
        
            
                
            
        

    Firestorm
 
by Kevin J. Anderson
 
 
 
Author's Note: This story takes place between my novels Jedi Search and Dark Apprentice. It describes the first encounter between Luke Sky-walker and the Jedi historian/singer Tionne, who will become one of his most important trainees. The background on Exis Station also ties in with my forthcoming Tales of the Jedi comic series from Dark Horse, "The Redemption of Ulic," and Rebecca Moesta's third Junior Jedi novel, Kenobi 's Blade. Of course, I hope it stands alone as its own story, too.
 
 
 
The world of Ossus had once been the greatest center of Jedi Naming—a magnificent library that contained knowledge of the Force and the history of a thousand generations of defenders of the Old Republic. Scrolls and dataplaques contained their legends and songs, their triumphs and tragedies. Ossus had been filled with fountains and statues, beautiful pavilions of embroidered fabric, fluted columns of milk-stone, courtyards with mosaics of flag-stones and tile, wind chimes of crystal and gold....
 
Now, though, it was merely a tomb, a blasted dark scar, its glory obliterated by fiery violence.
 
Tionne climbed down the ramp of her ship, the Lore Seeker—an obsolete, quirky craft almost as old as the ruins themselves—and just stood still as she absorbed all the echoing memories around her. Her mother-of-pearl eyes widened, and her silvery hair blew about in the dead wind. She let her imagination swirl with stories that might have been told by ghosts, epic ballads the Jedi would have sung—if Ossus had not been incinerated when ten stars exploded in the Cron Drift four thousand years before, during the height of the Sith War.
 
Overhead, filling the sky like a brilliant stain, was the incandescent gas of the Cron Drift, now a funeral pyre for this once-magnificent information center.
 
Venturing away from her vessel, Tionne saw glassy, hardened puddles around the remains of cyclopean statues and pillars slumped from the raging Shockwave that had struck this world. Her silvery hair blew about her elfin face in the dead wind. She could smell the burnt aftereffects that still clung to the breeze like shadows.
 
As she walked, the broken stones and rubble crunched under her small feet. The sight overwhelmed her and a tear at the magnitude of the loss hovered on the edge of her quicksilver eyes. She stumbled ahead, not knowing where to start.
 
A few fast-moving, lizard-like creatures skittered to shelter. So, Ossus wasn't entirely dead. Small lifeforms often managed to survive, no matter how great the devastation. Four millennia has passed, and the radiation levels had dropped to below immediately lethal amounts, although Tionne might still suffer illness if she stayed here long. She certainly couldn't remain long enough to uncover all the secrets hidden in the rubble.
 
Her glittering eyes scanned the debris, and she walked to where two pillars held up a reinforced, ornate arch that had miraculously survived the holocaust. She wondered how many long-lost answers might be buried here, how much more information about Jedi history she could find beneath the broken stones. Learning everything about the great Jedi Knights had been Tionne's driving quest all of her life, and Ossus was a huge treasure trove.
 
The Empire had frowned on remembering Jedi legends, on idolizing the great defenders of the Old Republic... on keeping the flame alive. Before she was born, the Jedi had been slaughtered, all but wiped out. Tionne had lived on a drab Imperial world, Rindao, a training station and outpost near the Outer Rim. Though her people did not support the Empire, they had not resisted outright when the stormtroopers came to take over, and thus their civilization had not been punished.
 
In Tionne's uninteresting childhood she had sought refuge in the ancient stones. Her old grandmother had an archaic two-sided stringed instrument, and she would sing legends of the Jedi, heroic stories about Nomi Sunrider, her daughter Vima, and other champions of the Force who had fought and perhaps perished during the Great Sith War.
 
But one night the Imperial commander had found the old woman telling such stories. The stormtroopers had hauled Tionne's grandmother out into the town square and executed her with their blaster rifles, cutting her down for implying that the olden-days were more heroic than the Empire's current glory.
 
Young Tionne had been devastated. Before the stormtroopers could ransack her grandmother's house, she broke in through a back window and took away the stringed musical instrument, the only memento she wanted.
 
Quietly, as she wandered the spacelanes on her quest, Tionne had taught her fingers the mysteries of the strings, stretching her voice with the secret songs the old woman had played for her. Now, though, the Emperor was dead, and his New Order had fallen more than six years ago. With the Empire and its repressive restrictions gone, Tionne had let herself be swallowed by her search for Jedi knowledge and lore.
 
The New Republic had occupied Coruscant, and Tionne had just heard the wonderful news that Luke Skywalker—perhaps the sole remaining Jedi Knight—had taken it upon himself to train the Jedi again, to bring about a new brotherhood of protectors.
 
Bending down to the scorched rubble, Tionne moved aside a fallen cluster of flagstones and found in the shadows beneath a small statue of what must have once been a Jedi Master. The figure was a short, unimposing alien with a sloping, rounded head and exposed teeth. She wondered if it couid have been the renowned scholar Jedi Master Odan-Urr, who had fought even earlier, in the Great Hyperspace War against the original Sith Empire, and had then lived for a thousand years as the keeper of the library on Ossus.
 
Smiling, feeling her heart swell with pride, Tionne cradled the small statue, saw its carbonized and glassy surface layers where the heat of an exploding star had crisped it. She took the figure, astonished to be actually touching a piece of Jedi history,
 
No doubt if she spent the rest of her life combing through the debris on Ossus, Tionne could find more clues, more information, more vital tidbits of history. The Empire had declared Ossus off-limits, fearing other seekers might discover too much knowledge of the Jedi—but now, perhaps, the New Republic could devote its time to a real excavation, with crews of scientists and historians who wanted to recreate the golden age of the Jedi Knights.
 
Tionne turned back toward her battered and creaking ship. She had found the statue of Odan-Urr; that would be enough for now. But she would continue her quest until she knew all there was to know about the Jedi Knights. 
 
 
 
* * * 
 
 
 
Yavin 4 was an emerald moon orbiting a huge, pastel gas giant— the site of one of the galaxy's greatest battles, home of a former Rebel base. Soon, it would become a training center for new Jedi.
 
As he fought his way through the tangled foliage, Luke Skywalker thought that the sheer tenacity of the primeval jungle would prove an even more difficult foe than the Empire itself. Beside htm, Artoo-Detoo followed the path Luke chose, grinding his tractor wheels through the underbrush.
 
Finally, Luke stood at the ruins of the Great Massassi Temple, its stone steps ravaged by time and the forces of nature... as well as Imperial bombardment after the destruction of the first Death Star. If this moon had been good enough to shelter Princess Leia and her freedom fighters, he thought, it would be good enough for a place of Jedi learning.
 
