
        
            
                
            
        

    

The ominous black shadow enveloped her completely. She wanted to lash out against it, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t even breathe. Something held her shoulders in a relentless grip— “Mother, wake up!”
The voice pulled Charis Enasteri back to reality and she struggled to open her heavy eyes. A blurred face, framed in golden-brown hair, gazed down at her as she lay in bed. Gentle hands grasped her shoulders, shaking her awake.
“Mother, I’ve got good news, wake up!”
“Oh, Nadra,” Charis blinked her eyes as the dream faded. Slowly her daughter’s face came into focus. “What’s the matter?”
“I just heard—I rushed home to tell you—”
“Nadra.” Charis grasped her daughter’s hand. “Calm down.”
Nadra took a deep breath. “I heard some good news today. There’s a chance you could be cured!”
Charis sighed. Her daughter would never accept the inevitable. “I’m not going to get better, you know that. This condition comes and goes but it will only get worse with time. Nothing can change that.”
“But, Mother, Imperial ships have landed on Rhamalai! Right here in Argona!”
Charis gasped and searched her daughter’s face. “When?”
“Just an hour ago.”
“Oh, no,” Charis moaned
“But, that’s good news Mother. Don’t you see? The Empire has all the technology that Rhamalai shuns. It must have advanced medical treatments as well. I just know you could he healed!”
“Absolutely not! I will not be treated by Imperials.” Chari insisted. Her daughter’s look of perplexed hurt troubled her. “Nadra, listen to me. There are many things you don’t understand The Emperor’s men can’t be trusted—”
The sudden rumble of marching feet interrupted her. Nadra crossed to the window. “There are soldiers in white armor coming down the street.”
“Stormtroopers!” Charis couldn’t disguise her fear.
“They’re going into the houses. What are they doing?” Nadra seemed more curious than afraid.
Panic threatened but Charis tried to calm herself. “Come here, Nadra. Help me sit up before they get here,” she said.
Nadra returned to assist her. “They’re coming here? Why?”
“They will search every house. They always do,” Charis replied. “We must appear… unconcerned. Why don’t you sit and read to me?”
Nadra perched on the narrow chair next to the bed. She picked up the wordscript they had started the night before, but didn’t open it. Seconds slogged by, dragging into minutes. Heavily booted feet sounded on the pavement. A panicked voice shouted in the distance. A child wailed.
Without warning, a heavy pounding came at the door to their small home. Both women jumped. “This planet is now under the jurisdiction of His Imperial Majesty, Emperor Palpatine,” a harsh voice rang out. “Any occupants of this house, come forward at once.”
Nadra moved toward the outer room and Charis hissed after her, “Be careful. Do not anger them.”
Nadra nodded.
Charis heard her daughter step to the door and open it. “We’re here. My mother is sick so please don’t disturb her.”
Heavy footsteps thudded across the floor. “Where is your mother?” the same filtered voice demanded.
“In bed. She’s very ill—” Nadra’s answer was cut off as a tall trooper wearing a shoulder pauldron strode into the bedroom stand over Charis. Nadra stumbled in after him, another stormtrooper holding her upper arm tightly.


Their presence was overwhelming. Charis felt nauseated. “How may we assist you, Lieutenant?” she asked, straining to keep her voice under control.
“All males between the ages of sixteen and thirty-five are ordered to report to the Imperial base for immediate screening and conscription into the Emperor’s service.”
“Only my daughter and I live here,” Charis managed to answer. Her heart pounded and she felt short of breath. “My husband died years ago. I have no other children.” she added.
His helmet’s grim expression pinned Charis to her sheets. “Do not think to hide your men from us,” he menaced, leaning over her. “If you have lied, you will suffer.”
He turned to look carefully at Nadra. “We need civilians in support positions. Report to the Civilian Service Personnel office at the garrison in the morning. You will be assigned duties.”
“But my mother is sick,” Nadra protested. “I have to care for her.”
The stormtrooper stared again at Charis. “The Emperor is benevolent,” he said in a mechanical monotone. “She will be treated at our medical facility. A transport will collect her in the morning.”
He turned to his companion. “Move on to the next house.” They strode away as abruptly as they had come.
Charis felt as though she had been struck by lightning, its swift and deadly energy leaving her a quivering mass.
Nadra returned to her bedside, bending down to hug Charis tightly. “I got my wish, but I don’t think I want it anymore,” she said, her voice shaking.
Charis stroked her daughter’s hair. “You understand now. The Emperor is an oppressive overlord and his stormtroopers are ruthless. Just do whatever they ask. Your father gave everything to ensure our safety. We can’t throw that away carelessly.”
“What do you mean?” Nadra straightened up to look into her mother’s eyes. “I thought Father was dead.”
Charis sighed deeply. “Your father was being hunted by the Emperor’s agents. He left Rhamalai when you were just a year old, to protect us.” Her eyes filled with tears. “I never heard from him again.”
“Then he’s still alive somewhere? We could look for him, if we could get off-planet somehow!” Nadra’s eyes lit with hope.
“Its been sixteen years. He sent no word in all that time. He must be dead.”
“Maybe Director Pellias can help.”
Charis sighed. “Nadra, I’ve wrestled with this for years. There’s no way—”
“But we have to try!”
A dull pain throbbed in Charis’s head. She put a hand over her eyes. “Nadra, please.”
“I’m sorry,” Nadra murmured. She kissed Charis lightly on the forehead. “I’ll bring you some tea.”
When Nadra had gone, Charis let her tears fall. The hope in Nadra’s eyes wrung her heart. “Oh. please,” she whispered into the air. “If there’s anyone out there who can hear me, please, please protect my daughter.”


Denel Moonrunner sat on the stone wall behind his parents’ house. The sun shone warm on his shoulders, but something wasn’t right. He felt a strange disturbance, as if someone was calling for help. He wanted to jump up and give aid, but to whom? He tried to locate the source of these feelings, but they dissipated quickly. He’d had these strange urges a lot lately—he just wished he knew what they meant.
“Just growing pains, adolescent yearnings,” his father had said. But Denel wondered if Lorn Moonrunner knew more than he would admit.
Suddenly another strong feeling flooded through him, this time a sense of danger. He was startled as something nudged him hard in the back, nearly pushing him off his place on the garden wall.
“Chaser, you old beggar,” Denel chuckled. He turned around to scratch the gorset between its blunt horns. “Never get enough attention, do you, boy?” The four-legged animal stamped a hoof and shook his curly head. “No, I can’t take you out for a run right now. I have studies to finish.”
The tall, black beast brayed at him.
“Denel?” his mother called from the house. “Denel come here please.” Her voice sounded strange somehow. He hopped down from the wall and headed into their home.
As he entered the sitting room, he was surprised to see four Imperial stormtroopers surrounding his mother. Artis’s face was taut and frightened. “What’s going on, mother?” he asked carefully.
“You must go with these men,” she answered in a tiny voice.
“Why?”
“No questions!” their commander harked. “You’ve been drafted into the Imperial Army. Come along immediately.” They encircled Denel and began pushing him toward the door.
“Wait a minute,” Denel protested. “I’ve been planning to attend the Academy for years. I just turned eighteen so now I can apply. Give me an hour to get some things together and I’ll—”
“Silence!” the officer barked. “You will follow orders. The Empire will provide all your needs and you’ll be grateful.”
“But, where are you taking me?” Denel continued as one trooper shoved him out the door with the butt of his blaster rifle. “When can I return? Can’t I at least say good-bye to my parents?” He stumbled down the steps.
“Shut up and move along.” Another trooper grabbed Denel’s arm and hauled him down the walk toward the front gate.
Denel could hear his mother weeping. He wrenched out of the stormtrooper’s grasp and turned around. “Mother—” he began, but fell to his knees in pain as he was gun-jabbed from behind.
“You will obey my orders,” the commander growled in Denel’s ear. They hauled him to his feet and out the gate.
As he was herded down the street. Denel noticed many other men being taken from their homes. He saw his neighbor Dorn Lister, and his friend Amos Granley. Sweat trickled down Denel’s spine. No one spoke. Apparently they had all learned their first lesson in obedience, just as he had.


