Tunca,

Selen,

40 ABY. 
The howling winds and swirling snow battered the log cabin from all sides, but the warm interior of the cabin provided a respite. Everyone in Tunca was hunkered down inside their homes, blocking up the windows, keeping their fires and wood stoves roaring and stocking up on emergency food supplies. It rapidly turned out to be one of the worst blizzards within the recent history of Tunca. All across Tunca, generators were failing, sentient beings were trapped in their vehicles or out in the wildlands, families were scavenging for food to stop starvation and hospitals were in danger of running out of supplies. It was up to Arcona to render any and all assistance to the population and prevent further casualties.
“Hello is anyone out there?!!! We need assistance immediately!!!” the frantic voice broke the silence in the lodge over the radio. Tyga approached the radio and picked up the handset; he had been dropped off at one of those winter lodges with other Jedi, Force Users and Sith to act as a rapid rescue team. 
Pushing down the talk button, Tyga took a deep breath and spoke calmly. “Hello, who is this?” he did his best to calm down the other being on the other end, to gather as much information as possible. 
“My name is Doctor Geokie Ballan. I am a researcher and I believe we are somewhere near a taiga in the far north. Myself and my team were on an exploration, but we were chased into the forest by what seemed to be a rabid bipedal wolf. Several of my team are injured, but we built bivouacs in the forest and are safe for the time being,” Tyga exhaled and quietly thanked the Force the team was safe now. 
“Do not worry, we are sending a team to you now Doctor. Can you tell us exactly in the far north you are?” getting as much information as possible, it would make it much easier for the team to find them. 
“I believe we are near the Neige caves. We will await your arrival – we are safe here for the moment and we have personal weapons for our protection. Please be careful and may the Force be with you,” Doctor Ballan’s voice seemed much calmer and more relaxed than his initial radio transmission. 
Pulling on his cold weather ensemble and gathering up the medical bag and the supply kit, along with a personal radio, the Twi’lek stepped outside into the howling winds and made his way over to where his sled and dogs were waiting. The dogs yipped in excitement as Tyga checked over their harnesses and straps, before putting the bags in the tray of the sled, covering them with a weatherproof sheet.
“Mush!!! mush!!!” Tyga shouted over the roar of the howling winds and the team picked up the slack in their harnesses, their paws scrabbling on the hard packed snow. The twelve dogs pulled with all their might, propelling the sled and driver along at a rapid pace. Keeping his radio tuned into the channel of the base set, he’d heard several other beings voices that were stuck in the blizzard and needed help. 
It was nothing like Tyga ever experienced before as the snowfall got heavier the further we went. The determination grew and the Twi’lek promised he would do his best to save those in need of rescuing.
“Simbri, Nova. I’ve picked up several other folks who need assistance. Can you take your gear and go to see what is happening? Your help is much obliged. We need to save as many folks as we can. This is one of the worst blizzards on record,” Tyga went back to scanning the vast white tundra up ahead.  
“Roger that Tyga. I am getting prepared and will take the snow speeder out to where they are. I’ve got plenty of rescue gear and supplies,” Simbri replied, before her handheld radio went quiet with a click.  