Luke had already found two candidates in his Jedi search, and they had accompanied him here to Yavin 4. Streen, the eccentric old hermit who had lived on Bespin, was a gas prospector who searched the skies for valuable upwellings of tibanna gas. Streen had an affinity for the winds, an ability to sense when a storm might happen. Luke had tested him and found an untapped potential for using the Force—Streen would be an ideal Jedi candidate, though the old man had been reluctant to leave his peaceful and quiet life. After arriving on the uninhabited jungle moon, he seemed much more content that he could find solitude again.
 
Luke's other new trainee, Gantoris, had wild black hair and a beard, accentuating his fiery eyes and grim temperament. His personality had been forged by living on the hellish colony world of Eol Sha, where a close moon caused tidal chaos, seismic upheavals and volcanic eruptions. With his untrained echoes of the Force, Gantoris had experienced nightmares about a powerful, dark man who meant to lead him down a road to destruction. Gantoris had thought Luke fit that premonition and had tried to kill him. But Luke had survived. Eventually, Gantoris had come with the Jedi Master in order to be trained in the Force.
 
Clearing away the overwhelming jungle and repairing the crumbling temple ruins seemed an insurmountable task, Luke smiled as the thought came to him. Yoda could probably have done it all single-handedly. Luke and two hard-working trainees could accomplish it well enough.
 
The three men began the hard work of stripping out regrown weeds. Luke ignited his lightsaber and began hacking away at the underbrush while Gantoris and Streen cleared fallen rocks and swept away dirt. Artoo helped where he could, extending his tiny cutting saw and attacking fibrous creepers.
 
"Glamorous work for a Jedi Knight," Gantoris muttered, tossing a dusty load of stones aside. "I could get a better job as a maintenance worker,"
 
"You're not a Jedi Knight," Streen said, "You're just a Jedi trainee."
 
Luke stacked the torn underbrush in a clearing outside the main pyramid, while Artoo buzzed along, dragging a sledge filled with other forest debris. In the middle of the clearing, Luke used his igniter to set the mound of dead foliage on fire. The heaped pile of burning brands reminded him of his father's funeral pyre on Endor, how Luke had set the fearsome black uniform ablaze.
 
For months, he had been keeping himself busy with the menial tasks of setting up his Jedi academy—because it troubled him too much to deal with the larger issues. Luke Skywalker didn't know how to train Jedi Knights; he didn't have enough knowledge about the ancient warriors, what they had studied, who they had been. Obi-Wan Kenobi and Yoda had begun his instruction, but that had been cut tragically short. Luke now had to discover his own way, and he also needed to find other students.
 
He did have the Jedi Holocron, which Leia had taken from the resurrected Emperor a year earlier, and he had the library from the Chuunthor, the wrecked Jedi ship he had found in the wilds on Dathomir. It would be enough. Luke vowed to work as hard as he could, to gain knowledge every chance he could so that he might enhance his own training.
 
The Jedi Knights would be reborn, but it would be a long and hard struggle. 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
Tionne went from spaceport bar to trading station to backwater outpost, living by her wits and her skills. She secured jobs in cantinas where she could use the stringed musical instrument she had taken from her grandmother on Rindao. She could sing Jedi ballads and disseminate her passion for the drama of history— folktales of how Gav and Jori Daragon had sparked the Hyperspace War, or the early training of Vodo Siosk-Baas, or how the Twi'lek Jedi Tott Doneeta had been horribly burned while single-handedly fighting a heat storm to defend a small cliff city on Ryloth,
 
She was paid little in credits, but plenty in food and lodging, so she could continue her search. Her main goal in hanging out at such rough establishments was to ask her questions, ply the traders and smugglers into giving her clues about lost Jedi history.
 
Whenever she had completed her repertoire of Jedi ballads, Tionne would ask if any members of her audience had other stories to tell. Many times this simply encouraged some of the drunken male customers to try to lure her to the private chambers in their starships, but Tionne could sense when they were telling the truth, when to signal for the bar bouncers to get them away from her.
 
One night, after her show in an all-species restaurant near one of Ord Mantell's many spaceports, she received a message from a rodent-like alien named Fonterrat, a down-on-his-luck scavenger. Normally Tionne would have been suspicious: creatures of all different species had attempted to take advantage of her. She sensed though, that Fonterrat simply wished to make a deal, and as she sat down across the table from him, she noticed he was eating the cheapest item on the menu and did not offer to buy her a drink,
 
"This information about the old Jedi Knights—" Fonterrat said in a squeaking voice. He had large ears and a pointed face, and close-set eyes like black beads under a furry brow ridge, "How much is it worth?"
 
Tionne regarded him calmly, her pale skin flushing slightly. "I don't know. How much is it worth?" she said. "1 have some credits, but not enough to make you rich." With one gesture of her delicate, pale hands, she indicated the seedy restaurant, "Would I be work-ing here if I had that kind of money?"
 
Fonterrat fiddled with his hands, fast-moving fingers playing with a napkin wipe. He sniffled, "I'm a scavenger," he said. "I need to make money for the things I find. Someday, I'll stumble across something that'll make me rich and famous... but right now I'm just tryig to get by."
 
Tionne could sense his sincerity, could see that he wasn't trying to scam her. "Tell me what you found," she said. "I'll be fair. I'll pay you what I can."
 
"It's an ancient city in space," he said. "Exis Station. It's been abandoned for centuries."
 
"Exis Station!" Tionne leaned forward, widening her mother-of-pearl eyes with sudden interest. "That was the site of one of the greatest Jedi convocations in history! NomiSunrider herself called together the Jedi Knights a decade after the Great Sith War."
 
Fonterrat did not appear interested in the details. "So .,. is that  worth something to you? I could tell you its location. You can search the wreck yourself for any artifacts, though bear in mind that it's been empty for a long time. Damaged by solar flares."
 
"Yes, I'll pay." She scanned her own accounts, determining just how much she could give to this man and still buy enough fuel to get the Lore Seeker to Exis Station. The amount she came up with was distressingly low.
 
"But it might be better if you don't go there," Fonterrat said, twitching his nose.
 
She sat up, alarmed. "You give me the location, then tell me not to go? Why?"
 
"Because Exis Station is at an unstable star," he said. "Teedio. It's entered an active phase, with increasing flares. Over centuries the drag from solar wind has pulled the city closer and closer to the flares. Radiation levels on board have been lethal for some time now. You'll risk your own life if you go there. All of Exis Station is going to plunge into the sun before long."
 
"I don't care," she said, "i'm still going."
 
She reached out her credit pad and punched up a number, "That's all I have," she said. "Give me the location."
 