“You will order your people to cooperate, or we will have to demonstrate our intentions more… dramatically.” General Yrros strutted across the Planetary Trade Director’s office. “I’m sure your citizens would rather live peacefully than sacrifice themselves for no good reason.” He paused to read a framed award which hung on panelled wall.
Markren Pellias gazed up from behind his desk at the Imperial general’s square, haughty face. His fingernails bit into the palms of his clenched fists. “Their peace has already been ripped away by your stormtroopers. You’ve invaded their homes, taken their husbands, brothers, and sons. I wasn’t aware the Emperor conned such methods.”
General Yrros turned to face him. “It is not preferable, but it is necessary at this time. Their families will he adequately compensated.”
“Adequately compensated?” Pellias rose to his feet and stepped toward Yrros. “Do you think a few credits here and there will up for losing a loved one?” It was all he could do to keep from planting his fist right in the middle of the general’s aristocratic nose.
Yrros was not intimidated. With precise steps, he crossed the carpet, stopping with his face no more than twenty centimeters from the director’s. The general’s greater height forced Pellias to tip his head back to meet the dark, angry eyes.
“It is necessary at this time,” the general enunciated slowly, glaring down at Pellias.
The director lowered his eyes and stepped back.
“Imperial troops are paid generously,” Yrros went on “Their families will not suffer unduly. Everyone will be grateful for the chance to contribute to the New Order. You’ll make sure of that, won’t you?”
“Yes, General.” Pellias turned away to hide his bitterness. “We will cooperate.”
“Good. Now, please, be seated and we’ll discuss the terms of our presence here.” Yrros perched on the arm of an intricately carved wooden chair facing the desk. He didn’t stop to appreciate its beauty and craftsmanship.
Pellias sat down heavily behind his desk, wondering how long it would remain his.
As if he could read Pellias’s thoughts, General Yrros continued, “I am now in command of this system. You will be my chief liaison between the military presence and the people.
“If you remain cooperative, you will be allowed to run your government much the same as before, with one exception.” The general slapped his dark gloves into one hand as he spoke. “Every decision you make—whether holding elections, making new laws, trade and commerce agreements, even holiday celebrations—must be pre-approved before being put into action. Do you understand?”
Pellias understood all right. He and all the guild leaders would be nothing more than Imperial puppets. “I understand.”
“You’ll be allowed to retain these offices.” The general looked around, not bothering to conceal a sneer. “Imperial headquarters will be at the base.”
“Of course,” the director replied with a touch of sarcasm.
“There will be some significant changes, however, especially in the area of technological improvements to this backward planet.”
“Such as?”
“The reason we are here. Agriculture. Rhamalai s rich soil is ideal for raising food crops. As soon as construction of the garrison base is complete, we will begin work on a chain of food processing plants and a central exportation complex. Rhamalai will have the glorious duty of feeding our troops.”
Pellias had no reply.
“Get word to your farmer’s guild,” the general went on. “They are to send representatives to Argona immediately. Next week we begin retraining, using modern methods of food production.” The general shook his head slightly. “How this planet ever remained in such primitive condition is beyond me.”
“We don’t want your improvements,” Pellias said. “Rhamalai has existed for four hundred years without technological entrapments.”
“A strange attitude to hold, considering all the benefits of technology.” Yrros peered at the director, like an entomologist examining a new species of insect.
“This planet was settled by Cherishites,” Pellias explained. “They chose to live simply, in harmony with the planet. Those beliefs are held to this day and we have laws to protect them.”
“I am well aware of your planet’s history, Director,” General Yrros said. “The Cherishites and all who follow their ways are fools. You’re nothing but a loose collection of blind idealists playing children’s games. It’s a wonder no one has taken over this planet until now.”
“For three centuries, a Jedi master who settled with the original colonists guarded this world,” Pellias answered. “He defended the planet against exploitation, and acted as a healer as well.”
“A Jedi? Living for over three hundred years?” Yrros scoffed. “There are none left in the entire galaxy.”
“He died about the time the Emperor came to power. Since then we have been unprotected.”
“Well then, be glad you have something the Emperor values. Rhamalai now has the greater protection of the Empire.”
Pellias stood behind his desk. “Yes, but who’s going to protect us from you?”
In two strides Yrros crossed the room, lifted his right arm and backhanded Pellias across the face. “Guard your words, Director, or you will soon become the worst kind of example for people.”
The general stalked to the door. He turned to Pellias again “Talk to your leaders tonight and report to me in the morning. One day you will thank me for bringing this mud-hole of a planet into the present century.” He slammed the door shut behind him.
“I sincerely doubt that, General,” Pellias replied.


Lorn Moonrunner sat with his wife in their kitchen. It was late at night, the light of a single taper glowing on the table before them. The town was strangely quiet since the Imperial curfew had been enacted. Lorn drummed his fingers on the table as a Rhamalian time device ticked in the background.
“Director Pellias told me there is nothing we can do,” he said at last. “Denel should be treated well enough since he’s human. It’s the non-human species that are forced into slavery when the Empire takes over.”
“But when can we see him?” Artis said. “Why didn’t they let him leave in a normal fashion?”
Lorn took his wife’s hands. “You already know the answer to that. Intimidation. Fear keeps the people under control. You’ve seen the procedure often enough. If Rhamalai had been a technologically advanced planet, the Imperials might have tried to woo us into the Empire with promises of power and favor. But since we’re undefended, they don’t hide their true nature. They just takeover.”
“I thought we left all that behind long ago,” Artis shook her head, then gasped as a new thought struck her “What if they interrogate Denel? What if they find out who we are?”
“Denel doesn’t know,” Lorn assured her. “How could he tell them anything? We both had our looks altered before he was born. An our identity files should be flawless for the price I paid.”
Lorn stood up to gaze out the window. Several stormtroopers were circulating through the town, enforcing the curfew. “At least things have settled down for now,” he said. “Pellias was wise to forbid any active resistance. The Imperials believe we’re completely helpless.”
“But we can’t just sit here and do nothing.”
Moonrunner returned to the table. “I agree. It’s time to put our emergency plan into action.”
“Are you sure?” Artis asked. “Can we get Denel out of the garrison?”
“We’ll have to get word to him somehow.” He thought for a moment. “Nadra Enasteri is working there in civilian support. She’s allowed in and out of the base every day. We’ll need her help. And something else.”
He stood and went into their bedroom with Artis following. Lorn shut the door and drew the blinds over the windows. They moved their bed aside and he knelt on the bare wooden floor.
“Hand me a bolt driver.” Artis found one in a drawer.
Lorn ran his hand carefully along the floor until he felt a tiny notch cut in one edge of a floorboard. Inserting the tool into the notch, he pried the board up. He reached into the gap and brought up a small bundle. He shook off the dirt, unwrapped the object, and blew away any remaining dust.
In his hand lay a black rectangular box about fifteen centimeters long. On one end was a dark lens, less than a centimeter in diameter. Across the front were several input keys and indicator lights. With a tiny click. Lorn turned the mechanism on. It hummed faintly as several of the lights lit up.
“It still works,” he said.


