The shower of sparks that flew up from the panel before him was what woke him up. He shook his head slowly, trying to pull himself out of his coma-like state. He blinked wearily, feeling a headache coming on above his right eye. From what he could see, there was nothing but ice and frozen wind whipping up shards of ice, that rattled against the hull of the splashed Ghtroc 720. The Turtle, as it had been dubbed. Tyraal slowly rose, and a mighty gust of wind blasted through the now useless cockpit transparisteel. The sheer lack of temperature that attacked him from this gust froze the still trickling blood stream dribbling down his forehead. He gasped and his sense of his surroundings suddenly woke up: he could feel the cold leeching through into the cockpit. His hands had gone a sickly white and were shaking. He slid down the ladder separating the cockpit, into the hull of the ship. The cold had been invading the ship since its crash landing, and while not as cold as the cockpit with its icy breeze, it was still cold. He pulled his hand off the freezing hull and stumbled into his quarters. 
While he hadn’t planned to make an extended visit to a planet whose frigid hospitality could make Hoth blush, he had learned to prepare for all occasion. He pulled on a dusky brown parka and gloves, slipping his belt on over the heavy coat. He pulled a heavy light grey cloak over himself and slowly lowered himself onto the bed, rocking himself to keep himself awake. After a few hellishly cold minutes passed, heat slowly began growing underneath the layers of covering. He slowly pulled himself up, feeling his now numb legs cracking. He resolved to add a layer to his pants when he understood what had happened. He stumbled his way back to the cockpit, slapping his thighs for keep blood flowing. He was met by an icy blow that floated down his hood as he climbed into the control centre. He made his way to the panel; it seemed relatively fine. A few shattered dials and readouts, but except for everything being black and powerless, it was fairly undamaged. He promised himself to attempt to reboot the generator to bring some heat and light back to the ship, after he established radio contact. He gave a few tries on the radio, before turning and making his way to the engineering systems. 
“It’s probably just a blown generator, nothing big…” He muttered, convincing neither himself nor the icy hull echoing his footsteps. 

He tried to jumpstart the Turtle’s systems from the engineer’s control panel. With that failing, and a few curses, he climbed up the reactor and peeled open several panels, getting ambushed by a cloud of hot sparks. He attempted to restart the reactor, and failed. All else abandoning performance, he climbed down and set himself to work reprogramming the manual generators in the far back. After twenty numbing minutes, he managed to get two small generators running. Certainly not enough to get the Turtle airborne or space-bound, but enough to restart life supporting heat, get the comms system online, and maybe charge up one of the turrets. Just maybe. He shook his head, clapping his now unresponsive hands together. He could feel himself flexing his fingers, but they didn’t budge according to his eyes.

He turned and sat against the generator, feeling the vibration through his bones. The motion gave some heat, but nothing until the heat itself returned to the frosted ship. A whirring beep broke the quiet hum, and an answering blip answered as two lights flickered on in the corner of Tyraal’s vision. 
“Seven? Milo? You two still in one piece?”


Corresponding whistles answered him.

“Glad to hear it.” Another whistle. “You’re jammed up? That’s not good.” 

With a groan, Tyraal slowly pushed himself to his feet, stumbling into a wall. He slid on the overhead lights and after several winks, the warm light shone down on the frosty floor of the Turtle’s hull. Welded to the side of the reactor by a block of ice sat the now reawakened green and white R4 astromech dubbed “Milo”. Beside him, frozen to the floor, was the black and green R7 astromech droid. 
“Oh…” Moaned Tyraal falling to his knees beside the pair. “How’d you two wind up like this?” Tyraal pulled carefully at Milo, looking at the entanglement of ice locking it into the wall. “Any tools in there?” A negative whistle answered him. “Good.”


Tyraal reached to his hip and unclipped the lightsaber hanging there. He stood, and ignited the blade. It flickered to life, coming to an end in the ice binding the astro droid to the wall of the reactor core. He cautiously pushed the blade down through the ice melting it the frozen chains. It snapped off, and Milo wailed as it tipped forward, crashing to the floor.