Fonterrat looked at it in dismay, but he didn't seem to have any choice either. "All right—I need the credits, even as few as these." He gave her a chip with navicomputer coordinates embedded in it. "Good luck. 1 thought the information was worth more that that." He stood up, hanging his head.
 
Tionne said, "Wait. If you go to the New Republic government and give this information to Luke Skywalker, he may also be interested. He'll pay you much more than I can. He's trying to found a new order of Jedi Knights."
 
"New Republic!" Fonterrat squawked. "I'm a smuggler. I have a thousand arrest warrants from different systems. I don't dare set foot near the law."
 
Tionne crossed her thin arms over her chest. "You're a scavenger and a smuggler—you must have some connections that you could use to get this information to him. Trust me, Luke Skywalker will make sure you get paid. From what I've heard of his exploits, he's a man of his word,"
 
Fonterrat groaned, but already she could see his dark little eyes flicking back and forth, racing through possibilities of how he could use his smuggler's knowledge to surreptitiously send the message to Skywalker.
 
He left. Tionne quickly gathered her belongings and raced off to her ship. If Fonterrat was right, and the solar flare storm was growing worse each day, she didn't have much time to search Exis Station. 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
The bonfire in the clearing had burned out, leaving only a broad swath of ash in front of the Great Temple. It made a nice landing area, and the Millennium Falcon set down with a hiss of repulsorjets and a cloud of crunched charcoal.
 
Luke hurried outside the ancient pyramid with Streen and Gantoris at his side, Han Solo extended the landing ramp of his modified light freighter, and Chewbacca roared loudly as he strode down onto the blackened clearing, Han stepped into the blackened cinders and kicked them roughly with his boot.
 
"Good to see you, Han!" Luke waved. "We need some extra muscle for our work here."
 
Cnewie groaned and looked down at his own hairy arms. Han laughed and shook his head, tugging down his dark vest. "Not me, buddy. I just brought you some supplies. Your sister wants me to make sure you get all the equipment you need." Han looked around and sniffed the burnt air. "This is like a wilderness outing."
 
Luke shrugged. "A Jedi Knight knows how to cope," Artoo rolled up beside him and whistled.
 
With a laugh, Han clapped Luke on the shoulder. "Sure, kid. But if you're trying to convince new recruits to stay here, you should roll out the red-carpet treatment, not warn them about how much they'll have to suffer."
 
"I'll find the new recruits, somehow," Luke said.
 
Han pursed his lips. "You know, you should test that kid Kyp Durron—the one I rescued from the spice mines of Kessel. He's so talented I'm sure he's using the Force somehow, but he doesn't know what he's doing."
 
Luke laughed. "Sure, Han. I'll test him anytime you want to bring him here. I need new candidates. In fact, I've also got to go back to Dathomir where I can talk to Teneniel Djo and some of the other Force-wielding witches there. Somebody might be willing to come here—red carpet or no red carpet."
 
Han opened the Falcon's cargo bays. He and Chewie worked with Luke, Cantoris and Streen to remove new power generators, air circulation systems, and food-preparation units.
 
"Leia doesn't know this, but I've got them programmed for some good, greasy Corellian sausages," Han said, cracking open a crate to flash the control panel on a food-prep unit. "But if you'd prefer something more bland, you can program in plenty of other dishes using raw materials from the jungles right here."
 
Luke smiled calmly. "We'll get by, Han."
 
Han brushed a hand across his forehead to smear perspiration aside. "Don't you even sweat anymore, kid?"
 
"Not unless I have to."
 
When they were finished unloading and setting up, Chewie went back to checking out the preflight systems on the Falcon, while Artoo downloaded a summary of all the Holonet reports that had backlogged since their arrival here. "Duty calls," Han said, "Back to Coruscant."
 
But instead of heading back for his ship, Han Solo hunkered next to Luke on the second level of the Massassi pyramid. He found a reasonably comfortable spot on one of the moss-covered stone blocks and dangled his boots over the side, rapping his heels against the time-smoothed stone.
 
"I got a strange message from another smuggler," he said. "A scavenger named Fonterrat. Strictly small-time, thinks he's in more trouble than he really is, keeps a low profile. But he passed along a message that you might be interested in some information he has. An ancient space city called Exis Station. He says a great Jedi convention or something took place there."
 
"A convocation," Luke said. "Yes. Exis Station. I've heard of it, but I don't know much about the place."
 
"Well, he gave me the coordinates, warned that the station itself was in danger. He's heard you're a fair man and hopes you'll pay him for the information." Han raised his eyebrows. "Me, I think it's a scam."
 
Luke shook his head. "No, it's real, if the coordinates are correct. Pay him what it's worth. Take it out of my credit accounts."
 
Han seemed alarmed. "Luke, you can't just go trusting people like that. There are more con artists and—"
 
"Pay him," Luke said. "If it really is Exis Station, I need to go there. Maybe it can help me with my quest."
 
"If you say so, kid," Han said, disbelieving. Chewie signalled on the comlink and roared that the Falcon was ready for departure, Han swung himself down off the mossy block and climbed down the crumbling stairs toward the Falcon.
 
"If you need anything, just call me," Han said,
 
"I will, Han."
 
Luke watched the disc-like shape of the Millennium Falcon take off from the burned landing clearing, then disappear into the sky. After a moment of concentration, he hurried to his newly established quarters inside the dank pyramid. There, among his personal belongings, he kept the pearly white cube of the glowing Jedi Holocron, an artifact filled with untapped knowledge of the old Jedi Knights.
 
He took out the ancient object and held it in front of him, caressing its sides. This had once belonged to the Emperor Palpa-tine, but Luke had retrieved it after he had saved Leia.
 
In his final confrontation with the resurrected Emperor, Luke had almost become lost to the dark side. But that terrible ordeal had finally cast him through so much anguish and mental fire that it had tempered him, taught him to ascend beyond a mere Jedi Knight to the point where others called him a Master.
 
But Luke still felt so small, so untrained. Even here, alone in the ancient Massassi temples, he felt intimidated at his self-appointed task of bringing back the Jedi Knights. Who was he to do such a thing? It would take him a lifetime even to begin learning how to train others, but he knew it had to be done.
 
As a young Rebel pilot, he had come earlier to these empty temples. At the time he'd been barely touched by Obi-Wan Kenobi, just started in his path along the Force. He had known little then, understood nothing about how the Force affected all things. Young farmboy Luke had sensed nothing back then... but now that he had more years of practice, more training, and more pain, he felt the ancient Massassi ruins somewhat oppressive, mysterious. They seemed to hold secrets, a dark presence buried deep in the cores of the stones. A coldness he could not explain.
 