“General, this is highly irregular,” Sergeant Droman said as he hurried along behind the base commander. “It is not standard procedure for a general to address a group of new conscripts.”
“I am aware of that, Sergeant.” General Yrros replied shortly. “You’ll soon learn that I originate standard procedure.”
They entered a large assembly room near the base training facilities. Ten rows of new conscripts stood at attention in their crisp, brown uniforms. Yrros strolled casually across the front of the room.
The general addressed them without preamble. “The chaos of the dying Republic was a plague throughout the Known Galaxy. The advance of that disease was arrested when Emperor Palpatine came to power, yet many malignancies remain.
“You will become the sharp instrument to lance the boils of decay and corruption. You will be the antidote to the rampant infection which yet persists.
“To do this, you must become the most disciplined force imaginable. The Empire has no use for sloppy, weak men. You will become strong,” he shouted the word at them, “and disciplined.” He squeezed a gloved fist before one conscript’s face. The young man flinched.
Something about this conscript seemed familiar to Yrros. “What is your name, son?” He laid a hand on the boy’s shoulder, deciding to make an example of him.
The young conscript relaxed and half-smiled as he looked up into the general’s face. “Denel Moonrunner, sir.”
“Wrong!” Yrros yelled. “Stand at attention! Wipe that smile off your face! And don’t you ever look me in the eye, boy.” The general was satisfied to see the conscript’s face go white as he stiffened his stance and stared straight ahead.
Yrros poked a hard finger against the boy’s chest. “See this number here?” He poked the service number printed above the conscript’s left pocket.


“Yes, sir!” the boy shouted without looking down.
“What is that number, soldier?” He poked it again.
“FR-231, sir.”
“Do you know what it means?”
“No, sir!”
General Yrros glanced back at Sergeant Droman. “Sergeant! Tell this boy what the number means.”
“Yes, sir! F stands for first, R for Rhamalai,” Sergeant Droman barked. “Two hundred thirty-one is your personal number. You are the 231st conscript in the first recruitment from Rhamalai.”
“Repeat the number, soldier,” Yrros ordered.
“FR-231, sir!” the boy shouted.
“Louder!”
“FR-231, sir!”
“I want your dear, sweet mother back in town to hear you say it, boy!”
“FR-231, sir!” the boy screamed.
“That is your name now, soldier,” Yrros poked the boy’s number one last time for emphasis. “And don’t you forget it.”
“No, sir; uh, yes, sir!” The boy’s face was red but he didn’t show any emotion otherwise. Yrros nodded.
The general continued addressing the group. “This designation identifies you as a member of the New Order, a select group of men chosen to bring direction to the aimless confusion left by the former government. It is your password into a new existence, the key to gaining respect, power, and glory! Honor it well.”
Yrros surveyed the group silently for a moment. No one moved. Satisfied, he turned to the drill instructor. “Sergeant, carry on,” he said.


Nadra scurried down a long corridor in the Imperial base. Maybe she could steal a few minutes for herself if she ran on the way back to her work station. She glanced behind her as she hurried. If anyone discovered what she was doing—
Thump! She ran headlong into something, knocked herself off balance, and sat down hard on the floor.
A tired voice above her said. “Oh, excuse me. I didn’t see you— Nadra?”
Pushing her hair out of her eyes, she looked up. “Denel!”
“Nadra! Are you all right? What are you doing here?” Denel reached out a hand and helped her to her feet. “You came flying down the corridor so fast.”
“Shh, Denel! They shouldn’t see us together.” Nadra grabbed his sleeve and pulled him quickly down the side corridor from which he had come.
“Nadra, I was going the other way! We can’t—”
Nadra clamped a hand over his mouth and dragged Denel toward a maintenance access closet. Glancing in both directions, she opened the door and pulled him inside. There was just room for the two of them amidst the piping and conduits. A status readout panel’s blinking lights gave the closet an eerie glow.
Before Denel could say another word, Nadra threw her arms around him. “I’m so glad to see you!” she whispered fiercely.
“Me too.” He said, yawning.
She looked up into his face. “You don’t sound too enthusiastic. What’s the matter?”
“Oh, sorry.” Denel stifled another yawn. “I’m exhausted. I’ve slept less than five hours each night since I got here.” He rubbed his eyes, then peered down, noticing her light blue uniform. “Civilian support, huh? I wonder how many people they left to run the town.”
“Denel, listen,” she said. “I need your help.”
“Sure. What’s up?”
“I just got word today. I’ve been trying to figure out what to do,” Suddenly tears filled her eyes and clogged her voice. “My mother’s scheduled to be terminated, tomorrow.”
“What!” Her news shocked Denel fully awake. “Why?”
“She was brought in for treatment. Her condition is incurable, a genetic defect, they said.” She could hardly choke out the words. “She’ll only get worse and be in a lot of pain. It could drag on or years.” The tears flowed freely down her face. “They said it’s better to spare her the misery and humiliation.”
“Oh, Nadra,” Denel whispered.
“She seemed to begetting better, but they said it’s no use. They’ll let me visit briefly tomorrow, at 0800 hours. Then she’II be ‘mercifully eliminated.’” Nadra broke down, sobbing quietly.
Denel cradled her in his arms. “Shh, Nadra. There must be something we can do.” He was silent for a minute.
“Hey, listen. I have an idea.” He shook her gently and lifted her chin. “I think there’s a chance, but we haven’t much time. Can you get access to a data terminal?”
“Yes.” She calmed herself, wiping the tears on her sleeve. “I’m being trained to use them in my work. Why?”
“Perfect. We can get your mother and me out of here at the same time.”
“But, I thought you wanted to he in the service?”
Denel sighed and looked away. “I believed the propaganda about the benevolence of the Empire. My father tried to tell me otherwise, but he would never explain why he distrusted Imperials. He once told me they record their own acts of war, then alter the evidence to place blame on the Rebels. I thought Dad was crazy, but, well, how else could they get those gruesome indoctrination vids we’re forced to watch?” He shuddered. “And now this thing with your mother… I’m getting out. We’ll need my father’s help.”
“Your father?” Nadra shook her head. “He can’t fight an entire garrison.”
“Just listen,” Denel returned. “Go to my father tonight. I’ll have things in place by the time you return in the morning. Now, here’s what we’re going to do.”


Captain Tosh stood at attention before General Yrros’s desk, waiting for the general to acknowledge his presence.
“You wished to see me. Captain?” Yrros said at last, looking up from his datascreen.
“Yes, sir,” Tosh answered. “I’m concerned about the security situation. The sensory net to monitor civilian movements has not been completed, and the current security codes have not been entered into the main computer system. Even the heavy artillery targeting programs have not been installed yet.”
“You do read your memos, don’t you. Captain?” Yrros drawled.
“Yes, sir, every one.”
“Then you’re aware,” the general went on, “that our top priority is to get food to our troops as soon as possible. All other tasks are secondary.”
Captain Tosh couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Secondary? Even security? We’d be nearly defenseless if the Rhamalians chose to attack.”
General Yrros keyed in a few more commands, then waited for the computer’s response. He turned back to his security officer. “Think for a minute, Captain. This planet was settled by a fanatical group of technophobes. These people have nothing but the most primitive weapons, there are no transports or communications to monitor, they have no technical knowledge to speak of. These techno-idiots cower like frightened coneys before us. One stormtrooper with a blaster rifle would be enough to strike terror in the hearts of the whole population.”
“Yes, sir,” the captain said, shifting from one foot to the other and back again.
“I can see you’re uncomfortable without all your little toys in place,” the general scoffed. “Let me assure you, it won’t be much longer. In another day or two, more technicians will be available to complete the security net. Then you may activate all the technological terrors you need to protect yourself. Until that time, just stay alert.”
“Yes, sir,” Tosh replied.
“Dismissed, Captain.” The general turned back to his datascreen as the security chief exited quietly.
“Now, where was I?” Yrros muttered to himself. “Ah, yes.” A listing of the planet’s citizens came up on the screen. He began to key in a request for a second list—the Empire’s most wanted criminals. “Now, let’s see if this planet holds any secrets.”


