
venture into its element makes its value all the
greater.

The Spira Regatta Open

If the characters spend the two days before
therace practicing their sailcraft, they may begin
the race with a sailed nauti-
cal vessel operation equal
to their Mechanical scores
+1 pip.

The race begins in the
Atarialsland harbor. Anin-
spection team will go care-
fully over every vessel be-
fore the race, assuring that
raceguidelines are adhered
to. Having diving suits and
flotation tanks in the hull
does not violate the guide-
lines. Having a sailing droid
or motor engines aboard
does (Cambriel will know
this ahead of time, and the
group cantakestepstohide
illegal items).

There is a judging pavil-
ion on a flotation tank in

huge appetites, Camray eels
have enormous territories
and small population densi-
ties).

Camray Eel

Type: Sea Predator

DEXTERITY: 4D

PERCEPTION: 2D

Sneak 4D+2

STRENGTH: 3D

Swimming 6D

Special Abilities:

Coils: Do 5D constriction damage
Teeth: Do STR + 2D damage
Camouflage: Due to coloration, +2D to sneak when moving
close to seabed.

Move: 16

Size: 4-5 meters'long

Capsule: The Camray eel is a long, snake-like ma-
rine animal which haunts the Shinkai Abyss. It
features a huge, gaping mouth with a fearsome
array of teeth, and its lithe, muscular body can seize
and crush prey.

The eel is a loner, and drifts among the deeply
scored trench walls, hunting the sliverfish which
are the main staple in its diet. It seldom rises above
75 meters, except in the rare event fleeing sliverfish
make for the surface. It sleeps in the sandy silt on
the trench floor, 150 meters below.

Due to its fearsome nature, and seeming plea-
sure in hunting and devouring divers, the Camray

the harbor, where the race
officials coordinate the re-
gatta, and signal each yacht
to begin. The boats are ar-
ranged in a randomly de-
termined queue, and are
giving the “begin” signal at
15 minute intervals. Their
official starting times are
recorded as they pass the
pavilion.

The race participants
will be flanked by other boats from Ataria Island
for most of the first day, and several chase hop-
pers can be seen hovering in the sky. These will
drop backtowardtheisland inthelate afternoon.

Running the Race

Since the race itself is more of a backdrop to
the adventure than a climatic test of skills for the
characters, mechanics for conducting the race
have not been developed. Instead, a few events
and encounters have been introduced which will
serveto highlight interesting features of therace.

Following is a schedule of events that will
occur during the race. Most days will pass un-
eventfully, meaning the characters will work hard
sailing the Cambus Gale, get blistered and sun-
burned, and occasionally spot acompeting yacht
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or a chase hopper. Easy skill rolls will keep the
Rebels in the running on such days (thereby
discouraging increased interest from race offi-
cial tracking them from chase hoppers and from
orbital satellites). Some of the days feature spe-
cial events, and require more of the characters.
Thefirst two of these are detailed below. Episode
Three is devoted to the wreck and recovery of
the supplies.

¢ Day One—uneventful

* Day Two—uneventful

¢ Day Three—Galub slug encountered

¢ Day Four—uneventful

® Day Five—uneventful

* Day Six—weathering The Point

¢ Day Seven—uneventful

* Day Eight—over the wreck

¢ Day Nine—uneventful (this is up to the char-
acters)

¢ Day Ten—the finish

The Slug

On the third day, characters making a Difficult
Perception roll notice that the pace of the ship is
gradually slackening. Cambriel tells the crew
that they probably have a passenger on the
underside of the boat—a Galub slug. Indeed,
upon checking, the group will discover that a
large sea slug has adhered itself to the underside
of the hull, slowing the yacht considerably.

Getting rid of the slug is a matter of swimming
underneath the boat and blasting it until it de-
tachesitself from the hull and floats away (spears
have little effect). Amishap here will mean shoot-
ing a hole through the hull, which would be a bad
thing. Cambriel does have hull patches in his
supply kit.

Later in the day, the Rebels may pass another
yacht sufferingthe same affliction. Its crew doesn’t
know what’s wrong, since it hasn't spent much
time in Spira’s waters prior to the race.

m Galub Sea Slug
Type: Sea Parasite
DEXTERITY: 2D
STRENGTH: 3D
Special Abilities:
Adhesion: Can adhere itself to a solid surface using pow-
erful suction.
Move: 8
Size: 2 meters long

Capsule: Galub slugs are large, grub-white sea para-
sites which adhere to even larger sea animals to
suck their blood. They are also incredibly stupid,
and sometimes mistake the hulls of passing boats
for the hides of potential hosts.

\Weathering the Point
According to the onboard marine
navicomputer, the Point has a number of names,
but to those who cruise these waters, it is simply

the Point. The Point is actually the southern cape
of Spira’s largest island (almost a continent),
where two major ocean currents meet. The re-
sulting confluence creates a seething mass of
angry water—strong eddies, minor whirlpools,
strong and contrary currents, and huge waves.

Navigating the Point is a hazardous undertak-
ing, and a great test of seamanship. That is why
therace course runs right through it. Characters
may opt to avoid the area, but will most certainly
be disqualified from the race when the judges
note the detour on sensors.

Braving the Point will demand three success-
ful Difficult sailed nautical vessel operation rolls
from the crew. Failure means losing control of
the yacht, or minor structural damage to the
rigging, rudder, and so forth, which will take a
number of hours to correct. A critical failure
might mean a sailor overboard, or the loss of the
rudder. All three rolls must be made to clear the
area.

Episode Three: Recovering
the Goods

The final stage of the adventure entails the
actual recovery of the supplies, and an encoun-
ter with Snopps and his Imperial baby-sitters.

The Wreck

The alien wreck has been a feature of Spira
since the first Old Republic scouts scanned the
planet nearly a thousand years ago. Even then it
had been but a hollowed out hull, stripped of
engines, instruments, skeletal remains, and other
clues which might have hinted at the origins and
identities of the beings who had piloted it. As to
how the vessel came to rest in Spira’s ocean, and
who had stripped it, no one has been able to
ascertain. The mystery remains unsolved, for the
universe holds many mysteries, and the origins
of the strange ship of Spira ranks very low on the
list.

Still, the huge rusting hulk presents tourists
with an irresistible diversion, and the wreck is a
popular diving spot. On a typical day, scores of
divers and minisubs can be seen flitting about its
metal bones. On this week, of course, the wreck
is deserted, and the Rebels willbe able torecover
their cargo unobserved. Or so Cambriel keeps
insisting.

Cambriel supplies the diving party with a plas-
tic diver’s map of the wreck, with the location of
the supplies marked on it. The three crates are
located in the rear of the wreck, in a small room
believed to once have been an escape pod cham-
ber.

The alien spaceship is physically in good con-
dition and its original outlines are still quite
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discernible. It is an organic-looking vessel, stream-
lined and reminiscent of a sea mammal. There are
several large gashes in the hull, through which
coral-encrusted beams and thick tubing can be
seen. Smaller bits of hull (each weighing more than
a ton) are strewn all about the wreck. Now an
artificial reef, the wreck is home to a myriad of sea
creatures (very pretty, but none of which hold any
particular danger to the Rebels).

There is only one safe entrance to the wreck—
alarge break in the hull on the port side, just aft of
the bridge. The map indicates this, and warns
against attempting to enter from the aft gash on the
same side, which is so choked with twisted girders
that passage is impossible (though perhaps not to
those bearing explosives or lightsabers—see be-
low for notes on moving through hazardous ar-
eas).

The interior of the vessel is murky, coated in
slime and sea algae, but is otherwise surprisingly
clean. The thousands of explorers and divers who
have come before have made off with everything
that could conceivably have been detached from
the wreckage. Structurally, the walls are oddly (to
a human perspective) curved and the surfaces are
pitted and irregular. The passages are ribbed and
somewhat cylindrical, giving one the feeling of
floating down a huge esophagus.

The various chambers are very similar in ap-
pearance, and there are no devices or instruments
in them to indicate function (the labels on the map
are simply for convenience). The accessable areas
of the ship are quite safe to move about in, and no
rolls need be made to avoid injury to self or diving
suit while swimming to and from the hidden supply
crates.

Several doors in the ship have been welded shut
at some point to keep tourists away from unsafe
areas. There is an upper level which has also been
sealed up. There is nothing of interest in these
sealed areas, only a great deal of razor-sharp pro-
trusions and splintered metal. Traveling in these
areas is hazardous, and those doing must make
Moderate swimming rolls every round they spend
in them to avoid injury (the protrusions do 3D
damage).

Locating the three crates is a simple matter.
They are concealed behind a number of girders in
asmall enclosure in the “engine room.” The casual
explorer would be unlikely to stumble across them,
but they are easily found by those who know what
they’re looking for. Getting the crates out of the
wreck (the flotation lifter will not fit inside) is a
matter of making a Difficult Strength roll for each
(up to four divers can handle each crate, and so
combine their Strength scores).

As the divers load the crates onto the flotation
lifter in preparation to hoisting them to the surface,
they may notice a second hull next to that of their
yacht far above on the surface. A Moderate Percep-
tion roll will determine success.

WARS™

The Return of Snopps

AstheRebels divers work to attach the supplies
to the flotation tanks down below, there is a new
development back on the surface: a tiny speck
appears on the horizon. Characters keeping alook-
out spot it with an Easy Perception roll. Otherwise,
it will take a Moderate roll to detect. As the vessel
nears, it can easily be seen by anyone ondeck of the
yacht.

The craft glides directly toward the yacht on
large hydrofoils. The hull is clearly of Imperial
design. Indeed, characters with some military ex-
perience may readily identify it as an Imperial
waveskimmer. A successful Moderate Perception
roll will suggest to the observer that some of the
normal military markings and external details are
missing or altered on this vessel. Most notably, the
two main blaster cannon ports appear to be empty
and sealed, and the windows are somewhat larger
than one would expect on a combat vessel.

The skimmer pulls up near the yacht in a half
spin, generating large waves which rock the small
yacht violently (an Easy Dexterity roll to maintain
footing on deck). As it slows, it sinks into the water.
A number of seatroopers can be seen moving
within the skimmer as it drifts to a halt.

As the skimmer nears the yacht, a side-hatch
rotates, drops, and a small diving ramp extends out
over the water. A familiar figure struts out onto the
ramp, clad in a flashy orange diving suit, and
flanked by two seatroopers likewise suited for a
dive. They are carrying blaster spear guns casu-
ally.

Snopps has arrived to explorethe wreck, race or
not. He haughtily addresses the visible crew of the
yacht, informing them that he desires to dive and
inspect the alien wreck, and that the whole area s,
by his mere presence, restricted seaspace.

If the Rebels have not previously clashed with
Snopps to a significant degree, he will simply order
them away from the wreck, and expect them to
obey. If the party has clashed with Snopps before,
he will loudly order his troopers to impound the
yacht and escort the Rebels back to Ataria Island.
In this case, the captain will hold a brief and quiet
conference with Snopps (in which he tells the boy
that they have no grounds to seize the vessel).
Snopps will glower and pout, and demand that the
Rebels leave the area at once. The captain will
suggest that the crew be off if they are interested in
winning their race.

What occurs next is entirely up to the Rebels. A
firefight is a distinct if unwise possibility. Remem-
ber that Snopps is a little unstable, and can be
goaded into grabbing a spear gun and taking a shot
at a character, if the characters push him too far.
The crew of six seatroopers are crack troops, but
they are not readied for battle, except for the two
troopers on the ramp with Snopps. The weapons of
the crew are stowed in metal lockers below decks.
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The Rebels might win in a direct surprise as-
sault, ifthey come up with anawesome plan, or rely
on the Force (in a somewhat unheroic fashion, it
most be noted). However, a contest between a
military vessel with an Imperial walker-grade hull
and a pleasure yacht will likely be a very short one.
I fired upon, the Imperials will simply button up
and ram the yacht until it sinks. Even if all the
Imperials are by some miracle killed or otherwise
silenced, the group will face difficulty in leaving the
planet without an investigation (and a very thor-
ough search). Scenarios which devolve into hos-
tage-holding situations are left to individual
gamemasters to handle.

A bluff will probably have a better chance of
getting the group out of hot water. Snopps isn’t all
that bright, and the troopers temporarily assigned
as his escort do not much care for their charge.
Indeed, they are so weary of his company that they
will not be very motivated to intercede on his
behalf, as long as overt violence or gross lawbreak-
ing is not in the offing.

As aresult, evenif the diving crew surfaces right
between the two boats, all is not lost, if the Rebels
keep their heads. As long as some faintly plausible
story is hatched which can explain everything,
Snopps will probably buy it (he’s an Easy con). The
troopers may well be aware that something is
amiss (they are harder to mislead, and require a
Moderate con roll to fool), but will enjoy seeing
Snopps hoodwinked more than they would enjoy
investigating the weird doings of some yacht rac-
ing team.

Of course, the diving Rebels on the way to the
surface may decide toreturntothe ocean floor and
wait the encounter out. Alternatively, they might
manage to hide just under the hull of the yacht with
a little tricky maneuvering.

Snopps may become bored with the whole en-
counter (especially if he senses people are smirk-
ing behind his back) and depart. He may as easily
grow stubborn and insist on diving. What he willdo
upon encountering other divers underwater is up
to the gamemaster, and depends largely on events
in past encounters.

Waveskimmer Captain. All stats are 2D except:
blaster 5D, Mechanical 3D, walker operation 5D,
waveskimmer operation: 6D, Perception 4D, com-
mand 5D+2, investigation 5D. Move: 10.

6 Imperial Seatroopers. All stats are 2D except:
blaster4D, vehicle blaster 6D, Mechanical 3D, walker
operation 4D, Strength 2D+2 (increased by 3 pips for
damage purposes), brawling 3D+2, swimming 4D+2
(increased to 6D+2 by armor). Move: 10 (12 under-
water). Blaster spear gun (blaster damage 5D,
spear damage 4D), 5 concussion grenades (dam-
age 5D), seatrooper armor.*

(" )

Undersea Action

¢ Lightsabers require a Moderate Dexter-
ity roll to hold onto or pick up.

* Characters use swimming codes for
movement and dodging, though merely
swimming about in a diving suit requires no
roll.

* Grenades do 4D damage to everyone in
its entire range. Victims at close range can
be wounded, others take stun damage only.

* Difficulty of blaster shots goes up one
level, and they do -2D damage. y

* Adds 3 pips to Strength code for damage pur-
poses only. Does not reduce Dexterity codes. In-
creases swimming code by 2D, and allows under-
water Move at 12. See page 47 and the stormtrooper
armor insert in the Star Wars Imperial Sourcebook
for more details.

m Snopps’ Touring Vessel
Craft: Customized Waveskimmer
Type: Attack hydrofoil
Scale: Walker
Length: 14
Skill: Hover vehicle operation: waveskimmer
Crew: 3, gunner: 1
Crew Skill: vehicle blasters 5D, walker operation 4D
Passengers: 20
Cargo Capacity: 1 metric ton
Cover: Full
Cost: Not available for regular sale (unique craft)
Maneuverability: 1D
Move: 55; 160 kmh
Body Strength: 2D+1 (widened windows reduce hull integ-
rity slightly)
Weapons:
Two Light Blaster Cannons
Fire Arc: 1 front, 1 back
Crew: 1
Skill: Vehicle blasters
Fire Control: 1D

Conclusion

It is not likely that the Rebels, with their slower
yacht and extraactivities, will place very wellin the
race. Indeed, with the exception of one boat which
foundered in the rough waters of the Point, and the
vessel plagued by the undiscovered Galub slug,
theyplacedeadlast. ThiswillbeablowtoCambriel’'s
reputationas asportsman, but one gladly endured.

Getting the goods off the planet is as easy as
Cambriel predicted. The items in the crates can be
sealed in plastic bags and concealed in the coolant
chips which lie below the Camray eel in its trans-
port container (with a great deal of gagging and
holding of breath). The inspection is cursory, and
the idle inspectors make no effort to break the seal
ofthe container. The characters can board the next
spaceliner off Spira, and look forward to returning
allthe money they didn’t spend to their command-
ing officer. Y
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By Paul Sudlow

These bio things always come a bit difficult for
me. Sitting here, trying to think of something
scathingly brilliant to say, and all I can think of is
“what it was like seeing Star Wars for the first
time.” Which1will spare you, because, other than
seeing it in a small German theater, my experi-
ence wasn’t all that unusual.

It’s just as well, | suppose, that my experience
was a common one. For many people, [ think, Star
Wars took root somewhere in that little part of
the soul that delights in fairy tales about frogs,
magic rings, and Arab princes; that part of the
heart that alights with wonder and amazement
when, like Roy Neary, we are invited to look up in
the spangled sky and wish upon a star. It cer-
tainly did in me. Star Wars didn’t change my life
(at least not right away), but it certainly left a
strong impression.

As time went by, I discovered Asimov and
Tolkien, Wagner and Tchaikovsky, Abbot and
Costello, Japanese cinema and Republic matinee
shorts, and Joseph Campbell. | began, in short, to
discover the wells Lucas and company had gone
to for inspiration, and started to frequent them
myself. Meanwhile, I was introduced to the fine
soundtracks of John Williams, and the great tech
designs of Joe Johnston. I learned the names of
Alan Dean Foster, Brain Daley, and Ralph
McQuarrie. | even watched the Star Wars Holiday
Special (well, once bit ...).

WARS™

Stories Grow in
the Telling

About 1980, the gaming bug bit, when I found
the old blue box Basic D&D set under the Christ-
mas tree. | immediately formed a gaming group,
and spent my high school years designing game
worlds. In college, | drifted out of gaming for afew
years as [ got more involved in the then-nascent
anime hobby. With the release of the Star Wars
roleplaying game in 1987, however, my interest
in RPGs was rekindled, as was my love for Star
Wars.

Combining two primary creative outlets was
rather ... volatile (I threw in the anime influence
as well, and still have a Dirty Pair sourcebook 1
wrote around here somewhere — but that’s an-
other story). | wrote a bit of freelance here and
there for a while, before I got around to sending
a proposal in to West End Games for a Star Wars
campaign setting. Nothing came of it at the time,
but it did lead to a call a few months later by this
Peter Schweig-something guy. Hewanted to know
if [ had anything I could contribute for a new Star
Wars magazine he was heading up. I thought real
hard for a second or two. Yep, | might.

Andso“The SpiraRegatta” was born. Or fleshed
out, at least. The adventure itself came out of my
own campaign, which had inspired the proposal
I had originally sent in. It seemed appropriate.

The rest, as they say, is history. [ wrote more
articles, got rich and famous, and then moved
out to fabulous Honesdale to work for West End
as a real-life game designer. Or something like
that. Sometimes stories grow in the telling.
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Alex Winger squatted behind a maze of boul-
ders overlooking the roadway that led up to the
mining center complex. These jobs didn’t make
her nervous normally, but something gnawed at
the back of her mind. Something just didn’t feel
right tonight. The number of Imperial personnel
in Ariana had nearly tripled in the last few weeks.
And all their energies seemed to be focused on
the mines of Garos IV. Something deep inside her
told Alex that whatever the Imperials were doing
with these ore shipments was going to have a
profound effect on her life.

“Look, Doro, they’re loading a second cargo
skiff,” she said, peering through the
macrobinoculars. Last night, they’d observed
one sled being transported from the mines to the
spaceport outside Ariana. Tonight, it looked like
the Imperials were doubling their load. But these
two skiffs would never make it to the spaceport.

“Whatin the worlds are they doing with all that
ore?” her companion wondered. Doro was 28
years old and this was only his second mission in
the field. Alex had been involved with the under-
ground for two years, but her experiences made
her feel a lot older than her 18 years.

“I count a dozen scout troopers on speeder
bikes,” she told Doro. “Plus the two man crew on
each sled.” Alex pulled her comlink off her belt
and sent a signal to her comrades who were
waitinginambush about akilometer to the north.
“C’mon, let’s move out,” she said.

Suddenly, blaster fire punctuated the stillness
of the forest. “What’s going on,” Doro whispered.

“Team Two, come in,” Alex called into her
comlink as she headed for the wooded hillside.

“They found us,” the voice on the other end of
the comlink calmly reported over the static. “AT-
STs! And some—"

There was more blaster fire, then the comlink
went dead.

“C’mon, Doro, move it,” Alex yelled to her
companion as another round of blaster fire rang
out through the woods. They were definitely
getting closer.

Alex and Doro turned westward toward the
Tahika Cliffs. The terrain here was too rugged for
the AT-STs. Eventhelmperial speeder bikes would
have a difficult time traversing the area, espe-
cially during the middle of the night.

Several shots whipped past Alex’s head, ignit-
ing a nearby tree. Then she noticed she didn’t
hear Doro’s footsteps behind her. Alex slowed
her pace for a few seconds and looked to see his
prone body 10 meters back. She could hear the
speeder bikes moving closer.

Alex took a deep breath, turned around, and
reached Doro in 10 seconds. He'd been hit in the
shoulder by a blaster and had fallen, cracking his
skull on arock. Alex could find no pulse. Another
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shot rang out to Alex’s left. She touched Doro’s
forehead to wish him well wherever death had
taken him, then headed farther up the hillside.

Alex could hear footsteps coming up behind
her and search lights lit the side of the mountain.
She felt confident that she could outwit these
scout troopers. She was much more familiar with
the terrain than they.

But at the top of the crest, Alex took a misstep,
and tripped over some fallen branches. She went
careening down the hill. Every rock and every
fallen tree branch seemed to find a mark on her
body. She came to a stop, bruised and aching, a
bright light shining in her eyes. She squinted and
could just make out the uniform of ascout trooper.

“Get up!” he yelled at her. “Slowly, now!”

Alex had no problem following that order.
Ever so slowly she rose, first to her knees, her
hand shielding her eyes from the bright light.

“Over here!” the scout trooper called to his
comrade who was hidden from view by the dense
underbrush. His light pointed away from Alex for
no more than a second. That second was all she
needed to grab a fallen limb and send it crashing
into the trooper with every bit of strength that
she could muster. Alex grabbed the trooper’s
blaster as he tumbled to the ground and she
sprinted the three meters to his speeder bike.

Another blast

shot past [jSuddenly, blaster
Alex's head Bfire puynctuated the
stiliness of the

and she re-
turned fire as
forest.

the scout
trooper’s com-
panion came
into view. Two shots from her blaster and the
man had crumpled to the forest floor.

Alex jumped on the speeder bike and took off
toward the Cliffs. The going was slow, the dark-
ness hampering her vision, but she decided to
stick with the speeder bike to put as much dis-
tance as possible between the pursuing scout
troopers and herself. She finally deserted the
bike about one kilometer south of thelandspeeder
she and Doro had come in.

It was right where they’d left it, fairly close to
the cliffs that overlooked the most gorgeous, yet
deadly, view anywhere on the planet. The Tahika
Cliffs—for over one hundred kilometers they
stretched the coastline, steep and forbidding.
From this point they dropped vertically almost
200 meters. Few had attempted to climb them. Of
those, fewer than half had survived. Alex had
never attempted the climb, but in her dreams she
saw herself scaling the sides of the Cliffs. It was a
most unusual dream. She was always in the com-
pany of a man with sandy brown hair and blue
eyes. He was there every time. He seemed famil-
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Type: Under-
ground freedom
fighter
DEXTERITY 3D
Blaster 7D,
brawling parry
3D+1, dodge 5D,
grenade 4D,
heavy weapons
5D, melee 5D+2,
melee parry
5D+1
KNOWLEDGE
3D+1

Alien races 5D,
bureaucracy
6D, cultures 5D,
languages 3D+2,
planetary sys-
tems 4D+1,
streetwise4D+2,
survival 5D+1,
technology 5D

MECHANICAL
3D+1
Astrogation 4D+2, beast riding 4D, repulsorlift opera-
tion 6D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 5D, command 6D, con 5D+1, hide 5D+2, search
5D+1, sneak 5D+2

STRENGTH 3D

Brawling4D, climbing/jumping 5D, lifting 3D+1, stamina
6D+1

TECHNICAL 3D

Computer programming/repair 5D+2, demolition 5D,
droid programming 5D+1, repulsorlift repair 4D+2,
security 4D+1

Special Abilities:

Force Skills: Sense 1D

Sense: Life detection

Force Sensitive?: Yes

Force Points: 4

Character Points: 10

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), blaster rifle (5D),
comlink, landspeeder with hidden compartments,
macrobinoculars

Capsule: Alex Winger, or Alexandra as her foster
father calls her, has long dark hair and almond-
shaped blue eyes. She is poised and graceful
when a situation calls for it, but privately is all
tomboy. Though some men find her combina-
tion of beauty and intelligence intimidating, those
who know her well agree that the 18 year-old
Alex is bright, quick-witted, and loyal—some-
one you can always count on.

Alex was six years old when an Imperial task
force raided her homeworld, killing the only
family she knew. She was being raised by her
grandparents after her mother, whom she re-
members being named Ana, died in a freak’acci-
dent.Itis believed that her father may have been
involved with the Rebel Alliance, but if she has
any memory of him, she has buried it deep
within her subconscious.

\

Alex Winger

Alex was taken captive by that Imperial raid-
ing party, as was not an uncommon practice. She
was “given” to a childless couple, Imperial Gov-
ernor Tork Winger and his wife Sali, of Garos IV,
who had shown their loyalty to the Empire.
Though they raised her in a loving environment,
someday Alex hopes to gain access to Imperial
records that may help her identify her homeworld
and track down her father, who, more than
likely, believes she died during that raid.

Forseveral years Alexexperienced vivid night-
mares of the raid. She remembers, in startling
detail, the death and destruction caused by the
Emperor’s troops. It is those memories, and the
witnessing of a close friend’s execution at the
hands of the Imperials on Garos IV, that have led
her to join the underground freedom fighters in
their fight against Imperial domination. Alex’s
position as the adopted daughter of the Imperial
Governor has allowed her not only the luxury of
the finest education, but also the ability to infil-
tratethe political and military structure of Garos
IV and its relationship with the Empire. She is
truly fond of her foster father, but feels he is
misguided in his espousal ofthe Empire, whether
it befrom afear of retribution or just his inability
to see a better way to end the Garosian conflict.
Alex will never pledge allegiance to a govern-
ment that rules by threat of force.

Alex is something of a genius, entering the
University of Garos before her sixteenth birth-
day. Her natural curiosity and intelligence have
made her an expert on many subjects. She is an
accomplished pilot, receiving her wings at the
age of 11. Her biggest desire is to someday pilot
an X-wing starfighter.

As amember of the underground, Alex has not
been content to merely spy on Imperial activities,
but regularly takes part in search and destroy
missions. Her comrades haverecognized her spe-
cial talents, and though they would prefer that
she stay out of the most dangerous operations,
they have been unable to convince her otherwise.
Alex is wholeheartedly committed to every as-
pect of the freedom fighters’ struggle, and willing
to risk her own life in these troubled times.

Alex is a Force-sensitive individual, though
sheisonly beginningtorealize that her “dreams”
may be visions of a possible future. At times, she
has been able to sense danger, but she has not
learned how to call on this power at will.

Ultimately, Alex and her friends in the under-
ground realize they will need the help of the New
Republic to remove the Imperial threat from
Garos IV. But every little dent they can make,
every weapon they can steal or supply line they
can disrupt only furthers their resolve to con-
tinue the fight for freedom and justice.

Quote: “Hey, have you ever known me to take
chances?”

/
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Garos IV
Type: Terrestrial
Temperature: Temperate
Atmosphere: Type | (breathable)
Hydrosphere: Moderate
Gravity: Standard
Terrain: Forests, mountains, valleys
Length of Day: 25 standard hours
Length of Year: 382 local days
Sapient Species: Humans
Starports: 2 standard class
Population: 20 million Garosians, 4 million Sundars
Planet Function: Agriculture. manufacturing
Government: Imperial governor
Tech Level: Space
Major Exports: Foodstuffs, metals, minerals
Major Imports: High technology
Capsule: Garos IV is the fourth planet of six in the Garos system.
It was settled by humans more than 4,000 years ago. And until
recently, it was a self-supporting planet with little contact out-
side the system.

The seat of government is located in Ariana on the western
coast, known for the forboding Tahika Cliffs, on the larger of two
continents. Ariana is an intellectual and business center, domi-
nated by the prestigious University of Garos.

For more than 100 years a civil war between native Garosians
and colonists from the third planet in the system, Sundari,
engulfed Garos IV. When the Empire intervened in the struggle,
it ended the conflict—violently—executing hundreds of known
“troublemakers™ on both sides.

But the Empire has generally left Garos IV alone since estab-
lishing a quiet presence on the planet 12 years ago. Only in the
last year has the number of troops begun to grow. Their chief
concern seems to be the mining of hibridium in a region south of
the city of Ariana. Only a few fleet captains. under direct orders
from the late Emperor Palpatine, seem to understand the signifi-
cance of the Empire’s presence on Garos IV. But it is obvious to
the underground that the Imperials intend to exploit whatever
knowledge they can acquire on the cloaking properties of the ore
which comes from the mines.

iar to her, yet she’d never met anyone like him. So
she waited for the day he would come into her
life.

It was quiet now except for the call of the
crupas that dwelt in the trees. Alex heard no
speeder bikes, no footsteps on the forest floor.
Sherevved up thelandspeeder and turned north,
heading back toward Ariana.