But he could not run from it. Yavin 4 was a place that would foster the rebirth of the Jedi.
 
Luke looked down at the Holocron, touched its side, and called forth the holographic gatekeeper. The image of Bodo Baas, a small shrunken alien, arose before him, wispy, shimmering. Luke said, "Show me Exis Station. Tell me what I need to know."
 
The Holocron grew brighter and the image of a giant city in space filled the air in front of him. Luke looked with awe upon the great abandoned metropolis, its sprawling turrets and modules, its starports, its domes, its cargo holds.
 
And he knew he had to go there. 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
When Tionne arrived at Exis Station, the sight took her breath away.
 
She trimmed the solar sails on her Lore Seeker and cruised closer to the sprawling city in space, orbiting high and looking down on the plane of the metal-walled settlement. The station had once been a metropolis, a bustling spaceport, a rendezvous point for traders, diplomats and Jedi Knights.
 
As the system's sun Teedio became unstable, Exis Station had taken advantage of what could have been viewed as a disaster: ion miners and solar-flare skimmers operated in a boom-town during the time when Teedio provided fast energy resources that ambitious risk-takers in the Old Republic could exploit. But when conditions grew too dangerous, the entire city had been abandoned—left to hang empty in space for centuries.
 
But Tionne hoped it wasn't entirely empty.
 
As she looped above the north pole of the flattened central hub, she studied the numerous other pods and modules extending like the spokes of a wheel. The modules were of varying sizes and shapes, tacked on as the station grew asymmetrically. The structure had kind of a beautiful chaos, sizes and shapes and materials all spread out in a glistening array.
 
But Exis Station hung canted on its axis, knocked off kilter by centuries of pummeling by heated flares. Uneven temperature shifts had gradually worked their damage upon the station.
 
The sun itself looked like an angry red eye, its surface roiling and bubbling. Flares swept out like tida! waves, prominences gushing upward in geysers of plasma. Sunspots stood out like open sores on the stellar surface. Teedio's heavy radiation bathed Exis Station, pounding through its shielding, blistering its hull plates. Obviously, the place wouldn't last long.
 
She had her work cut out for her.
 
During the evacuation of Ossus, the Jedi had had enough forewarning of the supernova Shockwave that they whisked away a few of the greatest artifacts, the most precious history texts. They were taken to Exis Station to form a temporary library, a place where they would be safe. It was also here that Nomi Sunrider had declared her legendary convocation, where the surviving Jedi from the Sith War had discussed the reshaping of the Republic.
 
Tionne could not ignore the potential of such a place. She had to see it, had to set foot on board and walkthe corridors that had once been a precious Jedi library—before solar flares engulfed the city in space and obliterated it for all time.
 
In the Lore Seeker, she transmitted a signal, hoping that the automated systems onboard the station hadn't been shorted out by the blasting radiation or the effects of time. She was pleased to receive an archaic recognition signal that operated one of the main docking ports currently on the shadow side of the rotating station.
 
Tionne folded several of her solar sails to prevent them from damage in the blasting force of the nearby solar wind. She drifted her ship around into the station's shadow. The docking bay doors creaked open automatically, as if glad to welcome one of their first visitors in a thousand years.
 
Of course, Tionne realized, the scavenger Fonterrat had come here. but she hoped he hadn't known what to look for. The information was what she valued, not jewels or mundane treasures.
 
The Lore Seeker drifted into Exis Station and landed as the doors sealed behind her. As a precaution, she ingested a dose of radiation-protection drug and wore shielded clothing. That would give her a little extra time to explore.
 
Jumping down from her ship, Tionne set off in a hurry. Exis Station had very little time left. 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
With Artoo-Detoo loaded into his X-wing socket, Luke Sky-walker took off from the jungle moon of Yavin 4, soaring above the treetops and leaving the stark temple ruins behind. He maneuvered away from the orange gas giant into interplanetary space, heading toward his insertion point into hyperspace. He had an important place to see. "Set course for the Teedio system, Artoo," Luke said. "We're on our way to Exis Station."
 
Later, when they emerged from a numbingly long flight through hyperspace, Luke squinted through the cockpit windows as the star system snapped into view around him.
 
At high speed, they headed straight into a river of stellar fire.
 
Even as Luke reacted with Jedi reflexes, Artoo squealed in mechanical alarm, Luke banked and rolled, roaring the X-wing away from the giant solar flare that slapped across their path like the licking tongue of a krayt dragon. The g-forces smashed him to the right, but he did not relent until the X-wing had followed asharp hyperbola path to safety.
 
Luke felt a strange, twisting agony in his gut as another explosion occurred deep in the unsettled sun, and a flaming belch of ionized gases spewed out from the chromosphere.
 
The Force was in all things, Obi-Wan Kenobi had said, and Luke could feel the pain, the anguish, of this prematurely dying star.
 
"Not a good way to start our visit," he said. Artoo shrilled in agreement. "Recalibrate the instruments and we'll proceed with a bit more caution."
 
Exis Station was huge, glimmering under the boiling bath of solar radiation. The wrecked starport was rotating, trying to maintain some semblance of its original artificial gravity, although it was cockeyed and off balance. Its precession, like a gyroscope's, was enough to bring the station erratically closer to the stellar inferno.
 
Luke studied it from a distance, taking in every detail. "Find us a docking port, Artoo," he said as he raced toward the beleaguered station. "This place is in real trouble."
 
Artoo transmitted to the ancient systems on Exis Station and received a warning in response. "I don't care if the last functional docking bay is about to rotate into the sunlight," Luke said. "Let's land in there and get to protection before the bay heats up."
 
The X-wing swooped around in a tight maneuver, just as if Luke were fighting Imperial ships again. On his approach he noticed engine ports dotting the ring of Exis Station—orbital adjustment jets and all-axis thrusters used in times past to stabilize the space city. Once the danger had grown too severe, though, no one had remained to keep Exis at a safe distance.
 
The docking bay doors opened sluggishly, and Luke easily slipped his X-wing between them, anxious to get inside. The relentless patch of sunlight crept like a flame across the outer hull of Exis Station, but Luke managed to land the X-wing and close the groaning bay doors before the direct glare struck that sector of the abandoned starport.
 
As safety levels rose to nominal, Luke swung out of the cockpit, ducking under the raised X-wing canopy. As he turned, using the Force to levitate Artoo up and out of his socket, Luke saw another ship deep inside the cargo bay: an antique vessel with an exotic configuration that used hyperdrives, in-system jets, as well as triangular reflective solar sail panels for slow cruising in-system.
 