“Our name is not really Moonrunner,” Lorn told Nadra as they discussed Deuel’s plan in the Moonrunner’s sitting room that night.
“We had to change our identities before we came to Rhamalai sixteen years ago,” Artis explained “We thought this planet was so remote, so undeveloped, that the Empire would never bother coming here.”
Nadra looked from one to the other. “Well, who are you then?”
Lorn cleared his throat. “Perhaps it’s best if you don’t know everything yet. Let’s just say I know a lot about the Imperial Army. General Yrros would like very much to get his hands on me, if he knew who I was.”
Nadra was speechless.
Lorn changed the subject. “You know that our family came Rhamalai when Denel was very young.”
“Yes,” Nadra agreed.
“And you know of the Rhamalian laws which guard against the spread of any off-planet technologies travelers bring with them. If a newcomer wishes to stay on Rhamalai, he must destroy his ship, his weapons and any other devices he may have.”
Nadra nodded.
“When our family came here and decided to stay,” Lorn went on, “we were told to dismantle our ship. But we didn’t.”
Nadra thought her heart had stopped. “You have a starship?” she gasped. “Where?”
“The Refugee is hidden in the Great Forest Valley.”
“That’s twenty kilometers west of here.”
“Since Denel was nine years old, we’ve been taking trips out to the ship, and flying it occasionally. Denel’s quite a good pilot, and gunner.”
“That’s why I could never come along on your family outings to the Valley!”
Lorn nodded. “We also have an Artoo unit aboard.” He held up a small black box, stroking it lightly with his thumb. “This remote activates and sends commands to the droid.”
“The what?”
“The droid,” Lorn chuckled. “Droids are self-aware, intelligent machines. Artoo-Forbee is our droid’s designation. He handles navigation and repairs, and can store all kinds of data, project holographic messages—”
“Holo-what?” Nadra interrupted.
Lorn sighed and sat back against the cushions. “We don’t really have time to explain all this.” He thought for a minute.
“Here’s what we’re going to do. I’ve already activated Forbee. He’s on his way here with a couple of… safety devices. As soon as its dark, Artis and I will ride Chaser to the Refugee. We’ll intercept Forbee and send him to meet you at the edge of town. At his top speed, he should arrive just before dawn. We will continue on to the ship and get it ready for takeoff.”
“But what do I do with the… droid?” Nadra wasn’t sure she liked this idea.
“Patience,” Lorn patted her shoulder. “I’ll explain everything, but time is short.”


Her Imperial-issue chronometer read 0745 as Nadra approached the main gate with Forbee at her heels. “You there,” one of the two guards shouted at her. “What are you doing with that droid?”
A prickle of sweat sprang up on her forehead. “You must be behind in your droid maintenance schedules,” she replied with forced confidence. “This one obviously picked up a glitch I found him wandering around town on my way here. Do you want me to take him to maintenance?”
Nadra held her breath as the guard examined the droid. She hoped the Imperial markings were authentic.
“Hmm. It has a standard restraining bolt. I don’t have a report of a droid missing, but it’s one of ours all right.” He grinned at Nadra. “Unless you’ve been hiding an Imperial droid here for years,” he laughed. He scanned Nadra lazily with a hand-held weapons detector.
Nadra smiled grimly. “Just direct me to maintenance,” she said as the guard motioned her through the gate.
“Corridor A, level three.” He dismissed her with a wave. As she moved on. Nadra heard him complaining to his companion. “If the security sensors were activated, we wouldn’t lose stray droids like that.”
As Nadra entered the base she motioned Forbee aside. She scanned the corridor. So far, all clear. “All right, let’s have it,” she whispered. From the top of the droid’s black, domed head, a small datacard popped out. Nadra hid it in her sleeve, “Give me five minutes, then come to my work station. You remember the coordinates?”
Forbee’s whistling reply sounded annoyed “Okay, I’m sorry,” Nadra apologized. “I’m not used to working with droids. Just look busy, I won’t be long.” She left him in the corridor.
Her supervisor was busy with another trainee when she arrived. Checking to see that no one was watching. Nadra slipped the datacard into a port on her terminal. She keyed in a command, then removed the card and hid it again.
Suddenly her screen showed nothing but gibberish. The terminal beeped and squawked every time she hit a key.
“Having a problem?” the gray-haired, grim-faced supervisor asked as she strolled over.
“Uh, yes, ma’am,” Nadra was quick to answer. “It just started. Shall I call for a repair droid?”
The woman punched a few keys with no result. “Yes. And be quick about it. We have a lot of data to process. General Yrros wants the last of these census records in the system today.”
Nadra faked a call to maintenance, then sat back to wait. Two minutes later, Forbee appeared. He rolled up to her terminal and extended his coupling link to the interface jack. As Forbee clicked and hummed busily, Nadra hovered over the screen, blocking it from view. She saw Denel’s personnel file appear. In the blink of an eye. Denel became a med-tech assigned to the infirmary.
Nadra slipped the datacard back into Forbee as he worked. She glanced at her chronometer. “It’s time for me to visit my mother,” she reminded the supervisor.
“Don’t take all morning. You’re expected back here by 0830. You weren’t given that chronometer on your wrist just for looks, you know.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“I swear, training you Rhamalians to keep a schedule is impossible…” Her shrill voice drifted off as she stalked away.
Forbee continued working. Nadra gave him a quick pat as she passed.