“Better than being stuck….” Tyraal muttered, easing the R4 unit back onto his wheels. “Get R7 out, I’ve got to run the comms, see where this God-forsaken block of ice is in the galaxy.”


The R4 beeped as the acolyte stumbled through the ship, heat now slowly flooding the hull. He hoisted himself into the cockpit and looked over the various stations and control systems: most were bright, active, and functioning. He reached over and tested the holograph: nothing. He attempted to send out a call to a Brotherhood system, and then to several friends in the New Republic. No answer, save static. He swore, gently setting down the comms to keep from hurling them across the Turtle’s head. He crossed to the navigator’s panel, running a scan. Weak yes, but enough to locate a compound not extremely far. Directly into the wind, at least 32 kilometers away from the crash site. Worth it? 
“No doubt.” Growled Tyraal, swinging down from the cockpit into the hull of the Turtle.


He threw on another layer of pants, and then made his way out. R7 and Milo both beeped, but he shook his head. 

“I think this snow is too deep for you two. See what you can do to make repairs back here, I’ll be back in a few hours.”


And, wrapping a scarf around his face, pulling up his parka, and pulling a pair of snow goggles down over his face, he set foot into the 40 centimeters of snow on the ground. White, fluffy, dry, and very cold and hard to walk through. He sighed, and slowly trudged onward, the wind whipping hard around him. It was going to be a very long, very cold, very testing march for the next 32 kilometers……