 
 
At first he thought it was an antique, abandoned along with Exis Station. But he sensed that the craft was warm, recently landed... another visitor.
 
"Somebody else is here, Artoo."
 
The little droid bleeped in affirmation, though he could provide no information as to the make or ownership of the strange vessel.
 
"Whoever they are, let's hope they're planning on getting out of here soon," Luke said. "Come on, let's take a quick tour and see what we can salvage before it's too late."
 
Artoo trundled after him as Luke strode into the dark and stuffy chambers of the fong-abandoned station. 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
Small and wiry, Ttonne jogged along the metal passageways with a light step. She hurried down the corridors that curved off, vanishing into the distance under the flickering light of intermittently functioning glowpanels. Some of the electronics had been ripped out, scavenged by people such as Fonterrat. She ducked low to avoid a dangling ceiling plate, dodged around the hulk of a broken old-model worker droid.
 
The air smelled sour, old, dusty. The silence hung like a shroud, interrupted only by distant clunks and groans as the station trembled from Teedio's fiery onslaught, A background hiss like static crackled against some of the outer wall plates, the rain of high—energy particles showering out from the solar storm.
 
She kept exploring. Many chambers were barricaded with frozen security systems or piled debris. Several of the locked habitation modules for non-air-breathers had been blasted away into space, leaving only sealed space doors and the ripped connectors from where they had been jettisoned. Tionne knew that each of these modules had been added one at a time during the growth of the station; she supposed that some of the more valuable modules may have been stolen wholesale from the hulk of Exis Station.
 
The corridors seemed to be leading her toward a central area, and she followed her hunches, absorbing details with her eager eyes. Finally, she came out into an airy promenade and stopped short in astonishment as her last footsteps echoed several times in the enclosed chamber.
 
The ceiling dome gleamed with triangular and diamond shaped transparasteel windowplates that illuminated the broad open area with glittering colors. Pulsations of electric light sizzled through from the flare star to dapple the deckplates. Faded emblems and family glyphs were etched onto the walls alongside archaic symbols. The enclosed area seemed like a cathedral, a meeting place... possibly the site of a great convocation.
 
Tionne recognized the inset alcoves right away, repositories for thick crystalline memory plaques, an ancient information-storage device. Unfortunately, few people could read data from such ancient technology anymore, and so the scavengers had not bothered to take the plaques. Leaving them for her!
 
Tionne studied the Exis archives with absolute delight. She picked up one plaque after another, studying the etched summaries, ancient speeches, the philosophy of ancient Jedi Knights, reminiscences of dying masters who had lived for hundreds upon hundreds of years. She felt breathless, and her hands trembled. A wealth of knowledge! She had been searching all her life for a treasure such as this.
 
But now Exis Station rumbled beneath her, its deckplates groaning as the furious sun continued to pummel it with intensive flares, doing final damage. Tionne could feel the station barely holding itself together. She had to take these crystalline plaques, as many as she could carry, and rush back to her ship. She would stay until the last moment, but she had to rescue as much as she could. She couldn't bear for this all to be destroyed.
 
She gathered plaque after plaque, tucking the thick crystal sheets under her arms, wishing she had brought something more efficient to carry them. Her throat was dry, and she breathed fast as she worked.
 
Tionne stopped dead cold, though, as she pulled out one of the plaques and saw by the markings that it contained a recording of the actual speech by Norni Sunrider, given at the great convocation of Jedi Knights,
 
Tionne's fingers went numb as she gripped the plaque. Nomi Srunrider herself! She held in her hands the actual words, the images! She could see how the legendary Jedi hero moved and spoke and gestured. Her heart felt huge in her chest.
 
Then she sensed as much as heard someone coming, and spun about in time to see a man accompanied by an astromech droid. She instantiy recognized Luke Skywalker, hero of the Rebellion, from all the images she had seen. He had come here at last. He had received her message from Fonterrat after all!
 
"Who are you? What are you doing here?" Luke said. "Don't you know it's dangerous? This station is breaking up."
 
Before she could answer him, though, an explosion ripped through Exis Station, ringing against the hull like a gong. The Shockwave rocked the station, throwing Tionne off her feet. She dropped the data plaques all around her. One of the crystals shattered, but the others remained intact. The astromech droid squealed as it rolled across the deckplates. Tionne was filled with admiration when saw how Skywalker managed to keep his balance, using Jedi abilities to remain on his feet.
 
"Artoo, find a data terminal!" he shouted. "Jack in and figure out what that was, how great the damage is." He hurried over to Tionne and bent down. "Are you all right? What are you doing here?"
 
She scrambled on the floor trying to retrieve the data plaques she had held in her arms. "I'm Tionne. I sent a message for you to come here. I thought—" She gasped, trying to catch her breath as she clutched the data plaques against her chest. "I thought, since you were training Jedi, you'd want to come here and find the Jedi history."
 
"But this whole station is breaking up," Luke said. "We'd better get off as soon as we can."
 
"Then help me carry some of these plaques." Tionne handed him several from her stack, then grabbed more from the archive. She looked sadly at the shattered data plaque on the floor, then held the others more tightly. At least she had saved Nomi Sunrider's speech,
 
Artoo hooted mournfully from the wall station as he tried to adapt his circuits to the archaic electronics of Exis Station. Overhead, the ceiling thrummed, as if barely maintaining its integrity against the scorching flares. Luke went over to the little droid and saw the readout. "I take it that was your ship in the docking bay," he said over his shoulder.
 
"Yes," Tionne answered. "I named it the Lore Seeker."
 
"Well, it's not going anywhere now—and neither is my X-wing. One of the stabilizing engines ignited in the firestorm, and the explosion tore out the door circuitry. Our ships are trapped, and because that section is now under the full solar radiation, we can't even go inside to begin repairs. We have to wait until Exis Station rotates the docking bay back into shadow."
 
Tionne steadied herself as the adrenaline of fear sped her senses, made all the colors brighter, the metal gleam. She listened to the groaning sound of one of the hull plates. "If the station lasts that long," she said.
 
Luke began to say something, then the ceiling gave a strange creaking noise. He looked up, flashing his eyes. With a hissing snap, one of the triangular colored-transparasteel panels split from its moldings after thousands of years of strain.
 
In the explosive decompression, Tionne's ears popped. Her silvery hair flew about her head in a breeze as the ages-old station air squealed out through the small opening.
 
"Quick!" Luke said, grabbing her arm and accidentally dropping several of the data plaques. "We've got to seal ourselves behind a bulkhead somewhere."
 