She avoided the main roads and followed the
paths that hugged the Cliffs—no need to risk
running into the heightened patrols in the area.

Thoughts of Team Two came to her mind—
she wondered if they’d been killed, or captured.
She wasn’t worried that they’d identify her. No
one knew her real name. That’s how the under-
ground cells were set up. Mostly nameless faces,
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usually four to six people in each cell. If one were
captured, they'd never be able to betray more
than a handful of people.

Normally they worked efficiently. Tonight was
the first time in months something had gone
wrong. Alex wondered if the Imperials had been
tipped off somehow. Or if the increased activities
atthe mines, which meant increased patrols, had
just caused their bad luck this evening. She’d
have to discuss it with her cell leader in the
morning.

Fornow, shemade her way uptothe governor’s
mansion and parked the landspeeder. Fortu-
nately, her stepfather hadn’t felt the need to have
security guards patrol the grounds around their
home. So Alex was able to slip in through the
back door unnoticed. The house was quiet. She
tiptoed upstairs past the darkened wing where
Tork Winger slept. Safely behind the doors of her
own room, she stared at herself in the mirror,
shaking her head. “What a mess you are, Alex!”
she told the reflection. Her face was smeared
with dirt, her clothes were ripped and filthy from
her tumble down the mountain. She’d have to get
rid of them tomorrow. She chuckled to herself,
glancing at her chrono. Not tomorrow, she
thought, today, as she cleaned the grime from
her face.

Five minutes later, Alex fell into her comfort-
able bed, exhausted. Within minutes, she slept.
But her sleep was restless. A disturbing dream
intruded into her thoughts—Explosions ripped
through a building—everything was so hazy—it
looked like a barracks. A man lay wounded in the
corridor, stunned by a blast—a woman bent over
him, cradling his head in her arms...

Alex awoke with a start, as light streamed in
through the window. Who are these people? Some-
thing seemed vaguely familiar about the man, but
she couldn’t really place his face. And who was that
woman?

She nearly jumped out of bed when her ser-
vant droid entered the room. “Good morning,
Mistress Alexandra,” he chirped cheerily. “Your
father would like you to join him for breakfast in
the solarium in one-half hour.”

She groaned as she sat up in bed. “Is it time to
get up already?”

“Yes, indeed, Mistress. Youdon’t want to keep
the Governor waiting.”

Alexrolied her eyes, and glanced at the chrono.
0700. Time to get up. It was going to be abusy day.

“Good morning, Father,” she greeted Tork
Winger with a kiss on the cheek.

“Alexandra,” he said, noticing the dark circles
under her eyes. “Didn’t you get any sleep last
night?”
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Tork Winger )

Type: Imperial Gov-
ernor

DEXTERITY 2D+1
Blaster 6D
KNOWLEDGE 3D+2
Alien races 8D, bu-
reaucracy 9D+2,
cultures 8D+2, lan-
guages 8D, plan-
etarysystems 8D+2,
survival 5D, tech-
nology 6D
MECHANICAL 3D
Astrogation 5D+1,
repulsorlift opera-
tion 5D, starship pi-
loting 5D+2
PERCEPTION 4D
Bargain 10D, com-

lomatic ranks. By his 30th birthday, he was a top
aide to the highest authority on Garos.

Winger discovered very early in his career
that he had a natural talent for diplomacy. He
was respected by his peers, and by his enemies
as well. He became the planet’s leading author-
ity on the conflict between native Garosians and
colonists from the neighboring planet Sundari.
He mediated negotiations between the warring
factions for years. Both sides found him to be a
just man, capable of sorting through all the
intrigue that seemed to dominate politics.

But Winger was also a man torn apart by his
inabilities to reach a true and lasting peace on
Garos IV. He felt he'd been closest to achieving
that goal when the Empire stepped in and forced
an end to the conflict. Winger felt dismayed by
their methods, but he accepted them, seeing the
sacrifices that were made had actually stopped
most of the random violence.

mand 10D+1, con 9D

STRENGTH 2D+2

TECHNICAL 2D+1

Force Points: 1

Character Points: 4

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster (4D), data pad

Capsule: Tork Winger is an extremely distin-
guished looking, gray-haired gentleman, the
epitome of a diplomat. For the past 12 years he
has served as Imperial Governor on his home-
world of Garos IV.

He was one of the first Garosians to enter the
service of the Old Republic almost 50 years ago.
After serving five years in the army, Winger
returned to Garos, and thanks to his family’s
position, he moved quickly up through the dip-

\

Because he was held in such high esteem by
his people, Emperor Palpatine chose Winger to
be Imperial governor. But Winger soon discov-
ered that many of his countrymen found his
acceptance of the Empire a traitorous action.
Many went underground to fight against Impe-
rial control, though Winger strived to convince
them that such actions were fruitless.

Now, three years after the Battle of Endor,
TorkWinger watches as the Empire loses ground
to the New Republic. He wonders what will be-
come of Garos IV, and of the life he had envi-
sioned for his daughter Alexandra. For she is the
one truly bright spot in his life. Though she is
adopted, he adores her, and wants only the best
for her. He would do anything for her.

Quote: “lonly want what is best for all the people
of Garos.”

Alex rubbed her eyes, trying to wake up, and
took a sip of tea. “Big exam today, Father. Chem-
istry. [ was up until after one studying.”

He shook his head. “Six hours’ sleep? That’s
not too bad. Butlimagine you dreamed of formu-
las all night long. That would be enough to keep
me from a restful sleep.”

Alex nodded in agreement.

They ate breakfast in silence. Typical, Alex
thought, smiling to herself. Her stepfather al-
ways wanted to dine with her, but he saved most
of the conversation for the end of the meal.
Winger reviewed his schedule for the day, and
read the morning updates. Alex could tell he was
disturbed by something—it had to be a report of
the underground’s unsuccessful activity. He fi-
nally spoke just as Alex took the last bite of her
meal.

“Alexandra, I'd like you to help me host dinner
this evening.”

“Special company tonight, Father?” she asked.

“The Imperial Star Destroyer Judicator is mak-
ing orbit this afternoon,” Winger told her. “You
remember my old friend Captain Brandei, don't
you?”

Alex felt her heart skip several beats. An Impe-
rial Star Destroyer at Garos. “Yes, of course. He
was here about three years ago, wasn't it right
after the Battle of Endor?”

Winger grimaced. “Alexandra, please do not
bring that subject up tonight.” He hadn’t said it to
admonish his daughter, but only to remind her
that any mention of that disaster should not be
discussed in the presence of any Imperial offic-
ers.

“Of course not, Father,” she said. “Dinner, this
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evening? What time?”

“Seven,” he said, smiling at her. “Your mother
would be so proud of you, Alexandra. You really
should consider a career in the diplomatic corps.
You carry yourself so well at functions like these.
And you are such a brilliant young woman!”

“l know, Father! You've told me this a thousand
times! But I hate politics!”

Winger chuckled, taking one last sip of his tea.
“Allright, my dear,Iwon’t try to talk youintoit over
breakfast.” He got up and turned to leave theroom,
giving her one last peck on the cheek. “I'll see you

this evening,

\When she looked Al";?;flsdrs@””
) es, sir.
up, she caught Lej He was al-

most out the
door of the
solarium
when he cal-
led back to
her. “Oh, and good luck on that chemistry exam.”

She smiled at him. He really had been good to
her all these years. Alexandra did love him, but
wished there was some way she could convince
him that the Empire’s method of controlling the
Garosian conflict was not the solution to the
problem.

Tork Winger didn’t necessarily agree with the
Empire’s use of force, but at least the random

Carner giving her a
sly look.
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bombings, assassinations, and outright fighting
between towns controlled by the different factions
seemed to have ended. Of course, the populace
soon found itself with a common enemy—the Im-
perials. The more conservative elements of both
groups united to form the underground. This small
group of freedom fighters tried to make life miser-
able for those unfortunate people the Emperor had
sent to their world. Little did Tork Winger know
that a member of his own family was a part of that
underground organization.

Alex tried to stifle a yawn. But this latest
lecture at the university on Imperial military
structure had to be the dullest offering of the
term. Unfortunately, it was required for all stu-
dents since the Empire had established a pres-
ence on Garos.

And Alex, unlike many of her classmates, had
the potential, but not the desire, of going on to
the Raithal Academy. Being a woman could have
put adamper on that idea, but Alexandra Winger
was the daughter of an Imperial governor. And
she was a brilliant student. Had the times been
different, she certainly would have been at the
Academy by now.

But that was the crux of the matter. The Em-
peror was dead, and the Imperial fleet was in a
state of disorganized confusion. Admirals, gover-
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Type: Underground leader

DEXTERITY 4D

Blaster 6D+1, brawling parry 5D, dodge 5D+1, gre-
nade 6D, heavy

weapons 5D+2, melee 5D, melee parry 6D
KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alien races 4D, bureaucracy 6D, cultures 5D, lan-
guages 4D+2,

planetary systems 5D+2, streetwise 7D, survival 8D,
technology 6D

MECHANICAL 3D+2

Astrogation 4D, beast riding 5D, repulsorlift opera-
tion 6D

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 6D, command 6D+1, con6D+1, hide 7D, search
6D, sneak 7D

STRENGTH 3D+2

TECHNICAL 4D

Force Points: 1

Character points: 5

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), data pad

Capsule: Magir Paca is one of the original under-

\

Magir Paca
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ground leaders known as COSGU (the Committee
of Seven for Garosian Unification). Paca was a
close friend of Imperial Governor Tork Winger,
and had grown up calling him “uncle.” Winger had
high hopes for Paca and planned to groom him for
an important position in Garos’ political struc-
ture.

Paca had been working as an assistant to the
Minister of Commerce when the Empire estab-
lished itself on Garos IV. This gave him access to
all types of useful information. For 10 years he
covertly passed information to the underground
until the Imperials realized there was a leak in the
system. Paca fell into their trap and only by a
stroke of fate was he able to elude arrest. Alex
Winger, then only 15 years old, was forever fid-
dling with computer files. She accidently uncov-
ered an Imperial file on suspected underground
figures and the cases being built against them. She
was able to warn Paca, and he disappeared hours
before Imperial troops came to arrest him.

Paca has remained in hiding for the last two
years, and now coordinates much of the
underground’s activities.

Quote: “We're going to have to hit them where it
hurts. Even if its only one little bit at a time.” Y.
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nors, and fleet captains all jockeyed for position
trying to bring order out of the chaos. The thing
was, there didn’t seem to be much order.

Now there were even rumors that the New
Republic was advancing deeper and deeper in
the Core Worlds toward Coruscant. Some said
that nearly half the galaxy was in their hands.
Garos IV wasn’t that far off the beaten track—a
mere four days from Coruscant. Alex prayed for
the day when the New Republic made its appear-
ance on Garos. It was a day all who worked for the
underground looked forward to.

The commander’s voice droned steadily on.
Alex had to rub her eyes just to stay awake. Just
a few more minutes, she thought, glancing at her
chrono. When she looked up, she caught Lej
Carner giving her a sly look. She’d met him a year
earlier when his father, a major general in the
Imperial army, had been assigned to run the
mining center complex. And she’d had the mis-
fortune of having him in at least one class for
each of the last three terms.

Agh! She tried to smile. She found Lej disgust-
ing. one of the most arrogant men she had ever
met. But she’d cultivated his friendship to un-
cover as much as she could about the increased
Imperial activities at the mines. Unfortunately,
Lej had little knowledge, by choice as far as Alex
could discern, of his father’s command.

The buzzer sounded indicating the end of
class. Alex stood up, trying to collect her things
when Trad Mays slammed into her.

“Sorry, Alexandra,” he said. “Here, let me help
youwiththose.” He bent down to pick up her data
books that had crashed to the floor, and Alex
could have sworn he was blushing.

She smiled at him, overlooking his clumsiness,
and let him pick up her things as Lej walked up to
her.

“Alexandra, there’s a group of us meeting at
Chado’s in a half hour. Can you come?” he asked.

She feigned disappointment. “Sorry, Lej, I've
got some work to do.”

“Aw, come on Alexandra, You know what they
say—all work and no play ..."”

“Lej, this is something my father asked me to
do. [ can’t put it off,” she tried to explain.

He rolled his eyes. “Oh, yeah, the great gover-
nor himself! You know, Alexandra, you don’t
work for him!”

Trad handed a stack of books to Alex and

grinned sheepishly at her. “See you tomorrow,”
he called as he left her alone with Lej.

“I'm just trying to be helpful, Lej. Since my
mother died last year I've picked up some of her
unofficial duties.”

“Oh, I see your plan! Trying to get extra points
so they’ll have to admit you to the Academy. Too
bad you can’t go this year with me!”

4 )

Carl Barzon

Type: Professor, underground leader
DEXTERITY 2D

Blaster 4D, brawling parry 3D, dodge, 2D+2
KNOWLEDGE 3D+1

Alien races 6D, bureaucracy 5D, cultures 5D+2
languages 6D,

planetary systems 4D+2, survival 4D+1, technology
6D

MECHANICAL 2D+1

PERCEPTION 3D

STRENGTH 2D

TECHNICAL 3D+2

Computer programming/repair 4D, droid program
ming/repair 4D+2

Force Points: 1

Character Points: 4

Move: 10

Equipment: Blaster (4D), data pad

Capsule: Dr. Carl Barzon is a professor and
research scientist at the University of Garos in
Ariana. He has spent 25 years quietly research-
ing the natural cloaking properties of the ore
hibridium, which is only found on the western
coastline of the main continent on Garos IV.

Barzon was born on the third planet in the
Garos system, Sundari, but came to Garos IV as
a student doing graduate work at the university.
He stayed onto teach, becoming one of the most
well-respected people in his profession.

Barzon became involved with the under-
ground shortly after the Empire established a
presence on Garos IV. His greatest fear is that
the Imperials will complete the research he be-
gan on hibridium and develop weapons which
would help secure their hold on the galaxy.

Quote: “You can imagine the consequences for
the galaxy should this knowledge fall into the
wrong hands.”

J

“Yeah,” she hid the relief in her voice, “too
bad.”

“Well, guess I'll see you later.”

Alex hurried from the MillnDoc building to-
ward the University Library. She stopped at one
of the central comm terminals to check for mes-
sages, punching in her ID. Within seconds, the
message she anticipated appeared.

Study group meeting in L-25 at 1015.

She glanced at her chrono. Five minutes. She
signed off the terminal and headed for her “study
group.”

They were already waiting for her deep in the
bowels of the library, through a maze of corridors
tothe secret entranceinto an underground system
of tunnels. It was said you could travel the entire
length of Ariana underground, if you knew your
way around.
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The men sat at the conference table in the
smallroom. Dr. Carl Barzon and Magir Paca were
twoleaders of the resistance movement on Garos
IV. These men were part of the handful of people
whom Alex knew the identities of. Barzon had
been Alex’s first contact with the underground.
And Paca was an old family friend, at least until
his traitorous activities had been uncovered.

“What happened?” Paca asked Alex.

“There were extra guards at the mines. And
they must have been set up on the perimeter
before we even got there. I never spotted anyone
until the shooting began,” she told them. “Any
word on Team Two?”

“Scat was captured. He is being held in the
detention center. And because of the incident
last night, the skiffs are under heavy guard at the
mining center.”

She nodded. “What’s going on at the mines?
Have they discovered something we don’t know
about?”

-

The characters, working as members of the resistance
on Garos IV, are assigned to place small, remote sensor
packages around the Imperial hibridium mines in the
region south of the city of Ariana. However, patrols and
troop strength have recently been increased. Characters
must dodge Imperial scout patrols as well as AT-ST walk-
ers while making sure the sensors are well-placed, well-
hidden and operational.

N\

Adventure Idea
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“We were hoping you might be able to find out
more about that,” Dr. Barzon said. “They've con-
fiscated all my research notes. [ don’t dare add
any new data to what they already have.”

“Your research on the ore?” Alex asked.

“Yes. We made a breakthrough—isolated the
component in the ore that creates the natural
cloaking abilities. I'm getting close to refining a
technique which will allow us to manufacture
cloaked weapons at a fraction of the cost it now
requires to build cloaking devices, and with none
of the energy requirements the current devices
use. You can imagine the consequences for the
galaxy if such knowledge fell into the wrong
hands.”

Alex didn’t even have to imagine. It was all
quite clear that this new technology could put
the Empire back on the offensive.

“I wonder if your research has anything to do
with the Star DestroyerJudicator’svisit to Garos,”
Alex said.

“The Judicator is here?” Barzon asked.

“Yes. I'm helping my father host a dinner to-
night for her senior officers. Maybe I'll be able to
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find out something useful.”

“I wouldn’t doubt it,” Barzon said. “Just be
careful.”

“What about Scat?” Alex asked. They’d broken
other people out of detention before, but there
were a lot fewer Imperial stormtroopers to deal
with during those missions.

“Team Five is going in at 0400.”

“I'd like to help,” she offered.

“It’s too risky, Alex.”

“Risky’s my middle name!”

“With the increased Imperial activity, I just
don’t...”

“Paca, I know what I'm doing,” she insisted.

“All right. Rendezvous with Team Five at 0300
in tunnel C-21,” Paca said.

She nodded. “You said the supply skiffs are
still at the mine?”

“Yes. Our contact at the Defense Ministry said
they’re moving out at 1230 today. They are sup-
posed to arrive at the spaceport at 1300.”

“So they are taking the ore off-planet.”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“We don’t know yet. Our contact is working on
that. Maybe you’ll hear something tonight.”

“That must be why the Judicatoris here,” Alex
commented. “So, what time do we hit the space-
port?”

“We can’t hit them there, Alexandra.”

“Don’t we have anyone who can get to the
shuttle that’s taking the ore? Sabotage it?”

“Security’s really tight—we’ve had a difficult
time infiltrating the spaceport. But we're work-
ing on that,” Paca said. “For now, we have to hit
the convoy on the road, before it gets to the
spaceport.”

“In broad daylight?” Barzon asked.

“We have no choice,” Paca replied. “Are you
in?”

Alexnodded, a grim determination in her face.

“Okay. Here’s the plan...”

Alex’s landspeeder zipped along the winding
mountainous road south of the spaceport. She

had such

From the corner of natural in-

stincts for

her eye, Alex spot- piloting,

ted a movement off S{le C?”flld

. almos y

to her left in the blind -
folded.

trees. No signs

ofincreased

activity through here, she thought. It surprised
her that the Imperials didn’t seem overly con-
cerned about their ore shipment, even after that
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incident last night. Well, hopefully that will make
our job a little easier.

Alex turned the landspeeder off the main road
and stopped about a kilometer to the west. There
were a series of caves here she’d discovered as a
child, perfect for hiding landspeeders, or any
weapons the underground might find useful. She
pulled her landspeeder into a cave, the running
lights illuminating the darkness, and moved about
50 meters from the entrance before stopping.

The cave was deserted; her comrades had
taken the stolen Plex missile launcher from its
hiding place. They would be set up about two
kilometers to the southeast lying in wait for that
supply convoy. Alex pulled on some camouflage
clothing then grabbed her blaster rifle and
macrobinoculars from the hidden compartment
in the landspeeder. She took off at a trot to get in
position for the coming attack.

Alex carefully made her way through the densely
wooded terrain, over one rise, down the other side
and back up another. She watched her back—she
didn’t want a repeat of last night—but she saw no
sign of scout troopers in the forest.

From her position at the summit of Hargon's
Hill, Alex had a clear view of a small portion of the
road about 150 meters away. She knew that all
around her in the hills 30 members of the under-
ground lay in waiting, each with a slightly differ-
ent angle on the road. Each person was assigned
a specific target. They’d be lucky to get off more
than two shots, so each shot had to count.

Alex checked the sight on her blaster rifle
aiming for aspot ontheroad where she expected
two scout troopers to appear. She glanced at her
chrono. Won't be long now, she thought.

The forest muted the sounds of the two ad-
vance scouts, but Alex spotted them as they
followed the winding road toward the spaceport.
Right on time. She took a deep breath, trying to
relax and get into a comfortable position. An-
other tense minute passed. Then, through the
gunsight, she watched two, then four more scout
troopers, appear on the road. The first skiff was
behind that group. Suddenly, an explosion shook
the mountainside as the Plex missile found its
first mark. Alex immediately fired her first round,
hitting the third scout trooper. Another shot and
she’d taken out the one next to him as well.
Another explosion lit the forest, as the second
skiff exploded into flames. Alex peered through
her macros and from her vantage point, she
could see four dead scout troopers. A fifth one
seemed to be wounded, crawling away from his
wrecked speeder. Parts of the skiff had been
blown for meters in every direction, probably
killing a few other troopers.

But for now, Alex’s job was done. She slung the
blaster rifle over her shoulder and headed down

the mountainside back toward the northwest
where her speeder was hidden. She was almost
within sight of the caves when someone stepped
out from behind a tree and tackled her, throwing
her to the ground. She tried to pull away from
him, but he was much stronger. She was flat on
her stomach on the ground when he pulled her
headgear off and turned her over.

“Holy empire!” he said. It was Lej Carner. What
in the worlds was he doing out here? He must
have followed me, probably wondered why I went
past the turn for the Governor’s mansion. She
wondered if he knew about the caves. Alex, she
thought to herself, you 've got to be more cautious!

“Get off of me!” she yelled at him, hoping to
throw him off balance.

“Alexandra,” he said, moving off her, but pull-
ing a blaster from his belt, “those are awfully
strange garments you're wearing.” He paused,
then pointed at her blaster. “Nice rifle. Standard
underground issue?”

Alex sat up glaring at him. If only she could
remain calm for afew minutes, surely some of her
comrades would show up. She had to stall him.
She started to get up.

“Watch it,” he said. “Move away from the rifle.
Slowly. Gee, Alexandra, bet you didn’t hear those
two explosions, did you?” His tone was dripping
with sarcasm, but Alex held his stare. She moved
a step closer to him. “Lej, I...”

“Don’t bother, Alexandra. I don’t want any-
thing to do with traitors.”

From the corner of her eye, Alex spotted a
movement off to her left in the trees. She looked
off toward the right, and Lej’s eyes followed hers.
Obviously, this wasn’t his line of work. He'd
forgottensheprobablyhad companions. Helooked
around nervously, then moved closer and pushed
Alex toward his landspeeder.

Alex stumbled to the ground, and heard one
shotringout.Shelooked behind her as Lej crumpled
to the rocky floor, dying instantly from the blaster
shot.

A man she knew as Chance appeared from
behind a tree. “You okay?” he asked her.

She nodded, but felt more shaken up than she
cared to admit. “Thanks,” she said, not wanting to
look at her classmate’s body, but forcing herself to
doit.

Chance placed his hand on her shoulder. “It’s all
right,” he told her.

Alex took a deep breath. “Yeah. I'll move the
landspeeder into the cave,” she told him.

“I'll get rid of the body,” Chance said. He lifted
the lifeless form over his shoulders and headed
toward the Cliffs.

After Alex moved Lej’s landspeeder deep into
the caves, she changed her clothes, returned the
blaster rifle and macrobinoculars to their hidden
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compartment, and moved her landspeeder out of
the cave.

She knew the main road would be crawling with
Imperial troops soon, but the back road to the
governor's mansion was deserted. It was only a
kilometer to the main drive near the mansion.
Everything seemed perfectly normal as she pulled
the landspeeder under the front portico of the
mansion. She parked, grabbed her books and
headed into the house. She glanced at her chrono.
It was 1310.

The ancient timepiece in the front hall chimed
midnight as Alex and Tork Winger bid goodnight to
their guests. It had been a fascinating evening. Not
surprisingly, the main topic of conversation had
been the attack on the supply convoy.

Alexandra doted on Captain Brandei, hoping to
learn where the Empire was shipping the ore. She
was careful not to ask too many questions, but
found that everyone else at the dinner party asked
almost everything she needed to know. Unfortu-
nately, the captain was tight-lipped about the loca-
tion of the manufacturing facility. But he did ex-
plain to a group of diplomats that the late Emperor
had seen this vision of Garos’ contribution to the
war effort, and had left specific instructions con-
cerning the ore.

Amazing, Alex thought, the Emperor had had
visions of the future. She’d grown up hearing stories
about the Emperor and his mystical powers—the
powers of the Force. And his destruction at the
hands of the young Jedi named Luke Skywalker
was a story that no one would ever dare to forget.

Alex had tried to learn more about the Jedi
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Knights, especially this power to see the future.
Many of her own dreams—she never really called
them visions—had come true. But she could never
imagine herself with the other powers ascribed to
those few people known as Jedi. Yet, somehow, it
all seemed so familiar to her.

I hope the Jedi come to Garos. Come to help my
people, shethought as she mindlessly waved good-
night to a group of commanders boarding a
landspeeder back to the spaceport.

Far off in her mind, she saw another group of
people—They were saying good-bye—they were in
the landing bay of a starship. And she saw herself
there, sitting in the cockpit of an X-wing starfighter! An
X-wing? How in the worlds? Another pilot was stand-
ing on the ladder of her ship. It was the man from her
dream—the man on the Cliffs! He touched her hand
and she was sure he called her name. ..

“Alexandra?”

The voice seemed distant. It took a moment for
Alex to realize that her stepfather had taken her
hand. She smiled at him.

“I think I'll go to bed, Father.” She yawned. “I'm
really tired.”

“It’s been a long day, Alexandra. Thank you for
being such a charming hostess.” He kissed her on
the cheek. “Captain Brandei was extremely im-
pressed with you this evening,” he said as they
walked back into the foyer arm in arm. “I believe
he’s going to give you a recommendation to the
Academy.”

“Oh, Father, do you really think so?” Just what I
always wanted, she thought sarcastically.

“Yes. I'll be sure you get it before the Judicator
departs,” Winger added.

“When is that?”

4 )

Adventure ldea

Magir Paca believes his freedom fighters
need the support of the New Republic. The
characters, working as members of the un-
derground, are asked tojourneytoanearby
sector where a New Republic task force is
engaging the rag-tag forces of an Imperial
Moff. Paca hopes the characters can inter-
est the New Republic in Garos’ plight, and
perhaps gain some supplies and equipment.

But finding the New Republic fleet in a
sector could be difficult. When the charac-
ters do evade Imperial forces and find the
task force, the New Republic officials are too
busy with their campaign against the Impe-
rial Moff and are short on supplies them-
selves. The characters must try to convince
the New Republic to take a minor interest in
activities on Garos IV and help support the
resistance there.

\ Y,
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“A day or two. The captain said they'll try again
tomorrow to move another shipment of ore to the
spaceport.”

“I imagine security will be much tighter. 1 still
can’t believe the underground attacked that con-
voy only three kilometers from here!”

“Yes,” he said, a touch of concern in his voice.
“You know, Alexandra, perhaps you should make
arrangements to stay at the university until this
businessis concluded. It worries me to think of you
travelling alone from the city. [ may even have to
think about requesting guards for the governor’s
mansion.”

“Oh, Father, please. I hate to think of us living in
an armed camp,” Alex said, wondering about the
difficulties of sneaking in and out of a mansion
guarded day and night by stormtroopers.

“These are difficult times, Alexandra. [ don’t
want you to come to any harm.”

“All right, Father. Let’s not discuss this now.I'm
waytootired,” shesaid, stiflinganother yawn. “Will
I see you at breakfast?”

“Yes, of course, my dear. Good-night, Alexandra.”

“Good-night, Father.”

Three people silently entered the building
through a maintenance room deep within Imperial
Headquarters. The secret entrance had been there
long before the Imperials’ arrival on Garos IV, but
only afew members of the underground even knew
of its existence.

Alex checked her blaster one last time. Set for
stun. The two men with her checked their own
weapons, standard stormtrooper issue blaster rifles
which had been confiscated during an earlier raid.

“Ready?”

The one man nodded and was about to tap the
panel to open the door when Alex felt a tingling
sensation crawl up her spine.

“Wait...” she whispered to her companions.

No one dared to breathe. At first they heard
nothing. Then the distinctive echo of footsteps
sounded through the corridor outside the door. At
the end of the hallway, the footsteps stopped, a
door slid open, then closed. The corridor was
quiet.

The freedom fighters moved silently through
the corridor toward the turbolift. Their objective
was the detention block one level up, where their
comrade Scat was being held prisoner. Two guards
would be on duty at this time of night. They ex-
pected to move in quickly and surprise the Imperi-
als before they had a chance to call for help. Then
they would locate Scat and get out of the cell block.
The whole operation shouldn’t take much more
than a minute.

Of course, things didn't always go as planned—
muted voices from that last room near the turbolift

caused Alex to pause. She held up her hand, signal-
ling the other two men to stop. She pointed at the
door.

“How many?” one of her companions mouthed.

Alex held up two, then three fingers, shrugging
her shoulders. They nodded, moving toward the
turbolift, but cautious of this threat at their backs.

Alex pressed the panel for the turbolift and
realized it was already headed toward this lowest
level of the headquarters.

“Someone’s coming,” she whispered.

Pressed against either side of the turbolift doors
the three freedom fighters waited. The door slid
open and a young man was shoved into the corri-
dor. From the corner of his eye he saw the three
masked figures clad in black. Instinctively he fell to
the ground.