How many times had he lost his way? How many times had he cursed himself for not checking to see if Nils’ associate had left a speeder in the cargo bay? How many times had he cursed himself for getting into this mess, however he had? So… far……
The sun had long since set beyond the horizon as Tyraal continued trudging through the snow. His sense of direction had been lost at least a dozen times. But only after this last flash of lightning had he seen a building tiny against the horizon, and his sense of direction had been relatively restored. His fingers were numb, his legs senseless, his feet devoid of all feeling. He slapped his thighs and arms, trying to warm up. He continued along towards the tower now, according to this most recent splash of lightning, much larger. Multistoried, reinforced walls, durasteel entrenchments surrounding the entirety, along with a few pillboxes… this building was clearly a military structure.
His fingers cracked with numb cold as he flexed them. He pushed open the doors, forcing himself into the building. The wind whipped in behind him, and he pushed the doors shut behind him. He slowly pulled his hood down and his scarf off, gasping in a breath of semi-fresh, semi-warm air. His lungs were searing with burning pain as the warm air flowed in against the cold innards of his breathing apparatuses. He inhaled and exhaled several more times, until his lungs ceased to burn. He slowly looked around the base room of the tower, and then made his way towards the staircase, still examining the room.
A handful of bodies were strewn about the room, mixed between Snowtroopers of the Imperial Remnant and New Republic servicemen. Blood and wounds had long since crystallized and frozen in the still cold of the base of the tower. Tyraal paused and picked up a blaster from a Snowtrooper corpse. He whirled, hearing movement and the grating of the doors opening. He dove to the ground, feigning being one of the many dead bodies from the Imperial takeover of the tower. A handful of snowtroopers marched past, paying no heed to just another dead corpse. As they walked past to another wing of the tower, Tyraal rolled and crawled up the steps, laying aside the blaster in his haste. As he came up to the top stealthily, he heard voice echoing down the staircase. 
He rose, spying two Imp officers and a dozen snowtroopers. His fingers twitched toward his lightsaber as various voices carried various pieces of information across the room.
“FREEZE!” Tyraal’s heart leapt into his throat. He froze, as commanded.
“Captain,” said the same voice, prodding him in the back, into the Command Centre. The officer turned around to glare at him, and another figure stepped out into view. Tyraal noticed the helmet, which was similar if not the same as an Imperial Navy helmet, from the old Old Republic era of history. The Navy helmed person was clad in dull red armor.
“We found this survivor listening in outside.”
Tyraal swallowed as the officer stepped forward to him.
“What’s your name, scum?” He spat. Thinking quickly, Tyraal stumbled out a few words in Shriiwook and Duros. The officer raised an eyebrow.
“Speak Basic, rebel.” Tyraal tossed out a few more statements in various cobbled languages.
“Perhaps he actually doesn’t speak?” Offered the Navy member. The Officer glanced at him for a moment and then nodded.
“Find a translator,” He ordered.
Two of the troopers departed to find a translator droid, and the others kept weapons at the ready. Tyraal swallowed and smiled.
“Thank you.” He said. Every gun came up.
“GET--!” Roared the officer, but too late.
Tyraal threw his arms, sending the two sides of the ring around him into the wall with a heavy handed force push. The officer whipped up his blaster. Tyraal leapt forward, bringing the gun up over his shoulder. The officer fired, missed, and was hurled by Tyraal into the control panel. Several shots fired, and Tyraal whirled, igniting his lightsaber in a blink, deflecting one of the eight shots sent at him. He blocked another two shots, and threw the lightsaber. The troopers dropped to the ground in various pieces. The lightsaber flicked back into Tyraal’s hand, and he whirled, ready for the last attack.
The trooper in red stood watching, and drew a lightsaber: a red hilted weapon matching his armor. It ignited into a blue blade.
“That’s… not unsettling.” Muttered Tyraal.
“That’s my trademark,” replied the other. He reached up and pulled off the massive helmet. Long slicked black hair fell out, and his eyes glowed with a haunting blue light.
“Who…?” Asked Tyraal, eying him uneasily. “You remind me of the legend of Jek-14…”
“JEK-16!!!” Thundered the other. His arms came up, and a flicker of lightning materialized. Tyraal brought up his lightsaber. 
Almost in slowmotion in comparison of Jek-16’s attack. The lightning exploded into an entire electrical storm, slamming into Tyraal and throwing him into the wall. The sheer amount of force energy melted and dissolved the wall, throwing Tyraal through the wall down, down, down to the ground level. He crashed mightily to the floor, feeling the painful buzz of dark electricity on him. He groaned and after a moment pushed himself onto his back. He listened to the wall drip dripping to the floor beside him. He heard the patter of footsteps come running up to him and stopping beside him.
“So much for the translator being needed.” Muttered the trooper. Tyraal groaned, and whipped his lightsaber around, neatly slicing the two troopers in half. 
He slowly pushed himself up to his feet as he heard heavy footfalls coming down the stairs. He ignited his lightsaber as Jek-16 came into view, a red lightsaber and a blue lightsaber ignited and ready for action. Jek-16 threw his red lightsaber, and Tyraal deflected it to the side. Jek lunged, lightsaber swinging. Tyraal danced to the side, blocking and kicking at Jek. Jek swore, stumbling away and whipping around a beam of lightning. Tyraal blocked, sending a return blast of lightning. Jek brought his arm up in reaction. The lightning broke the armor on his arm, revealing a glowing, crackling arm. Tyraal swore. 
“How pleasant.” He growled, backpedaling against a fury of blows from Jek-16. His form was pathetic in comparison, which leant its manifestation in the form of bruises, slashes and bleeding. He threw Jek back with a force push and leapt at him physically, blasting away the lightsaber and swinging a heavy fist into Jek-16’s face. He threw Jek into the wall, and head locked him until his opponent blacked out. 
Tyraal dropped the unconscious heap on the floor and stumbled up the steps into the tower into the command centre of the tower. He cued up the communications, and sent a signal for assistance. He knew someone would pick it up sooner or later. Preferably a good sized cruiser that was big enough to carry his limping Turtle off this frozen rock. He heard a growl and a heavy footstep behind him. He turned and Jek-16 lifted him off the ground by the throat.
“Freeze and rot.” Growled a bloody Jek, throwing him into a wall.


Tyraal turned, getting his feet on the wall and bouncing off, twirling to the side, lightsaber igniting. Jek’s blue lightsaber ignited, and a red one appeared in his other hand.
“Blast!” Spat Tyraal, swinging down on Jek. 


The three blades met with a heavy clash, and Jek sent Tyraal spiraling across the room.

“Tyraal?” Came a crackling voice from the comms. Jek swore and Tyraal whooped. He sent a spiral of lightning at Jek, sending him spinning into a corner.

“Corvus! Get me out of here!!” He shouted. 

“Tyraal? Where the hell are you?” Replied the still crackling voice.