Artoo-Detoo bleeped and spun about on his wheels. Luke gestured for Tionne to follow him back the way he had come, a corridor she had not explored. He took charge immediately, but he didn't seem to know exactly where he was going. As the escaping air roared behind her, she ran after him, cradling the precious crystal plaques, wishing she could go back and grab another handful, but the sudden change in stress points on the hull of Exis Station had bent and cracked another of the transparisteel windows. Soon, this entire chamber would be uninhabitable, exposed to space.
 
She raced after the Jedi Master, her slender feet skittering on the deckplates. They turned down another side passage where the corridor curved off from the main Jedi library and museum toward the external habitation modules, Luke stopped short in front of a double-sealed airlock door that bore several brilliant markings, Tionne thought she recognized the writing, the language from the Old Republic, an archaic Jedi script.
 
Artoo-Detoo stopped at the intersection of a corridor and twittered to himself as he extended his data connector and accessed another control panel on the wall.
 
Luke Skywalker ignored the droid and ran to the double doors. "If this mechanism still operates," he said. "We can seal ourselves in here, wherever it goes." His fingers flew over the buttons as if instinctively knowing how to operate the ancient machinery.
 
Tionne, though, felt a sudden chill as she labored to translate the old writing. Dropping her load of artifacts, she threw herself forward, yelling, "No!" just as Luke succeeded in opening the airlock.
 
Clawlike tendrils of high-pressure greenish-yellow mist sprayed from the crack as the door groaned open. Luke staggered back, coughing, unable to breathe.
 
Tionne knocked him out of the way and lunged for the control panel, pounding buttons. She had no idea how to work the system, but she needed to sea! the door shut again. The poisonous gas continued to escape. She held her breath, but her eyes burned, blurring her vision. Tears shimmered across her mother-of-pearl irises, but still Tionne fumbled with the system. Finally, with a screech of poorly lubricated gears, the door slammed shut again.
 
Luke staggered back against the wall and slumped down, coughing, trying to catch his breath from the fumes he had inhaled.
 
Artoo-Detoo squealed with triumph, bleeped and flashed his lights. At the corridor intersection, another set of bulkheads came down from the ceiling, closing off the passage from the decompression on the other side. Tionne and Luke were safe from the broken windows in the library now, and the station's own air-recirculation systems rapidly drained the poisonous gas Luke Skywalker had inadvertently let into the corridors.
 
Luke used all his remainingstrength to catch his breath again. He looked over where Artoo stood wobbling victoriously. "Thanks, Artoo. You thought faster than we did,"
 
Tionne looked at Luke angrily. "That was one of the chlorine-breather's habitation modules! High-pressurized poisonous gas. If we had run in there, we'd both be dead in an instant," she said, shaking her head. "You're a Jedi Master—can't you read Old Republic script?"
 
Luke shook his head sheepishly. "1 haven't finished those studies yet." He took a deep breath and controlled himself from coughing again. "In fact, I haven't found a teacher who could show me yet."
 
Then Tionne heard rumbling, groaning alarms. Amber lights flashed around the double airlock. With an explosive roar, the chlorine-breather's habitation module blasted free of its pinnings and launched away from Exis Station, ejected in an emergency release.
 
"Looks like I did more than just seal the door again," she said. "I disengaged the entire module from the station." Tionne blinked her eyes in astonishment. "It must have been prepped for removal. I just went through the final steps."
 
The large habitation module thumped away, shoving itself from the main ring directly toward the churning sun—and its doom. Tionne could feel the station lurch and move off kilter and start to spin away from Teedio and its flares.
 
"I think you helped," Luke said, standing up, his eyes bright. "Simple physics. When you pushed that large module away, it pushed against the station, shoving us in the other direction. You may have bought us a little time."
 
"Not very much," Tionne said. She held the historical plaques next to her, wondering if she would get out of here alive so that she could watch them, see the entire speech Nomi Sunrider had made, and contribute to the New Republic's knowledge of Its most precious history.
 
Luke Skywalker stood up with an odd gleam in his eye. "What you did gave mean idea," hesaid. "Let's get to the central control hub. Exis Station may still be just functional enough for what we need to do." 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
The central control hub of Exis Station was dark and musty, all of the glowpanels shut down when the station had been mothballed and evacuated. But Luke found the automated systems to slide aside, the thick window coverings that shielded the viewing ports all around the control station. The heavy coverings scraped aside in corroded tracks to reveal the filtered dazzle of Teedio's corona.
 
Artoo trundled up to the main stations and let out a mournful whistle as he inspected the old computers. After checking, Luke found that many of the antique computers had shut down, or their circuits had been scrambled so much by stray radiation that their sentient memory banks were either senile or insane.
 
"Get to the controls and do what you can, Artoo," he said, scanning the panels. "Tionne, you might need to help me translate some of this script." He gave her a wry smile. "I don't want to make another stupid mistake."
 
"That'll be a first step," the silvery-haired woman said, flashing her eerie quicksilver eyes at him. She seemed to be having trouble dealing with him as a person. At first she had seemed in awe of him, a Jedi about whom she had heard so much. Now she showed a bit of disappointment accepting him as a simple human as well. "Once we know what thecontrols mean, we need to get them functioning again."
 
Luke stood by her side as she analyzed the faded labels and etched words on the control decks. He ran testing routines and checked the mechanisms. He hoped a few of the stabilizing rockets could still sputter and provide enough thrust to move Exis Station away from the firestorm danger zone... at least until the docking port rotated into shadow again, where Luke could work on the inoperable bay doors to free his X-wing and Tionne's solar-sail ship.
 
Tionne managed to call up a diagram that showed the station and its position. She identified the habitation modules studded around its expansion spokes. The docking module holding both of their ships had passed beyond the high point of the sun's flood, but it still had a long way to go before it fell into the relative safety of shadow.
 
Now one of the larger alien habitation modules broiled under the heat. If Luke correctly interpreted what the computer said, this module was filled with water for sea-dwelling creatures.
 
Luke looked up as he felt a wrench in his chest again, a sudden violent outpouring from the sun. He looked up to see the blistering red giant smoldering, regurgitating, and spraying an enormous prominence into space like a hose of fire. The dense plasma shot toward them in the largest inundation ever.
 
Tionne saw it too. "We can't survive that. Exis Station is going to be incinerated."
 
Luke dove back to the sluggish controls, frantically trying to get the station rockets functioning again. Most of them remained offline, but he powered up three on the sunward side so he could give the abandoned hulk another push away. Exis Station wobbled, still slowly drifting from when Tionne had ejected the chlorine-gas pod. But that small nudge had not been enough to give them sufficient velocity and the deadly blast of solar fire was hurtling toward them with incredible speed.
 