Across from them, another door slid open and
the lieutenant who was supposed to be interrogat-
ing a prisoner this evening found himself facing the
members of the resistance. Alex moved out into
the open and fired at the stormtrooper in the
turbolift who had been guarding Scat. Her friends
blasted the lieutenant, who never even had time to
reach for his weapon. They rushed into the room
where they’d heard voices a few moments earlier.
The blaster fire had alerted the other Imperial
officers inside. One was caught, his own blaster
half-drawn, and the other had clicked on his comlink
to call for help.

Within seconds it was over, both Imperials
stunned by their enemies’ blaster rifles. An alarm
sounded as the four freedom fighters headed down
the corridor back toward the maintenance room.

By the time security arrived, Alex and her com-
panions were nowhere to be seen. In the mainte-
nance room, Alex felt for the indentation on the
back of one section of shelves and pressed it,

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4

Charlene Newcomb



A Glimmer of Hope

5 7 5

L RS

The Librarian Who Was
A Spy

By Charlene Newcomb

Sounds like some B-grade movie, doesn't it?
Hmmm ... maybe there is a story there. And you
thought all librarians wore glasses on the edge of
their noses, looked at you over the top rim of
those specs,
and had a vo-
cabulary that
consisted en-
tirely of the
word “shhh!”
Well, have you
ever heard of a
librarian who
writes science
fiction? Okay, so
I don’t officially
graduate (fi-
nally) with the
degree until
May, but here |
am.

Oh, vyou're
wondering
about the spy
bit. I've heard
that writers of-
ten imbue their
characters with
traces of them-

selves ... is
there a little
touch of Charlene Newcomb in Alex Winger, un-
derground freedom fighter? (Char looks around
suspiciously.) Shhh! (Sorry, that’s the librarian
in me, or perhaps it's really the spy.) Before a
move from Maryland necessitated a career
change, | worked for six years as a communica-
tions technician (also known as a “voice lan-
guage analyst”) with the United States Depart-
ment of Defense. And in case you wonder what a
communications tech does, just pick up a Tom

Clancy novel and use your imagination. (And no,
I didn’t work for the same agency that Mr. Jack
Ryan is employed by.)

But back to Alex and my short story, “A Glim-
mer of Hope.” I'll have to confess, “Glimmer” was
only the second story I'd ever seen through from
beginning to end. What inspired me? [ lay all the
blame on another Star Wars author — Timothy
Zahn.

Perhaps it was fate (or the Force) that led me
down the science fiction aisle of the bookstore
that spring day back in 1992. There they were —
Luke, Han and Leia — staring at me from the
paperback version of Tim Zahn's Heir to the
Empire.

I was hooked. Again. | had always been a big
fan of the Star Wars movies, but Tim's story
recaptured for me the magic that George Lucas
had created on the big screen. After devouring
Dark Force Rising afew months later, [ decided to
write my own Star Wars story.

Alex Winger was born, a mixture of the charac-
teristics that make Luke Skywalker and Princess
Leia so appealing. | imagined Alex to be a lot like
Leia — beautiful (thank you Mike Vilardi for your
gorgeous artwork), intelligent, and full of spunk,
as Han would say. Inspired by experiences from
her past, Alex has taken a fierce stance against
the Empire. Like Luke and Leia, she doesn’t re-
member much about her parents, but she is
devoted tothe man who hasraised her. She cares
deeply for her friends and she is sensitive to the
Force. With training, she could become a great
Jedi.

And I'll admit it ... in my own mind, Alex
represents the perfect girl for Luke. (I'maroman-
tic at heart, what can I say?) Hey, Tim ... if Luke
and Mara aren’t destined to be together, what do
you think of the name Alex Skywalker?

May the Force be with you ... always.

Chalecit Necweoks
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To: General Airen Cracken, New Republic Intelligence
From: Dirk Harkness, Black Curs Base
Regarding: Coreward Reconnaissance

During the past six months, a team of close associates
and I have been wandering the space lanes between the
Expansion Region and the Core Worlds, quietly observing
the state of the crumbling Empire as news of the Emperor’s
death made its way to Coruscant. The Battle of Endor has
had greater implications than we imagined: the Imperial
military machine is in disarray and many worlds are
rebelling against their oppressive overlords.

During our travels, we met with other Rebel operatives
and friendly government and military leaders, collecting
information on the status of Imperial military forces, sec-
tor governments, and tactical objectives. [ have summa-
rized our findings in the following report.

I believe the New Republic can use a combination of
diplomatic and military tactics to wage a campaign against
the fragments of the Empire, with the ultimate goal of
reaching Coruscant. By liberating Imperial worlds and
capturing facilities of strategic importance, the Provi-
sional Council could be meeting in the Emperor’s palace

within four years.

require any independent intelligence work.

My people remain at your disposal should you ever

With respect,
Dirk Harkness

Introduction

In the six months since the Battle of Endor,
news of the Emperor’s death and the defeat of the
Imperial fleet has spread from the Expansion
Regions to the Core Worlds, bringing confusion
and conflict. Some Imperial military personnel
have abandoned their posts, either to reinforce
defensive positions around strategic targets, or
tojoin their commanders in carving out a portion
of the Empire for themselves (in the Emperor’s
name, of course). Others have returned to the
Core Worlds, preferring to make a last stand with
the Imperial Advisors who have assumed the
Emperor’s role on Coruscant.

The Empire is in disarray and Imperial forces
are scrambling to protect themselves and their
resources. While this might seem like the best
time to attack in the Empire’s moment of confu-
sion, the New Republic must approach the task of
destroying the remnants of the Empire with cau-
tion.

Siege Preparations

Several high-level generals and admirals have
accepted the leadership of the Imperial Advi-
sors, who recently forced power-monger Sate
Pestage, Imperial Grand Vizier, into exile. Opera-
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tives have reported hearing rumors that the ad-
visors have sealed themselves inside the Impe-
rial Palace on Coruscant. Other operatives have
managed to damage or destroy several HoloNet
installations, which were apparently very active
with communications from Coruscant to Impe-
rial commanders stationed throughout the gal-
axy. It seems theImperial Advisors are preparing
for a siege against major Core World systems.

About halfthe remaining Imperial naval forces
have been re-deployed to defend key systems
throughout the Core Worlds. Most of these sys-
tems have starship repair and construction fa-
cilities, heavy industry which supports the Impe-
rial war machine, and high productivity agricul-
tural worlds. The advisors have also ordered
contingents of Star Destroyers to patrol certain
systems which have little strategic value, yet
would damage Imperial morale should they fall
to New Republic forces.

Corellia and Kuat

Perhaps the most fortified systems we en-
countered on our wanderings were in the
Corellian and Kuat Sectors. The Imperial Advi-
sors are concerned that their power would evapo-
rate if the Empire lost its ability to construct and
repair the navy’s starships. Kuat Drive Yard’s
facilities and Corellian Engineering Corporation’s
stardocks are viewed as the most likely targets of
an imminent assault by a New Republic fleet.

There are at least 15 Imperial Star Destroyers
patrolling the Kuat system itself, and 25 patrol-
ling the Corellian system. Numerous smaller ves-
sels — Dreadnaughts, Strike cruisers, and Inter-
dictor cruisers —also patrol these systems. The
schedules and routes of TIE fighter patrols are
changed daily. Any ships entering or leaving
these systems are boarded and thoroughly
searched. Recently intercepted transmissions
from Coruscant suggest that the Super Star De-
stroyer Aggressor has been recalled from the
Inner Rim with its escort of five more Star De-
stroyers to help defend the Corellian shipyards.

 Admiral Jaeffis is currently in command of the

Imperial forces protecting the Corellian ship-
yards, but it is assumed he will be reporting to
the more cunning Admiral Roek when the Aggres-
sor arrives. We were unable to learn who was
commanding the Kuat defense fleet, but rumors
indicate he is a Kuat native.

While the Empire has loosened most of its
control of the planets themselves, any starship
facilities, both planetside and orbital, have un-
dergone an extreme security crackdown. Any
workers of questionable loyalty to the Empire,
from chief engineers and security commanders
to supply clerks and hull wielders, have been
imprisoned or relieved of their duties, replaced
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by Imperial Navy technical personnel.

Rebel operatives on Kuat have learned that
every stardock and vessel under construction
has been rigged to blow if the defense fleet com-
mander issues the order to scuttle the shipyards.
While some areas have been rigged with any
available explosives, the arrival of a team of
power core specialists from Corellia could indi-
cate that most of the scuttling will be done by
overloading the cores of stardock power facili-
ties. We can certainly assume similar precau-
tions have been taken with the Corellian ship-
yards.

In addition to the high concentration of Impe-
rial Star Destroyers in the Kuat and Corellian
systems, other shipyard facilities throughout
those sectors have been fortified with anywhere
from two to five Star Destroyers and numerous
smaller naval vessels.

Kelada

Kelada is an important system for the Empire
because it is a major producer of repulsorlift and
Imperial walker components. The Imperial Advi-
sors are especially worried of losing Arakyd’s
giant assembly factory, which creates compo-
nents for and assembles Imperial speeder bikes
and other repulsorcraft.

A contingent of 10 Star Destroyers patrols the
system with a myriad of smaller support craft.
Imperial stormtroopers have been added to the
regular starport security forces, and customs
officers have cracked down on all regulations to
prevent saboteurs and New Republic sympathiz-
ers from halting production of components nec-
essary for the Imperial Army to maintain it’s
grasp on the many worlds still under Imperial
control.

Construction of repulsorlift and walker sys-
tems has increased dramatically. Perhaps the
Imperial Advisors know they cannot possibly
control the galaxy using their shrinking fleets,
and are attempting to give Imperial Army equip-
ment priority to maintain ground-based control
of less vital worlds.

r Adventure ldea )

The characters are assigned to destroy
one of the new Imperial factories on Kelada
while coordinating with New Republic sym-
pathizers there. They must smuggle their
demolitions equipment past stringent Impe-
rial customs officers, seek out their cg-
conspiritors and evade heavy security at the
factory. A traitor among the New Republic
sympathizers jeopardizes the mission, and
thecharacters must set their explosives while
Imperial troops hunt them down.

\. /

)

To: Mon Mothma, Commander-in-Chief
From: General Airen Cracken, New Republic Intelligence
Regarding: Harkness Report

Please circulate this reconnaissance report among the
members of the Inner Council and others involved with
planning the campaign against the Empire. Although
Harkness is no longer an official member of New Republic
Intelligence, | believe this report to be fairly reliable.
Harkness has no love for the Empire, and wants to see it
crushed.

After reviewing his report, it's obvious we must in-
crease Intelligence activity. | am requesting additional
support from the Inner Council to train and supply opera-
tives to infiltrate Imperial systems. These agents — like
Harkness — must be our eyes and ears, guiding our mili-
tary decisions and helping to undermine the Empire from
within.

Should you have any questions I will try to answer them
the best I can. Should you doubt the validity of Harkness’
report or loyalty, [ would be more than happy to vouch for

him.
General Airen Cracken
\&

Where Kelada once had a peaceful balance
between industry and the ecology (including
several large forested regions and a large savan-
nah), now that balance is threatened. The forests
and plains are being cleared for more industrial
facilities to support the Empire’s defensive ef-
forts. Before abandoning some worlds, Imperial
engineers dismantled factories and shipped ma-
jor components and raw materials to systems
closer to the Core Worlds. Several factories are
already under construction on Keladausing many
of these components.

As a defense against orbital attack on these
factories, Imperial engineers have already set up
aKDY v-150 Planet Defender near the large indus-
trial wasteland quickly growing outside Kelada
starport. Engineers are also preparing a site for a
planetary-scale shield generator nearby.

Sluis Sector

The Sluis Sector contains several other key
shipyard facilities, including the extensive Sluis
Van stardocks. The Empire has not concentrated
much naval power here, preferring to protect
starship facilities closer to the Core Worlds. This
sector in particular is also closer to other sys-
tems where the New Republic holds greater influ-
ence.

Despite thinning Imperial support, the Sluissi
have not yet rebelled. We spent several days
meeting with Luiss Nevs, an influential member
of the Sluis Van Congregate, urging him to help
oust the Empire. He explained that the Sluissi are
caught in a dilemma. The Empire is their primary
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To: General Airen Cracken, Intelligence
From: Admiral Ackbar
Regarding: Harkness Report

Harkness’ observations of Imperial fleet deployment
will be extremely useful in planning future attacks. The
side with the most starships will be victorious. The more
we can deny the Empire the ability to construct and repair
military vessels, the more we can push them back to
Coruscant.

[ agree with Harkness that now is not the time for an all-
out New Republic fleet assault on Corellia and Kuat. We
still have very few ships capable of surviving such con-
frontations. Instead, we should concentrate on smaller
and less defended starship facilities (including the ship-
yards at Sluis Van), while infiltrating Corellia and Kuat with
as many agents and commandos as possible.

Admiral Ackbar

-

patron. Imperial funds keep the shipyards run-
ning. To turn away Imperial ships would be to
turn away 90 percent of their business.

The Sluis Van Congregate has been debating
whether or not to publicly lodge complaints
against the Imperial Navy for labor contract vio-
lations. This debate could last months, and is not
the sort of rebellion which would deny the Em-
pire use of Sluis Sector facilities. The Sluissi are
terminally indecisive on whether to support the
Empire or the New Republic.

Other factions among the Sluissi each have
their own slant on rebellion. They do not seem
prone to do anything about it now other than
debate the possibilities and the ramifications of
certain very passive actions.

These starship facilities could be taken by force.
They are not rigged to be easily scuttled and they
are not as heavily protected as Corellia and Kuat
(there are perhaps one or two Star Destroyers for
each major facility, and maybe four at the Sluis Van
shipyards). Diplomacy, preferably carried out by
high-level New Republic diplomats, would seem to
be the proper Sluissi solution.

r

Adventure Idea )
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The ambassador from Chandrila desperately wants to
meet with New Republic diplomats, and Mon Mothma in
particular, to discuss the liberation of Chandrila. The
characters are assigned the task of transporting the am-
bassador from Chandrila to the New Republic command
fleet near Calamari. Using their own ship or one provided
by the New Republic, they must evade the warships of the
Imperial blockade, save the ambassador from an Imperial
assassination plot, and escape past the seven Imperial
Star Destroyers.

/
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Salliche

Besides fortifying systems providing military
might in starships and war machines, the Impe-
rial Advisors are improving security on several
key agricultural worlds. Those fertile worlds near-
est Coruscant are coming under greater military
scrutiny than before. Salliche is receiving the
most attention, since it is the home of the Salliche
Ag Corporation, which administers many agri-
cultural planets throughout the Core Worlds.

The governing body of Salliche, the Legisla-
ture, has been disbanded. Now an Imperial Moff
is heading the incredibly complex bureaucracy
which keeps the system and the Salliche Ag
Corporation running smoothly. Major officers
and bureaucrats have been replaced by Moff
Gegren Throsen’s senior staff, while stormtroop-
ers have replaced the corporate troops which
protected company facilities. Bureaucrats who
openly challenge Imperial rule or who are caught
discussing revolt have already been jailed in
hastily built prison facilities outside Salliche
starport.

Moff Throsen has sent the equivalent of an
Imperial garrison and two Star Destroyers to
each of the 18 worlds under the Salliche Ag
Corporation’s control. In three of those systems
— Yulant, Ruan and Broest — workers have
already revolted against increased Imperial con-
trol, burning crops, scuttling hydroponics facili-
ties, and bombing storage warehouses and pro-
cessing plants. Previously-established Rebel cells
helped instigate those revolts, and they will con-
tinue to depend on shipments of arms toresist an
imminent Imperial crackdown.

Throsen’s takeover was unexpected and hasty.
It created a discontent crowd of unemployed
bureaucrats and corporate security soldiers on
Salliche itself, and showed the true nature of the
tyrannical Empire to citizens. Several New Re-
public agents are working with these disgruntled
factions to stir an all-out rebellion. Until the
Imperial presence is wiped from Salliche, these
groups plan to ambush key Imperial personnel,
bomb offices which help expedite the distribu-
tion of food products to other Core Worlds, and
space-jack freighter convoys filled with supplies.
Throsen already has his hands full keeping
Salliche’s bureaucratic machine running — the
rebels will help hinder his efforts and pave the
way for liberation by the New Republic.

Chandrila

Although Chandrilais not akey strategic world
in the crumbling Empire’s defense, seven Impe-
rial Star Destroyers have been deployed in picket
formation around the planet. Informers report
that ground troops have been completely with-
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drawn and all Imperial facilities cleared out and
abandoned. However, starship traffic to or from
any starport on Chandrila has been forbidden,
the Star Destroyers and their support vessels
mercilessly enforcing the blockade.

Inthe absence ofImperial forces onthe planet's
surface, a provisional government allied with the
New Republic has been set up. This government
is maintaining order on Chandrila, but has little
power over the Imperial blockade. We were not
able to successfully escape from the system with
their ambassador.

Our intelligence sources could not confirm
the reason for this blockade, and especially why
the seven badly-needed Star Destroyers are in a
system which is clearly of little military value.
Rumors from other informants inthe Core Worlds
indicate the Imperial Advisors are following a
plan initially devised by Sate Pestage to hold
Chandrila hostage in case New Republic forces
threatened Coruscant. Orbital strikes from the
seven Star Destroyers would cause uncountable
deaths and immense destruction.

While an all-out assault on the picket ships
would be futile until New Republic fleets grow in
strength, the Star Destroyers could be diverted
to more important targets depending on New
Republic military actions.

Imperial Warlords

With the absence of one true heir to the
Emperor’s power and the cessation of HoloNet
communications from Coruscant, several Impe-
rial warlords have risen to power. These ambi-
tious Moffs and admirals saw the Emperor’s de-
mise as their own opportunity to seize power and
run their sectors and fleets as they pleased and

to their own benefit.

Imperial warlords are concentrated in the Mid-
Rim, with ahandful taking advantage of the chaos
in the Expansion Region and the Inner Rim Plan-
ets.

Many of these charismatic leaders are moti-
vated by their own lust for power, while others
feel they can do a better job resisting the rise of
the New Republic than a fragmented Empire.
Despite their motivations, these warlords have
brought greater oppression and hardship to the
systems they rule, taxing both the populations
and the resources to further their own war ma-
chines.

Those fighting under these Imperial warlords
believe they are serving the cause of the Empire
by constricting their holds on systems within
their patrol sectors. The true intentions behind
these rogue Moffs and admirals are carefully
guarded secrets, and are kept at all costs from
the rank and file Imperial soldier.

Several warlords have already clashed over
key industrial worlds bordering their spheres of
control. Acommon explanation commanders give
when Imperial warships attack other Imperial
vessels is that they are engaging an Imperial
warlord no longer loyal to the Empire. While this
istrue, theyfail to mention (or don't even realize)
that they, too, are part of a renegade warlord’s
forces.

\Xarlord Resources

Imperial warlords concentrate most of their
military power in those systems they formerly
ruled or patrolled. Here they are most familiar
with the temperament of local peoples, the stra-
tegic importance of their systems, and advan-

Peter Schweighofer
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To: General Airen Cracken, Intelligence
From: General Crix Madine
Regarding: Harkness Report

Harkness’ reconnaissance is fairly complete regarding
starship deployment and overall politics in the crumbling
Empire. However, his observations of ground troops and
Imperial Army forces are obviously lacking. Should the
New Republic move to take systems from Imperial hands,
we must know more about the military situation on the
surface of these worlds.

In addition toinfiltrating future targets with intelligence
operatives, | advise sending undercover teams of com-
mandos to undermine Imperial industrial and military
power on the worlds they still occupy.

General Madine

/4

tages and disadvantages of traveling and waging
war within a sector.

The warlord forces we observed were usually
of two varieties. Each important system in a
sector (any with agricultural or industrial value)
was protected by a small fleet of ships which
blockaded the planet, regulated freighter traffic,
and protected against pirate raids and other
warlords. Each Imperial warlord also kept at
least one standing fleet to aid in defending key
systems and in carrying out campaigns against
loyalImperial forces, the New Republic, and other
warlords.

Using small fleets comprised of smaller capital
ships (Carrack-class cruisers, Strike cruisers,
system patrol craft and Dreadnaughts) and
headed by one or two Star Destroyers, ambitious
or desperate warlords often raid other systems
governed by other warlords, the New Republic
and even the Empire. The targets of these raids
are often supply stations, factories and ship-
yards which provide resources unavailable in a
warlord’s home sector.

These raids also provoke attacks between
warlords as well as loyal Imperial forces. So far
New Republic ships have not retaliated against
these raids. Perhaps it is wise simply to raise
defenses, allowing Imperial and warlord forces
to undermine each other’s power.

Warlord Allies

Some warlords have joined with previously
unacceptablelmperial allies: bands of smugglers,
crimelords, pirates and mercenaries. Most of
these alliances are sealed with credits, but oth-
ers are sealed with certain privileges. Crimelords
are allowed to continue and increase illegal activ-
ity (unless to the detriment of the warlord),
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pirates are supplied with ships and weapons to
prey on enemy vessels, and smugglers are paid
handsomely to steal valuable cargoes and misin-
form rival warlords.

Some warlords have banded together, pooling
their resources and military might to control a
small region of space. By cooperating, they be-
come almost as powerful as loyal Imperial forces
defending the Core Worlds.

There are many warlords busily setting up
their own independent empires, including Cap-
tain lolan Gendarr (commander of the Star De-
stroyer Reliance), Moff Par Lankin of Lambda
Sector, and Admiral Gaen Drommel, who has
control of the Super Star Destroyer Guardian.

Many of these men and other warlords have
control of small fleets which form the backbone
of their strength.

Free Systems

The abrupt changes in Imperial military de-
ployment has brought chaos to many worlds. To
free up personnel, equipment and vessels for the
Empire’s defense, many commanders have with-
drawn military, diplomatic and bureaucratic per-
sonnel from worlds with lesser strategic impor-
tance. Some systems are left with little or no
government at all, and no protection against
warlords and independent marauders.

Thelmperial Advisors and their strategic staffs
examined which systems they could afford to
abandon when withdrawing forces to defend the
Core Worlds. Most of these abandoned systems
are located in the Mid-Rim and Expansion Re-
gion, where New Republic and Imperial warlord
activity has steadily increased.

Provisional Governments

The Empire formerly played a great role in
government in these systems. In many cases
Imperial forces were the only means of defense,
and Imperial personnel saturated the layers of

é )

Adventure ldea

The characters are sent to Wornal Sec-
tor, where two Imperial warlords — Moff
Eyrgen and Moff Prentioch — are vying for
supremacy.Characters must misinformthe
two warlords, feeding false information to
their spies onthe other’s systems and bomb-
ing facilities to fuel the conflict. They estab-
lish several intelligence contacts in both
camps. But soon one contact becomes sus-
picious and discovers the characters’ true
identities, forcing them to flee the sector
with an angry Moff’s fleet in pursuit.

J/
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bureaucracy. The Empire con-
trolled, administered and staffed
most Imperial and standard class
starports, and in some cases po-
liced cities and operated govern-
ment agencies.

Provisional governments have
sprung up on these planets in the
absence of Imperial rule. These
hastily formed groups are trying to
maintain services provided by the
Empire. Some are creating their
own groups — starport authori-
ties, police militias and the like —
to fill these gaps, while others are
hiring mercenary groups and pri-
vate corporations to run these ser-
vices.

On a few worlds, crimelords, pi-
rates and other fringe groups have
assumed the role of government. In
these cases, such groups are the only
ones capable of providing the neces-
sary services to maintain order.

Supply and
Communication

Abandoned systems depended
heavily on Imperially influenced or
controlled corporations to supply goods not nor-
mally available to that system. A heavily industri-
alized system depended on these corporations
toimportfood, while agricultural worlds required
new machinery and parts to maintain their econo-
mies.

These supply companies, often under pres-
sure from the Empire, responded to the need to
supply the Core Worlds and support the Imperial
military machine. They stopped freighter runs to
these systems when their primary customer —
the Empire — retreated.

Free-traders quickly cashed in on the needs of
abandoned systems, but could not come close to
filling the market with the quality of imports these
worlds required. Piracy also denies certain vital
imports to those systems without local defense
fleets to guard against marauders.

These worlds were also cut off from the rest of
the galaxy when communications — previously
monopolized by the Empire — stopped. HoloNet
stations were sabotaged by New Republic opera-
tives to slow communications between Imperial
forces, but this also severed the lines to aban-
doned systems.

Free-traders are helping to re-establish com-
munication lines by carrying messages between
systems. Some freighter captains are making tidy
sums carrying diplomats from these systems to
meet with New Republic forces, or to band to-

gether systems within a sector or along certain
trade routes.

Economic Troubles

Systems freed from Imperial rule were also
freed of all Imperial business. Factories were
shut down or scuttled, and the entertainment
districts of major starports suffered a drop in
business without droves of off-duty Imperial mili-

To: General Airen Cracken, Intelligence
From: Mon Mothma, Commander-in-Chief
Regarding: Harkness Report

Any accurate information the New Re-
public receives is appreciated. Harkness
seems to have summarized the situation in
the Empire well, but more specific informa-
tion is required before we plan and execute
an offensive.

[ would like to stress his recommenda-
tion that we establish diplomatic and eco-
nomic ties with systems abandoned in the
Imperial retreat. We must welcome these
systems into our New Republic and help
them throw off the yoke of Imperial oppres-
sion. Their support will help us in our
struggle to return peace and order to the
galaxy.

Mon Mothma
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tary personnel spending credits in their spare
time.

Many systems the Empire abandoned de-
pended heavily on supporting the Imperial mili-
tary machine for their economies. These worlds
were not great players in galactic commerce, and
based their economic well-being on local re-
sources and industry. Now they face unemploy-
ment problems and a declining economy.

With the Empire creating an economic void,
these systems are ripe for the New Republic.
Many seek guidancein forming new governments,
and they desperately need outside business to
boost their economies.

Successful Free Systems

The most encouraging region abandoned by
the Empire is the Boeus Sector in the Expansion
Region. Darvon Jewett, the charismatic governor
of that sector, turned to the New Republic when
the Imperial military withdrew. Jewett managed
to retain several Imperial capital ships for local
defense (some say the crews of these vessels
mutinied on hearing of the Emperor’s death and
joined Jewett’s cause). He has also managed to
keep trade and communication lines open be-
tween systems in his sector, maintaining both
services and economies.

Kaal is another example of a system which
survived after the Empire left. It was formerly a
major food production world and a resort for
Imperial personnel on leave in the Yushan Sec-
tor. When the Empire retreated, local crimelord
Tirgee Benyalle stepped in and began running
Kaal’s government. She administered Kaal’s agri-
culturalindustry, which harvested and processed
food products fromthe planet’simmense oceans.
Benyalle was able to provide several small capi-
tal ships to defend the system from attacks by
pirates and Imperial forces, and guard food ship-

(" Adventure Idea N

Biivren was formerly a minor industrial
world controlled by the Empire. When Impe-
rial forces withdrew, they scuttled several
large factories and chemical plants, contami-
nating the planet’s water supply. The charac-
ters are free-traders who hear of Biivren’s
fate and try to cash in by shipping large
amounts of drinking water and sellingittothe
highest bidder. They must find a source for
their water, fly it past pirates plaguing the
system, and find sales contacts in Biivren’s
sprawling starport. They might run afoul of
greedy government officials, other compet-
ing traders, or crimelords intent on control-
ling the water trade.

\ J
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To: General Airen Cracken, Intelligence
From: Borsk Fey'lya, Bothan Councilor,New
Republic
Provisional Government

Regarding: Harkness Report

lam appalled that you are giving so much
considerationto anintelligencereportfrom
a rogue and mercenary. Harkness disap-
peared unexpectedly after the Battle of
Endor, and now he suddenly returns bear-
ing seemingly accurate and detailed infor-
mation regarding Imperial forces. How do
you know he isn’t simply misinforming us?

Everyone knows the campaign to end the
Empire will be won through superior intel-
ligence efforts. Harkness is simply trying to
divert our energies by suggesting additional
means for undermining the Empire.

Borsk Fey’lya ’

ments headed to other systems which could
afford her high prices.

During our visit to Kaal we discovered Benyalle
was running the agricultural production rather
efficiently, and we heard disturbing rumors she
was interested in selling the produce to the Em-
pire or nearby Imperial warlords.

Recommendations

After examining the situation throughout the
former Empire, | recommend several strategies
to continue to undermine Imperial power. While
amilitary campaign will eventually be necessary,
it is not the first step.

TheNew Republic should contact worlds freed
when Imperial forces retreated. These systems
are desperately seeking guidance to solve gov-
ernment and economic problems. Now they are
isolated systems struggling to survive. As part of
the New Republic, they would join the galactic
economy and contribute to the downfall of the
Empire.

The rogue Imperial warlords are a different
problem. The most likely solution would be mili-
tary action against them, but this could be costly
in terms of personnel and ships. I recommend
infiltrating their systems with New Republic In-
telligence operatives to disinform them of our
own strategic plans, stir up the populace against
their continued tyranny, and encourage infight-
ing between warlords by spreading rumors and
false intelligence reports. By setting these war-
lords against each other, and by stirring up dis-
content on their home systems, we would signifi-
cantly undermine their power before attackingin
their time of weakness.