Denel arrived at the medical unit just minutes before 0800. The med-tech on duty was completing her log entries at the central console before the shift change. She glanced up, a stern look on her round face, as Denel approached. Denel hoped he was wearing the stolen uniform correctly.
“Ah, Tech FR-231. You’re a few minutes early. Promptness aids advancement.”
“Yes, ma’am,” answered Denel.
She punched up the duty roster on the screen. “Your first assignment is to take patient 89B11 to the termination room. You know where that is?”
“Yes, ma’am. Patient 89B11 to the termination room. Is the room prepped for use?” Denel hoped he sounded knowledgeable.
“Everything’s ready. The patient has been tranquilized. You know the procedure?”
“Yes, ma’am. I’ve done it before.” Denel’s heart pounded. If she asked him any detailed questions…
“Very good,” she replied. “The patient’s daughter is to be allowed a short visit before termination. Don’t let her prolong the parting. It’s only more painful for both of them that way.” She went back to her log entries as Denel breathed a sigh of relief.
Entering Charis’s room, he saw that Nadra was already there. She was talking quietly to her mother, explaining what they were about to do.
“Do you think it will work?” Charis worried. “I don’t see how we can get away from here. There are so many stormtroopers.”
“We can’t out-fight them, but we can out-think them,” Denel answered. “The Imperials don’t consider us a threat. Security is very relaxed right now. Just follow the plan and we’ll be fine.”
He glanced at Nadra. “It’s time. Let’s go.” He lifted Charis and placed her on a repulsorlift stretcher. “Come on, Nadra. You take one side. I’ll take the other.” They slowly guided the stretcher out the door and down the hall toward the duty station.
When they rounded the corner. Denel gulped nervously. “Oh, no,” he whispered. “The station tech from the night shift is still there.” He listened for a moment. “She’s giving a report to the incoming tech. I hope she hasn’t mentioned Charis’s termination yet.” They slowed their steps as they approached.
The night tech noticed them. “Oh, yes,” she began, speaking to the young man on day shift. “This is patient 89B11. She is scheduled for—”
An intermittent buzzing interrupted her as an indicator light began to flash on the station’s status console.
“Medical emergency in hangar bay four,” the night-duty tech explained. “Just get the rest of the report from the logs,” she said as she hurried away.
Nadra and Denel looked at each other. “Forbee?” Nadra mouthed the word noiselessly. Denel shrugged.
The day-duty tech looked over the small group carefully. “Where are you taking this woman?” he asked.
“Patient 89B11 is scheduled for release today,” Denel answer guardedly. “My orders are to bring these two to the surface vehicle bay and escort them home in a landspeeder.”
The young man gazed into Charis’s face. “She doesn’t look well enough to go home. Let me confirm that.” He punched a few keys, as Denel held his breath. “Her file won’t come up,” he mutter trying the procedure again.
“Come on, Forbee,” Nadra whispered.
The station tech grunted. “Here it is now.” He scanned Charis’s file quickly. “You’re cleared for release, ma’am. I hope you make a quick recovery at home.”
“Thank you,” Charis replied as Denel and Nadra began moving her down the corridor again.
When they arrived at the vehicle bay, Denel stopped just outside the entry. “We almost lost the game back there. We have to convince them that you’re nearly well. Can you get up and walk?” he asked.
“I think so,” Charis answered.
“Try to look stronger,” Denel urged. “Can you make it across the bay to the speeders?”
“She’s too weak, Denel—” Nadra said.
“No, it’s all right, Nadra,” Charis answered. “I can do it. Take my arm.” Nadra helped her mother to her feet, as Denel stashed the stretcher in a supply closet.
They made it half-way across the cavernous vehicle bay before they were stopped. “Where are you going?” the sergeant in charge growled as he stalked up to them.
“I have orders to take these two home in a landspeeder, sir,” Denel replied.
“Confirmed,” the man said, punching the information into his datapad. “Speeder A23 is available.” The sergeant pointed to the far side of the bay.
“Uh, I thought we could just take this one,” Denel nodded his head toward a speeder no more than four meters in front of them. “It’s much closer.”
“You can take A23,” the man insisted.
“But, this one’s available and it’s closer.” Denel felt a sense of panic. If his carefully laid plans were upset now…
The supervisor towered over Denel. “I said—”
“Ohhh,” Charis groaned as she fainted away to the floor.
“Mother! Mother!” Nadra knelt over her.
“What’s the matter with her?” The sergeant shrank away from Charis.
“Nothing!” Denel snapped at him. “She’s just barely recovered from an illness and needs to get home to rest.” He glared at the man.
“All right. Take the closer speeder,” the man relented, tossing a key card to Denel. “Just get her out of my area.” He grimaced at Charis and stalked away.
Denel bent over Charis. To his surprise she opened her eyes and whispered brightly. “How’s my acting?”
It was all Denel could do to stifle a laugh. “Come on, let’s go.” He carried Charis the rest of the way to the landspeeder and placed her carefully in the back seat. He sat down at the controls with Nadra next to him.


General Yrros scanned his datascreen, deep in thought. He hoped checking the backgrounds of Rhamalian citizens would reveal a few criminals wanted by the Empire. So far, his hunch had not panned out. He decided to try the next person on the list before giving up. He tapped a few keys.
On his screen flashed a likeness of Lorn Moonrunner. Yrros read over the man’s history. Nothing out of the ordinary here. But something nagged at him. The name sounded familiar. Ah, that was it. That new conscript he had used as an example the other day. His name was Moonrunner. He read the screen again. Yes, Denel Moonrunner is the son.
Yrros keyed in the conscript’s file. Denel’s picture came up next to that of his father. Again the general was struck with a sense of familiarity as he looked at Denel’s face. Odd, he thought, the son looks nothing like the father, but looks like someone I’ve seen before.
Suddenly he knew. He punched in another command. Denel’s likeness disappeared and Lorn’s enlarged. Yrros tapped a few more keys. On the screen, Lorn Moonrunner’s beard disappeared, his hair turned several shades darker, and his face narrowed considerably. A message flashed at the bottom of the screen
“Identity match confirmed,” Yrros read aloud. “Major Corvus Langlier,” he chuckled contentedly. “I’ve been looking for you for a long time.”
He thought for a moment, then flipped a switch on his intercom. “Major Vedder.”
“Yes, sir,” the voice came over the speaker.
“Locate Conscript FR-231. I want him brought to my office immediately.”
“Yes, sir,” came the reply. “Getting his location now, sir.” The major was silent for a moment. “Uh, General Yrros?”
“Problem. Major?”
“Conscript FR-231 is on assignment, sir.”
“On assignment?” Yrros questioned. “Major, fresh conscripts don’t get assigned duties.”
“Yes, sir, but the roster shows he’s on med-tech duty. Transporting a newly released patient—”
“What!” The general jumped to his feet, knocking his chair backward. “Major, locate that man immediately! Do not let him off the base. Repeat, do not let him escape!”


Nadra breathed a sigh of relief as they cleared the gate. They were on their way. She turned to grin at her mother, but the smile died abruptly.
“Denel!” she shrieked. “Stormtroopers are running toward the gates!”
Just then the two guards at the gate opened fire.
“Get down!” yelled Denel as red laser bolts zipped past.


Several bolts hit their vehicle’s engine compartment, and their velocity abruptly dropped.
Denel pulled the speeder behind a stand of large trees about thirty meters beyond the gate. “Here. You drive.” He scrambled out while pulling Nadra into the driver’s seat.
“But, I don’t know how!”
“Don’t argue. Hit the accelerator with your foot, steer with this.” He placed her hands on the steering mechanism. “Take your mother and get out of here. I’ll cover you.” He pulled two blaster rifles from under the passenger seat.
“How did those get—?”
“No time to explain.” Denel shoved a small cylinder into her hand. “Here’s a comlink. Call the Refugee, they’ll pick you up.” He showed her how to switch it on and gave her a hard kiss. “Now. go!”
“But, Denel!”
“Go!” He shouted over his shoulder as he began to return fire, holding the stormtroopers back at the gate.
Nadra turned, hit the accelerator, and fled.


“They’re powering up the big guns! We don’t have much time!” Artis Moonrunner shouted to her husband from the co-pilot’s seat of the Refugee as she listened in on General Yrros’s command frequency.
“Better contact Denel now, before we get in visual range.” Lorn concentrated on flying the modified yacht. The Refugee had never been tested in battle, and it had been years since he’d been in a fight.
Artis switched frequencies. “Denel? Son, can you hear me?”