"These rockets are the only ones that work," he said. "I'm gonna fire full thrusters. Maybe they'll give enough of a push to get ourselves far enough away to survive." He swallowed hard. "But you'd better hold on."
 
He pushed the buttons, waiting for the thrust. But the control indicators went red as two engines failed. Then an explosion shuddered through the station,
 
"Two more fuel pods just exploded." Tionne looked at the readouts and then at him. He expected to see more fear in her eyes, but instead her face hardened. "We're dead in space, and there's nothing we can do about it."
 
"I'm not giving up," Luke said. "We just have to understand how this place works."
 
He went to the controls again and called up the diagram showing the habitation module filled with water. It was now under the harshest glare of the sun; the skin on its hull must be turning cherry-red by now. Stability alarms flickered on. The diagnostic panels and the station integrity would never hold once the firestorm's peak reached them.
 
"Artoo, find the emergency cargo doors on this water bay!" he shouted.
 
"What for?" Tionne asked.
 
"We don't have time!" Luke said. The little droid was already twittering, scanning the controls, coaxing unreliable computers to give up one bit of information. Finally, the codes appeared, and Luke punched the emergency override, opening the double-layered outer cargo doors to space—exposing the huge volume of ocean to the blazing flare.
 
Thousands of tons of seawater evaporated in the incandescent heat and deadly vacuum, blasting and blasting. Luke grabbed one of the nearby chairs as the entire station shuddered and then began to accelerate outward. The water continued to gush out like a rocket engine, pushing Exis Station farther and farther away from the sun.
 
"That's giving us enough velocity!" Tionne said,
 
"Let's just hope there's enough water," Luke answered.
 
Exis Station picked up speed and continued to move. The incredible solar flare surged toward them, but it seemed to fall behind as they drew away from it. The abandoned city groaned and shuddered, barely holding itself together.
 
Luke continued punching the controls and finally managed to get a single one of the station-keeping engines to function. The small rocket added its thrust to the dwindling evaporating roar of the escaping ocean.
 
Tionne said with weary sadness, "No doubt that module was filled with well-preserved artifacts."
 
"At least we're well preserved now," Luke said.
 
The snake-like tongue of the solar flare reached its peak and began to loop backward toward the sun, drawn by Teedio's gravity and magnetic fields, falling away from them.
 
"Now Exis Station should be safe," Tionne said, "for a few hundred more years, at least."
 
Luke smiled at her. "That's plenty of time to come back and look around all you want." 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
Fallen into shadow once again, the docking bay rapidly cooled enough that Luke, Tionne, and Artoo could safely reenter it. Light-footed, Tionne hurried back to the Lore Seeker to make certain that none of its ancient and delicate systems had been damaged.
 
While Artoo went to run diagnostics on the X-wing with his diagnostics, Luke inspected the automatic controls that opened the huge docking bay doors. The explosion that had ruptured the stabilizing thrusters had also fused the computer guidance connections. With a grim look on his face, he drew his lightsaber and switched it on. The pulsing yellow-green energy blade sizzled in the enclosed chamber.
 
"We'll just have to do it manually," Luke said as he slashed through the computer control cables. The mechanism sparked and slumped into dormancy. Now it would be a simple effort to trigger open the sealed doors.
 
Unable to stop herself, Tionne turned to stare at the Jedi blade, marveling at it. Her mother-of-pearl eyes widened, and her small mouth hung open in astonishment.
 
When he saw her fascination, Luke held up his lightsaber in salute. "You never told me why you came here, Tionne," he said. "Why did you send that message that I was to come here?"
 
"Because you're a Jedi," she said. "I know you intend to train other Jedi Knights, and I felt you should know whatever knowledge is stored here on the station." She held up the data plaques she had rescued.
 
"I couldn't agree more," Luke said. "My background in Jedi history lacks quite a bit."
 
Tionne inserted one of the data plaques into her antique reader. "Watch this, for instance. If you intend to teach new Jedi Knights, you must know their history, what other Jedi did."
 
A small, flickering holographic image of a young, driven-looking woman shimmered up from the player. She was slender, dressed in archaic clothes; her hair was tucked back, serviceable but not styled. She would have had a soft and lovely face, but tragedies seemed to have hardened her, added lines to her expression,
 
"Together, we have suffered a great disaster, and now comes a time for healing," she said.
 
"That is Nomi Sunrider," Tionne whispered. "One of the greatest of all Jedi Knights. This is a speech she gave here on Exis Station, during the Jedi convocation."
 
Luke listened raptly as Nomi continued. "War has spanned the galaxy, but now it is over. We can never forget the dead—but we must also not forget the future. We must trust in the Force. As long as there are Jedi Knights, there is hope."
 
Nomi continued, but Luke felt his mind reeling. "Those words are thousands of years old," he said, "but they still have a lot of relevance today."
 
"History always has relevance to the present," Tionne said. She swallowed hard and looked up at him. "I understand that you have a Holocron which is also filled with stories."
 
Luke nodded. "True. But that doesn't explain your interest."
 
"I've always been fascinated by the Jedi," she said with an uncomfortable shrug. "The stories, the legends, I've been collecting them all my life. It was like a compulsion for me. I know many of the songs, the ballads, as much history as I could gather, though the Empire has destroyed many of the records."
 
Luke looked at her with deeper interest. "Do you think you could share some of it? Would you be willing to come to Yavin 4 while 1 set up my Jedi academy? You can perhaps tell me where I'm going wrong, point me in directions that I should know. Otherwise, I'd have to spend years gathering the same knowledge that you've already found,"
 
Tionne stood up straight, swelled with joy. Then she calmed herself and stood with squared shoulders, her chin held high. "I would be honored, Master Luke Skywalker."
 
"Who knows," Luke said, "you may even have a bit of Jedi potential yourself."
 
"That's too much to hope for,1' Tionne said. Her words were quiet, a whisper barely mouthed. "But you would never find a more dedicated student." 
 
 
 
* * *
 
 
 
When they heard the ships approach, Gantoris and Streen came out of the shaded temple, looking up into the hazy midday sky. They saw the silvery shapes of not only Luke Skywalker's X-wing but another strange craft as well.
 
The orange sphere of Yavin dominated the horizon, shimmering pastel oranges like the cataract-filled eye of a giant. The incoming ships passed in front of the planet. Streen marveled at the silhouetted shape of the other ship, an ancient craft with large triangular sails.
 
"For the wind," he said. "The solar wind."
 
Gantoris looked sidelong at him. "Master Skywalker's probably found another student."
 
They went to meet the two craft as they touched down on the bonfire-scorched landing clearing in front of the Great Temple. Luke popped open the canopy of his X-wing and climbed out, looking toward Tionne's ship. The slender, silver-haired woman stepped gracefully down the metal rungs of the boarding ladder and stared up at the weathered stone ziggurats in amazement. She then looked at Streen and Cantoris.
 