The remaining loyal Imperial forces pose the
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Adventure ldea )

The characters, working as diplomatic
agents of the New Republic, are sent to Kaal
to offer Benyalle a deal to sell her food
products to the New Republic. Wandering
the streets of Kaal’s exotic resort starport,
they must find and negotiate a deal with
Benyalle while evading the minions of the
Empire and several warlords competing for
the best deal for food. The characters are
involved in a waveskimmer chase through
the starport resort’s bay, and fleece credits
off Imperial officers in Kaal's casinos. When
they finally come to signing a deal, one
Imperial admiral decides to make his own
deal ... at blaster point.

\. J

greatest challenge to the New Republic. Our pri-
mary targets should be shipyard facilities, but we
should start small. By taking smaller stardocks in
the Mid-Rim and Expansion Region, we can slowly
build afleet and deny the Empire ships. While our
ultimate goal would be the Corellian and Kuat
shipyards, these will not be taken by direct force.
We must try to infiltrate these facilities, disable
their ability to scuttle ships and stardocks, and
carefully plan an assault.

New Republic Intelligence should play a vital
role in all these actions. An uninformed or misin-
formed force will fail. ¢

About the Artists

Chris Gossett is an illustrator who was born in
New York City and is currently living on the west
coast. His work has appeared in Dark Horse
Comics’ Tales of the Jedi and Dark Lords of the Sith
series. Chris has been drawing images of the Star
Wars galaxy long before he was ever getting paid
for it.

Doug Shuler has been a freelance artist for
eight years and has done work for many promi-
nent game companies, including GDW, Steve Jack-
son Games, ICE, White Wolf, FASA, and West End
Games. His illustrations continue to appear on
new cards for Magic: The Gathering and Jyhad by
Wizards of the Coast. A Star Wars fanatic, he lives
in Boulder, Colorado, with his wife Jordi, their
infant daughter, Brianna, and five maniac cats.

Mike Vilardi has been freelancing as an illus-
trator for eight years, breaking in with Game
Designers Workshop and Digest Group before
catching on with West End Games. “My very first
WEG project was doing some pencils for Para-
noia (The Bot Abuser’s Manual).” While he may
have grown up with Star Wars, Mike didn’t buy
much of the merchandise. “I've had to scramble
to get whatever I can since much of it is a great
help in producing illos ... and it’s an excellent
excuse to buy some really cool toys!” Of course,
he has to share them with his two young chil-
dren.
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Between Endor and
Zahn

By Peter Schweighofer

When the roleplaying game sourcebook for
Timothy Zahn'’s first Star Wars novel, Heir (o the
Empire, was published, | was excited. His book
was the first to venture beyond what we had seen
in the classic film trilogy. It was the first pub-
lished foray of the main heroes after their victory
at the Battle of Endor. And it offered a glimpse of
what the New Republic was like. For years Star

Warstans had been wait-

ing for this.

But Heir fo the Em-
pire was set five years
after Return of the Jedi.
The Heir sourcebook
covered the novel, but
it didn't really say any-
thing about how the
Rebel forces got from
Endor to Coruscant —
it summarized the
events leading to the
Rebels’ victory against
the second Death Star,
thenskippedrighttothe
emergence of Grand
Admiral Thrawn. Star
Wars: The Roleplaying
Game, Second Edition’s
excellent chapter outlining the facts and feel of
the Star Wars galaxy gave readers a few more
hints about loyal Imperial forces and rogue Impe-
rial warlords. But it still didn’t give readers many
ideas of what happened during this five-year gap
in the action, a gap that filled approximately the
same number of years in which the films had
taken place.

In writing “Recon and Report,” I wanted to fill
in that five-year gap a bit more, make it an inter-

esting place in which gamers could adventure,
and provide some locations, personalities and
adventure hooks gamemasters could use in their
own campaigns. | didn't want to nail down the
adventures of Han, Luke and Leia, nor did [ want
to detail the New Republic’s battle-by-battle cam-
paign against Coruscant — that would be up to
later authors, from Kathy Tyers and Dave
Wolverton to Michael A. Stackpole.

And that's one of the fun aspects of writing for
the Star Wars universe — authors make their own
individual contributions to the whole, but no one
author can ever tell the entire story. It's a big
universe out there. Some authors concentrate on
the main characters, or on characters of their
own creation. Others focus on units like Rogue
Squadron. And each group has its own perspec-
tive and biases. “Recon and Report” is based on
some espionage work done rather hastily by a
band of independent mercenaries willing to aid
the New Republic. Check out other perspectives
in The Official Star Wars Aduventure Journal:
“Galaxywide NewsNets” are always slanted to
the biases of news agencies, and any article
narrated by a particular character, from Platt
Okeefe's “Smuggler’s Log” to General Cracken’s
“Wanted By Cracken,” includes the speaker’s
unique point of view.

As awriter and an editor, I've had the privilege
to work with some fantastic authors, including
some promising up-and-coming writers, and some
who've made the New York Times bestseller list.
All Star Wars writers have certain qualities in
common: we're all good writers, and we all have
greatideas. But one thing helps maintain the high
quality of material in The Official Star Wars Adven-
ture Journal — we write because we all love Star
Wars.

e S
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Najiba

Type: Terrestrial

Temperature: Temperate
Atmosphere: Type | (hreathable)
Hydrosphere: Saturated

Gravit

andard

Terrain: Wetlands, limited forest regions

Length of Day
Length of Yea

8 standard hours
1 215 local days

Sapient Species: Humans, Najib (N)

Starport: Limited services

Population: 3 million

Planet Function: Agricultural, homeworld, limited natural resources

Government:

ibal democracy

Tech Level: Space (around starport). feudal

Major Exports:

.ow technology, minerals, foodstuffs

Major Imports: Mid technology, agricultural innovations

Capsule: Najiba is a remote world, relatively isolated from its
neighbors. An extended, elliptical orbit offers a long growing
season and shortened days. However, due to the mysterious
asteroid belt which the planet passes near during one half of the
orbital cycle, the planet is unreliable for continuous space traffic
and is often bypassed by all except the most curious tourists and
of course, smugglers,

The inhabitants of Najib are superstitious and wary of outsid-

ers — but only the warmest reception can be expected from the
locals who value their reputation for hospitality. Easily adaptable
and hardy workers, the Najib are renown for their loyalty. Despite
their own lack of technology, they are quite knowledgeable and
adept at using and repairing high-tech weaponry and spacecraft.
This is partially due to a constant influx of illegal goods being
smuggled to the surface.

A planet of interminable extremes, Najiba ex-
isted in a state of perpetual spring, delineating
seasons in terms of electrical disruptions and
torrential rainstorms. Ross stared into the ma-
turing squall, intrigued by the erratic veins of
lightning which arced across the obscure, night
skies. Sheltered beneath his YT-1300 light
freighter, the Kierra, the Corellian searched the
turbulent atmosphere above the open flight pad,
following several amorphous shapes that loomed
above the heavy cloud cover.

Clipped with military precision, soft spikes of
blond hair glistened with the rain as miniature
drops accumulated in the longer length above
his ears. Yawning, the smuggler leaned against
one of the support struts. His sleepy, blue eyes
stared from the shadows, regarding several na-
tives who were huddled beneath the storm eaves
of Reuther’s Wetdock.

“1947”

Pressing the comlink against his cheek, Ross
responded, “194.”

Alluring, a feminine voice replied, “What'’s the
deal, Ross? We've been sitting here for over an
hour.”

“Are you bored, darling?” he teased, grinning
handsomely in the dim light.

WARS™

“Do you want an honest answer or just my
opinion? Come on, flyboy,” she pleaded, “Let’s
get moving.”

“Don’t get your circuits in a bunch.” Affection-
ately he brushed a hand over the lower turret
wondering in what section of the onboard sys-
tems she was hiding. Fondly named after his
ship, the feisty droid intelligence had a tendency
to focus on the optical sensors, possessed by an
unusually feminine curiosity.

“Ol’'val, Ross,” a voice greeted from nearby.

Despite the familiarity of the Old Corellian
dialect, Ross tensed, casually thumbing the re-
straint from his blaster. Propping the heavy pis-
tol against the holster, he stared into the closest
shadows and focused on the stooped silhouette.
“Reuther?”

The aging Najib bartender stepped into the
rain, humbled beneath the onslaught of cold
drops. Sheltered below the Kierra, he straight-
ened, staring into the young Corellian’s face.

Vivacious with old world charm, his eyes were
discerning and perceptive, contemplating Ross
from head to toe. Meeting the smuggler’s mis-
chievous eyes, a proud smile played across his
lips. “l see where you made the billboards in Mos
Eisley last week. The Imperials are offering 5,000
credits for your head.”

“Is that all?”

“Indeed,” the old man chuckled. “Not nearly
enough for a rogue with your credentials.” Bil-
lowed red sleeves ballooned from Reuther’s frail
shoulders and arms, clashing with an oversized
native tunic. Dampened by the rain, thinning
gray hair was tightly braided against his freckled
scalp. “It’s good to see you, boy,” Reuther whis-
pered. Uncorking an intricately carved bottle, he
poured a generous portion into a crystal goblet
and handed it to the smuggler.

“Corellian whisky?” Ross questioned, sniffing
the bitter aroma. “What’s the occasion?”

“Growing old,” Reuther croaked, nervously
glancing over his shoulder, “and to having the
strength to face tomorrow.”

Suspicious, Ross followed the bartender’s anx-
ious eyes. “Quiet night, Reuther?” he asked, cau-
tiously moving a hand to his blaster.

Sadly, the old man shook his head. “This is a
desolate place when the Children of Najiba come
home.”

Familiar with the Children of Najiba, Ross
scanned the night skies, well acquainted with the
peculiar asteroid belt that had mysteriously
claimed an orbit around the small planet. As
ominous as the shattered rock moving above
their heads, Ross discerned the somber tone of
Reuther’s voice. “Your message said it was ur-
gent.”

Muffled by the warm bodies crowded at the
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narrow blast door, a strangled scream suddenly
erupted from the bar. The despondent cry fluctu-
ated, acacophony of sobs, which peaked above

(

Thaddeus Ross

the violence of the storm.

“Just watch, my boy,” Reuther cautioned. “I
brought you here for a reason.”

The crowd broke ranks, scattering away
from the bulkhead frame. A Najib man, wear-
ing the clumsy beige uniform of a port control
steward, staggered from the bar, collapsing in
the street. Cradled in his arms, he carried the
slender, motionless body of a Twi'lek woman.
Her pale, blue skin glistened with rain, fault-
less and smooth despite the cruelty of the
shadows. With the delicate poise of a dancer,
elegant arms swayed above her head, exagger-
ating the gentle arch of her neck and shoul-
ders. Scantily clad in a faded tunic, her frail
form convulsed in the steward’s arms.

“That’s Lathaam,” Reuther began, “our port
official, and that,” he hesitated, “that used to be
his woman, Arruna.”

Ross shrugged the tension from his chest and
shoulders, massaging a pinched nerve in his
neck. “What happened?”

“Adalric Brandl happened,” he replied evenly.
“He blew in about 10 hours ago, demanding a ship
with a pilot who could shoot as well as fly.”
Sighing, he added, “Well, you know the rule,
Ross. When the Children of Najiba are home, no
traffic on or off the planet. Lathaam, being the
choob-head he is, made the mistake of informing
Brandl of that fact.” The anxious Najib rubbed
the narrow ridge between his eyes. “Lathaam
always did lack diplomacy skills.”

“So Brandl killed the girl?”

“l ain’t saying what he did.” From the safety of
the shadows, Reuther watched the lurid scene.
Dubious, he averted his eyes, throwing his hands
up with exasperation. “Truth is, Ross, Brandl
never touched her. Never laid a hand on her,” he
puffed, “yet there she lies, dead.-And there ain’t
nobody on the planet, not even you, who can tell
me Brandl didn 't do it.”

“You've been living with the natives too long.”

“I know what you're thinking, boy,” Reuther
scoffed. “Remember, | was once a bounty hunter,
too. Brandl never pulled a blaster. Doesn'’t even
have one.” The bartender cleared his throat nois-
ily, spitting into the wind. “His kind don’t need
blasters tokill.” Shuddering visibly, he mumbled,
“He's a 10-96 if | ever saw one.”

“A 10-967" Ross whispered.

“If you don’t know, you better look it up,”
Reuther snorted. “Your life may depend on it.”

Ignoring the patriarchal cynicism, Ross
crossed his arms over his chest. “Where do I fit
into all of this?”

“Brandl wants a pilot who can handle himself.

\.

Type: Ex-bounty hunter and smuggler
DEXTERITY 3D+1

Blaster 6D, dodge 5D, grenade 4D, melee
combat 3D+2, melee parry 3D+2, running
4D

KNOWLEDGE 2D+1

Alien species 6D, languages 5D, planetary
systems 6D+1, streetwise 4D+2, survival
4D, value 4D

MECHANICAL 3D+2

Astrogation 5D, beast riding 4D, space
transports 6D, space transports: YT-1300
7D+2, starship gunnery 4D, starship
shields 5D

PERCEPTION 3D

Command 4D-+2, investigation 4D+2,
search 3D+2, sensors 6D, sneak 3D+1
STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 6D, climbing/jumping 3D+ 1, lift-
ing 3D+1

TECHNICAL 2D+2

Blaster repair 4D, space transports re-

pair 5D+2

Special Abilities:

Investigation: Gains +2 when his investigations involve any Imperial busi-
ness.

Force Points: 3

Character Points: 16

Move: 10

Equipment: Heavy blaster (5D), comlink

Capsule: Thaddeus Ross is a handsome, easy-going spirit of 28
who comes from a long line of smugglers. A non-traditionalist, he
broke free of the family legacy and became a bounty hunter. His
ability to capture particularly dangerous criminal personalities
quickly gained him a reputation as a good enforcer. However, the
notoriety quickly wore off and he returned to the family tradition
of smuggling.

Despite a ruthless, occupational edge, Ross is easily provoked
by senseless violence. Cynical and self-righteous, he has a weak-
ness for protecting the underdog and often interferes to even the
odds, ignoring any possible endangerment to himself.
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I told him I knew a dozen or more suicide jocks
who would come through the asteroids just to
make an easy 1,000 credits ... then [ told him
about you.”

“Come on, Reuther,” Ross snorted musically.
“One man comes along and has the whole town
running scared? Whatever happened to your
militia?”

“Is that what it's called?” Reuther scoffed.
Staring at the backs of the prying mob, he spat,
“Farmers! All of them!Eager to bite every stranger,
but afraid of stepping on their own tails. Look at
them!” He stared into the small assembly gath-
ered around the body. “It's easy to look into
another man’s misery and do nothing.”

Grumbling among themselves, the crowd
abruptly retreated into the street as a shadow
moved from the backofthe bar. Eclipsing the dim
light radiating from the bulkhead, the stranger
faltered in the doorway. “That’ll be him,” Reuther
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The Kierra

Craft: Modified Corellian Engineering YT-1300 Transport
Type: Modified light freighter
Scale: Starfighter
Length: 26.7 meters
Skill: Space transports: YT-1300 transport
Crew: 1 or 2
Passengers: 10
Cargo Capacity: 135 metric tons
Consumables: 3 months
Hyperdrive Multiplier: x1
Hyperdrive Backup: x10
Nav Computer: Yes
Maneuverability: 2D
Space: 4
Atmosphere: 26(); 750 kmh
Hull: 3D-+2
Shields: 2D>+1
Sensors:

Passive: 150D

Scan.: 30/1D

Search: 50/3D

Weapons:
One Double Laser Cannon

Fire Arc: Front

Skill: Starship gunnery

Fire Control: 1D+2

Space Range: 1-3/12/25

Atmosphere Range: 100-300/1.2/2.5 km

Damage: 4D

One Laser Cannon

Fire Arc: Turret

Crew: 1

Skill: Starship gunnery

Fire Control: 2

Space Range: 1-3/12/25

Atmosphere Range: 100-300/1.2/2.5 km

Damage: 4D+2
Capsule: The Kierrais Thaddeus Ross’ modified YT-1300 freighter.
As one of the previous modifications it was given a droid intelli-
gence to monitor ship’s systems. The intelligence, also named
Kierra, has developed its own personality.
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whispered. “I'll pay you 2,000 credits on top of
whatever he offers you. Just get him off the
planet!” Stepping backinto the rain, he hesitated.
“There’s a bad noise about this one, Ross. Watch
yourself.”

Captivated by the peculiar events surround-
ing this outsider, Ross cautiously observed the
reaction of the locals as Brandl swept past them,
drawing the shadows in his wake. Struck by the
unusual beauty of the stranger’s face, the smug-
gler found it difficult to believe that such a man
was capable of violence. Handsome, almost cava-
lier by appearance, Brandl’s nose and chin were
chiseled with stony nobility, polished by a quiet
arrogance that aroused the smuggler’s suspi-
cions. Faded laugh lines framed a narrow mouth
and thin lips.

Thick, dark waves of hair glistened with rain,
interspersed with strands of white, which ran

WARS™

from his temples to the nape of his neck. As
foreboding as the shadows of Brandl's face, the
robe draped from his shoulders seemed to ab-
sorb the darkness about them, concealing any
weapons and his hands from view. “Captain
Thaddeus Ross?”

Wincing with mention of his first name, Ross
brushed his duster aside, revealing his blaster
and his hand poised over the heel. “Adalric
Brandl?” he replied curtly.

Cordial, agenteel smile played across Brandl’s
pale lips, drawing a sharp angle over his promi-
nent cheekbones. “I'll be brief, Captain. | need
transport to the Trulalis system.”

“Trulalis? You could catch the local skipper
for half of what I'm likely to charge. Private
transports don’t come cheap.”

“Integrity comes without price, Captain Ross.
The bar owner assured me that you were a man
of integrity.” Squaring his shoulders, Brandl
probed the smuggler’s calculating eyes. “I'm of-
fering 5,000 credits for transport to Trulalis, where
you will accompany me to the Kovit Settlement.”

“I don’t leave port for less than 6,000,” Ross
countered, narrowing his eyes. “If you want com-
pany, it'll cost you extra: 1,500 credits.”

“Agreed,” Brandl whispered. Graceful, his long
fingers retrieved a sealed credit chit. “Three
thousand now and the rest on completion of my
business.”

Eyeing the sealed chit, Ross gushed, “Right
this way.” The smuggler extended his arm to-
ward the freighter’s lowered ramp. “Kierra, pre-
pare to raise ship.”

“Well it's about time!” she hissed. “I thought
my docking struts were going to take root here.”

Ross cast a final glance to the bar, saluting
Reuther and the others who were watching from
the sanctuary of the shadows. Confidently pock-
eting the credit chit, he flashed a reassuring
smile and jogged up the ramp. Initializing the
hatch seal, he moved along the familiar corridor
toward the flight compartment. The Corellian
grinned impishly, listening to Kierra’s vindictive
voice, as she engaged their peculiar passenger.

“Whothehell are you?” she demanded. “Never
mind where | am. I'm where [ belong, but you —

“Kierra,” Ross whispered, “meet our new cli-
ent.”

Seething with the brunt of Brandl’s initial arro-
gance, Kierravehemently blustered, “Halle metes
chun, petchuk!”

“Koccic sulng!” Ross scolded, shocked by the
scathing Old Corellian insult.

Pleasantly, Brandl returned his thanks for the
rude statement and offered a challenge. “Onna
fulle guth.”

Before the droid intelligence could recoup for
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the invitation, Ross glared into one of her optical
lenses. “That’s enough!” he fired at her. “Open
the power coupling and charge the main booster,”
he ordered. “Now, Kierra!”

Discharge static hissed over the internal comm,
similar to the indignant gnashing of teeth. “Affir-
mative, boss,” she replied.

Crossing his arms over his chest, Ross leaned
against the interior hull wall, listening for the
ignition of the ion engines. Focused on Brandl’s
insidious eyes, he whispered, “There aren’t too
many people who remember the Old Corellian
dialect.”

“In the course of my career, I've had to speak
many languages.” Cautiously, Brandl added, “I
was .... am ... an actor.”

“I don’t usually transport passengers,” Ross
confessed. Stepping through the low bulkhead,
he activated the interior corridor lamps. “You're
welcome to use my quarters.”

Brandl’s gaze swept the length of the modest
passenger cabin. Hesitant to enter, he paused in
the bulkhead frame. “How long until we reach
Trulalis?”

“An hour?” Ross shrugged dubiously. “I'll no-
tify you when we arrive.”

“Thank you, Captain, your hospitality is ap-
preciated.”

“Yeah, | bet it is,” the Corellian mumbled un-
der his breath. As the hatch automatically sealed
behind him, he retraced his steps to the flight
compartment. “Kierra, set the astrogation sys-
tem for Trulalis.”

“Check.”

Sitting down in the acceleration chair, Ross
quickly glanced over the flight console. “Okay,
darling, bring up the emergency auto-pilot pro-
gram we installed this morning.”

“Not today, Ross,” Kierra pouted. “I have a
headache.” Observing his reaction from several
optical lenses, she dampened his fury, whining,
“You forgot to cut the restraint servos, flyboy. So
don’t blame me for the glitch.” A hushed snicker
translated across the internal comm. “By the
way, where’d you dig up the spook? He gives me
the chills, Thadd.”

“I told you not to call me that!” Ross hissed.
Glaring into an optic sensor, he roughly booted
the throttle, causing the freighter to shudder and
slide on the pad.

“Gently, gently,” Kierra cooed. Vexed by his
darkmood, sheadded, “l hate it when you get this
way. Your manners —"

“Never mind my manners!” Curbing his tem-
per, he flipped a series of flight switches. The
freighter shifted beneath him, resisting the
planet’s gravity as it rose from the external dock.
“Youjust think about minding your manners,” he
scolded. Checking the data readouts for the lat-
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Kierra

Type: Droid intelligence

DEXTERITY 0D

KNOWLEDGE 3D

Alien species 6D, cultures 6D+1, languages 7D, law enforcement 7D+1,
planetary systems 6D+2, value 6D

MECHANICAL 3D

Astrogation 7D, communications 8D+2, sensors 8D, starship shields
7D+1

PERCEPTION 3D

Bargain 5D, con 4D+1, gambling 4D, investigation 4D

STRENGTH 0D

TECHNICAL 3D

Computer programming/repair 7D, droid programming 7D, droid repair
6D+2, security 8D, space transports repair 7D, starship weapon repair
6D+1

Character Points: 7

Capsule: How and why Kierra got into the onboard systems of
the light freighter are not known. However, it is certain that she
either was trapped inside the ship or hidden there sometime
after the construction of the freighter. While inspecting the ship,
Ross accidently awakened her and thus began along partnership
with the eccentric droid. While Kierra can manipulate certain
ship functions like sensors and communications, she had to
learn astrogation and shields from her Human mentor. She is
continually learning new functions by way of self-programming
and additional input from Ross.

Her uncanny ability to imitate Human behavior is disarming to
strangers and has been heavily influenced by Ross and pro-
longed contact with other intelligent (often eccentric) species.

est asteroid activity, the Corellian grumbled,
“Brandl’s paying 8,000 creds for this trip, that’s
almost half a load of spice. You could at least try
to humor him.”

“Whatever you say, boss.”

“And while | have your attention, run a code
check on a 10- 96.”

“That’s easy. It’s listed by Imperial enforcement
protocol as a mentally imbalanced person.”

“No, there’s got to be something moretoit,” he
contemplated. “There must be something else.
Research the dead files on all 10-codes with that
designation.”

“That could take some time.”

“Good!” he snapped. “l want every description
for a 10-96, everything from Imperial databases
to Old Republic records.”

Resistantly, Kierrareplied, “Affirmative, boss.”

Accompanied by a low hum, the hyperdrive
cue flashed intermittently, recalculating the jump
to hyperspace. Checking the on-board systems,
Ross observed hyperactivity in the library pro-
grams, where Kierra was researching the pecu-
liar 10-code. “Stand by, hyperdrive engaging,” he
announced, piping into the ship-wide intercom.
Bracing himself against the acceleration chair,
Ross activated the motivator, propelling himself,
his passenger, and his ship into the multicolored
explosion of hyperspace.
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In the lower cradle of the ship, Ross sat in the
swivel gunner’s chair, swinging side to side, ab-
sently strumming his fingers against the turret
firing controls. He closed his eyes and massaged
a muscle spasm in his shoulder, wincing as the
clenched tendon tightened then released. Oblivi-
ous to the spectacular display of light and color
beyondthe narrow viewscreen, herelaxed against
the cool leather brace, drifting into the serenity
of sleep.

“You know,” Kierra whispered, “you make the
cutest faces when you're asleep.”

“Iwasn’t asleep,” he lied, suppressing a yawn.

“Well heads up, flyboy! | have some intriguing
data for you.”

Ross sat up, rubbing the circulation back into
his ears. “Let’s hear it.”

“Well, it seems that your mysterious 10-96
dates back long before the 10-code setup even
existed. Now, according to the description, and |
must admit I'm perplexed, the 10-96 came from
an Old Corellian word, ke'dem.”

Staring into the hyperspace vortex, Ross men-
tally mouthed the word. “Go on.”

“Go on?” Kierra snorted. “That’s it! Since be-
fore the Empire, a 10-96 has had two definitions,
an imbalanced person and a ke’'demn. ” Hesitant,
she whispered, “Now without overinflating your
ego ... what's a ke'dem?”

“It’s a variation of Old Corellian that means
condemned or fallen.”

“Wellthat would explain the modern terminol-

Ogy.A

“Yeah,” he whispered, “it would also explain
what happened down there on the planet.” The
smuggler cupped his hands together, supporting
his head and neck. “Kierra, darling, Adalric Brandl

is a Jedi Knight.”

“A Jedi? That would explain a lot of things.”
Momentarily, her optic sensor dimmed. “Stand
by. Hyperdrive about to disengage. Three ... two
...one.”

Leaning against the gunner’s panic bar, Ross
felt the vibration of the ion drives, set to ignite
once the transition was complete. “Easy on the
drive coils, Kierra.”

“Aren’t you coming to the bridge?” she asked.

“On my way,” he replied, “but first I have to
collect our unusual guest.”

Blanketed by a protective cloud layer, the
planet Trulalis was richly embellished with a
spectacular landscape of verdant green. A mo-

saic of rolling grasslands, sprawling forests, and

spacious oceans stood as an invitation to para-
dise for the space-weary traveler. Crisscrossed
and separated at irregular intervals by feral wil-
derness, Trulalis offered innumerable flat fields
for small transports to dock. Ross made a mental
note to mark this planet as a potential checkpoint
on his smuggling runs. A brief sensor scan pin-
pointed the closest, suitable landing field. Com-
pensating for the subtle shifts on the ground
surface, he set down near a small hamlet.

On the surface, Ross shouldered his travel
tote and secured an extra power pack to his
holster. From the top of the ramp, he hesitated in
the corridor, glimpsing Brandl from the corner of
his eye. The eccentric Jedi was waiting for him
outside on the trail, shadowed by the towering
visage of the black trees. A seemingly invincible
statue, the strange man stood with solemn con-
viction, staring into the hazy silhouette of the
late afternoon sun. “Kierra, I'm still not sure what
Brandl’s up to. Keep your eyes open.”

“Keep your comlink open,” she replied. “You
know how [ worry.”

“That’s my girl,” the Corellian chuckled.

Testing the soft earth beneath his boots, Ross
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strolled up to the familiar silhouette of his pas-
senger. For the first time since leaving Najiba, he
noted that both of Brandl’s hands were visible,
one of them swathed haphazardly in a black
bandage. Through gaps in the makeshift dress-
ing, he saw the tender pink of raw flesh and
yellow seepage draining into the thick fabric.

Before Ross could question him, Brandl turned
and started along the trail. “What did the Najib
tell you about me?”

“He said youkilled a Twi’lek girl,” Ross blurted.
After a moment he pressed, “Did you?”

The Jedi’s reply was abrupt and forthright.
“Yes.” Brandl hesitated as the Corellian snorted
reprovingly. “Please Captain, your contempt is
small reward for a repentant pilgrim.”

“You call murder a penance?” Ross spat.

“Whenithas becometheleast of one’s crimes,”
the Jedi paused dramatically, “yes.”

Brandl’s apathy toward the woman’s death
was chilling, sending shudders throughout the
Corellian’s body. “How? You never touched her.”
Ross grasped Brandl’s sleeve and pulled. “How
did you do it!”

“I asphyxiated her.”

“She suffocated? In an open room?”

“A sophisticated talent,” Brandl sneered, “not
meant for the faint of heart.”

“You sound proud of yourself, Jedi!” Ross spat
with contempt. “Makes you feel good to kill an
innocent woman?”

“Evil springs from weakness and weakness
from ambition; by this grand order every ambi-
tious man is undone!” Deliberately, the Jedi chal-
lenged, “Tell me, Captain, you too are an ambi-
tious man. Which of us is truly innocent?”

“Should I applaud now!” Ross taunted.

“If you wish!”

“Well before I hand over your accolades, tell
me something. Was that a real line or just some-
thing you made up to ease your conscience?”

Petulant with the smuggler’s indignation,
Brandlturned on him. “If it's retribution you wish
for me, Captain Ross, then I suggest you stay
close at hand.” Scowling furiously, he stared
down his long nose. “You may yet have your
satisfaction.”