The landspeeder limped along at half speed as Nadra entered town. She zigzagged through a maze of streets and alleys, attempting to throw off any pursuit. She sped to the far edge of town before pulling into an abandoned stable. She jumped out and shut the huge door behind them.
All at once the little device in her hand squealed, Nadra twisted its two halves until the squealing stopped.
“Hello?” she spoke into one end of it. “Hello? Can anyone hear me?”
“Nadra! Is that you? Where’s Denel?”
Nadra was startled to hear Artis Moonrunner. “Denel’s trapped in a stand of trees, just outside the garrison gate,” she blurted into the small cylinder. “You have to rescue him!”
“But where are you, dear? Describe your location.”
Artis’s concern touched her, but Nadra cared more about saving Denel right now. “Just go get Denel. Mother and I are safe for now.” She turned off the comlink to prevent any further argument.


“She switched us off!” Artis breathed, incredulous. “I can’t locate her without a signal!”
“I guess we’ll have to pick up Denel first,” Lorn replied. “How long before the base turbolasers are ready to fire?” The Refugee skimmed over the last of the trees and came in low over the town. He could see blaster bolts flying between the garrison gate and a stand of trees nearby. Denel must still be alive.
Artis pressed the headset tightly against her ear, listening to General Yrros scream his commands. “Another two minutes until they’re fully powered up.” She listened a bit longer. “They’ve spotted us! They’re scrambling the fighters!”
“I hope Forbee can complete his mission,” Lorn muttered. “We won’t hold out long against a squadron of TIE fighters.”
He dove the Refugee low over the gates, flattening the stormtroopers against the ground. “I’m going to put her down right between Denel and that gate.” Lorn barked. “You get ready to open the hatch while I keep them busy with the laser cannon.” As the Refugee turned to land, Lorn opened fire with everything the ship had. He didn’t even try to aim. Keeping those troops down was all that mattered. If only he could hold off their growing numbers.


When General Yrros entered the hangar deck, he noted that three TIE fighters were already being lifted to the flight deck at the top of the garrison. “Get those lifts moving faster,” he shouted the deck officer. “We need those fighters in the air, now!”
The three lifts disappeared into the ceiling of the hangar deck where the fighters would be readied for takeoff. The general strode into the flight control center. “Are the tractor beams set for launch sequence?” he growled at the captain seated there.
“Yes, sir,” the officer answered. “The pilots are powering up now Ready for takeoff.”
“Launch fighters.” General Yrros watched three blips appear on the screen as the TIE fighters took off. The lifts began to descend for another load. He walked to the doorway of the control station. “Hurry it up there!” he shouted at the troops directing small tractor beams to move the fighters along the ceiling tracks to the lifts.
Just then, something bumped against his left leg. Yrros looked down. “What’s this R2 unit doing here?” He turned to a trooper seated nearby. “Corporal. Take this droid down to maintenance. It’s obviously malfunctioning.”
“Yes, sir.” The corporal examined the droid. “R2-4B, follow me.” The little droid didn’t respond. It bumped against the general again.
“It’s got a restraining bolt. Go get a controller,” General Yrros snapped at him. He watched as three more fighters were lifted to the flight deck.
The corporal returned quickly with the controller in hand. He aimed it at the droid’s restraining bolt and pushed the power switch. But, instead of deactivating the droid, a small red indicator light on the restraining bolt began blinking rapidly
“What’s this?” The general bent down to examine it more closely. “This isn’t a standard restraining bolt. It’s… it’s a detonator!”


Denel saw the Refugee sweeping the gates with laser fire. Her hatch yawned open before the ship fully landed. He scrambled to his feet and ran up the ramp, leaving the blaster rifles behind.
They were in the air in seconds and Denel made his way up to the cockpit. “Just in time, Dad,” he said, panting. “A couple of hoverscouts were leaving the vehicle bay.”
“I saw them,” his father said as they flew back toward town.
“We’ve got to locate Nadra,” Denel added, “Can you get her on the comlink?”
“I’ll try.” His mother put on the comm headset again.
At that moment, three TIE fighters blasted into their airspace, shaking the ship from side to side.
“Shields up!” Lorn shouted. “Denel, take the laser cannon!”
Denel flurried to the aft gun turret. He adjusted the ship’s intercom headset over his ears, and began tracking one fighter in the guns sights. “Here goes!” he shouted. Blinding laser bolts hit the fighter amidships. The barrage blew the TIE out of the sky, but in the wake of the explosion came more fighters.
“Three more. Dad!” Denel shouted.


In the cockpit an indicator light came to life on the control panel. “Forbee’s been activated!” Lorn hollered. He flipped the ship on its side and did a sharp turn back toward the base. “Timing’s going to be close for this.” He flew low over top of the garrison, the TIE fighters hot on their drive trails. The base turbolasers were tracking the Refugee, but with the fighters so close, they couldn’t risk a shot. The ship passed over the base unharmed.
Suddenly a geyser of flame and black smoke erupted into the air, disintegrating the top levels of the garrison base. One TIE fighter was caught in the explosion and obliterated.
Lorn struggled to keep control of the ship as the shock waves hit “Forbee did it!” Denel hollered through the intercom.
Lorn tried to throw the remaining TIE fighters off, but they could maneuver faster than the Refugee. He wondered how long his shield modifications would hold out.
Artis struggled with the comlink. “Nadra! Come in. Nadra. If you can hear me, please respond!”


From the doorway of the stable, Nadra pointed the landspeeder in the direction of the Imperial base. “Stand back, Mother. I’m going to let it go.” She set the controls on what she hoped was autopilot, punched the initiator and hopped out. The two watched as it flew in a straight line for several seconds, then crashed into an abandoned warehouse, exploding in a huge fireball. “I hope that convinces the Imperials not to look for us,” Nadra muttered.
As she switched on the comlink again, Nadra heard the sounds of battle over the tiny speaker. Suddenly a heavy blast rocked the old barn from side to side, spilling dust on their heads. “Oh, no!” Nadra moaned.
Artis’s desperate voice, came on the heels of the blast “Nadra. can you hear me?”
Hope shot through Nadra’s veins. “We hear you, Refugee. We’re safe for now.”
All at once, Denel’s voice broke in. “Nadra, give us your location. We’ll try to pick you up!”
“Denel, you have to forget about us,” she said firmly “It’s you and your family the Empire wants.” Nadra’s eyes filled with tears, “Just leave. Get out of here!”
There was no response for a few seconds, but Nadra could hear the ship’s guns blasting away at the Imperial fighters. The stable rattled and shook as the Refugee flew directly overhead, with the TIE fighters in close pursuit.
“Nadra, I’m not going to leave you. Give us a minute to locate your signal.” She could hear the desperation in Denel’s voice.
“We’ll be all right. I know a place to hide,” she responded. “Leave us and get yourselves to safety.”
“Nadra, please!”
“Don’t argue with me, Denel,” she insisted, squeezing the comlink tightly. “There’s no time. I won’t tell you where we are. Just go!”
“Nadra,” Denel’s voice squeaked with emotion. “Take Chaser, and anything else you need. It’s all yours.”
“Take care of yourself and your family.” Nadra wiped the tears running down her cheeks.
“I’ll come back, Nadra. I’ll come back when I can—”
Nadra switched off the comlink and dropped it to the dirt floor. With one swift stomp she smashed it under her heel.
The two women stared at each other for a minute. “Let’s go, Mother.”