"This is Tionne," Luke said. "She's already studied more Jedi lore and history than anybody I've ever met, so I thought she'd better come to Yavin 4."
 
"Is she going to train with us as well?" Streen asked.
 
Luke gave a secretive smile and glanced sidelong at Tionne. "Yes, I think so. I tested her on the flight to Yavin. She has an affinity for the Force, and I could use plenty of help in my own teaching."
 
Tionne smiled, breathless in her own excitement. "Soon, Master Skywalker, [hope there will be plenty of other new Jedi Knights who can start making new history for all of us to tell."
 
Together, they walked into the cool shade of the Great Temple.
 
 
 
Roleplaying Game Statistics
 
 
 
Tionne
 
 
 
Type: Minstrel DEXTERITY 2D+2
 
Blaster 3D+1, dodge 4D. pick pocket 3D+2, running 4D KNOWLEDGE 4D
 
Alien species 5D, business 4D+1, cultures 4D+1, languages 4D+1, planetary systems 4D+2, scholar: folklore 5D+2, scholar: Holocron 5D, scholar: Jedi history 6D, streetwise 5D+1, survival 4D+2, value 5D MECHANICAL 3D+1
 
Archaic starship piloting 4D+1, beast riding 4D, musical instrument operation: double viol 6D. repulsorlift operation 4D+2, sensors 4D, space transports 4D+1, swoop operation 4D PERCEPTION 4D
 
Bargain 5D+1, con 5D, gambling 4D+2, persuasion 5D, persuasion: storytelling 6D, search 4D+2, sneak 5D STRENGTH 2D
 
Brawling 3D. climbing/jumping 3D+1, swimming 4D TECHNICAL 2D
 
Blaster repair 3D, computer programming/repair 3D, droicl programming 3D. first aid 4D, musical instrument repair stringed instruments 4D+2 This character is Force-sensitive Force Points: 2 Character Points: 10 Move: 10
 
Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), double viol, datapad, the Lore Seeker Note: Tionne's skill in piloting archaic star-ships was not reflected in the game information and description of her in The Jedi Academy Sourcebook. Gamemas-ters who wish to continue to use the space transport piloting skill to describe her ability to pilot ships may do so, or they may opt to use the archaic starship piloting skill added to her skill list in this description. (This modification is official errata.)
 
Capsule: Tionne is  a young scholar whose principal passion  is for knowledge, particularly     that concerning the Jedi She learned much of what she knows from her grandmother, who passed her knowledge to Tionne through stories rather than in written form. Tionne's talent as a storyteller and musician have enabled her to continue her grandmother's tradition as she passes on her discoveries to others through story and song, keeping alive the histories of a nobler time. Charming, graceful, and light of spi rit, Tionne bri ngs a smile to the faces of all but the most hardened of beings.
 
She wanders the galaxy in her ship, the Lore Seeker, a remnant of less dangerous times, seeking information on the Jedi of the Old Republic and sharing what she learns in frontier cantinas and trade stations. She avoids systems stiil under the influence of Imperial authorities, which keeps her from the more populous worlds, but she makes enough in the smaller systems to keep her ship running properly and continue her search for the histories of a bygone era.
 
She considers what she has found on Exis Station to be the greatest collection of Jedi lore she has ever seen, particularly the data plaque containing Nomi Sunrider's speech to the Convocation, But even that discovery may dim in comparison to what she has discovered about herself when she met the Jedi Master Luke Skywalker,
 
 
 
The Lore Seeker
 
 
 
Craft: Hyrotil Jemlaat-class in-system sail yacht
 
Type: Modified sail yacht
 
Scale: Starfighter
 
Length: 22 meters
 
Skill: Archaic starship piloting
 
Crew: 1
 
Crew Skill: See Tionne
 
Passengers: 4
 
Cargo Capacity: 20 metric tons
 
Consumables: 2 months
 
Hyperdrive Multiplier: x3
 
Hyperdrive Backup: x15
 
Nav Computer: Yes
 
Maneuverability: ID
 
Space: 4 (sub-light engines); 2-3 (sails)
 
Atmosphere: 280; 800 kmh
 
Hull: 3D
 
Shields: ID
 
Sensors:
 
Passive: 10/0D Scan: 20/1D Search: 40/2D Focus: 2/3D Weapons:
 
1 Laser Cannon
 
Fire Arc. Front
 
Crew: 1
 
Skill: Starship gunnery
 
Fire Control: 2D
 
Space Range: 1-3/12/25
 
Atmosphere Range: 100-300m/1.2km/2,5km
 
Damage: 4D
 
Capsule: The Lore Seeker reflects her current captain well. The aging ship combines modern practicality with the romance and grace of a bygone era. When the Lore Seeker arrives in port, old trader captains sigh wist fully as they remember the days of their youth, and even busy port authorities take a moment to admire the sleek ship nestled among the squat, blocky freighters.
 
The original ship was designed by Hyrotil Engineering as an in-system pleasure yacht. It had sublight engines capable of a slow maneuver in cases of emergency, but its principal means of propulsion came from its maneuverable solar sails. These sails could rotate relative to the position of the nearest stellar mass, and the sails' sensitive radiation collectors enabled captains to pilot the ship in all but the outermost reaches of a system. Particularly adept pilots could thread their way through systems in which several stars were located, trimming their sails just so to maximize the thrust provided by one star while minimizing that of another, Hyrotil even produced a sails-only variant of the Jemlaatfor the sailship race circuit, but, sadly, the sport has nearly died in the wake of the dissolution of the Old Republic and the rise of the Empire.
 
Tionne's Lore Seeker has been modernized from its original design. At the expense of cargo area and crew and passenger quarters, the ship has a small hyperdrive engine and an upgraded sublight engine. In addition, Tionne has placed a single laser cannon in the nose of the ship to give the ship some defense against pirates and protection against asteroids. The sensors have also been modernized, but not upgraded. The shield generator will not work while the sails are extended, as they break up shield integrity. It takes about one minute to retract the sails, and about half that to extend them.
 
Tionne has taken steps to ensure that the ship maintains as much of its original appearance as possible. With the exception of the laser cannon, a regrettable necessity, the modifications she has made to the Lore Seeker have not appreciably altered the iook the original ships had. Collectors have offered Tionne a handsome sunn for the Lore Seeker, but she views the graceful old ship as her home now, and she could not bear to part with it.
 
Game information created by Duane Maxwell, based on material by Kevin J. Anderson and Paul Sudlow.
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