Provoked bythesinister edgein Brandl’'s voice,
Ross drew his blaster. The Jedi apparently heard
him, and spun around to face the blaster. Ross
fired a three-round burst at the Jedi. Honed by
several seasons as a bounty hunter, he centered
the bolts to explode in the square of Brandl's
broad shoulders. Before the deadly energy could
land their mark, Brandl deftly snatched a cylin-
drical object from his belt. Momentarily, a nar-
row shaft of white brilliance ignited from the
base, feinting and parrying with the precise mo-
tions of the Jedi's wrists. Deflected by the

Trulalis

Type: Terrestrial

Atmosphere: Type | (hreathable)
Hydrosphere: Moderate
Gravity: Standard
rasslands, lakes, mountains and oceans
andard-hours
Length of Year: 310 local days
Sapient Species: Human
Starport: Landing fields
Population: 1 million
Planet Function: Homeworld, theatrical training/entertainment
Government: Participatory democracy
Tech Level: Information (remains largely agricultural and communal)
Major Exports: Mid technology. entertainers
Major Imports: None

Capsule: While the system’s core planets, Issor and Cadezia,
have become thriving centers of technology and commerce,
Trulalis remains isolated and remote. Sanctioned as a low-tech
world, Trulalis is protected by Issori laws forbidding middle or
high technology, which is generally shunned by the communal
inhabitants. However, the planet is not closely monitored and
many infractions go unmentioned.

In the Republic’s golden age, Trulalis boasted one of the
finest schools of liberal arts education. Lavish theater produc-
tions, dramatic performances and other fine arts made this now
rural, backwater world a thriving center of cultural literacy. All
that remains now a few abandoned theaters, with a few dusty
classrooms, dilapidated stages and a few holovids advertising
faded glory.
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lightsaber, the blaster bolts were harmlessly shot
off into the field.

Aghast, Ross could only watch as the destruc-
tive rounds dissipated into oblivion. Abruptly,
he felt the crushing pinch of invisible fingers
clenched against his throat, constricting his air-
way and lungs. Choking, the smuggler dropped
to his knees as the serene landscape of Trulalis
blurred before him. Gradually, the sensation
faded, leaving the Corellian gasping to catch his
breath.

“There is one rule of theater that applies to
real life, Captain Ross,” Brandl declared. “Only
heroes die. Villains and cowards are left to suf-
fer.” Turning his back on the panting pilot, he
snarled, “Now come along.”

Ross shook the haze from his vision. “Is that
another line?” he slurred lethargically.

Brand! trembled, visibly drained as he disen-
gaged the lightsaber with required effort. “Not
just a line, Captain, but an astute warning to the
less-than-humble pilgrim.” Securing the lightsaber
to his belt, the Jedi momentarily scanned the
pale skies. “The settlement is less than a kilome-
ter away. We had best move along. It will be dark
soon.”

Swearing off bruises, Ross bitterly wedged his
pack against his shoulder and jammed his blaster
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) trayed a trio of children playing with an obso-
( Adalric Brandl lete astromech droid.
Brandl hesitated at the crest of the mound,

Type: Dark Jedi

DEXTERITY 3D

Blaster 4D, lightsaber 7D, melee combat
5D+2, running 4D

KNOWLEDGE 4D

Alien species 4D+2, bureaucracy 5D, busi-
ness 5D, cultures 5D+1, intimidation 6D,
languages 5D+1, planetary systems 5D,
survival 5D, willpower 6D+2
MECHANICAL 3D

Astrogation 3D+1, beast riding 4D, com-
munications 5D+1

PERCEPTION 3D+2

Command 5D+1, investigation 5D+2, per-
suasion 4D, search 5D

STRENGTH 3D

Brawling 4D, stamina 5D+2

TECHNICAL 3D

First aid 5D

Special Abilities:

Force Skills: Control 4D, Sense 3D+2, Alter
4D+1

Control: Absorb/dissipate energy, accelerate healing, resist stun

Sense: Combat sense, danger sense, life detection, life sense, receptive
telepathy, sense Force

Alter: Injure/kill

Control and Alter: Inflict pain

Control and Sense: Farseeing, lightsaber combat, projective telepathy
Control, Sense, and Alter: Affect mind, control mind

This character is Force-sensitive.

Force Points: 5

Dark Side Points: 9

Character Points: 17

Move: 10

Equipment: Lightsaber (5D), dark robes, comlink, transponder link

Capsule: Adalric Brandl is a highly intelligent, self motivated
individual whose grim obsession with tragedy stems from his
career as atragic actor. Even before his seduction by the dark side,
he was a callous, moody man preoccupied with the visage of the
next star-crossed character he was meant to play.

An apathetic murderer, he kills without remorse and moves on
to his next target, which has made him an invaluable resource to

the Emperor. )

intothe holster. Quickly brushing past Brandl, he
hissed, “Can’t imagine why you'd be afraid of the
dark.”

Nestled within the dominant embrace of a
mountain range, Kovit was well-protected from
the harsh weather conditions of the northern
highlands and the wind-swept plains of the coastal
region. Staring down the mound into the modest
farming community, Ross could vaguely discern
movementin the dusty streets. Drawn by diminu-
tive banthas, wagons creaked through the wide
avenues. Dozens of people walked the streets,
pausing to chat with a neighbor or to haggle over
the local street merchant’s wares. From a side
alley, three boys grunted and sweated behind a
battered landspeeder, coaxing the vehicle's en-
gines to briefly ignite. Nearby, above the spo-
radic choke of the repulsorcraft, laughter be-

staring down into the settlement, as if recon-
sidering his options. Wilted, the Jedi’s shoul-
ders exposed areluctance to continue. “Where
are you from, Captain Ross?”
Startled by the abrupt question, Ross stam-
mered, “Corellia originally.”
“Do you find returning there difficult?”
“Homecomings are always hard.” The
Corellian shrugged, pursing his lips doubt-
fully. “At least for some of us.”
Without further reply, Brandl continued
down the trail, deliberately slowing his stride.
Vacillating, he stepped through the settlement
gates, as if expecting some invisible force field
to bar his path. Nostalgically passing through
the prudent rows of farm cottages, the Jedi
admired the mastery of native architecture, as
sculpted from the indigenous lumber. Herb
gardens and prized flower beds adorned the
private lawns, each tenderly manicured and
maintained with fastidious care. As they ap-
proached the dry, dusty oval of the settlement
common, Brandl covered his eyes, protecting
them from the fading sun, as he stared into the
rich, agricultural outback of the settlement,
which extended far beyond the limits of the
community to the base of the mountains them-
selves.
From the near center of Kovit, a macabre
specter of architecture loomed above the rus-
tic rooftops. Flyaway buttresses supported
the main construction of the theater, unfurling
like stony wings from the base. Packed with
chalk-white limestone, the obelisk was un-
equivocally straight, seeming to elongate into
the obscuring skies. Established intentionally
in the heart of the settlement, the theater
captured the waning rays of the sun, momen-
tarily stealing the glory from the picturesque
village. There was a somber sense of belonging
that drew Brandl toward the structure, ignoring
the startled glares of the settlement denizens.

As they passed through the outskirts of the
community, Ross nervously observed a make-
shift hangar and the crude snout of a Z-95 jutting
from the narrow bay doors. The starfighter ap-
peared operational, though crowded by its di-
minutive shelter, and eager for a skirmish. Dis-
tracted by the presence of strangers, several
men gathered just beyond the shadows of the
small livery, watching intently.

Thumbing the restraint from his blaster, Ross
cautiously whispered, “Your adoring fans?”

“Neighbors, patrons, old friends.” Brandl
abruptly paused in the street, as if awakening
from an illusion. “But that was another lifetime.”
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“Where do they stand in this lifetime?” the
smuggler growled.

“Strangers.”

Weaving through the haze of the fragrant gar-
dens surrounding thetheater courtyard, awoman
and a young boy moved along the grainy, stone
paths. The echo of their voices chimed with
laughter as a private joke was shared between
them. Brandl watched intently as they walked
through the haze and into the dusty streets.

Fiery, auburn spirals cascaded from the
woman’s head, crowning her oval face. Unusu-
ally pale skin flushed in the faded brilliance,
betraying an aversion to excessive sunlight. Tall
but gangly, the boy was no older than 11 or 12
years. Broad shoulders framed his upper torso,
seemingly too heavy for his slender form.-Coordi-
nated and rhythmic, his long legs showed noth-
ingless than the promise of sharp, steady growth.

Startled by the dark apparition of Brandl, the
woman hesitated and stood motionless in the
street, meeting the Jedi’'s friendless eyes. The
smile parting her full lips was quickly forgotten.
Puzzled by her peculiar behavior, the child swept
his gaze from her stony face to Brandl. Register-
ing nothing more than a stranger, the boy leaned
over his mother’s arm and whispered something
in her ear.

Obviously distraught, she pulled the child
snugly against her and hurriedly continued their
trek across the common. Brandl sighed remorse-
fully, then without explanation, resumed his walk
toward the old theater. Beyond the archaic gate
adecade or more of wild flowers had claimed the
inner recesses of the theater yard, staggering the
oncestraight path tothe massive bulkhead doors.
Residing over the darkened antechamber, bronze
statues and sculpted metalwork lined the inte-
rior corridor.

Adalric Brandl moved gracefully into these
familiar shadows, intuitively stalking the dark-

ened corridors and spacious hallways beyond..

The hollow shell of his memories traced the
outlines and silhouettes of each molded tapes-
try, a display case of tarnished prop swords and
shields, and finally the grand hall, where past
audiences had come to experience the stage
productions.

Ignoring the Corellian behind him, Brandl
quickened his steps, moving into the immense
auditorium. Deafening, the familiar resonating of
applause and encouragement thundered and
echoed inside his ears; but this illusion was
short-lived. There was no audience to applaud,
no actors to bow, no stage settings, nor props as
he remembered them. The yawning mouth of the
stage was disgracefully bare.

“Who is there?” a voice whispered from the
darkness.

Brandlfaltered, supporting himselfin the elabo-
rately carved doorway.

A thin, frail figure emerged from the darkness
of the inner aisle. “Come closer,” he gently com-
manded.

From the shadows along the back wall, Ross
scanned the theater for other signs of movement.
Thumbing therestraint from his blaster, he waited
quietly in the musty wings of the chamber as
Brandl continued into the hall toward the shad-
owy form.

“Adalric Brandl, is that you?” the old man
croaked pleasantly.

“Master Otias,” Brandl whispered, kneeling at
his mentor’s feet. “l am ashamed that you care to
remember me.”

Otias ignited a glow rod, casting a warm beam
of light across his scaling face. He was dressed in
a faded gray tunic, stained with lamp oil and
sweat. The veins and muscles of his arms were
pronounced and defined, built up from a lifetime
of toil and lean with age. Clouded gray eyes were
nearly imperceptible against a splash of dark
spots and freckles. “Since when did shame ever
come between an actor and his task director?”
Brushing a trembling hand through his thinning
silver mane, Otias whispered, “It’s been 12 long
years, Adalric. What brings you back to this
stage?”

“Master O —"Brandlfell silent, cutting himself
short.

“Come, come lad ... there is nothing more
obvious than an actor with a need to confess.”

Abruptly, Brandl cowered beneath the glow
rod. “I ... Ilive my life ... in a whirlwind!”

Dignified, Otias beamed proudly, recognizing
the famous line. “Old Soveryn’s final words of the
fourth act. How closely you've come to rivalling
his life.” Resigned, the aging taskmaster sighed, a
lifetime of exhaustion evident by his labored
breathing. “Actors are granted license to live a
thousand lives, Adalric; but you, you chose to
live a thousand lies. If you have come to me as
your advocate then speak from your heart, not
fromthe void of a tragic character who has never
been born.”

Spittle flying from the corners of his mouth,
Brand! raged, “I cannot!”

“Every tragic figure is tainted by a flaw, pos-
sessed by a need to save the world or himself
from some unpardonable crime. No man can set
himself before humanity and judge it, not with-
out himself being judged.” Otias gently un-
wrapped the makeshift bandage swathed about
on Brandl’s left hand, wincing at the severity of
the burn. The lightsaber’s cauterizing bite was
undeniable. “When we pursue shadows, we are
destined to find the darkness.” Staring into
Brandl's face, Otias whispered, “And as you well
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know, the dark side has always had its price.”

“What happened to me?” Brandl implored.

“You stared into the collective pith of all be-
ings and judged it, without first looking into your
own heart. Frustrated, you went looking for the
tragic flaw without much success. When the
Emperor came calling, you couldn’t resist!” Otias
whispered, “No one knows darkness better than
aJediKnight, and no one was more suited to play
such a role than you.”

“Ikilled a woman!” Brandl gasped. “Suffocated
her! | could feel her heart in my hand ... in my
mind! And | squeezed and squeezed —"

“You've killed many,” Otias accused. “The
Emperor has no blood on his hands; but he keeps
an army of others who do.”

“Otias, please, help me find the way.”

“The way of the Force brings balance to the
anarchy of life; but you Adalric,” he shook his
head reprovingly, “youdidn’t want balance. Your
pride was so great and despite my warnings, you
went in search of the unatoneable crime, which
inevitably separates the hero from the indigent
masses. And you found it, didn’t you?”

Gasping for breath, Brandl croaked, “Yes! It
was within me, within my black heart the whole
time.”

“It lies within all of us,” Otias whispered, “if we
dare to see.” Exhausted, he sighed bitterly, again
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brushing a hand through his thinning hair. “I
cannot vindicate you of the evil that you have
brought upon yourself, an evil that you have
wielded in the name of the Emperor for so long.
I've spent the last decade watching, waiting for
your return, rehearsing what Iwould say to you.”
Sadly, he whispered, “What you ask, [ cannot give
you. There can be noredemption for your crimes.
Thedead cannot forgive.” Extinguishing thelamp,
Otias turned his back on the distraught Jedi and
moved away toward the stage.

Brandl slowly turned from the familiar silhou-
ette, stung by the reality of Otias’s words. Press-
ing the damp bandage against his wounded palm,
he stepped into the outer arena, moving into the
darkened wings in the rear of the theater. With-
out comment, he retraced his steps through the
spacious corridors, past the archaic displays,
and into the courtyard beyond the doors. Steel-
ing himself against the violent images sparking
through his mind, the Jedi surrendered to
Trulalis’s last waning sunlight, imagining that the
impotent rays had the power to burn into his
flesh.

Angrily, he fumbled beneath his robes, pro-
ducing a large cylindrical object. Ross flinched
momentarily, traumatized by his encounter with
the Jedi’s lightsaber. With recovering confidence,
he noted that this object was much larger and
was covered with minute control levers and data
screens. As if wrenching the neck of an invisible
foe, Brandl twisted the object before replacing it
within his robes. Lightly, he heard the smuggler’s
footsteps behind him, moving with guarded dis-
cretion, as if to avoid disturbing his troubled
thoughts. “I prefer your contempt, Captain,” he
whispered, his eyes flashing with violence. “Your
pity disgusts me.” Extending his long stride, he
stormed out of the theater yard, unhindered by
the thickened dust at his feet.

Framed by the dark cowl of the forest canopy,
the Kierra'’s ivory hull gleamed, a smooth, round
tooth jutting from the heath. Guided by these
moonlight reflections, Ross stumbled through
the rutted trail, twisting his ankles against un-
seen rocks. “Kierra, lights!”

Squinting into the brilliant array of search
beacons, the smuggler shivered, pulling the col-
lar of his duster across his neck. A potent wind
was descending from the high country, bringing
with it the promise of rain. Inside the ramp corri-
dor, Ross brushed a hand through his hair, reas-
sured by the warmth flooding the freighter’s
interior. “Pump up the main boosters,” he or-
dered with distraction, noting that Brandl had
not followed him onto the ship.

Growing accustomed tothe Jedi’s erratic mood
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swings, Ross peered from the protection of the
ramp door. Below him, standing at the foot of the
ramp, Brandl stood motionless staring into the
darkness as pale mists crawled over his shoul-
ders and beneath his feet. “Brandl?” With his
smuggler’s sense aroused, Ross ordered, “Kierra,
kill the exterior lamps.”

*You can come out now,” Brandl whispered,
as the austere beacons were extinguished. “No
one will harm you.”

Ross pressed himself against the interior hull
wall, propping his blaster and steadying his arm
and shoulder to draw a clear shot. Hearing him,
Brandl stared up into the darkened passage,
disarming the Corellian with his sharp gaze. As
the lanky figure of a boy emerged from the heath,
Ross could feel the tension fade and stepped off
the ramp, recognizing the child from their brief
encounter in the settlement. Dressed in dark
green clothes to match the forest at night, the
child’s face was flushed and sweated. Cautiously,
he approached the two men and the freighter.

Awed by the sight of Brandl, enshrouded by
darkness, yet haloed by the moon, the child
moved gingerly toward the ship, compelled by an
insatiable curiosity. He made no effort to shield
his wonder, noting every measure of the figure
before his eyes, as if committing his mere pres-
ence to memory. “It's true,” the boy whispered.
“You are a Jedi Knight.”

“Who are you?” Brandl demanded, but there
was no strength in words. Even Ross could detect
the half lie of denial trembling in his voice.

Handsome, the child grinned, turning his face
up to meet his father’s eyes. “Don’t you know
me?” he asked. Staring intently at the lightsaber
swinging from the Jedi's belt, the boy angrily
cried, “You named me! Jaalib, remember?” Re-
covering his manners, he rubbed the toe of his
shoe into the yielding earth. “My last name is
Brandl too.”

Gently, Brandl caressed the boy's hair and
cheeks, feeling the smooth skin beneath his fin-
gertips. It was a peculiar sensation, which fired
every nerve across his body. Despite the tender-
ness of that caress, Ross felt a sense of unease
crawling into his belly.

“Is that a real lightsaber? I've never seen one.”
Chatty, the youngster added, “I've seen props for
the stage, but ...” His soft, tenor voice fluttered,
prey to the silence as Brandl handed the weapon
to him, Staring at it, Jaalib reached hesitantly for
the lightsaber, then dropped his hand.

“Don’t be afraid,” Brandl urged.

“I'm not afraid,” Jaalib said with confidence,
taking his father’s hand, rather than thelightsaber.
A thin film of tears glistened in the corner of his
eyes. Swallowing the emotion, Jaalib whispered,
“I've come to warn you. | heard Menges and the
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others talking. They're angry that you came back
tothe settlement. Mother doesn’t think they’ll do
anything; but I know that Menges has a ship.”

Overhearing the boy, Ross snapped, “Kierra,
check the sensors!”

Abruptly, theinterior corridor lights went dark.
“I suggest that you all duck!”

A tremendous explosion erupted near the aft
ofthe ship and forest perimeter, accompanied by
the afterburn blast of an outgoing starfighter.
Dodging churned up roots, debris, and stone
particles, Ross slid under the ramp, diving for
cover beneath the freighter’s hull. Sparks and
molten debris scattered about his head and shoul-
ders, singeing his clothing and hair. Thrashing
wildly, he swiped the heated material from his
skin. Nearby, Brandl was helping the frightened
boy to his feet, whispering encouraging words to
the traumatized child.

“Damage report.”

“They got us, boss,” Kierra pined. “Concus-
sion missile.” There was a brief pause as she
analyzed the incoming data. “Shields are out.
Engines are at 70 percent. There's a good chance
the ion coils may seize if we push them too far.”

“Can we lift off?”

“With you at the reins, flyboy,” she chuckled,
“anything’s possible.”

Protectively embracing the boy against him,
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Adventure Idea

Thecharacters experience engine trouble
that forces them to land on the isolated
world of Trulalis, near the Kovit Settlement.
While scavenging for repair materials, the
group experiences a sense of foreboding
among the humble community members,
as if they are being shunned by the natives.
Thereasonfor their distress becomes clear.
A dark Jedi has seized the local theater and
is terrorizing the settlement inhabitants.
His aim is to gain more power from the dark
side by slowly tormenting the townsfolk
and planning the murder of several resi-
dents. When the characters arrive, the dark
Jedi’'s intentions take on a new motive, the
seduction of a Jedi within the characters’

party.
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Brandl whispered, “As long as we don’t make
ourselves known, he will pass.”

“Look,” Ross barked, “this is all very touching,
but that last pass was just to get an approximate
location. Next time —” he snorted anxiously,
“forget it, 'm not waiting around for next time.
Let’s scratch gravel, now!”

Agitated by the sudden turn of events, Brandl
cupped the boy’s face in his hands. “Does your
mother know you're here?”

“No.”

“Then ..
know?”

Playfully holding his father’s hands, Jaalib
smiled, “Otias told me the truth a long time ago.
He let me watch the holos of your stage work.
Mother didn't like it at first, but she came with me
and she cried the whole time.” Sadly, the boy
glanced away, avoiding Brandl’s eyes. “When we
sawyouinthesettlement common, as soonas we
gothome she started to cry. Solknew it was you.”
Staring at Ross, the boy frowned, knowing the
inevitable parting was soon at hand. “Will you
ever come home?”

Brandl cradled Jaalib’s smooth cheeks and
gently kissed the child’s forehead. “I can make no
promises.”

Jaalib forced a smile. “l understand. Otias said
that you had other important roles to play, parts
that a small world like Trulalis could never offer.”
Clinging to his father’s presence, the boy whis-
pered, “When I'm old enough, I'm going to act
offworld too. Otias said that he would help.” He
hesitated. “I want to be as great as you are,
father.” The thin film of tears returned, threaten-
ing to spill over his cheeks. “I won’t ever forget
you.” Using the thick canopy of the forest as a

.” Brandl stammered, “how did you
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shield, Jaalib sprinted down the trail and van-
ished into the night shadows.

“They never told him the truth,” Brandl swal-
lowed desperately, fighting back his emotions.

“Why didn’t you tell him?” Ross snarled, seal-
ing the outer hatch.

“You give me credit for courage? A man of
courage is a man of conviction, Captain Ross.”
Brushing past the Corellian, the Jedi whispered,
“Ilost mine the moment I chose to believe in old
legends.”

Throwing himself into the acceleration seat,
Ross frantically began throwing the flight con-
trols. His hands moved diligently across the con-
sole with consummate skill. Roused by the threat
of a hostile starfighter swinging in on the sensor
scope, he initialized the booster ignition, cra-
dling the crippled ship in his hands. A low whine
engulfed the flight cabin in static echoes and
vibrations as the ion drive labored to lift the
freighter. The metallic rattle of the deck plates
reverberated through every corridor and in the
spacious cargo bay.

“Oh,” Kierra groaned, “that sounds bad.”

“Never mind how it sounds, get started on
bringing the shield generators on line!” Strug-
gling to maintain control of the freighter, Ross
brawled with the partially ionized throttle, maxi-
mizing the power output through the damaged
engine.

“The hard part will be getting through the
atmosphere,” Brandl whispered, glancing over
the readout screens.

“We may never get off the ground!” Ross
grumbled. “Kierra, where is he?”

“One Z-95 Headhunter, headed right for us and
according to my readings, the ship exceeds the
normal weight ratio for its class.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning more concussion missiles. He’'s fully
loaded.”

“Power up the main sentry turret,” Ross
mumbled, concentrating on the hampered
freighter. “When will the shield generator come
on line?”

“Give me five more minutes. Hydraulic pres-
sure is building to functional levels.”

“Well hurry it along. At thisrate, we won't even
getinto space before he catches us.” Ross stared
into the underlying blanket of the lower atmo-
sphere, shrouding his departure in the frenzy of
night mist. “What can you do about fixing the ion
drive?”

“Think happy thoughts,” Kierra replied. “We
have no cargo. We have no surplus material.
And,” she added with a hint of feminine pride,
“this ship has always been under its weight ratio.
We're lighter than a Gamorrean brain sack.”

“How long before he intercepts us?”
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“Let’s just say I'm putting up the shields now.”

Abruptly, the modified light freighter shook
with the impact concussion of another direct hit.
Bucking beneath the powerful blow, the Kierra
drifted beneath the cloud cover as the destruc-
tive energy ricocheted over the aft shields, dissi-
pating harmlessly against the hull.

“Damage?” Ross panted.

“The shields took it,” Kierra replied wearily,
still accessing the information from her multiple
systems. “But the hydraulic level is already drop-
ping. We won’t survive much more of that.”

Angling across the stratosphere, the Head-
hunter aggressively continued its pursuit. Ham-
pered by the thickened atmosphere of Trulalis, it
swayed from side to side, approaching for an-
other strafing run.

Armingthelowerturret, Kierrainterfaced with
the sentry gun, timing a sporadic burst across
the forefront of the attacking ship. Not expecting
retaliation from the crippled freighter, the fighter
stuttered through the atmosphere, its left wing
section erupting into flames. Avoiding the turret’s
deadly accuracy, the Z-95 dropped back,
barrelling out of range. “That should keep his
head down for a while.”

“Not long enough,” Ross argued. Eluding
Brandl's cautious eye, he grumbled, “If there’s
something in your Jedi survival book, now’s the
time to spring it.”

Brandl nodded, his face notably drained and
haggard. Reaching inside the fold of his robe, he
again produced the peculiar capsule. The cylin-
drical-shaped device was cleverly fitted for con-
cealment as a hydrospanner or mechanic’s tool.
Staring at the object, Ross recognized it from
their brief excursion at thetheater. As he watched,
fascinated, the control head flashed intermit-
tently from a hidden power cell.

“What's that?” Kierra crooned. Intrigued by
the odd unit, her optical orb brightened, extend-
ing the focus on the transmitter.

“It’s a transponder,” Brandl replied. “And it’s
been transmitting for nearly an hour.” The Jedi
sighed with effort, leaning against the broad back
of the acceleration chair. In the harsh light of the
flisht cabin, his arrogance could not hide the
gaunt cheeks and stress lines that had begun
eroding the handsome visage of a once proud
man. The morbid signs of resignation and surren-
der were easily read in his noble face.

Without warning, the Headhunter broke off
the chase, banking sharply toward the planet. Its
aft engines betrayed haste, glowing with the
throttle thrown full open as the fighter vanished
into the dense cloud cover above the planet.
Suspicious, Ross glared at Brandl, feeling the
constriction of fear in his throat. “What’s the
catch?”
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“You had better prepare yourself,” Brandl
whispered.

The proximity alarms blared, sending a deaf-
ening echo into the freighter’s corridor and
accessways. Exploding with tactical data and
imminent warnings of ship-to-ship collision, the
sensors closed on the gigantic structure of the
massive Imperial Star Destroyer, newly emerged
from hyperspace.

As the Star Destroyer moved across the
viewscreen only a scant 100 meters from him,
Ross slumped against the back of his chair, de-
feated before one shot could be fired. Slowly,
scores of turbolaser batteries turned on them,
targeting his freighter. Still hampered by a faulty
ion drive, the Kierra bucked and lurched toward
the Star Destroyer.

“Have they got us?” Ross moaned, massaging
his eyes and forehead.

Kierra snickered nervously. “Does Boba Fett
enjoy his job?”

“Could we outrun them?”

“We couldn't even out-think them at this point,
flyboy. They've got us locked in tight.”

Resting his head and arms against the flight
console, Ross sighed, accepting the inevitable.
“You've managed to sign my death warrant!”

“On the contrary, I've guaranteed your re-
prieve.” The Jedi’s mouth hinted at a sly grin.

“lhave a price onmy head! An Imperial bounty!”

“Youare about to discover that the Emperoris
quite generous, especially when one of his citi-
zens sees fit to return his property.”
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“You're one of the Emperor’s freaks?” Ross
argued. “What were you doing on Najib ... You
were running!” Staring at the Imperial Star De-
stroyer, he gasped, “You were running from the
Empire? Why?”

“It no longer matters,” Brandl whispered. “The
time has come to confront the darkness and for-
sake it for what it is ... just so many shadows.”

“Well some shadows can kill!”

As they passed into the outer docking field, the
freighter was engulfed in darkness. “Then let all be
perfected in death.”

Prying the forward deck plate from the flight
console, Ross quickly unbuckled his blaster, stash-
ing the belt inside with a hidden cache of thermal
detonators and other illegal weaponry. Motivated
by Imperial penalties for unauthorized equipment
and arms, he retreated to a general utility closet in
the corridor beyond the command cabin. Retriev-
ing a small stash of blaster power packs, the flus-
tered Corellian returned tothe bridgetofind Brandl
peering curiously into the hidden compartment.
“Kierra, make certain the shield housing is intact.
don’t want them finding your power cell.”

“A girl’s got to have her privacy,” she quipped.
“Good thinking, boss.”

Closing the hidden panel, Ross tripped the con-
tamination seal. If the Imperial sensors went over
the ship, they would bypass this area for contami-
nated mechanic’s tools. Abruptly, theinterior lights
fluctuated as the power levels dropped, shifting to
auxiliary mode. “All clear,” Ross hollered.

“I've switched over my power couplings to a
subordinate cell. Even if they do find my main
generator, they won't know what it is. But,” she
teased, “that means I can’t eavesdrop over the
comlink or scan the perimeter!”

“For your own safety,” Brandl began, “I advise
you not to mention Trulalis.”

Remembering Brandl’'s wife and son backonthe
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planet, Ross nodded pensively. “Kierra, sweep all
records and logs since we left Najiba, input data
from a previous job. Where does that put us?”