Denel threw himself back against the gunner’s seat in the aft turret. All his frustrations boiled to the surface. He screamed a fierce battle-cry as he caught another TIE fighter in his sights and blasted it. He succeeded in blowing away its port solar array, sending it spinning out of control.
The Refugee took a direct hit. “We can’t make the jump to light speed in time!” shouted Artis. “They’ll have our shields down before we can get away!”
“I’ve got one more trick up my sleeve,” Lorn yelled back. “You take the ship. I need the comm system for this.” Artis took over the controls as Lorn frantically slapped switches. “If I can just—”
Another blast pounded the ship.
“Shields are going down!” Artis hollered.
Lorn hammered out another signal. Suddenly the sound of blazing laser cannons ceased. Only the scream of the engines could be heard.
“Dad! The cannon won’t fire!” Denel yelled through the intercom.
“It’s all right, son,” Lorn answered. “They can’t fire back at us either.” He resumed control of the ship. “The nav computer has the coordinates. Let’s get out of here. Ready for hyperspace?” Lorn eased the hyperdrive controls forward, and the Refugee disappeared in a flash of light.


As they made their way slowly from Argona, Nadra saw four dark specks rising swiftly into the sky. When they were almost too small to see, the lead speck flashed and was gone. The defeated TIE fighters headed back toward base. “They got away, Mother,” she breathed shakily. “I can feel it. They got away.”


“How’d you do that?” Denel asked as he entered the cockpit.
His father laughed and tapped his forehead. “A little program I was developing years ago, using comm signals as a remote guidance system for TIE fighters.”
Lorn rolled his shoulders and stretched to relieve the tension. “Took the program with me when I left the Empire. Someone was wise enough to delete the recognition sub-routine from the core memory to the fighters’ controls, but nobody knew I programmed a sequence to deactivate the weapons systems. Pretty effective.” Lorn grinned at his family.
“Too bad we can’t use it again,” Denel said. “They’ll figure out what happened in no time.”
“Right,” Lorn agreed. “I’m surprised they’re still using the same firing command codes.”
“And since the Refugee’s weapons are Imperial issue, they shut down too.”
“Right again son.” They were silent for a few moments.
“Dad?”
“Yes, Denel.”
“We will come back, when we can. Won’t we?”
Lorn turned to look at him. “We’ll do everything we can, son. I promise.”


Charis Enasteri looked out the cottage window, across the yard to the paddock. She smiled as she watched Nadra feed handfuls of sweet grass to the black gorset. After her short experience under the Imperials, Nadra had shown signs of strength and insight. She’s going to be like her father after all, Charis thought
She pondered that fact as she observed her daughter. Somehow Nadra had known this abandoned cottage, only two days journey from Argona, was a place the Imperials would never look for them.
The past weeks had been so peaceful. Charis felt she could finally relax. Her frightening dreams had stopped. Her health had improved, though she knew it was only temporary. They were happy here and Charis felt a return of hope. Perhaps some day Nadra would find her father.
“Neth,” she whispered into the air, “your daughter needs you.”



Roleplaying Game Statistics



Denel Moonrunner


Type: Hard working student
DEXTERITY 3D
Bows: short bow 3D+2, running 3D+2
KNOWLEDGE 3D
Planetary systems: Rhamalai 4D, survival: forests 4D, value: Rhamalian trade system 3D+2
MECHANICAL 4D
Beast riding: gorsets 4D+2, starship gunnery: laser cannon 5D
PERCEPTION 2D
Search 3D, sneak: forests 2D+2
STRENGTH 3D
Climbing/jumping 3D+2, stamina 3D+1
TECHNICAL 4D
Starship weapon repair: laser cannon 4D+2
This character is Force-sensitive.
Force points: 1
Character points: 5
Move: 10
Equipment: Archaic woodcarving tools: chisel, file, knife, leather belt pouch
Capsule: Denel Moonrunner is 18 years old, 1.8 meters tall, with shaggy brown hair and clear gray-blue eyes. He has always been open and friendly, especially enjoying the company of Nadra Enasteri, his friend and neighbor since childhood. He enjoys target practice with her. using short bows he carved himself. As children they often played search and sneak in the forests on the west edge of Argona.
Denel sometimes feels unexplained urges, and gets premonitions of future events. His father’s dismissal of those events taught Denel to keep them to himself. His dream was to attend the Raithal Army Academy and he studied hard to that end, in spite of his father’s discouragement Denel was idealistic enough to believe he could change things, make a real difference in Imperial policy. When he got a taste of army life, however reality ripped apart his dreams. He still hopes to make a difference somehow.



General Naem Yrros


Type: Imperial Base Commander
DEXTERITY 3D
Blaster 5D, blaster artillery 4D+2, missile weapons 4D+2
KNOWLEDGE 4D
Bureaucracy: Imperial 6D, intimidation 6D, law enforcement 5D+2, tactics: ground assault 6D, willpower 7D
MECHANICAL 4D
Ground vehicle operation: compact assault vehicle 5D, walker operation: AT-AT 6D
PERCEPTION 2D+2
Command 4D, persuasion 4D
STRENGTH 2D+1
Stamina 4D
TECHNICAL 2D
Blaster repair: blaster artillery 5D, ground vehicle repair 5D
Force points: 1
Dark side points: 3
Character Points: 15
Move: 10
Equipment: Blaster pistol (4D), comlink, datapad
Capsule: Naem Yrros has been a career Army man for most of his 54 years. He attended the Raithal Academy, taking top honors in his class and rising swiftly through the ranks thereafter. As a youth, Yrros’s grim, unwavering dedication to his goals won him few friends, but much fearful respect, even from his superiors.
Yrros prefers to keep his feet on the ground and secretly distrusts space flight. He has a particular fondness for heavy artillery and is considered a brilliant tactician in ground assault operations. He has just recently been promoted to base commander.
Yrros is highly intelligent, though somewhat blinded by numerous prejudices. He considers the operation on Rhamalai to be beneath his capabilities. He wants only to complete the Rhamalian objective as quickly as possible, in hopes that he can move on to more active assault operations.



Nadra Enasteri


Type: Youthful Dreamer
DEXTERITY 3D
Bows: short bow 3D+2, thrown weapons: sling 3D+2
KNOWLEDGE 4D
Languages: ancient Zimchai 5D, willpower 4D+1
MECHANICAL 3D
Beast riding: gorsets 4D
PERCEPTION 3D
Search 3D+2, sneak: forests 3D+2
STRENGTH 2D
Swimming 3D
TECHNICAL 3D
First aid: humans 4D
This character is Force-sensitive.
Force points: 1
Character points: 8
Move: 10
Equipment: First aid guide, leather belt pouch, leather sling
Capsule: Nadra Enasteri is a petite seventeen-year-old with soft brown eyes and golden-brown hair. She hasn’t yet discovered most of her abilities, and sometimes feels unsure of herself. Her favorite activities are target practice with her close friend Denel, using Rhamalian slings or short bows, and riding bareback on Denel’s pet gorset, Chaser.
She is idealistic—a dreamer—but very conscientious and loyal to family and friends. She has dedicated her young life to taking care of her dying mother, and is developing strength in self-sacrifice. She wants to attend the Bellorin Medical Academy on Seitia Prime, but has had to sacrifice her plans to care for her mother. Instead, Nadra has studied first aid at home, even mastering ancient Zimchai, the ancient language in which most medical and scientific terms are written. At times she resents her situation, but when she sees her mother in deep pain, and struggling to be less of a burden, Nadra’s sense of care and compassion is renewed.