“Track my signal, I can’t help much more!” 

He backpedalled, desperately blocking Jek-16’s advances. The renegade dueler attacked with disturbing ferocity, and Tyraal was forced to give more ground than he would’ve liked. He blasted Jek with a force push, and flipped neatly out the hole in the wall. An enormous crackle of lightning flowed out of the gap just behind him. Tyraal landed, extinguished his lightsaber, threw up his hood and scarf, pulled down his goggles, and dashed for the door, grabbing a blaster rifle on the way by. He sprinted from the tower, praying he was running in the right direction, as the last notes of sunlight descended past the horizon.

If it hadn’t been for the brilliant light in the distance of the horizon, he’d have never found his way back. Somehow, Milo and R7 had gotten the floodlights on: all ten of them. Between the floodlights in the sky and the impressive glow as bright as a city on the ground, Tyraal slowly made his way back in the biting arctic biome. As he reached the Turtle, the gangway slowly lowered, buzzing and obviously straining a lot more than usually. He grimaced, hopping on and rushing up. The inside of the Turtle was well illuminated and heated. He pulled off the parka, feeling the warmth of the ship begin evaporating the snow off his coat.
“R7?” He called, checking the power cell on the DLT rifle he’d snagged on his way by. He heard no answering whistle, and moved out of his room, making his way toward the cockpit. He laid a hand on the rung and glanced up.

“DROP IT!” Snapped a voice from the side. Tyraal hiccupped. Two times getting jumped in one day. He was not doing well today. 

“Drop the rifle, boy, and slowly turn around.”


Tyraal obliged, laying down the weapon and slowly turning. There were seven white clad troops standing there, and Tyraal knew at once who they were.

“The Resistance….” He smiled, and then leapt, flying into the cockpit without use of the ladder.

“Hold it!” Snapped a voice behind. Tyraal turned. Three more rebels were in the Turtle’s head.


He swore and then blew two of them aside with the force. The third raised his weapon.

“HOLD ON!” Roared Tyraal. “There’s some finicky machinery in here. Touch it, and it goes boom.”


The soldier paused, and Tyraal lunged. It was of course true, to a degree, that if the soldier hit a panel, something would go boom. He floored the trooper and with a few strategic hits, incapacitated him. He rummaged the trooper’s bandolier and pulled out several thermal detonators. He pried the DH-17 from his fingers, and after rummaging the other two troops, he had assembled five detonators, two DH-17 power cells, and an A280 rifle with three extra cells.

“This should be fun.” He grunted, slinging the A280 over his shoulder and pocketing the various power cells. He tossed a detonator down, and readied the DH-17.
“GRENADE!” Shouted one, and he heard sounds of scuffling below him.


He grinned and leapt down. He hadn’t activated the grenade, lest he destroy the entire ship. One trooper hadn’t run, and he took several shots at Tyraal. The acolyte dodged and took a return shot. It made contact, and with a groan, the rebel dropped. Tyraal rounded the corner and two rebels opened fire. He rolled another detonator down and listened to the various swears as the three rebels sprinted off. He leapt out and pulled off a few trailing shots. Two made contact and dropped two troops respectively. He sprinted after the last trooper, scooping up the detonator as he rushed by.


Something slammed into him from the side corridor and they went tumbling. The rebel pinned Tyraal down, but the acolyte rapidly changed that by flipping the trooper into the wall overhead. 

“Don’t mess with Mandalorian Core… it won’t do you well.” Muttered Tyraal, looking up. Another two troops had appeared and opened fire on him. One bolt skimmed his leg and he crashed to the ground. 

He yanked out his lightsaber and deflected another dozen shots back at the twosome. One clipped a shoulder, another hit his belly. The two dropped to the floor in agony. Tyraal pushed himself to his feet, limping heavily. He began teasing his opponent with force illusions. Eventually the trooper came running into view, backpedalling away from an imaginary enemy. Tyraal extinguished his lightsaber and, when the rebel collided with him, took him to the floor with him in a choke-hold. After a few tense moments of struggle, the trooper passed out. Tyraal lay there for a moment and then slowly rose, and began dragging the various dead bodies down the walkway into the snow. He glanced around at the blinding light of the floodlights and realized with a sick chill that just as he had found the ship by the lights, so too could anyone else.
He rushed back into the ship, leapt up the ladder and stumbled to the controls. He switched off the floodlights with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. He paused, abruptly realizing he hadn’t seen either of the astromech droids since he had left. He rummaged around the ship, eventually finding himself in the cargo bay. Something must have gone wrong. The hold was buried in snow. Also buried in the snow were two astro legs.