“We dropped that baby tris off on Tatooine,
remember?”

“Don’t remind me,” Ross replied wistfully. “Just
erase the reasons and submit an addendum about
engine trouble above Trulalis.”

“Right, boss.”

“And Kierra? Lose yourself. They’ll probably go
over every centimeter of this ship.”

“Is that a hint of concern in your voice, flyboy?”

“Yeah,” he grumbled. Shrugging the tension
menacing his shoulders, he walked through the
corridor to the hatch and deactivated the seal.

Before the ramp could fully lower two Imperial
stormtroopers charged aboard the ship, leveling
their weapons at Ross, shoving him against the hull
wall. The force of the blow knocked the wind from
his lungs and the Corellian doubled over, coughing
desperately to catch his breath. Twenty or more
stormtroopers werestaggered outside the freighter,
their weapons pointing into the ramp lift, trained
on the dark Jedi.

Undaunted by the show of Imperial might, Brandl
scanned the parade of white-on-black armor, until
he met the familiar face of an Imperial officer
beyond the periphery of armed soldiers. Stepping
aside, the Jedi allowed three stormtroopers to
rush past him into the ship.

“T trust you will cooperate,” the officer an-
nounced. Pompously, he adjusted the brim of his
black cap. “If not for your own sake, then for the
sake of your companion.”

Disguising a hint of defeatism with dramatic
poise, the Jedi proclaimed, “How can I cooperate?”

“Think nothing. Do nothing. Say nothing until
you are told.” Offering a hand to the panting
smuggler, Brandl grinned slyly, his back to the
Imperial entourage. “Captain Grendahl, you'll find
that I do nothing very well.”

Grendahl's face was menacing. “We're sched-
uled to rendezvous with the Interrogatorwithin the
hour. Inquisitor Tremayne is eager to see you
again, Lord Brandl ... very eager.” Pointing to Ross,
Grendahl demanded, “Take him to the isolation
area for questioning.” Changing his demure with
obvious fraudulence, Grendahl tipped his hat with
mocking respect, “Please, Lord Brandl, your quar-
ters have been prepared.”

Massaging the bruises swelling on his chest and
arms, Ross leaned his head against the antisepti-
cally clean wall of the holding cell. Several hours
had slowly passed, marked with isolated sessions
of routine questioning. Abruptly, the door opened,
admitting two stormtroopers and Captain Grendahl,
who he recognized from the hangar bay. Pleas-
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antly, the Imperial officer sat down across from
him, setting a large datapad on the table between
them. “Doyourecognize this gentleman?” he asked,
keying up a picture on the small screen.

Ross laughed softly, recognizing the distin-
guished curves of his own face. “Would it help if |
said 1 didn’t?”

Grendahl smiled generously. “No.” Folding his
hands against the table top, he sneered, “Interfer-
ing with anlmperial investigation is a crime punish-
able with imprisonment.”

“AnImperial investigation?” Ross jeered. “It was
a fight, and not a fair one,” he argued. “Two
stormtroopers against a Jawa, come on!”

“Never mind the odds,” Grendahlreplied evenly.
“You still interfered; however ...”

“However?” the Corellian scoffed, mocking the
insipid officer.

“However,lam authorized to extend a generous
amnesty if you will cooperate and answer a few
questions.”

“Amnesty?” Ross chuckled. He scratched his
head, agitated. “Imperial amnesty is about as valu-
able as a Wookiee dwarf with no hair.”

Grendahl frowned, covering his dismay with
shrewd professionalism. “You have the Emperor’s
guarantee, Captain Ross. Help us with one short
investigation and youwill be cleared of all charges.”

Stalling, Ross demanded, “He owes me money!”

“Ican’t’ promise you will get it,” Grendahl coun-
tered, “but you are entitled to 10,000 credits.”
Grinning malevolently, he watched the smuggler’s
startledreaction. “That’s 10% of the bounty offered
for Brandl's safe return.”

Intrigued, Ross leaned over the edge of table.
“You mean to say Brandl's worth 100,000 credits?”

Anxious to keep the smuggler’s attention,
Grendabhlsilently acknowledged the query. “You're
luckyto evenbe alive, Captain Ross. Adalric Brandl
is highly unstable, capable of inconceivable atroci-
ties. However, his value to the Empéror makes him
an essential resource. Where did you find him?”

“Najiba.”

Grendahl’s face darkened, perplexed. “Najiba
has stringent ordinancesrestricting traffic through
the asteroid belt.”

“Bythetimelgot there,” Ross explained, “no one
caredabout port control penalties. Theyjust wanted
him off the planet.”

“Was there trouble? Was anyone harmed?”

The Corellian shrugged casually. “Inever left my
ship,” he lied, “so I can’t really say.”

“And where were you going?”

“Mos Eisley, but,” Ross laughed, “considering
my last visit, | only planned to take him as far as
Anchorhead. After that, he was on his own.”

“Did he ever mention his connection with the
Emperor?”

“Not until you had us in the tractor beam.”

“The damage to your ship?”

“We were attacked by pirates,” Ross replied
rhythmically. “My hyperdrive failed and we just
barely managed to arrive here.”

Grendahl hesitated. “You keep accurate ship
records, Captain Ross. Your flight log and mani-
fests substantiate your story.”

“Callitathrowback to mybounty hunting days,”
Ross offered. “If you wanted your expenses, exact
documentation was a necessity.”

Tentatively peering into the room, a junior-
grade lieutenant saluted Grendahl, ignoring the
prisoner with him. “Captain Grendahl, sir, Admiral
Etnam requests your presence on the bridge im-
mediately, sir. Lord Brandl has been given the task
of escorting the civilian to his ship.”

“What!”

Ross concealed a sly grin behind the collar of his
duster. Feigning surprise, he rose from the chair
and leaned against the glossytable, ponderinghow
Brandl managed to arrange this escort.

“Captain Grendahl,” the lieutenant whispered,
appalled by the outburst. “Admiral Etnam’s in-
structions were quite specific. He is anxious to
rendezvous with High Inquisitor Tremayne.” Being
Etnam’s personal aide and fearing no reprisals
from Grendahl, he nodded to the nearest
stormtrooper and whispered, “Retrieve the pris-
oner.”

Grendahl struggled to retain his composure,
chafed by Brandl's influence, which despite his
moment of dishonor to the Emperor, still held
weight, even with the intrepid character of Admiral
Etnam. Nostrils flared, he hissed between grit teeth,
“Very well.” Then to re-establish his ego in the
company of those under his command, he straight-
ened his hunched shoulders, erasing the sour
scowl from his face. “You're free to go, Captain
Ross,” he growled. “The Emperor’s clemency can
be bountiful and far-reaching; but the next time you
meddle with an Imperial investigation,” he paused,
“youmay find yourself at the wrong end of Imperial
justice.” Folding his hands behind his back,
Grendabhl started up the corridor. “Remember that
the next time you consider beating the odds.”

Over the polished shoulders of several
stormtroopers, Brandlwatched Grendahl’'s retreat-
ing back. Sneering behind the Imperial officer, the
Jedisniffed disdainfully as heled the smuggler into
the corridor. “Are you a superstitious man, Cap-
tain Ross?”

Preoccupied bythe armed escort behind them,
Ross whispered, “My grandfather used to say
that superstition was the foundation of a weak
mind.”

“Then we are surely doomed, for the basis of
our civilization lays in the hands of high priests,
shamans, and monks.” Brandllaughed with genu-
ine good nature. There was a spark of emotion
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betrayed by the brilliance of his eyes and Ross
noted the deepening of the laugh lines framing
his mouth. Adalric Brandl was in good spirit.
“Your grandfather was a wise man.”

Ross shrugged off the compliment. “Just an-
other smuggler who found himself on the wrong
end of Imperial justice.” He sniffed, recalling
Grendahl'sthreat. “That’s why [ became a bounty
hunter, hoping to avoid what happened to him.”

“And then?”

“Andthenlgot bored. Guess it wasn’t meant to
be.”

“We spend nearly the whole of our lives search-
ing for the appropriate role that will mark the end
of our existence with some moment of glory,
ignoring the fact that fame and reputation are but
mere perfumes of virtue. They never last.”

“Is that another line?” Ross teased.

“Acting is a profound education in human
nature and that is why I became so obsessed; but
as my intellect improved, my morals failed and |
became the very thing | most despised.”

“And what was that?”

“Human.  was not a king, not a hero, not a god.
Just a man trapped in the passion of the play.”

“So what happens now?” Ross probed.

“My life has been one continuous drama,”
Brandl whispered, “a tragic one, I'm afraid. And |
have stumbled through it, scene by scene, act by
act, like some terrified neophyte. Tonight, For-
tune calls for the final exit. [ can no longer live the
lie.,”

“You're going back to the Emperor, aren’t
you? After what he’s done to you?”

“He did nothing but point in a general direc-
tion. I chose to go and do his bidding.”

“What about your family? Your boy? What if
the Emperor ever found out?”

“l assure you; no harm will befall them.”
Euphorically, he sighed, “They will be safe.”

Ross believed him. There was a certainty about
the Jedi that went beyond the sinister shadows
that had once kept the two men at odds with each
other. But the smuggler’s conscience demanded
a bit more for security. “How can you be sure?”

“I've never been more certain in my life.” Plac-
ing a credit chit in the smuggler’s hand, he closed
Ross’s fingers over it. Ross noticed another ob-
ject in Brandl’s hand, one which the Jedi tried to
conceal when he folded his hands together over
it. “The chit is the remainder of what [ owe you
and the Emperor’s compulsory fee for capturing
adangerous renegade.” He grinned malevolently,
amused by his own sarcasm.

Slipping the chit in his duster pocket, Ross
noticed the spherical, metallic shape beneath
Brandl’s hands, and noted the raspy acid erase
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etched into the explosive where the serial trace
markers had been removed. Eyes wild with the
revelation, he stared into BrandI's tranquil face.

“Consider all debts paid,” the Jedi whispered.
Turning curtly on his heels, he retreated in the
hangar corridor with the escort in tow.

Ross hurried up the ramp, rush sealing the
corridor hatch. “Kierra!” he hissed, sprinting
through the access tunnel into the flight cabin.
“Kierra, wake up!”

“What do you mean wake up!” she snapped.
“The engines have been on-line and waiting for
thelast hour. I even managed to knock one of the
ion coils in place by popping the shield housing.”
She snorted, causing an erratic hiccup over the
comm. “What’s the rush? The main databanks
were clean and according to this little astromech
they had on board —”

“Never mind!” Ross shouted, strapping himself
into the acceleration chair. “Brandl has one of my
thermal detonators and I think he plans to —”

A muffled explosion reverberated through the
docking corridors, blowing smoke and debris
into the auxiliary bay. Piercing, high-pitched
alarms began to blare, alerting medics and tech-
nicians to the area. Amid the chaos of shouting
voices, the klaxons, and the sound of armored
feet rushing to secure the area, the Kierra mo-
mentarily hovered above the flight pad. Several
smaller explosions echoed from the passage,
rattling TIE fighters and shuttle craftinthe nearby
racks.

Bewildered, Kierra gasped, “What would ever
possess him to pull such a stunt?”

“He had to protect his family,” the smuggler
replied wearily.

“But with him dead, there’s no guarantee the
Empire won’t find them. Then again,” she mused
aloud, “there’s no guarantee the Empire will even
look for them.” Flustered by the infinite innuen-
does, she quipped, “I'm just glad it’s over.”

“But it’s not,” he whispered. Banking sharply
over an array of TIE fighters and ejector racks,
Ross guided the Kierra out of the launch bay,
repeatedly throttlingthelabored engines. “Brandi
might have made his final exit; but the play is far
fromover...forus...orhisfamily.” The Corellian
grinned nostalgically. Mesmerized by the ver-
dant face of Trulalis, he watched the planet ro-
tate before him, physically unmarred, innocently
unaware, momentarily unchanged. He sighed,
his smuggler’s sense oddly at peace. There were
no more shadows.

Casually resetting the astrogation system for
Najiba, he braced himself as the Kierra stuttered
across the open void and then vanished into the
translucent brilliance of hyperspace. (47
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Toward the Darkness

By Patricia A. Jackson

Adalric Brandlis a curse. And like Dr. Franken-
stein, | guess I'm stuck with him.

| have a peculiar love/hate relationship with
Jedi Knights that started with Ben Kenobi. One
fateful day, in a blatant slip of ego, | declared that
I would never write a story about a Jedi. Three
days later, Adalric Cessius Brandl appeared on
my mental doorstep.

He was an actor, more notably a tragic actor.
Adalric had much to say, great lines with only me
as his mouthpiece. [ don’t know any thespians
and | certainly don’t know any trained in the vein
of Shakespeare’s tragedies. So, I panicked. And
when [ panic, [ retreat into familiar territories —
classical literature.

My favorite American writer is Nathaniel
Hawthorne. Flipping through pages, [ went to
what [ consider one of his more disturbing sto-
ries, “Ethan Brand.” Hawthorne’s protagonists
were often imbued with three tragic flaws, which
the author considered sinful: isolation, where the
characters purposely cut themselves off from
society; and superiority, where protagonists place
themselves and/or their intellect above the col-
lective for self-glorification. The third and most
intriguing sin is the violation of the sanctity of the
human heart, or rather, gazing into the hearts of
others and judging them to be good or bad in
comparison to our own narrow ethics. After read-
ing the story again, I realized that this was my
Jedi character.

Theidea of adark Jedi seeking forgiveness was
intriguing. Hey, 12 vears of Catholic education
didn’t go to waste! But at the same time, Adalric’s
pride would not allow him to admit his wrongs.
This was his undoing. From the beginning, he was
going through the motions because that’s what

the part called for, not because he was truly
sorry.

“Evil springs from weakness and weakness
from ambition ...” He became obsessed with the
tragic flaw of so-called heroes. It's the old debate
of Hamlet as min-
ister or scourge.
But Brandl identi-
fied too closely to
his tragic perso-
nas.“... Notaking,
not a hero, not a
god. Just a man
trapped in the pas-
sion of the play.”
Inthe end, he, too,
was forced to
make his final exit
(or did he?).

Nathaniel
Hawthorne wrote,
“Every individual
... is important in
some respect,
whether he
chooses to be so
ornot.” As awriter,
this is a motivat-
ing insight, as poi-
gnant as the scene
in Star Wars where

Luke is gazing into
the suns of
Tatooine, pondering his destiny. If given the
choice, who would you choose to be — hero or
villain? Me?I'll be honest. | have a definite inclina-
tion toward the darkness.
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Rebel privateers are those swashbuckling
rogues of the space lanes, pirates turning their
raiding efforts on the enemies of the Alliance. A
privateer is a captain of a privately owned ship
licensed by a government to capture enemy com-
mercial shipping during war. In a Star Wars priva-
teer campaign the characters are licensed by the
Rebel Alliance to harass Imperial shipping, seize
cargo, and pursue the war in space as much as
possible.

Privateers differ from space pirates in that
they are restricted in their conduct and targets.
They aren’t like standard Alliance Naval vessels
— they are privately owned, not primarily mili-
tary,not subjectto Alliance orders, and notin the
chain of command.

Some Rebel sector commands like using priva-
teers because they are a cheap method of hound-
ingImperial shippingand acquiring supplies when
Rebel ships are few and needed for other mis-
sions.

Playing a privateer campaign is about swash-
buckling! The characters get to set raiding traps,
fight boarding actions, and command their cut-
throat crew. They cross swords with Imperial
enforcement ships and competing pirates while
trying to maintain their own ship, make a profit,
meet any contractual obligations, and survive.

Pirates

To understand privateers, one must first un-
derstand pirates. Pirates are nasty cutthroats
who plunder unarmed ships, raid defenseless
colonies and slaughter innocents. They answer
to no legal authority and often no underworld
power. Usually.

By Imperial Naval Code, piracy is the act of
taking a ship by armed force without commission
from a legitimate government. (Note that by this
definition many Rebels can be defined as pi-
rates.) Since space piracy interferes with galactic
trade, it falls within the realm of Imperial enforce-
ment and is a class one infraction of the Imperial
Naval Code, with penalties of five to 30 years on
an Imperial penal colony, impounding the ships
involved, and possibly execution.

The personalities of pirates are somewhat
varied. While most pirates are cold-blooded kill-
ers, psychopaths, or hardened mercenaries, there
are exceptions. There are the occasional merci-
ful but professional pirates, who raid without
unneeded bloodshed or damage. Their motiva-
tions run from revenge to profit. That being said,
most pirates are indeed hard, cold and merci-
less.

Day-to-day pirating is not the glamorous, prof-
itable and lazy life portrayed in the holos. Even
more than on military vessels, the pirate ship
needs to be kept shipshape and in fighting trim.

To: Moff Gergris, Halthor Sector Command
From: Governor Thanis, Noonar
Regarding: Increase in Piracy

[ absolutely must insist on greater Imperial Ileet pres-
ence in the Noonian system. An alarming number of
pirates has recently been plaguing merchant vessels,
particularly those hauling cargoes for Nebula
Consumables.

The Noonian system has several large food processing
facilitics where Nebula Consumables products are grown,
synthesized and packaged. The pirates are intercepting
25 percent of all foodstuffs being shipped out of the
system. If Nebula Consumables is to continue to supply
the Imperial Army with foodstuffs, it will need more
protection.Ido not have the resources to regularly escort
vessels to and from hyperspace jump points, and | cer-
tainly do not have the ships to seek out and destroy these
pirates.

On perhaps arelated note, General Kozar informed me
that his men found an abundance of Nebula Consumables
products when he shut down the Rebel base on Movris. I
the lot numbers on those foodstuffs match the lots from
ships hit by pirates in this system, these pirates might be
privateers encouraged and possibly financed by the Re-

Tim O’Brien

bellion.
I await your reply, and more Imperial Fleet support.

A ship’s guns and shields need powerload-test-
ing, and engines, thrusters, and a dozen other
systems need maintenance. In his spare time a
pirate is busy checking and patching his vacuum
suit, cleaning personal weapons, and honing
blaster skills. A pirate who allows equipment to
fallinto disrepairis aliability tothe crew, and can
make the difference in any engagement.

Like amilitary vessel, discipline is maintained,
sometimes rigidly and severely. Pirate captains
have a well-deserved reputation for harshness.
Unlike a military vessel, there is no backup dur-
ing an engagement and rarely a safe port after-
wards. Weeks can pass without action. If there
are no prizes (in the pirate’'s case, plundered
cargo) there is no profit and the crew becomes
uneasy. When there is a prize, the ship must
make haste to rob and run. Distress signals are
too easy for a prize-ship to send. Although re-
sponse is slow due to the distances involved, a
wounded pirate ship can itself become the
Empire’s prey. On the other hand, a prize filling
the cargo bay with booty can make all the differ-
ence to a discontent crew.

Also unlike a military vessel, the pirate ship is
usually democratic and elects its own officers. It
often has a simple set of rules for governing the
ship known as “pirate articles,” to which every
pirate on board has agreed.
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Ship’s Articles

Most pirate and privateer ships are governed by a
simple set of rules, agreed on by all crewmen. Here are the
pirate ship’s articles set down by Cellis Mott, in his early
days as a pirate captain raiding the Nanthri Route. These
same articles were used throughout his fleet when he
united the pirates of his sector.

These rules, often modified, are still in effect among the
now divided Nanthri pirates, long after Mott’s mysterious
disappearance.

1. Every crew member shall have a vote, when votes are
called, and equal share of provisions found.

2. All booty shall be doled out fairly, under the watch of
agroup elected by the crew. Defrauding the ship and crew
shall be punished by marooning.

3. No gambling or intoxicants on duty.

4. Weapons and vacuum suits to be kept clean and
serviceable at all times.

5. No minors or idle family.

6. Desertion of one’s battle station is punishable by
marooning or death, at vote of the crew.

7. No fighting on board. Personal disputes are to be
settled planetside by duel.

8.Noretirement or disbanding until every crew member
has shared 100,000 credits. The crippled shall receive
80,000 credits out of the public stock, and for lesser wounds
proportionately.

9. The captain, engineer, and weapons officer shall
receive two shares. The other officers shall receive one
and a half shares. Allother crew members shall receive one
share.

./

Privateering

Rebel privateers are pirates contracted by the
Rebel Alliance to harass Imperial shipping. The
Rebellion’s need for privateers stems from its
limited resources. The Rebellion does stage hit-
and-run supply raids of its own, but these often
stress denying supplies to the Empire by damag-
ing the Imperial supply lines. Privateers stress
supply acquisition, and prefer to engage ships of
corporations that are pro-Imperial rather than
Imperial military vessels.

Privateers inhabit a unique place in the dy-
namics of the galaxy. They are not usually Rebels
themselves, but are pro-Alliance. They are not a
huge military force, although they will take an
opportunity to strike against the Empire. And
they are not pirates, since they operate under
letters of marque and reprisal.

Aletter of marque and reprisal is the contract
under which a privateer captain operates. It de-
fines the rules, requirements, restrictions, rights
and privileges of the relationship between the
Alliance and privateer.
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The contract is straightforward: the priva-
teers raid cargo ships, supply bases, and facto-
ries of the Empire and selected corporations and
surrender a percentage — usually 50 percent —
of the supplies or profits. The Alliance provides
lists of acceptable corporate targets. The priva-
teers’ share of supplies is usually theirs to do
with as they please, except in the case of illicit
intoxicants, which are destroyed, and slaves,
who are set free. Frequently the privateers sim-
ply sell the booty to the Alliance, especially when
the booty is awkward to sell on the black market:
starfighter components or heavy artillery, for
example.

The privateers are expected to seize cargoes
with a minimum of bloodshed, may not attack
neutral or Alliance ships, and may not take civil-
ian hostages. They may take Imperial or corpo-
rate officers prisoner, to be turned over to the
Alliance for prize money.

Privateers are subject to periodic review and
often carry Alliance observers: violation of their
letter of marque results in its revocation. The
privateer then becomes fair game for Rebels as
well as Imperials, bounty hunters, and other
pirates.

The privateer is often allowed use of Alliance
safe ports, repair assistance, supplies, and intel-
ligence, subject to availability.

Conditional amnestyis usually one of the terms
of aletter of marque. Many of the privateer crews
are criminals of one sort or another, usually
pirates. General amnesty is offered to those who
do not violate the terms of the letter. All legiti-
mate actions the privateer committed during the
war are just that: legitimate. War crimes are
judged and punished summarily. Crimes com-
mitted after the pardon are not only be punished,
but result in the reinstatement and prosecution
of past offenses.

Letters of marque and reprisal are issued by
the Alliance Commander in Chief, Chief of Staff
(in the Commander-in-Chief’s absence), and the
following Supreme Commanders: Fleet Command,
Ordnance and Supply, and Sector Command.
Sector Commanders-in-Chief can, and do, issue
Letters of Marque, but these are valid only within
their sector and may or may not berecognized by
other Sector Forces. In practice, most letters of
marque are issued by Ordnance and Supply. Mon
Mothma (the Commander-in-Chief) is too busy
for less than a pirate fleet, and the Fleet Com-
mander, Admiral Ackbar, personally despises
pirates. Sector Commands and Secretaries ac-
count for virtually all other letters.

The Privateering Campaign

Aprivateer campaign allows gamemasters and
characters to play an essentially piratical crew,
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swashbuckling and raiding the space lanes, while
fighting the Empire and helping the Rebellion.
Players usually play the ship’s officers or at-
tached Rebels.

Characters

Privateers come mostly from unruly stock,
sometimes pirates or criminals who wish to re-
form or retire without the threat of prosecution.
The privateer captain is usually a pirate of some
sort.

A common feature on privateer vessels is the
“Alliance observer,” a Rebel officer assigned to
keep an eye on the privateer, offer assistance and
maintain contact with the Rebellion. Sometimes
this observer is a free agent or supply agent (see
Galaxy Guide 9: Fragments from the Rim), occa-
sionally a bureaucrat, and most often a detached
naval officer or mission group agent.

Good technicians figure prominently in any
ship’s crew, privateers being no exception. The
value of a technician in deep space is measured
by his ability to effect combat repairs and to
patch severely damaged ships together long
enough to reach port. Technicians are often
brought along with boarding parties to slice into
computer systems, subvert security systems,
strip out components, and lend other assistance.

Former bounty hunters, scouts and other types
of star-roving professionals are found in priva-
teer crews. Bounty hunters are not found among
pirates, due to the standing bounty on pirates
and the mistrust this leads to. But they are occa-
sionally found among privateers, partially be-
cause of the resemblance of privateering to
bounty hunting. Bounty hunters in a crew are
almost inevitably included in boarding parties,
because of their combat experience. Scouts and
other specialists can often find a place on board.

Privateering crews are made up of a wide
variety of people who do a dirty job. The Alliance
is naturally concerned about the behavior of
privateers they contract. Notoriously violent
criminals, known cold-blooded and unrepentant
murderers and other such people are not accept-
able to the Alliance as privateer personnel.

Privateer Ships

The ship used in any campaign often becomes
like another character. Selection of a ship for a
privateering campaign is important. The scale of
a campaign should be matched to the ship size
players are using.

Starfighter Scale
If you wish to center the campaign around a
light freighter-sized ship, Galaxy Guide 6: Tramp
Freighters can provide some helpful information.

Letter of Marque

Be it known that Chaeloe Dantin, owner of the private
vessel Dantin’s Folly, is now recognized by the Alliance to
Restore the Republic as licensed to conduct raids upon
the Imperial government, subsidiaries, and supporters, to
capture such cargo, properties and vessels as they may
own, and to deliver them unto the Alliance. Further, to
capture officers of the Imperial military, government, and
supporters. She is also authorized and expected to pur-
sue the war against the Empire as she is able, while in no
case endangering the innocent civilian public and without
causing undue damage to property.

The owner shall surrender all proceeds of such activi-
ties to the review of the Alliance, and in return shall be
awarded 50 percent of their value. The Alliance shall also
award fixed bounties for the confirmed destruction of
Imperial properties.

In return, the Alliance shall render such aid as it can,
subject to availability and discretion, including shelter,
intelligence, repair, stocking, and fueling. Those members
of the crew, formerly criminals, are hereby granted am-
nesty, so long as they serve our cause, or until the Empire
is destroyed, and do not commit further crimes. Should
they do so, they shall be subject to all charges, and
summarily imprisoned.

All slaves found in the course of duty shall be freed, all
illicit substances destroyed. The Alliance may choose to
buy an entire cargo, at needed.

This letter shall hold in effect for one year fromits date,
whenit shall be reviewed. lf either partyis dissatisfied, the
contract may be dissolved. The Alliance reserves the
right to assign observers to the ship, for the purpose of
this review.

Ral'Rai Muvunc
Supreme Allied Commander
Ordnance and Supply

Tim O'Brien

Starfighter scale is the typical scale for ships the
characters will encounter — light, medium and
bulk freighters as well as space barges. A light
frigate or heavily armed light freighter would be
a good choice on this scale. Solid strategy and
clever tactics are required when using these
ships.

Starfighters are sometimes used to add punch
to raids. Fortunately for galactic trade, current
generation starfighters, such as the X-wing and
TIE fighter, are not readily available on the arms
market. The fighters most commonly available
are the ubiquitous Z-95 Headhunter and less
common Gauntlet, with other fighters making up
the remainder. Starfighters can make the differ-
ence in raids, but their cost is high and they
require hangars, deck crews, and constant main-
tenance.
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The ships, cargoes, and space-borne prop-
erty of the following corporations are consid-
ered legitimate targets for Alliance privateers:

Any Imperial vessel. This includes ships
of the Imperial Navy, COMPNOR, or the Impe-
rial government.

SoroSuub Corp. One of the largest manu-
facturers and retailers in the galaxy. Head-
quarters: Sullust. (CSA)

Kuat Drive Yards (KDY). Major shipwright
of the Imperial Navy. (CSA)

The Tagge Company (TaggeCo). Owner of
Bonadan Industries, Tagge Mining Company,
GalResource Industries, Mobquet Swoops and
Speeders, Trast Heavy Transports, Gowix Com-
puters, the Tagge Restaurant Association, which
owns theBiscuit Baronchain and several macro-
farms. Major supplier to the Imperial Govern-
ments, COMPNOR and the Corporate Sector.
(CSA)

Nebula Consumables. AnImperial military
food supplier. Headquarters: Tyed Kant.

Imperial Meats and Produce. A corpora-
tion nationalized by the Empire. Headquar-
ters: Tyed Kant.

Zone Supplies, Ltd. Produces security sys-
tems for the Imperial Army.

Merr-Sonn Mil/Sci. Heavy weapons, armor,
siege equipment, military gear. Subsidiaries:
Merr-Sonn Munitions, MerrWeapons, Merr-
Sonn Industrial Equipment. (CSA)

BlasTech Corp. Czerka Weapons. Blethern
Gas Industries. Norsam Corp. Munitions and

Corporate Targets

~N

weapons systems suppliers to the Imperial
Military.

Arakyd Corp. Produces weapons and
droids systems for the Empire.