Lorn Moonrunner (Major Corvus Langlier)
Type: Trade Bureaucrat/Imperial Defector
DEXTERITY 2D+2
Bows: longbow 5D
KNOWLEDGE 3D+1
Bureaucracy: Imperial 6D, planetary systems: Rhamalai 6D, value: Rhamalian trade system 7D, willpower 6D
MECHANICAL 3D
Beast riding: gorsets 4D+1, space transports: Sorosuub 1550 space yacht 6D, starship gunnery 5D
PERCEPTION 4D
Bargain 6D, command 5D, persuasion 5D
STRENGTH 3D
Stamina 5D
TECHNICAL 4D
Computer programming/repair 7D, droid programming 6D+2, space transports repair: SoroSuub 1550 space yacht 6D+2
Force Points: 1
Dark Side Points: 1
Character Points: 12
Move: 10
Equipment: Barter and trade Rhamalian value guide, leather knapsack
Capsule: Lorn Moonrunner grew up in a poor family on an Imperial world. He loved the sense of control and order the Empire brought to his world. He admired the soldiers and officers he saw daily, and was able to attend the Raithal Army Academy through a scholarship program.
As a cadet majoring in computer programming, he heard stories of Naem Yrros and was overjoyed when he was assigned to work at the same base with the Academy legend. But as Lorn advanced to higher rank, he was exposed more and more to the cruel, dictatorial methods of the Empire. Working within the Department of Military Research he designed a program to remotely control TIE fighters and bombers. When Lorn discovered his program was to be used to obliterate planets which proved highly resistant to Imperial takeover, he defected from the Army, taking his untested program with him.
Recently he has worked as head of the Fair Value Control Department in the Planetary Trade Center on Rhamalai.



Rhamalian Gorset (Chaser)
Type: Equestrian herbivore
DEXTERITY 2D
Running 5D
PERCEPTION 3D
Search 4D+2
STRENGTH 3D
Brawling 4D, jumping 4D+2, stamina 5D
Special Abilities:
Hooves: Do STR+1D damage
Teeth: Do 2D damage.
Sense of smell: Gorsets have sensitive olfactory organs, allowing them to track scents (+1D to all search rolls involving the sense of smell).
Move: 18
Size: 1.4-1.6 meters at shoulder. 550-750 kg
Orneriness: 2D
Capsule: Gorsets are swift-running, hoofed herbivores native to Rhamalai. They are herd animals, roaming the plains in groups from five to 200. They are covered in tightly curled hair, extremely short on the body, but quite long at the neck and tail. They range in color from white to black, but most commonly area uniform golden brown, blending in with the dry grasses of the Rhamalian plains.
Gorsets were easily domesticated by the original colonists. They are used for transport and provide the power to run most Rhamalian farm machinery. As beasts of burden, gorsets are capable of carrying 150-200 kilograms.




The Refugee


 

Craft: SoroSuub 1550-LEX


 

Type: Modified space yacht


 

Scale: Starfighter


 

Length: 30.4 meters


 

Skill: Space transports: SoroSuub 1550


 

Crew: 2, gunners: 1, skeleton 1/+10


 

Crew Skill: Astrogation 4D, space transports 4D, sensors 3D, starship gunnery 5D, starship shields 3D


 

Passengers: 6


 

Cargo Capacity: 25 metric tons


 

Consumables: 2 months


 

Cost: Not available for sale


 

Hyperdrive Multiplier: x1


 

Hyperdrive Backup: x12


 

Nav Computer: Yes


 

Maneuverability: 1D+2


 

Space: 6


 

Atmosphere: 340: 1,000 kmh


 

Hull: 4D+2


 

Shields: 2D+2


 

Sensors:


 

Passive: 25/1D


 

Scan: 50/2D


 

Search: 65/2D+2


 

Focus: 3/3D


 

Weapons:


 

1 Laser Cannon


 

Fire Arc: Turret


 

Crew: 1


 

Scale: Starfighter


 

Skill: Starship gunnery


 

Fire Control: 2D


 

Space Range: 1 -5/15/30


 

Atmosphere Range: 100-500/1/2 km


 

Damage: 4D+2


 

2 Proton Torpedo Launchers


 

Fire Arc: Front


 

Scale: Starfighter


 

Skill: Starship gunnery


 

Fire Control: 2D


 

Space Range: 1/3/7


 

Atmosphere Range: 50-100/300/700 m


 

Damage: 8D


 

Capsule: The SoroSuub 1550 is a mid-sized luxury yacht, once popular in wealthy circles. It has two decks. The lower engineering deck also contains a small cargo hold in the bow. The upper deck contains the cockpit, four luxury cabins, a well-appointed galley and dining space, as well as a state-of-the-art recreation lounge, complete with sonic whirlpool and transparlsteel observation dome.


 
 When Lorn Moonrunner left the Empire he substantially modified his yacht, renaming it Refugee as befitted his status. Two proton torpedo launchers have been installed in the cargo hold. Also, the whirlpool has been drained and covered over with deck plates, concealing a space large enough to hold four people comfortably. The overhead observation dome has been replaced by a laser cannon turret. Lorn also modified the hyperdrive and sublight engines, shields, sensors, and hull to near-peak capability, making this seemingly frivolous personal yacht into a formidable starfighter.





Rhamalai
Type: Terrestrial
Temperature: Temperate
Atmosphere: Type 1 (breathable)
Hydrosphere: Moderate
Gravity: Standard
Terrain: Forests, plains, mountains
Length of Day: 30 standard hours
Length of Year: 246 local days
Sapient Species: Humans
Starport: None/Imperial base
Population: 11 million
Planet function: Separatist society, agriculture
Government: Communal/Representative
Tech level: Feudal/Pre-industrial
Major Exports: None
Major Imports: None
Capsule: When a group of religio-political dissenters called Cherishites wished to break away from the Republic and form an independent, non-technological society, they were given the planet Rhamalai to colonize. Refusing contact with the rest of the Republic, the settlers were mostly forgotten.
The original 500 colonists began their society as an experiment in communal living, surviving off the land in harmony with nature as their beliefs dictated. As the population grew, groups of settlers broke away to form new villages. Over its 400-year history, the economy of Rhamalai has changed from primitive subsistence (still common in outlying areas) to a pre-industrial society governed by a complex system of guilds whose members own their trade or industry cooperatively. Only recently have Rhamalians begun to think globally, electing Argona as their capital city, and endorsing a Planetary Trade Directorate to facilitate a fair trade and barter economy.
Rhamalai is ideal for agriculture and animal husbandry. Trades such as stoneworking, metalworking, and carpentry are also common. The terrain includes richly forested lowlands and river valleys, high mesa plains where rainfall is less abundant, and lightly forested mountain ranges.



Adventure Idea
It is the day following the escape of Denel Moonrunner from the Imperial base on Rhamalai. Levels seven and eight of the base have been completely destroyed by the explosion, level six severely damaged. The remaining Imperial officers have tightened security in and around the base, but the situation is still somewhat chaotic.
The characters are Rhamalian conscripts being held in the Imperial base. They have been inspired by the fantastic escape of Denel Moonrunner and have concluded that they will not meekly submit to conscription. They are seeking a way to free themselves before they are shipped to a central training facility, one week hence.
Remember that native Rhamalians have little technological knowledge. However, they are adept at making and using primitive weapons, forest survival skills, beast riding, and bartering.
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Other features in this issue include:

* Go treasure hunting with a pair of love-struck Weequays as they spend their
vacation braving the Day of Sepulchral Night

* Special Ops: Shipjackers takes you along on a wild ride with some Rebel
commandoes bent on stealing a carefully guarded starship.

* Grab your sabacc cards and sit in for a hand with legendary gambler Kinnin
Vo-Shay as he tries to win The Last Hand.
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