Tarthos Militia Testing Grounds

Tarthos
The walker squeaked, farted and hissed as Savant Firith’rar Stormwind forced it through it's paces. The Dark Jedi wondered why he had been picked to run a variant of an Umbaran Mobile Heavy Cannon that the local defense force had bought from the Iron-Garage. 

They had modified the tank to have eight legs instead of the usual six. Two heavy lasers instead of the single cannon and an exposed cockpit in front that gave an excellent view of the battlefield, but allowed the pilot to be shot much easier. The were blank sections of console for an extra command radios, and ECM suite and CnC screens. The original pilot's seat was now for the commander on scene to use. None of this would be put in until the vehicle itself was fully functional.

He stopped the lumbering spider like vehicle and wiped a grimy, sweat soaked rag across his face. The skin and metal were slick with moisture that kept dripping down into his remaining eye and glazing across the false lens of his cybernetic one.

Where did they dig this thing up? It has to be older than me! The aged human wondered as he forced the controls to respond.

Shoving the throttle forward, he felt a fresh wave of heat seep through cracks in the floorboard and back wall. The excessive warmth began to fill the cramped cockpit as the engine revved, fogging the windows and making it difficult to breathe. Firith reached up and punched the right side viewport until it's corroded hinges gave and the window cracked open. Instantly alarms sounded and the computer began warning of a containment breach.

Shaking his head, Firith took a deep breath of the cooler air and then hit the silence button on the alarm. 

Releasing the clutch and dropping into first gear he managed to slowly get the walker to stagger forward toward the target range, though it suddenly pitched to the side as it tried to maneuver past some boulders. Firith surmised that one of the legs had either been installed wrong, or was getting ready to blow a hydraulic seal. 

Flipping down an access screen, Firith tapped it and scrolled through the diagnostic menu until he found what he was looking for. Typing in a series of commands, he brought up the base computer files that controlled the lumbering machine and typed in a diagnostic read command so he could see what was wrong. Instantly the information on the screen began scrolling up, line after line of diagnostics and warnings. Holding down a certain key, the Savant was able to see that there were numerous issues with the power, engine shielding, drive train and targeting of the cannon. Cannon? This thing doesn’t HAVE a cannon anymore! No wonder it’s having so many problems, they never re-wrote the software for the damn thing. Examining the information, the he tried to assess whether or not he was going to be walking or driving home. 

Typing as fast as he could, he began to transmit the data to the militia command post a few kilometers away to see if he could somehow fix the problem. After ten or fifteen minutes, it was obvious what the issue was. The next problem to tackle would be to determine if it could be fixed in the field.

“Command, this is C-A-one-one-niner, I am experiencing technical difficulties with the auxiliary drive system, and with the port side center leg assembly. Over.” The Jedi said.

“Roger C-A-one-one-niner, Command copies. Are you requesting a maintenance vehicle to your location? Over.” A static filled voice replied.

“Ten-four, I do not have the tools to repair in the field. I sent the diagnostic reading showing the problem. I will begin my return to base and meet the maintenance crew part way. Over.” 

“Roger, report received, return to base at best speed, maintenance and transport crew enroute to your location. Over.” Hissed the reply.

Dialing back on the throttle, the Dark Jedi began turning the walker around and started limping back to base when the legs on the port side froze and then collapsed, one snapping in half at the knee.

Firith braced himself as the whole vehicle tipped onto its side and then onto its back, trapping him in the cockpit

Shavit!

It was going to be a very long day.

