	The library aboard the Voidbreaker was an eccentric place to say the least; most people scoffed at the idea of a library on a starship, especially when the Holonet was readily accessible. Still, a number of the more scholarly minded had petitioned for it and thus it had come about. It occupied one of the free holds in the lower level of the ship and thus was quite spacious. Chairs of various assortments were scattered throughout along with tables and desk. The furniture of library wasn't what made it unique though; it was the content of the library that accomplished that feat. 





	For starters, the librarian was an old and worn out HK-50 model droid that Malfrost had found in a scrap heap one day. He had managed to repair the busted and battered droid, but it was clearly easy to tell he was a junk piece. For starters, his paint job was an eclectic mess of red, blue, yellow and purple on various different parts of his body; his right arm was vastly longer than his stubby left one and his legs were stripped down nearly to the wire. Malfrost had managed to reprogram the thing for library duty, but he hadn't been able to change the personality of the droid much. Thus, the droid, known to the crew as LK-50, was very helpful in finding books and files as well as resorting them, so long as the person didn't mind being barraged with a barb of insults and sarcastic witticisms while trying to find what they were looking for. Force forbid he found someone putting a book where it didn't belong either; the threats of death and dismemberment had frightened one of the recent Novices so badly the poor lad had to be treated for insomnia for the nightmares. 





	Beyond the painfully snarky droid were the actual books and files on the shelves. Because the library had sprung up so quickly, the contents of the library were as varied as LK-50's paint job. Many of the books had been donated by members of the crew or by stores and patrons on Selen. This resulted in a skewing of the majority of the content away from serious academic matters and more towards fun to read stories or novice level manuals on subjects. One of the favored and most heavily stocked sections were filled with books about young women falling in love with ancient and mythical beings such as Rakatans, Sith purebloods and Celestial descendants, much to the dismay of Malfrost, but they seemed to be popular with a large range of the crew.





	Despite the large choice of near smut romance novels available, there were gems to be found for an academic who looked. Malfrost had duplicated a copy of Shadow Academy's manual on Sith Alchemy and he had been slowly building up a small Alchemy section for anyone who was interested. It was the most varied part of the library as the small shelf had upon it tomes that seemed to date back to days in the early Republic to books that were more modern and current to various different holocrons of many different shapes and sizes; beside each one was a hand written note by Malfrost saying what parts to actually pay attention to in each and which could be safely ignored.  He had come across many of these artifacts on his travels and some of the more open and less wearily members of the crew had shared their knowledge and given to the growing collection as well. 





	Alongside the Alchemy section was the history section and Malfrost tended to it whenever he had the free time. They had received many history books and files from various sources with many of them being lies or outright fabrications. Malfrost had taken it upon himself to purge the section of any purely speculative works or books that had been superseded. Thus, what had started as a how of 10 rather large bookshelves had been reduced to 7 and he considered himself only halfway done with the project. 





	While reading and learning didn't interest some members of the crew, to those that appreciated such matters the library was often a welcome and comforting retreat from the grinds of everyday life; so long as one could deal with a droid that would threaten to decapitate you if you misplaced a book.   