“Milo, is that you?” Called Tyraal, slowly wading into the knee-high and then waist-high snow bank. A muffled answering whistle came from under the snow bank.


Tyraal reached the astromech, and slowly began unburying it, working with rapidly icing fingers. After a few moments of attempting to physically dig out the droid, Tyraal gave up, struggling back to the edge of the hold. He turned and with a severe concentration, he used some force implemented telekinesis to pull Milo out of the snow. The astro droid gave a wail as it levitated out of the snow and floated to the door of the hold. 

“There you go little buddy…” Muttered Tyraal, teeth starting to chatter from the snow caked against his pants. He leapt through the door and leant against the relatively warm surface of a vibrating generator. 
“Milo, where’s R7?” He asked, glancing at the R4 droid. The green astromech whistled, rotating its dome to eye Tyraal. Tyraal blinked. “He’s WHERE??” Milo answered again. “How the blazes did he get up there?” The green droid gave a dim whistle and rolled away to do more repair work. Tyraal shook his head, yawning, and made his way to the cockpit. After several seconds, he found the shut down R7 droid, lying in a corner, rapidly gathering snow from the broken window.

He lifted the droid off the floor, and dusted him off. For a few minutes, Tyraal knelt there, polishing the scuff marks and bruised panels. He pried open a few panels and did some cleaning and some repairs on the dented or broken tools hiding in their niches. After some time, he rose, and hefted the droid to the hatch, lowering it down and gently setting it down with the force. He slid down the ladder and reactivated the little astromech. The droid blipped and rolled its dome around before settling its photoreceptor on Tyraal.
“Welcome back to reality, little friend.” Said Tyraal, rising from his kneel and patting the droid’s head.


R7 whistled back. Tyraal walked to the engineer station, with the astormech rolling along behind him. He sat down, warming up the scanners. R7 bleeped beside him.

“R7, do me a favor, and go start up the blaster generators. I bet those Imperials will be out here soon.”


The droid whistled and rolled off. Tyraal sat patiently, drumming fingers on the seat, while he waited for the sensors. When they were ready, he swept the surrounding area and the orbit around the planet. Unfortunately, the sensors couldn’t reach much above the atmosphere. He swore. Too much damage in this crash landing. However, what was even more irritating was the large clump of motion from 13 kilometers away and rapidly closing the distance. He swore, and left to his compartment, and grabbed the parka, scarf, and goggles. 
“R7! Get those guns up and running!” He shouted, pulling on the snow articles and leaping up to the roof hatch. He popped it with the controls and pulled himself up. As he clambered onto the snowy roof, the two blaster turrets rotated in their moorings, having a hard time due to the snow piled around them. He slid over and unburied them, even though he knew the approaching troops were well below their arc of fire.

Once he cleared the path for the turrets, he leapt forward onto the cockpit and roosted there, setting the detonators in the snow before him.

“Milo, turn on the belly floodlight. Forward.”


A moment later, the respective floodlight activated, illuminating the full company of Imperial snowtroops, including Jek-16 in his red armor. Tyraal waited, crouched in the snow, fingers twitching. As the imperials marched closer, he reached down and activated six of the detonators. He threw them with a force push. They landed in the middle of the battalion, and exploded. At least half the company was demolished in one strike. The others scattered in confusion. Jek-16 whirled, searching for the ambush location of either rebel or Tyraal. He found none, but was alarmed when another explosion racked another set of his troops. 