Santhe/Sienar Technologies and subsid-
iaries. Santhe Passenger and Freight, Curich
Engineering, Sienar Fleet Systems. Research,
development and manufacture of several Im-
perial military systems and technologies, in-
cluding the TIE fighter. Warning: this com-
pany has state of the art military quality de-
fense systems. Headquarters: Lianna. (CSA)

Imperial Mining Corp. Imperial corpora-
tion with branch offices in several sectors.
Headquarters; Coruscant.

Fabritech, Inc. Sensor and control sys-
tems manufacturer, supplies Imperial mili-
tary.

Drever Corp. Small arms and tool manu-
facturer. Supplies the Phoenix Plasma Punch,
a boarding tool, to Imperial Customs.

Imperial HoloVision, TriNebulon News,
Nova Network. Distributors of pro-Imperial
propaganda.

MerenData. Droid and security systemmanu-
facturer. Supplies military and interrogation
droids and targeting drones. (CSA)

Corporate Sector. The ships and proper-
ties of the Corporate Sector Authority.

Note: (CSA) indicates a contributor to the
Corporate Sector Authority. CSA and CSA
contributors on this list are targets, but CSA
contributors not on this list are not targets.

Capital Ships

Capital scale ships are for those who wish to
raid container and super-container ships, star
galleons, and other capital ships with a chanceto
survive. The new small capital ships, such as
blastboats or gunships, are more suited to this
work, being both heavily armed and maneuver-
able. However, they are reasonably difficult to
acquire. They also lack the cargo space to carry
away booty. The more commonly available me-
dium ships — corvettes and frigates — make up
most pirate, privateer and mercenary fleets. Capi-
tal ships usually carry up to one year’s supplies.

Corellian corvettes are very popular as priva-
teer ships for the same reason they are com-
monly found in Rebel fleets: they are extremely
versatile. The corvette designation is the small-
est and least armed capital ship in wide use, with
four to eight guns and medium speed and maneu-
verability. The easily modified corvette can also
be refitted to replace a gun mounting with ion

cannon or tractor beams (both are tools of the
raiding trade).

Frigates are popular but less common pirate
ships. A frigate-class ship is fast, nimble, and
usually armed with amix of capital and starfighter
scale guns. While some frigate models — like the
Nebulon-B and Lancer-classes — are less avail-
able to pirates, there are anumber of serviceable
older models available. A light frigate designa-
tion is often used for a frigate with no capital
scale weapons.

Large ships — light and heavy cruisers — are
even less common, but not unknown, as priva-
teer vessels. This class of starship requires a
crew of several hundred, often several thousand.
Most of the cruisers in pirate hands are Imperial
mutiny ships or are salvaged wrecks.

Mutiny ships are usually in good condition,
but often lack enough crew members to control
the ship, as many among the surviving crew wish
to return home or leave space-faring life.
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Salvaged ships must be quickly repaired be-
fore other salvage crews arrive. Sometimes
wrecks are simply stripped for parts. Most of the
outlaw cruisers currently at large are made from
the remains of several others. Privateer cruisers
oftenhave morethan 20 guns, of either starfighter
or capital scale, are somewhat slow and less
maneuverable, and are well armored.

Charactersinaprivateer campaign should not
simply start with a cruiser, or stumble onto them.
Cruisers, if allowed into the campaign, could be
a goal of the players to be won only after many
hard sessions of play. Cruisers usually require
considerable and expensive repairs and refit-
ting. An older light cruiser, such as the Carrack-
class light cruiser (described in the Imperial
Sourcebook) is ideal for this sort of campaign.

Targets

As mentioned earlier, most targets are com-
mercial freighters of one sort or another. These
are usually only lightly armed and their main
defense is to escape into hyperspace or rely on
system patrols. Small freighters are favorites, as
they usually carry small, valuable cargos which
are easy to grab quickly and sell quickly.

Larger ships — bulk freighters and container
ships — are usually only targeted by the capital
ship-using raiders, mainly because capital ships
have enough space to carry the booty. Large
ships typically carry generic, hard to trace car-
gos.

Tactics

Privateers use several common tactics to cap-
ture and board their target ships.

The Barricade

A pirate vessel can use a tractor beam to drag
a mass barrier — any object more massive than
the target ship traveling through hyperspace —
into a space lane and hope for a rich prize.

This tactic has varied success. Even the nar-
rowest space lanes are kilometers wide, leaving
the odds of a ship passing through the right
coordinates rather low. When a ship is snared in
such a fashion, it could easily be a military or
heavily armed corporate ship. Using relatively
small mass barriers can narrow the odds of such
arude surprise, but this correspondinglylessens
the odds of netting prey.

Despite these problems the barricadeis an old
and surviving pirate tactic, used by those who
don’t care what they snare if the prize doesn’t put
up much of a fight.

Privateers only use the barricade when they
are sure that a target will travel a lane at known
coordinates at a specific time.

Tim O'Brien

Privateer Corvette

Craft: Corellian Engineering Corporation Corvette
Type: Modified corvette

Scale: Capital

Length: 150 Meters

Skill: Capital ship piloting

Crew: 50, gunners: 12, skeleton: 20/+5

Crew Skill: Astrogation 3D, capital ship gunnery 4D+2, capital ship
piloting 3D+2, capital ship shields 3D, sensors 3D+1
Passengers: 20

Cargo Capacity: 3,000 metric tons
Consumables: 1 year

Cost: 1.5 million (used)
Hyperdrive Multiplier: x2
Hyperdrive Backup: x12

Nav Computer: Yes
Maneuverability: 2D

1 Ion Cannon
Scale: Starfighter
Fire Arc: Front
Crew:1to 3
Skill: Starship gunnery

Space: 6 : -
Atmosphere: 330; 950 kmh Fire Control: 3D
Hull: 4D Space Range: 1-3/7/36
Shields: 2D Atmosphere: 100-300/700/
Sensors: 3.6 km

Passive: 40/1D Damage. 3D

Scan: 80/2D 1 Tractqr Be§m

Search: 100/3D Scale: Capital

Focus: 5/4D Fire Arc: Front
Weapons: Crew: 1 or 2

4 Double Turbolaser Cannons
Scale: Starfighter
Fire Arc: 1 front, 1 left, 1 right, 1 back
Crew:1to 3
Skill: Capital ship gunnery
Fire Control: 3D
Space Range: 3-15/35/75
Atmosphere Range: 6-30/70/150 km
Damage: 4D+2

Fire Control: 2D

Space Range. 1-5/15/30

Atmosphere Range: 100-
500/1.5/3 km

Damage: 3D

\.

Skill: Capital ship gunnery

Lurking the Zone

Spacelanes usually enter and exit a system via
well-charted jump zones. There is usually a half-
hour or more transit time to the planet from the
zone. Raiders often jump an arriving ship before
it has a chance to defend itself or jump back into
hyperspace. Both pirates and privateers use this
tactic.

This tactic has certain advantages. The raider
can pretend to be an arriving or departing vessel,
can pick its targets more carefully and, if a sys-
tem patrol arrives, the raider can quickly depart
from the area. The raid needs to be very fast —
jump zones are high traffic areas and armed help
is not far away, assuming a system patrolisn’t on
post guarding the area.
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Light Privateer Frigate

Craft: Sienar Fleet Systems Light Frigate
Type: Converted customs vessel
Scale: Starfighter
Length: 40 meters
Skill: Space transports: light frigate
Crew: 6, gunners: 6, skeleton: 3/+10
Crew Skill: Astrogation 3D+2, sensors 3D, spacetransports 4D+ 1, starship
gunnery 4D, starship shields 4D
Passengers: 6
Cargo Capacity: 100 metric tons
Consumables: 2 months
Cost: 1 million (used)
Hyperdrive Multiplier: x2
Hyperdrive Backup: x15
Nav Computer: Yes
Maneuverability: 2D
Space: 8
Atmosphere: 365; 1050 kmh
Hull: 3D~+1
Shields: 3D
Sensors:
Passive: 30/1D
Scan. 60/2D
Search: 90/3D
Focus: 4/4D
Weapons:
4 Heavy Laser Cannons
Fire Arc: 2 front, 1 left, 1 right
Crew: 1
Skill: Starship gunnery
Fire Control: 2D
Space Range. 1-3/12/25
Atmosphere Range: 100-300/1.2/2.5 km
Damage: 5D
1 lon Cannon
Fire Arc: Front
Crew:1to3
Skill: Starship gunnery
Fire Control: 3D
Space Range: 1-3/7/36
Atmosphere: 100-300/700/3.6 km
Damage: 3D
1 Tractor Beam
Fire Arc: Front
Crew: 1 or 2
Skill: Starship gunnery
Fire Control: 2D
Space Range: 1-3/12/25
Atmosphere Range: 2-6/20/40 km
Damage: 3D

J

Dirtside Raid

Well-armed and numerically strong pirates
occasionally strike against poorly defended colo-
nies, and similarly advantaged privateers raid
corporate and Imperial factories and storage
facilities when possible. The profits can be tre-
mendous in either case.

Corporate and Imperial installations are bet-
ter defended than easily raided colonies. Even
the smallest and most poorly defended Imperial
installations has a flight of TIE fighters and shields
and turbolasers, while corporate installations
have Headhunters, Gauntlets or IRC fighters and

WARS™

the standard complement of ground defenses.
Such targets are rarely taken by assault, and
privateers can rarely afford a siege. These ripe
plums are plucked by skill and ingenuity.

Code Black Hole

Virtually every ship in the known galaxy has a
transponder code imprinted in its sublight en-
gine that identifies it by name, owner and type.
These codes are registered by BoSS — the Bu-
reau of Ships Services. The transponder codes
are intended to identify ships and help make
piracy, smuggling and other illegal ship activities
difficult. The codes act as a nametag — what
robber will rob if his name is tattooed on his
forehead?

Unfortunately for the authorities, advancing
technology has made it possible to mask or alter
these codes. (A more complete treatment of this
can be found in Cracken’s Rebel Field Guide.)
Pirates and privateers use this to their advantage
by creating adoubleidentity for their ships. Most
ofthetimethe ship uses the “innocent code” with
innocuous data. When raiding, the ship uses the
“pirate code” with the other name, owner’s alias
and an identifier code called “code black hole,”
intended to frighten the targetinto surrendering.

Rebel privateers transmit a variation of this,
known as “code quasar,” meant to assure the
target of just treatment upon surrender.

Engagement and Surrender

Oncetheraider has closed to attackrange and
transmitted code black hole or code quasar, the
raid becomes almost formal. The target may fight
or surrender. The pirate captain almost always
accepts a surrender, no matter how bad a fight
has developed. If the ship promptly surrenders
the crew is usually not unduly harmed, even by
the most bloodthirsty pirates.

A ship that has been captured after a fight can
expect the worst. A pirate captain prefers the
reputation that he treats the cooperative well
and the resistant without mercy. This sort of
reputation increases quick surrenders, raises
profits, speeds up raiding time, and cuts crew
loss.

If the prize resists, as most do, then the raid-
ers’ work is cut out for them. Raiders must bring
the prize in without too much damage and before
it can jump to hyperspace, or the cargo will be
lost. Ion cannons and tractor beams are favored
for this task. If the prize is disabled but still
refuses to surrender, the real work begins.

Boarding Actions
The boarding is the heart of space piracy. A
disabled ship is often full of hostile, armed crew
members who have taken exception to being
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attacked. Usually every able crew member on
both sides is thrown into the boarding. On large
raiders there is sometimes a military-style ma-
rine unit used for gunners and boarders.

The first problem of boarding is getting from
the raider to the prize. If possible a raider uses a
tractor beam or magnetic grapples to anchor the
prize in place while a universal airlock is at-
tached. The boarders then charge across the
airlock, blast or cut their way in, and take the
ship. Shaped charges (and a really good demoli-
tions expert) are the preferred method of entry.
Fusion cutters or a plasma punch are also popu-
lar keys. In desperate situations a well aimed
blaster can be used, but caution is advised: one
bad shot and you're floating home.

If an airlock is not possible, another boarding
action is to suit up and jump. Many vacuum suits
come with basic thrusters which make it easy to
hop from one stationary ship to another. Some
enterprisingraiders trytojumptoanunanchored
ship, but this isn’t a very bright idea.

The main problem with this method of entry is
how to get into a sealed environment without
evacuating the atmosphere. Most pirates simply
blow the airlock or a bulkhead and let the prize
crew fend for themselves, but privateers are
supposed to avoid wanton loss of life.

The boarders must now subdue the crew,
usually in close-quarters, section by section
battle! At what point a prize is finally taken is
often up to the defending crew — how long can
they resist and survive? For an example of a
successful boarding action seethe openingscenes
of Star Wars: A New Hope.

Once the crew has surrendered, been sub-
dued or eliminated, the booty can be collected,
transferred and divided according to the ship’s
articles. In the case of pirates the booty includes
the cargo, the valuables of the subdued crew,
and whatever they can scavenge from the prize
ship itself.

Privateers confine themselves to the cargo in
accordance with their letter of marque to main-
tain their reputation. Assigning prize booty is left
up to the gamemaster, based on the corporation
owning the ship and the cargo. A cargo from a
food producer will be some sort of food, not
weapons, while Imperial Mining ships won’t be
carrying electronics. Assign rough tonnage and
value to best suit the campaign.

A Privateer Campaign Sector

Most gamemasters will wish to run a cam-
paign using asector as the campaign background.
Excellent advice is available in the Star Wars
Gamemasters Handbook.

The sector can be one published for Star Wars
or developed from the planet generation system
presented in Planets of the Galaxy: Volume One
and Galaxy Guide 8: Scouts. In addition to the
normal considerations of planet building be sure
to include target corporations active in the sec-
tor (one or two will do), infochants (information
merchants), and corrupt port officials willing to
sell shipping departure schedules and patrol
frequency in the system.

Systems with target corporations are favorite
hunting grounds for privateers. Infochants, brib-
able port officials and Alliance intelligence con-
tacts are necessities to well-informed privateers.

System Patrols

Note whether patrols are Imperial, corporate,
or local. Local patrols are usually single ships
which monitor jump zones for several days at a
time. A standard class starport has at least two
patrol vessels, either of which may be unavail-
able due to maintenance or repair. In addition to
zone duty, a patrol vessel remains busy “running
the orbits” between in-system colonies and out-
posts (if any) and maintaining orbital presence.
Patrols cannot be everywhere and patrol sched-
ules are closely held secrets, although an
infochant might be able to acquire one at a high
price.

A corporate dominated world is patrolled by
corporate vessels or not at all (aside from ran-
dom Imperial Navy appearances). Any stellar
class port or better has at least occasional Impe-
rial patrols as well as several patrol vessels of its
own. Many Imperial class ports have permanent
Imperial Navy facilities and appropriate system
security.
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Character Name:

Privateer Captain

Player:

Species: Human

Sex: Age:
Height: Weight:

Physical Description:

Background: Forced into piracy at a young age, you rose
from cabin boy through the ranks to captain of your own
ship! Now you want to make more of your life and someday
retire on some luxury world. You have contracted your
services to the Rebel Alliance as a privateer in return for a
pardon and half the profits.

Personality: A dashing rogue at heart, you never acquired
the bloodlust that consumes many pirates. You love out-
witting prize ships and patrols while raiding the Empire’s
ill-gotten gains. You're experienced enough to keep a level
head in battle and keep your rowdy crew under control.

Objectives: To amass enough credits to retire in style.

WARS™

keys tosuccess inraiding space lanes are to
remain mobile and disguised, stick tolightly
patrolled areas the raider knows well, bribe
accurate port informers lavishly and scout
independent hyperspace routes.

Criminal Contacts

One of the factors in a privateer’s life is
other criminals of different natures.
Infochants are a regular contact in any
raider’s life. Infochants are the intelligence
network of professional criminals (and pri-
vateers). A good infochant has contacts
with black marketeers, smugglers, crime
lords, pirates, mercenaries, and assassins.
A bad infochant sells rumors and lies as
much as the truth, is probably selling to and
for the local system patrol and may well be
selling you! Most infochants fall between

A Quote: “Gently, gently ... Fire the ion cannon! Tractor beam on! Prepare to board!
Blasters on stun, lads!”

Connection With Other Characters:

DEXTERITY 2D+1 MECHANICAL 3D+1 STRENGTH
Blaster Astrogation Brawling
Brawling Parry Cap. Ship Gunnery Stamina
Dodge Cap. Ship Piloting
Grenade Space Transports
Melee Combat Starship Gunnery
Starship Shields
KNOWLEDGE 3D+2 PERCEPTION 4D TECHNICAL 2D+2
Business Bargain Blaster Repair
Intimidation Command Cap. Starship Rpr
Languages Con Demolition
Law Enforcement Gambling First Aid
Streetwise Investigation Security
Value Space Transp. Rpr N
Special Abilities: None Move: 10

Force Points:

Force Sensitive?: QYes QU No
Dark Side Points:

Character Points:

3J Wounded
A Incapacitated
Q Mortally Wounded

Equipment: Flashy clothes, gaudy jewelry, comlink, vacuum suit, modified Corellian
Corvette and no credits or light frigate and 1,000 credits, blaster pistol (4D)

these extremes.

Black marketeers and smugglers (often
the same people) are another regular fea-
ture in privateering life. If privateers don’t
sell the remaining booty to the Alliance,
they must find some way of selling their
booty. Black marketeers are the usual an-
swer. Once the delicate formalities of start-
ing up abusiness relationship are dealt with
(setting up the first buy, usually in an out of
the way location, with a small group, often
notintheraider’s favor) araider sells to the
same buyer until circumstances dictate oth-
erwise. Business deals sometimes go bad,
or one of the parties might run into “Impe-
rial entanglements” or trouble with a crime
lord. These fragile relationships often sim-
ply fall apart.

Outlaw Stations

Every illegal starship needs a place to
restock, refit and receive other port ser-
vices. For some ships that have kept a low
profile and are not obviously suspicious,
this is not a real problem. There are dozens
of ports that cater to any questionable ship,
_/ so long as it isn't actively wanted. Mos

Space Lanes

Spacelanes connectthe systems and link each
sector to its neighbors. Almost every sector has
a major trade route running through it to other
main trade sectors. Each Imperial class portin a
sector is connected to the other Imperial class
port by amajor trade route or equivalent, all well
patrolled by Imperial Navy warships.

Most other spacelanes in a sector are second-
ary or worse and appropriately patrolled. Only
the boldest, most well armed (or stupidest, most
ignorant) raider huntsin amajor traderoute. The

Eisley, Celanon City, and Cloud City regu-
larly service such ships.

Many pirate and privateer vessels can dock in
no such port — they are too infamous, or too
obviously outlaw. Outlaw stations are their only
recourse. Ports on Korbin, Lanthrym, and
Uogo’cor are known to sell services to any ship,
regardless of registry, history, or crew. Prices
are high, but thereislittle choice for theraider on
the run. Port services vary with the quality of the
port, but often a small outlaw station has ser-
vices even an Imperial class port doesn’t offer,
such as transponder code alterations, ID forging,
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heavy weaponry repair for private vessels,

~

illegal specification engines, and no ques- Pirate
tions asked, for the right price. Character Name:
The outlaw station is usually a busy Player:
place. More and more ships find them- Species: Human
selvesinneed ofillegal services. The streets Sex: Age:
are crowded with smugglers, pirates, Height: Weight:
Physical Description:

infochants, gangsters, black marketeers,
port employees, peripheral servicers (like
technicians and “entertainers”™), the occa-
sional mercenary and a very few (very
good) bounty hunters. Uogo’cor, in the
TraxSector,is suchasystem, hosting space
stations that service the pirates of the Trax
Tube, a major shipping lane in the Outer
Rim.

The Empire snuffs out blatantly illegal
stations, when convenient or necessary,

Background: Maybe piracy isn't the most honorable pro-
fession in the galaxy, but Imperial oppression has driven
most of the small traders out of business. The Empire
creates pirates — and then destroys them. Most of your
shipmates are in the spice mines of Kessel now. You barely
escaped by the skin of your teeth. You plan to revenge
them. You hope that one day, you'll be captain of your own
ship — a privateer in the service of the Rebellion.
Personality: You have a flair for colorful clothes and
raucous arousing.

Objectives: To plunder enough so you can buy your own

but quietly-run stations are often not no- ship.
ticed. Some stations’ coordinates are closely Quote: “Arrr, matey. Make "em walk the airlock, har har har ..."
held secrets in the fringe community, and Connection With Other Characters:
those who know them only give them to ac-
quaintances they think will be equally care-
ful. There are a few deep space stations that DEXTERITY 3D+2  MECHANICAL  3D+2  STRENGTH 2D+2
move locations on a regular basis, ensuring [ BN,y = SN — I
atety. Brawling Parr, __ Repulsorlift Ops

Of course, an illegal outpost is often very Dodge e —  Space Transports
dangerous, especially for the inexperienced, m::zz g;’r”:;at — gt:;zﬂig S}‘]’]';?j;y
desperate, or famous. The population is -
mostly transient, often dangerous and always KNOWLEDGE 2D PERCEPTION 3D TECHNICAL 3D
outlaw. The best gun makes the rules and | Bunes = — i o gmerlowr
violenceis part of daily life. There is usually Languages " Con ~ Demolition -
no security force, unless there is a powerful Streetwise — Forgery — Droid Repair -
crime lord running the station as part of a Value ——  Gambling ——  Security —
syndicate, in which case the thugs acting as
security patrols deal with troublemakers as Special Abilities: None Move: 10
efficiently as possible. Force Points:

Force Sensitive?: 1Yes JNo
Pirate and Privateer Bases Dark Side Points:

A really successful raider often builds a Character Points:
base of operations or takes over an existing < Wounded

s . 3 Incapacitated
facility. These bases range from extensive 3 Mortally Wounded
fortified colonies to a single‘ prefabricated Equipment: Blaster (4D), comlink, flashy clothes, jewelry, saber (STR+1D+1), vacuum
utility hut adjacent to a landing pad. In the suit, 2,000 credits
former case the base might be fully shielded
with powerful surface-to-orbit weaponry. In  \{ J/

the latter there are no defense beyond ob- .
scure location and small size. In many respectsa ~ Kept secret, often known only to the captain and

raider’s base is like a Rebel base. senior officers. Choosing the location is impor-
Abase is primarily a place to relax, refueland ~ tant and difficult — it must be close enough to
repair. At its best the base maintains port facili- ~ Major shipping to raid, but in an uncolonized

ties up to standard class, with a small technical (preferably uninhabited), rarely visited system.

staff, standard spare parts and a fuel processing .

station. Even the smallest base keeps fuel stores The Imperial Navy

and spare parts. One of the primary missions of the Imperial
The raider base is also used to plan opera-  Navy is to protect shipping and suppress piracy.

tions, store booty, keep prisoners (usually for  Usually the Imperial Navy is too busy suppress-

ransom), and hide from the Imperial Navy. The  ingindependence-minded systems and Rebels to

location of the raider base is always a closely  actually pursue piracy to any great degree. In
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Character Name:

Outlaw Tech

Quote: “I can fix t

Player:

Species: Human

Sex: Age:
Height: Weight:

Physical Description:

Background: You have always been good at fixing up
systems and discovered it paid well, especially if you
were willing to stretch the bounds of equipment a
little. People trying to avoid Imperial entanglements
are willing to pay big credits for high quality work, and
you give them their money’s worth.

Personality: You're more comfortable with engines
and droids than people. Considering the rough group
you often have to deal with, you have to keep pretty
sharp.

Objectives: To be the best, and richest, technician you
know.

hat! Let me get you an estimate.”

Connection With Other Characters:

Equipment: Coml

\.

DEXTERITY 2D MECHANICAL 3D-+1 STRENGTH 2D
Blaster Communications Brawling
Brawling Parry Powersuit Ops Climbing/Jumping
Dodge Repulsorlift Ops Lifting
Melee Combat . Sensors R Stamina
Melee Parry TECHNICAL 4D
Pick Pocket Blaster Repair
Cap. Ship Rpr .
KNOWLEDGE 3D PERCEPTION 3D+2 Cap. Ship Wpn Rpr
Business Bargain Computer Prog/Rpr
Streetwise Con Demolition
Value Hide Droid Programming
Willpower Investigation First Aid
Search Security
Sneak Space Transp. Rpr
Starship Wpn Rpr
Special Abilities: None Move: 10
Force Points:
Force Sensitive?: JYes No

Dark Side Points:
Character Points:

3J Wounded
3 Incapacitated
A Mortally Wounded

ink, coveralls, medpac, pocket computer, tool harness, tool kit, vacuum

suit, 1.000 credits

J

fact, piracy flourishes in sectors where the Rebels
are the most successful, at least until the Empire
clamps down with full force. Enforcement ac-
tions include the basic patrol, convoy escort,
and traps.

Patrols

The Imperial Navy patrols major trade routes
heavily. The basic patrol is not intended to cap-
ture or destroy pirates. The patrol's main func-
tion is to frighten raiders away from major ship-
ping routes so legal shipping is more confined to

WARS™

routes controlled by the Empire. This allows
the Empire to easily track commercial activity
and keep the large corporations under Impe-
rial protection. When the Imperial Navy does
venture out to patrol the minor routes, the
ships using those routes are more likely to be
illegal and trying to avoid the Imperial patrols
on the major routes.

A frequently used patrol tactic is the “post
patrol,” where a strong force is stationed at
each of several hyperspace crossing points,
either in deep space or at awell trafficked port.
An Interdictor cruiser is often used in deep
space to force ships out of hyperspace. All
suspicious ships arerigorously searched, their
computer records and logs examined and
cross-checked, and all crew inspected. The
slightest error can lead to arrest or impound-
ing. Any ship that attempts to run is engaged
and often destroyed. Destroyed ships are
logged as “Rebel” or “pirate,” depending on
the best guess of the commanding officer.

Escort

Convoy escorts are becoming a much-de--
manded service. Occasionally a Moff prods
the Imperial Navy into performing escort ser-
vice, and the Navy gathers up as many freight-
ers as possible and assigns a line, usually
blastboats or gunships, to protect them. This
is a fairly effective tactic, as well-armed ships
with low mass will be stopped by a pirate
blockade, where a larger ship would not, and
can muster enough firepower to deal with the
situation.

Traps

An occasional enforcement tactic is to leak
information of a valuable cargo to suspected
pirate informers and send out a well-armed
freighter with considerable backup, such as a
blastboat line. When the pirates engage the
trap-ship they encounter a considerably well-
prepared target.

The Rebel Alliance and
Privateers

The Alliance has had mixed relations with priva-
teers since the early stages of the Rebellion. The
Alliance was hesitant at first to allow mercenaries
with no ideological drive to associate with their
cause. After some consideration, and after a few
sector commanders took it on themselves to en-
gage privateers to acquire the supplies that High
Command could not, Mon Mothma decided to
issue letters of marque with restrictions accept-
able to her. After a trial period, with mostly favor-
able results, guidelines were developed so that
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Ministries could grant letters of marque, with Ex-
ecutive approval.

The Alliance has found privateers to be a
useful resource when properly watched after,
but does not trust the basically mercenary na-
ture of the privateer captains. Privateers could
be a weak flank for the Alliance and they are
carefully watched. The rank and file of the Rebel-
lion tends to treat privateers coolly, as employer
to employee.

Nevertheless, the Alliance does render ser-
vices to their privateers, including offering port
facilities, ships supplies, refueling and intelli-
gence, all at reasonable prices, but only as avail-
able.

Privateers in the New Republic

After the Battle of Endor, the privateer ranks
shrink considerably, with most of the former
privateers retiring with their pardons and what-
ever funds they managed to salt away. There are
still afew privateer ships raiding in the Outer Rim
Territories, mostly privateers who simply don’t
want to give up the life. Some have found within

themselves a commitment to the New Republic
and continue to fight against the crumbling Em-
pire. Theseare given considerablerespect by the
New Republic. Less respected are those priva-
teers who joined in with the “winners” after
Endor.

During this period the resource hungry Em-
pireissues its own letters of marque and reprisal,
mostly from Moffs along the border. Grand Admi-
ral Thrawn ignores this practice, having other
things to occupy him. Other Imperial warlords
hire pirates and privateers as mercenaries against
the New Republic and other adversaries within
their small holdings.

After Dark Empire

During the battle for Coruscant and the re-
sulting chaos, there is a new resurgence of
privateering and piracy. Some privateers from
the early days remain loyal to the New Re-
public, and new privateers are recruited.
Other privateers and pirates spring up, feed-
ing off the renewed fighting between Empire
and New Republic. ¢
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Pirates, Arr!

By Timothy O'Brien

Avast ye there! Shiver me ’'pulsors, a  agents and the independence of free-traders. It
groundlubber! What'll ye be doing with me priva-  gave me a great excuse to charge into combat,
teers scan, matey? restricted the players from descending into pure

[ first discovered pirates in a Readers’ Digest piratical raiders, and had quite a bit of legendary
book, American Folklore and Legend, when Iwas  swashbuckler appeal. (That said, ['ve yet to play
about seven or eight. Pirates, arr! Buccaneers, a privateer character myself.)
aye!lhad alot of fun with the idea, then moved on In the fall of 1993 I found out that West End
to some other childhood fascination. Pirates oc-  Games was going to start up a quarterly journal
casionally popped up in my life. [ read Treasure for Star Wars, and was looking for writers.
Island when | was Perfect! I quickly found myself gripped in the
ten or eleven. | excitement of writing, not the sourcebook I had
sufferedthrougha  originally envisioned, but at least an article. I got
couple of bad pi-  in touch with West End and sat down to write.
rate movies, It took far too long, writing in my sparse spare
mostly spoofs. time, but I had fun writing it.I playtested some of
Overall, though, thenotionslhadaboutcommerceraiding,atfirst
the '70s, '80s and by springing pirates on my players and later by
so far the '90s turning my players into privateers, and slowly
aren't very pirate-  ground the article out. As a last minute thought,

rich periods. | asked Pete to add an exclamation mark to the
So, the pirates  otherwise dull “Rebel Privateers” title.

of my imagination Looking at it now, I realized that “Rebel Priva-

languished, until... teers!” reflects my ongoing interest in Star Wars.

