Kordath sat motionless under the leaves of the short tree, not ten meters from the shore of his tiny, and seemingly remote, island home.  He'd been here for three days, and the wreckage site of his shuttle-craft was still smoldering further inland.  The Ryn had tried to tell his Quaestor and Aedile that 'taking it out on a learning flight' was a really bad idea, that the Krath knew, to an extent anyways, how to fix a shuttle.  He never claimed that he knew how to fly.  'It's easy,' had been the reply, and now here he was, trapped and hoping that the beacon on the shuttle had turned itself on, because he had no idea how to switch the blasted thing over to active.

The craft had enough rations to survive a week, if he was careful, and he'd found a small spring bubbling up through the rocks of the only hill on the island.  So far it hadn't made the Ryn sick, so he figured it was safe to drink.  Kordath had spotted some birds on the island, and more then a few tree dwelling beasts that made a horrific amount of noise at night.  He wasn't hungry enough yet to debate on them being edible, but the Knight knew it would come up soon.  Even with his rudimentary skills of telekinesis he should be able to snag a meal on this little rock.

As it was, the Ryn had never been an incredibly social creature, but his time in Galeres had started to pull him out of his 'shell' as it were, and the silence of the island was both reassuring and maddening at the same time.  He'd already caught himself talking aloud, his internal conversations having moved outwards, to fill the void of sound.  Kordath used to believe that 'getting away from it all' sounded like a grand idea, the lack of people staring at the transient alien should have been soothing.  No feelings of suspicion leaking through the Force, he hadn't realized how used to it he'd become, now that it was gone it was disquieting.

It was only a matter of time before somebody came looking for him, or at least the shuttle.  Surely they'd miss the shuttle?

Cethgus Entar glanced up from the pad before him, looking at his Aedile and the leader of the Soulfire battleteam.

“Were missing a shuttle, that's odd,” said the Qauestor after a moment, looking thoughtfully at the other two.

Nadrin looked around the room for a moment, 'Aren't we missing someone, sir?”

“Your here, I'm here, Cethgus is here..,' stated Atyiru, mentally counting, 'no, I think we're all here.”

Cethgus shrugged after a few moments, 'Maybe we had an accounting error, who knows,” he muttered as he edited the number of shuttles down by one.