His troops opened fire at nothing, gunning blindly around them. Tyraal grinned wolfishly. He threw his last grenade down at Jek-16’s feet. The renegade sensed it as it detonated, leaping to the side. The explosion sent him hurtling into the snow, well away from the ship. Tyraal swung the A280 off his shoulder and opened fire on the handful of troops still alive. They fell quickly from the shocking, sniper-like surprise shots. Only four more were left standing off to the side, and they started running. Tyraal sensed it before it came, before anything happened. He knew it was coming. He dove forward into the snow, as something red whizzed over his head. In his infinite fortune, as he surfaced after the lightsaber returned to Jek-16, snow slid down his shirt.


He back flipped dodging another lightsaber throw, igniting his own lightsaber. Jek-16 rushed at the Ghtroc and vaulted onto it. As he cleared the edge into visibility, Tyraal loosed a barrage of lightning at him. The renegade swore explosively as he was hurled back off the ship. The turret opened fire on him. One bolt clipped his leg and the rest missed.
“I really hope the crash just threw that turret out of alignment,” muttered Tyraal. “Because that was a perfect target.”


Jek apparently didn’t agree as he suddenly materialized with a shocking burst of force speed, screaming. Tyraal’s eyes widened and he frantically backpedalled. Jek swung his lightsabers ferociously, swearing. Tyraal leapt to the side, deflecting a bolt of lightning and swinging a massive pile of snow at Jek with the force. It engulfed him, but he burst through it. Tyraal continued backpedalling and flipping around, blocking only when he had to. He wanted to get Jek in the arc of both blaster turrets so they could take care of him.


Jek didn’t seem to want to oblige him however. The renegade continued pressing Tyraal backward, never leaving the secure footing of the ship. Tyraal vaulted over him, sending a quick shot of lightning at him. Jek reflected it. Tyraal’s body churned in agony as he descended to crash land on the roof of the Turtle, still crackling from the returned lightning. Jek kicked his back ferociously. Tyraal felt his spine creak and bend in a direction it shouldn’t have bent. He desperately gave a telekinetic shove to Jek, sending him sailing off the edge of the ship. He groaned and tried to roll. He heard the blasters opening fire on the flying form of Jek-16. He rolled over, finally, and moaned, feeling his spine crack.
“Oh for a nice bacta bath….” He gasped.

“That won’t save you.” 


Tyraal whipped up his lightsaber as both Jek’s came down on it.

“Would you go die in a hole already??” Spat Tyraal bitterly.

“I’m too good for that,” replied the renegade, knocking away Tyraals’ lightsaber.

“Blast.” Gasped Tyraal. Jek stabbed him in the chest, punching clean through his lung with a blood-red lightsaber blade.

“I’m too good….” Repeated the renegade, vibrant blue eyes shifting to reveal the tiniest tinge of red. He gave a hellish grin and descended down the hole into the Turtle. 

Tyraal lay there, gasping in frozen pain and shock. After a moment, he reach over and recalled his lightsaber. His grip with the force seemed weaker too, as he watched the weapon sail clean past his hand and colliding with one of the turrets. He groaned and attempted to sit up. Someone clambered out of the hole beside him. It wasn’t Jek-16. It was the other rebel. A bolt of lightning sailed out of the hole, narrowly missing him.
“Lightsaber on the blaster…” Muttered Tyraal. The trooper blinked at him and then dove for the weapon, tossing it to the slowly bleeding out Jedi. He caught it, somehow. 

As Jek-16 appeared through the hatch, Tyraal ignited the blade at him. Somehow he missed the renegade entirely, but did destroy one of his lightsabers. Jek swore and brought a fist down heavily on the hole in Tyraal’s chest. Tyraal screamed. 

“Go to hell.” Growled a poorly amused Jek-16, leaping from the hole.


Something else hit him from behind. A lightsaber ignited, something yellow swung, and suddenly Jek-16 was sparring with another form. 

“Tyraal Bitshiver…. You are about the luckiest devil I know…” Said the form, blowing Jek-16 away with a force push and rounding on the bleeding body. 

“Nils, you need to work on your entrance timing….” Growled Tyraal, coughing.

“You’re alive aren’t you?” Replied Nils, cheery as ever as he pulled Tyraal up. “Well, mostly alive?”

“Let’s call it about 42% and get off this God-forsaken ice cube.”