Theinspiration It fills in a few gaps of the Star Wars universe,
for “Rebel Priva- takes alook at other areas of the Empire and the
teers!” came from  Rebellion, and peoples them with the sort of
a throwaway line  larger-than-life characters space operarequires,

in a description of _ Overall I'm still fairly satisfied with the piece.
the Nebulon-B Es- Sure,I'd change few elements, butlthinkit keeps
cort Frigate, its space legs fairly well. It's had an impact. Game
where it’s men- line editors who otherwise have noideawholam

tioned that the  remember the article. Since “Rebel Privateers!”
Nebulon-B is a fa-  was published, privateers are mentioned in pass-
voriteshipamong  inginabout a tenth of the new material West End
privateers, puts out, especially the Journal. A number of
Privateers? In-  alternate campaign articles and sourcebooks
teresting idea. At the time, the only options the  havebeen published since.Ican’t claim credit for
roleplaying game gave for players were Rebel all of this, nor probably most of it, but | am
agents or free-traders. Playing privateers ap-  honored to have had an impact.
pealed to me. It had the advantages of Rebel Arr!

ot OB i
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by Peter Schweighofer

[llustrations by Chris Gossett

The Void Terror is a solitaire adventure for
both longtime and recent Star Wars gamers, as
well as those who have never played a roleplay-
ing game. There are some short rules on how to
do certain tasks with your character (experi-
enced Star Wars gamers can skip this and go
directly to the section marked “Keller's Void™).
There’s evenasample character for youtotry (or
use your own).

Gamemasters can use this quick adventure to
introduce the rules to new players. It's designed
for beginner-level characters.

Your Character: Lady Selnia

The character provided with this solitaire
adventure is Lady Selnia Harbright, a young ex-
senator. As a character, Lady Selnia is described
by a short capsule background and several at-
tributes and skills. Attributes are things you're

born with — innate abilities. There are six at-
tributes — Dexterity, Knowledge, Mechanical, Per-
ception, Strength and Technical. Skills are abilities
you learn, and they include things like blaster,
dodge and brawling.

Selniahas adie codefor every attribute and skill.
The die code is the number of six-sided dice you
roll when you use the attribute or skill.

Example: Selnia’s Dexterityis 3D, soif she tries
to juggle something, her player rolls three dice
and adds the rolls together,

If there is a +1 or a +2 after the “D,” add that
number to your total. For now don’t worry what
actions every attribute and skill covers — this
adventure tells you when and what to roll.

All skills begin with the same die code as their
respective attribute. Some are improved: Selnia
has increased skill in blaster, dodge, planetary
systems, starship gunnery, command, conand brawi-
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ing. There are many other skills than those Selnia
begins with — those listed here are the ones she
has improved.

Don’tworry about the listings for Force Points,
Character Points and Move. These are stats used
in the roleplaying game which are not necessary
to play this adventure. They are provided here in
case you wish to use this character in other Star
Wars roleplaying adventures.

How Selnia Does Things

The gamemaster (or in this case, the adven-
ture notes) assigns a difficulty number to the task
acharacter is trying to complete — like shooting
a blaster at stormtroopers, flying a starship, or
fixing the hyperdrive. If your roll is equal to or
greater than the difficulty number, you succeed.
If it’s lower, you fail.

Example: Selnia wants to
know if the atmosphere on
Axtria is breathable. Her plan-
etary systems skill is 5D. The
gamemaster says the difficulty
number is 15. Selnia’s player
rolls five dice and gets 18.
Selnia remembers that Hu-
mans require a breath
mask in Axtria’s atmo-
sphere.

You now know
enough about the
rules to start playing.

But a roleplaying
game is more than
rules — roleplaying
games are really about
roleplaying and
storytelling. Playing
this solitaire adventure
will give you a feel for
the game.

b o2t

m Lady Selnia Harbright
Type: Young Senatorial
DEXTERITY 3D
Blaster 4D, dodge 4D
KNOWLEDGE 4D
Planetary systems 5D
MECHANICAL 2D+2
Starship gunnery 3D+2
PERCEPTION 3D+1
Command 4D+1, con 4D+1
STRENGTH 3D
Brawling 4D
TECHNICAL 2D
Move: 10
Force Points: 1
Character Points: 5
Equipment: Comlink, hold-out blaster (3D damage), styl-
ish clothing, 1,000 credits
Capsule: For three centuries your family served the
Republic. Your family has selflessly sacrificed for
the good of the state and society. You have served
loyally and well, and because of it, the citizens of
your home planet of Salliche are loyal to your
house. Since the Empire was established, your
family has tried to fend off its evil ways, to hold the
Emperor to his promise to promote the public
good. Even now, you are reluctant to turn against
the galactic government which your family helped -
establish so many years ago.

Yet you have no choice. The Empire has truly
become a tyranny. Your home planet is occupied
by stormtroopers. If civilization is to be saved, you
must act now. Your family will provide leadership
to the Rebellion, as once it did to the Republic.

You are intelligent, confident and energetic. You
are more interested in getting things done than in
theory. Sometimes others are awed by your lin-
eage, and you are proud of it; yet you do not
consider yourself class conscious. Great men and
women come from all walks of life, and everyone
can contribute to the Rebel Alliance.

Keller's Void

The Rebel Alliance always needs supplies.
You were sent to Droecil to help the local Rebel
cell divert some medical supplies from an Impe-
rial stock depot. You contracted freighter cap-
tain Roark Garnet to haulthe cargo to acollection
site in the Calus system. Garnet and his co-pilot,
Hawk Carrow, own the Dorian Discus, an incon-
spicuous tramp freighter.

You were just loading the last of the medical
supplies into Captain Garnet's ship when the
stormtroopers burst into the docking bay. So the
captain blasted offimmediately, with all the cargo
and one extra passenger ... you.

It was a pretty quiet trip. Then the captain
decided to take a shortcut by jumping through
Keller's Void. Everything went fine, until the
hyperdrive cut out in the middle of the void ...

“Looks like we pulled out of hyperspace just
before we slammed through an asteroid field,”
Captain Garnet says. “It's not onany of the charts.”
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There’s a heavy thunk outside against the hull.
“Great. I hate asteroids. Why don’t you get your-
self up into the topside gun and blast any chunk
of rock that comes close enough to hit us. I'm
shutting down some of the other main systems
so Hawk and [ can check out the hyperdrive,
make sure nothing’s wrong.”
Ready?

1

As you head toward the gun turret, you try to
recall what you know about Keller’s Void. You
can do this by rolling your planetary systems skill
of 5D. Roll five dice and add them up. Recalling
this information is a Moderate task with a diffi-
culty of 15.

e [f your roll is 15 or higher, go to 7.
¢ [fyour roll is 14 or less, go to 12.

2

Flipping on your tracking computer, youdon’t
see any asteroids from the distant field heading
toward the Dorian Discus. Everything’s all clear.
Goto4.

3

Flipping on your tracking computer, you don’t
see any asteroids from the distant field heading
toward the Dorian Discus. But wait ... something’s
moving near the long range sensor dish! Peering
through the viewport, it looks like some black-
scaled humanoid. And it’s fiddling with a black box
it’s attached to the hull near the sensor dish!

s [fyou tell Captain Garnet of the mysterious figure,
go to 5.

e [fyou want to try to shoot the figure with the ship’s
blaster cannon, go to 9.

4

You check the weapon’s tracking computer:
still all clear. You look back out through the
viewport ... and see a monstrously ugly face
staring back at you from outside! It's got huge
fangs, bulbous eyes and a warty snout. You
scream, and the face disappears.

e [f you call for Captain Garnet, go to 5.

e [f you want to see if that “thing” is still out there,
goto 8.

5

“Captain Garnet!” you call over the ship’s in-
tercom. “There’s something out there on the
ship’s hull! I think it’s alive.”

“Let me check the sensors ...” Captain Garnet
says. After a moment, he replies, “Nope. Nothing

on the sensors. Everything’s clear around the
ship. Maybe you're seein’ things. Happensifyou're
not used to space travel.”

You click off the intercom. Go to 8.

6

You climb up into the gun turret and peer out
over the hull into space. You're scanning for any
asteroids heading toward you, and anything out
of the ordinary, so you roll your Perception at-
tribute of 3D+1. Roll three dice and add one. To
spot anything is an Easy task (with a difficulty of
10).

* [f your roll is 10 or higher, go to 3.
e [f your roll is 9 or less, go to 2.

7

You remember Keller’s Void is named for the
trader who discovered it as a shortcut between
the Wroona and Calus systems. It's a void, so it’s
not supposed to have an asteroid field running
through it. You do recall the nearby uninhabited
Udine system has a high concentration of aster-
oids.

You continue on to the gun mount. Go to 6.

8

You peer out the viewport, trying to find the
creature on the hull. You're certain it’s out there
somewhere. There. The thing is now at an exte-
rior maintenance port. It seems to be clawing at
the components inside! The creature rips out a
handful of wires, then turns to stare directly at
you!It watches you with its bulbous eyes over its
warty snout.

e [fyou warn Captain Garnet of the terrible creature
and have written “Sensors Blasted,” go to 11.

* If you warn Captain Garnet of the terrible crea-
ture, go to 10.

e [fyouwant to try to shoot the figure with the ship’s
blaster cannon, go to 14.

9

Tofiretheblaster cannon, you use your starship
gunnery skill of 3D+2. Since the creature is par-
tially hidden by the long range sensor dish, this
is going to be a Difficult shot (with a difficulty
number of 17).1f you miss, you might blow up the
sensor dish. Roll three dice and add two to the
total.

e [f your roll is 17 or higher, go to 15.
e [f your roll is 16 or less, go to 13.

» If you decide the shot is too risky and want to
inform Captain Garnet of the intruder on the hull,
go to 5.
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10

“Look, I'm tellin’ you nothin’s out there,” Cap-
tain Garnet replies. “Sensors show nothing. You
haven't been dipping into my stash of Wroonian
ale, have you?”

* If you want to go down to the cockpit and check
out the sensors yourself, go to 17.

e [fyou want to shut off the intercom and watch the
creature through the viewport, go fo 16.

11

“Look, I'm tellin’ you nothin’s out there,” Cap-
tain Garnet replies. “You haven’t been dipping
into my stash of Wroonian ale, have you?”

You shut off the intercom and watch the crea-
ture through the viewport. Go to 16.

12

You remember Keller's Void is named for the
trader who discovered it as a shortcut between
the Wroona and Calus systems. Ha, some short-
cut.

You continue on to the gun mount. Go fo 6.

13

The blaster cannon flashes and blasts the
sensor dish into thousands of tiny glowing par-
ticles. Oops. You don’t see any signs of the crea-
ture.

“What was that?” cries Captain Garnet. “Are
we under attack?”

You explain you were shooting at a strange
creature fiddling with a black box near the sensor
dish.

“Nice job,” he says. “You've just fried our long
range sensors and our short range sensors. The
blast shunted power right through the sensor
computer. Thanks.”

“But | saw something out there!” you plead.

“Maybe you're seein’ things. Happens if you're
not used to space travel. Look, if something was
near the sensor dish when you blasted it, it’s
probably gone. Not that we can tell ... Look, try
shooting the asteroids, not my ship.”

Write “Sensors Blasted” and go to 8.

14

Tofiretheblaster cannon, you use your sfarship
gunnery skill of 3D+2. This is a Moderate shot
(with a difficulty number of 15). Roll three dice
and add two to the total.

o [f your roll is 15 or higher, go to 18.
e If your roll is 14 or less, go to 22.

WARS™

15

The blaster cannon flashes and blasts the
creature from the sensor dish. Nice shot. What-
ever it was, it’s gone now.

Go to 25.

16

Youwatch the strange creature move from the
exterior maintenance port to the aft airlock. After
fiddling with the controls, the hatch opens and it
enters the ship!

e If you warn Captain Garnet of the infruder, go to
21

s If you leave the weapons station and run to the
airlock, go to 27.

17

You storm into the cockpit. Captain Garnet is
leaning over the nav computer, apparently calcu-
lating another hyperspace jump. “Let me see
those sensors,” you say, pushing your way into
the co-pilot’s seat. You notice a small red light
flashing. “What’s that?”

“That’s the internal systems monitor for the
aft airlock. Looks like it was opened and is cy-
cling. Maybe there is something wrong. Go check
it out ... I'm working on astrogation coordinates
to get us out of here ...”

You leave the cockpit and run to the airtock.
Go to 27.

18

The blaster cannon flashes and blasts the crea-
ture from the exterior maintenance port. Nice shot.
Whatever it was, it’s gone now.

Go to 25.

19

Youlisten carefully. Someone has powered up
the ship and engaged the ion drives! You also
here someone pacing out in the corridor near the
cabin door: a guard!

e If you untie Captain Garnet and Hawk, go to 46.

o Ifyou try to trick the guard into lefting you out, go
to 51.

20

Youfire your blaster at the creature. Since you
are much closer, this is a Very Easy shot with a
difficulty number of 5. Your blaster skillis 4D: roll
four dice.

» [fyour roll is 5 or higher, you hit the creature. It
slumps to the ground, stunned. Go to 30.

e [f your roll is 4 or less, your shot goes wild. The
creature’s fist comes down on your head and you
are knocked unconscious. Go fo 41.
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21

“Look, there’s nothing out there to come in,”
Garnet says. “Wait a minute. I've got an internal
systems monitor saying the aft airlock was opened
andis cycling. Maybe thereis something wrong. Go
check it out. I'm working on astrogation coordi-
nates to get us out of here ...”

You leave the weapons station and run to the
airlock. Go to 27.

22

The blaster cannon flashes and hits the hull
near the maintenance port. The creature scur-
ries along the hull ... toward the aft airlock.

“What are you doing?” Captain Garnet cries
over the intercom. “Don’t shoot the ship, just the
asteroids!”

“But I saw something out there!” you plead.

“Maybe you'd better come down here into the
cockpit,” Captain Garnet suggests, “away from
the blaster cannon.”

Goto 17.

23

The creature swings a huge fist at you. Rather
than get hit, you decide it’s best to dodge. The
creature’s brawling skill is 4D. Roll four dice for
the creature. Your dodge skill is 4D. Roll four dice
and compare them with the creature’s brawling
score.

¢ If your dodge roll is the same as or more than the
creature’s brawling roll, you jump out of the way
and may fire your blaster. Go to 20.

o [fyour dodge roll is lower than the creature’s brawling
roll, you are knocked unconscious. Go to 41.

24

You are free of your bindings! Someone tied
you up with a striped sash. You listen for a
moment. Roll your Perception attribute of 3D+1.
Roll three dice and add one. This is an Easy task
(with a difficulty of 10).

e If your roll is 10 or higher, go to 19.
e [f your roll is 9 or less, go to 42.

25

“Looks like the hyperdrive is okay,” you hear
Hawk declare over the intercom.

“Great,” Captain Garnet replies. “I'll start cal-
culating hyperspace coordinates.”

You continue to scan the area for asteroids.
Roll your Perception attribute of 3D+1. Roll three
dice and add one. To spot anything is an Easy
task (with a difficulty of 10).

¢ [fyour roll is 10 or higher, go fo 32.
e [f your roll is 9 or less, go to 29.

Peter Schwei@ofer

26

Tofirethe blaster cannon, you use your starship
gunnery skill of 3D+2. This is an Easy shot (with a
difficulty number of 10). Roll three dice and add
two to the total.

e [f your roll is 10 or higher, go to 31.
e [f your roll is 9 or less, go to 28.

27

You remove your blaster from its holster as
you head for the aft airlock hatch. You're deter-
mined to capture this creature alive, so you set
your blaster to stun. When you arrive at theinner
hatch, the creature steps out, it's blaster rifle
raised and ready. It’s expecting you! You prepare
to fire.

The creature shoots back. The creature’s
blaster skill is 4D. The difficulty for both shots is
10. Roll four dice for the creature. Your blaster
skill is 4D. Roll four dice for yourself. Whoever
gets the highest roll shoots first.

¢ [f you both roll 9 or less, you both miss. The
creature advances and tries to knock you over.
Go to 23.

¢ [f the creature shoots first, and rolls 10 or more,
you're hit before you get your shot off. All goes
dark as the creaturefires its blaster rifle into you.
Goto 4l

e [fyou shoot first, and your roll is 10 or more, you
hit the creature. It slumps to the ground, stunned.
Go to 30.
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28

The blaster cannon flashes and hits the hull
near the intruders, but the two figures continue
scurrying toward the airlock hatch.

“What are you doing?” Captain Garnet cries
over the intercom.

“We've got intruders,” you reply. “They're
heading for the airlock.”

“Right. Let’s see what happens when | kick on
the ion drive,” Captain Garnet says. The ship
lurches as the ion drive fires up and propels the
Dorian Discus away from the asteroid field. The
two men spin away from the hull, floating in
space. Go to 34.

29

Everything looks clear. Thunk. Thunk. Two
more things have hit the hull. Go to 33.

30

You step back and examine the stunned crea-
turelying onthe deck. It’s no frightening creature
at all! The face is a stylized pressure helmet: the
eyes are sensor units, the snout and ferocious
teeth are part of the breather apparatus. The
creature’s black skin is a textured space suit! It
even has a jet pack strapped to its back!

Youunlatch the helmet and yank it off. There’s
aman underneath. Looks like an unsavory pirate
or outlaw.

“There was someone in the airlock,” you tri-
umphantly declare to Captain Garnet. “Maybe he
was trying to board us to spacejack the ship.”

“No matter,” Garnet says over the intercom.
“We're ready to jump to hyperspace. Hang on to
your pants!”

From the engineering compartment you hear
the disappointing whine of the hyperdrives fail-
ing. “It’s not my fault!” Garnet cries. “Hawk, what’s
the matter.”

The intruder must have done something to the
hyperdrives while crawling around on the hull. “]
think our intruder might have tampered with the
hyperdrive from outside,” you tell Captain Garnet.

“Possible,” he says. “Hawk, can you find the
problem and reroute the hyperdrive command
systems?”

“Sure thing, Roark.”

You secure the intruder and lock him in one of
the cabins.

There are two more loud thunks on the hull.

“Better get back to the gun and see if those are
asteroids or more intruders,” Captain Garnet
suggests. “Just watch where you shoot.”

You run back and strap yourself into the gun
turret. Go to 33.

WARS™

31

The blaster cannon flashes and blows both
men off the hull. Nice shot. Go to 34.

32

You notice two small flashes out in space.
Soon two figures become visible; men in black
space suits maneuvering with jet packs. They are
heading straight for the Dorian Discus.

e /f you blast them, go to 39.

e [f you tell Captain Garnet you've got guests, go to
35.

33

Two more creatures — no, they're actually
men in black space suits — have landed on the
Dorian Discus’ hull. They quickly scramble for
the aft airlock.

e If you blast them, go to 26.

e If you tell Captain Garnet you've got guests, go to
37.

34

As the Dorian Discus prepares for the hyper-
space jump, you see a bulk freighter with a few
extra guns pull out of a loose orbit within the
asteroid field — possibly a pirate ship!

“I see her,” Captain Garnet says. “Say good-
bye to our would-be spacejackers.” Garnet en-
gages the hyperdrive, the stars stretch, and the
pirates are left behind in Keller’s Void.

Go to 40

35

“We've got company,” you say into the inter-
com. “Two men in black space suits and jet
packs. They're heading for the ship.”

“Let’s see what happens when | kick on the ion
drive,” Captain Garnet says. The ship lurches as
the ion drive fires up and propels the Dorian Discus
away from the asteroid field. The two men ignite
their jet packs again, but they can’t catch up.

Go to 34.

36

The blaster cannon flashes and one of the men
explodes from adirect hit. The other one fires his
jet pack and begins to back away from the Dorian
Discus. Go to 34.

37
“We’'ve got company,” you say into the inter-
com. “Two men in black space suits. They're
heading for the aft airlock.”
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“Let’s see what happens when I kick on the ion
drive,” Captain Garnet says. The ship lurches as
the ion drive fires up and propels the Dorian
Discus away from the asteroid field. The two men
spin away from the hull, floating in space.

Go to 34.

38

The blaster cannon flashes, but your shot
misses. They land on the Dorian Discus’hull and
quickly scramble for the aft airlock.

¢ [f you blast them, go to 26.

¢ If you tell Captain Garnet you've got guests, go to
37.

39

To fire the blaster cannon at the approaching
men, you use your starship gunnery skill of 3D+2.
This is an Easy shot (with a difficulty number of
10). Roll three dice and add two to the total.

e [f your roll is 10 or higher, go to 36.
o [fyour roll is 9 or less, go to 38.

40

The Dorian Discus arrives on Calus and you
safely deliver your supplies to the Rebel Alliance.
Good work! Despite your “short cut” through
Keller's Void, you've managed to get your cargo
intoRebel hands in time to save the lives of many
brave soldiers.

41

Youwake up with your hands tied behind your
back. You're locked in a cabin with Captain Gar-
net and Hawk. You've been space-jacked by pi-
rates! There’s a chance you can wriggle your
hands free from your binding. Thjs is an Easy
Dexterity task (the binding was tied hastily) with
a difficulty of 10. Roll three dice.

e [fyour roll is 10 or higher, go to 24.
e [f your roll is 9 or less, go to 45.

42

Youlisten carefully. Someone has powered up
the ship and engaged the ion drives! You're defi-
nitely going somewhere.
¢ If you untie Captain Garnet and Hawk, go to 46.

e [f you try to open the cabin door, go to 53.

43

You dash to the cockpit. Sitting in the pilot’s
and co-pilot’s seats are two more pirates. One
turns around and sees you, then begins drawing
his blaster pistol! You fire. The pirate’s blaster

skill is 4D. The difficulty for both shots is 10. Roll
four dice for the pirate. Your blaster skill is 4D.
Roll four dice for yourself. Whoever gets the
highest roll shoots first.

¢ If you both roll 9 or less, you both miss. The
pirate advances and tries to punch you. Go to 48.

e [f the pirate shoots first, and rolls 10 or more,
you're hit before you get your shot off. All goes
dark as the pirate fires its blaster rifle into you.
Go to 58.

e I[f you shoot first, and your roll is 10 or more, you
hit the pirate. He slumps to the ground, stunned.
Go to 44.

44

You train your blaster on the other pirate. He
puts his hands on his head and surrenders. Cap-
tain Garnet and Hawk, who managed to free
themselves, rush into the cockpit and regain
control of the Dorian Discus. “Good work,” they
say. You've managed to capture the infamous
pirate Black Jack! When you turn him in on Calus,
the three of you get 2,000 credits each for his
capture. Go to 40.

45

You don’t manage to slip out of the bindings.
Captain Garnet and Hawk are still stunned. Wait!
You notice that Captain Garnet has a knife con-
cealed in a boot sheath. But can you reach it and
free yourself? This is another Easy Dexterity task
with a difficulty of 10. Roll three dice.

¢ [f your roll is 10 or higher, go to 24.
e [fyour roll is 9 or less, go to 49.

46

Moving quickly, you untie the sashes binding
Captain Garnet’s and Hawk’s wrists. Hawk wakes
up while you're untying him. “You won’t get
anything out of me! I'll take this ship back one
way or another ... oh, it’s you. Sorry, I thought
you were a pirate.”

Hawk’s cries wake Captain Garnet up. “Ow,”
he says, rubbing the back of his head. “I hate
being stunned.”

The cabin door opens and ared-haired woman
with a wry smile and a blaster rifle enters. “You'd
better get to liking it if you're trying to escape,”
she says. “But that won’t happen while I'm on
guard!” She stuns Captain Garnet, Hawk and you
with her blaster rifle. Go to 50.

47
Rising and standing near the cabin door, you
begin screaming. “Help! Fire! Somebodylet us out
of here, the cabin’s caught fire!”
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The cabindoor opens and ared-haired woman
wearing a flashy tunic and and boots enters.
She’s lowered her blaster rifle. The time to strike
is now! Using your brawling skill of 4D, this is a
Moderate task (a difficulty of 15). Roll four dice.

e If your roll is 15 or higher, go to 52.
e [f your roll is 14 or lower, go to 57.

48

The pirate swings his fist at you. Rather than
get hit, you decide it’s best to dodge. The pirate’s
brawling skill is 4D. Roll four dice for the pirate.
Your dodge skill is 4D. Roll four dice and compare
them with the pirate’s brawling score.

e [fyour dodge roll is the same as or more than the
pirate’s brawling roll, you jump out of the way and
may fire your blaster. Go to 54.

* [fyour dodge roll is lower than the pirate’s brawling
roll, you are knocked unconscious. Go to 58.

19

You make a little noise shuffling over to Cap-
tain Garnet, then cry out a little when you acci-
dently cut yourself. You're almost free of your
bindings when the cabin door opens and a red-
haired woman with a wry smile and a blaster rifle
enters. “Trying to escape, eh?” she asks. “Not
while 'm on guard!” She stuns you with her
blaster rifle. Go to 50.

50

Despite several attempts, you are unable to
escape these pirates. Perhaps you can escape
when you arrive at their hidden base. But that’s
a tale for another day ...

51

Tricking the guard is a Moderate task using
your con skill of 4D+1. The difficulty number is 15.
Roll four dice and add one.

e If your roll is 15 or higher, go to 47.
e [fyour roll is 14 or less, go to 56.

52

Your fist swings into the pirate’s face, and the
woman crumples to the ground, stunned. You
hear voices coming from the cockpit.

* [fyougrabthe pirate’s blaster rifle and head to the
cockpit, go to 43.

» If you untie Captain Garnet and Hawk, go to 55.
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53

No matter how hard you press the control
panel, the cabin door does not open. “Don’t try
escaping,” you hear a voice say from the other
side, obviously a pirate guard. “If you try any-
thing funny, I'll blast you.” Go to 50.

54

You fire your blaster at the pirate. Since you
are much closer, this is a Very Easy shot with a
difficulty number of 5. Your blaster skill is 4D: roll
four dice.

e [fyour roll is 5 or higher, you hit the pirate. He
slumps to the ground, stunned. Go fo 44.

e If your roll is 4 or less, your shot goes wild. The
pirate’s fist comes down on your head and you
are knocked unconscious. Go to 58.

55

Moving quickly, you untie the sashes binding
Captain Garnet’s and Hawk’s wrists. Hawk wakes
up while you're untying him. “You won’t get
anything out of me! I'll take this ship back one
way or another ... oh, it’s you. Sorry, I thought
you were a pirate.”

Hawk’s cries wake Captain Garnet up. “Ow,”
he says, rubbing the back of his head. “I hate
being stunned.”

Hawk’s cries have also alerted one of the pi-
rates in the cockpit who suddenly appears in the
doorway. He kicks his pirate friend’s blaster rifle
out into the corridor, out of your reach. “Nice try
at escaping,” he says as he stuns you all. Go to 50.

56

“Uh, say there,” youbegin, “Can we have some
food or something; I'm starving.”

“No way,” the pirate outside says. “I'm not
giving you any chance at escaping. Not during my
watch.” Go to 50.

57

You swing and knock the blaster rifle out of the
pirate’shands, butthewoman quicklyrecovers,swings
at you and knocks you unconscious. “Hah!” she says.
“Thought you could escape from me.” Go to 50.

58

You wake up again in the cabin with Captain
Garnet and Hawk. This time you're tied up a bit
better and there are two guards at the door. Go fo

50. ¢

The Best of the Star Wars Adventure Journal, Issues 1-4



The Best of the Continuing Star Wars Saga!

For two years the Star Wars Adventure Journal has brought Star Wars fans new
adventures and source material about their favorite science fiction universe. Now the
best articles from the Journal’s first year — all of which are out-of-print — are reprlnted
in this special collector’s edition. =

This collection includes “First Contact” by Timothy Zahn, “Tinian on Trial” by Kathy
Tyers, “The Final Exit” by Patricia A. Jackson, “A Glimmer of Hope” by Charlene
Newcomb, “Rebel Privateers!” by Timothy O’Brien, “A Free-Traders’ Guide to
Sevarcos” by Anthony Russo, “The Void Terror” and “Recon and Report” by Peter
Schweighofer, and “The Spira Regatta” by Paul Sudlow.

The Best of The Star Wars Adventure Journal features special essays from the
authors themselves with insights on their inspirations, story origins and views on the

Star Wars phenomenon. And don’t miss the special section showing original color

artwork only seen in their initial Journal articles in black-and-white — all by Chris
Gossett, artist for Dark Horse Comics’ Tales of the Jedi and Dark Lords of the Sith.

Sit back, open up, and celebrate some of the outstanding articles which have
opened up the Star Wars galaxy.
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