“Understood cousin. I am preparing my sled and my team now. I will make my way out there and find those folks you said are also trapped in the blizzard…” Nova had brought along several cold weather droids from her personal collection that were being used for reconnaissance and rescue operations. 
The wilderness of Tunca was spread out in front of Tyga; nothing but a white expanse that stretched to the horizon and beyond. The team continued pulling the sled, the weight of the bags and Twi’lek no real problem for them. Pulling out his handheld locator, Tyga typed in the Neige caves into the search bar and the route appeared as a red, moving line on the screen. There was about thirty miles left to cover across the vast, white wilderness before he got into the caves and the awaiting research party. 
“Doctor, are you there? This is Tyga. I’m crossing over one of the ice fields,” before Doctor Ballan had time to reply to the Twi’lek’s message, the sled fell through a thin layer of ice and it began to sink in.
“Frakk it!!” Tyga exclaimed, as he clung onto the sled and steadied himself on the tray. Holding out a gloved hand and with deep focus, the Twi’lek thus managed to keep the sled from sliding further in. 
“Mush!! Mush!!” Tyga shouted over the growing roar of the wind, and the team banded together to pull the sled and himself to the thicker, more stable pack ice before coming to a halt and waiting for him. 
Gathering his composure, Tyga climbed back onto the sled and continued on his way to the caves. It was around 35 miles to go now, and he hoped beyond hope that Doctor Ballan and his party were still safe from harm and keeping themselves warm and sustained with their emergency rations. The team continued through the blizzard and ahead, Tyga saw the lights of a vehicle piercing through the snow. 
As he approached the vehicle, he saw it was nearly completely covered in snow. Ordering his team to stay put, he began to brush the snow off the windscreen of the vehicle and managed to glimpse inside and what he saw caused his heart to sink deep down into the pit of his stomach. A family of Twi’lek explorers must have headed out to try and scrounge supplies, but run out of fuel themselves and they had frozen to death due to the vehicle simply not being up to the task of being driven in such weather. 
The family of four were all huddled up together inside their vehicle in blankets, deathly still. Writing a message for any following rescue teams, Tyga climbed back onto the sled and mushed his team, to keep them moving. Looking at his handheld locator through this driving blizzard, he saw that he was twenty miles away from Doctor Ballan and his scientist compatriots. The Twi’lek crossed his fingers to hope they were still inside a shelter of some kind and were conserving their rations and energy. As it continued to snow, Tyga munched chocolate energy bars and began to sing to keep himself awake.
The further he pushed on, his ears picked up a low growl that seemed to come from all around and it was getting closer. Mushing the team on, the growling was soon joined by paw pads running through the packed snow. Glancing back through the blizzard, the Twi’lek could not see anything, but hurried his team on, wanting to put as much distance between him and this new threat as possible. Gradually, the growling and paw pads died away in the distance and he was now alone again in the wilderness – checking the locator, Tyga saw that the total distance between him and the group was closing rapidly.
“Ten miles. Ten miles. You can make it, Tyga. Do not give up,” he repeated to himself over and over; the doctor was relying on him and he did not want to leave him and his colleagues in this landscape.
Ahead of him, he could see the outline of a forest, which could hopefully provide some protection from the elements. The sled glided through under the canopy of trees and the wind died down somewhat in this small haven. Retrieving supplies from his pack, he heated up a cup of hot chocolate and sipped it slowly, savouring the flavours, before he gave each of the dogs treats from their satchel. They wolfed down their treats and sat down for a brief respite from their mammoth effort in reaching the doctor and his colleagues. Relaxing under the snow-capped trees for a while, Tyga felt much more rested and he climbed back aboard the sled and mushed the team on and they continued on through the blizzard. 
Checking the locator once again, the distance was cut down to just under ten miles now. Picking up his radio from the pack, he switched it on and began calling out to Doctor Ballan and his colleagues.
“Are you there doctor? This is Tyga. I am just under ten miles away from your position. Please hold on and will be there to assist you shortly,” the Twi’lek mushed the sled team on and on, even faster now. 
“Hello Tyga!! I am glad to hear your voice. We have made ourselves quite comfortable in our bivouac; and we have enough supplies and are eagerly awaiting your arrival,” the doctor’s voice had a ring of relief as the blizzard kept up its relentless and unstoppable assault on Tunca and its surroundings. 
Pushing through the snow, Tyga saw what looked like enormous caverns carved out of ice and snow; this must be the famous Neige snow caves. The sled team went for broke and sprinted across the last few miles of snow, before skidding to a halt in front of one. Slinging an oversized pack onto his back, Tyga picked up a lantern, lit it with the Force, and made his way inside the cave. His heavy footsteps echoed on the packed snow and he swung the lantern around him, trying to locate where the doctor and his colleagues were hunkered down. Sharp Icicles hung down from the ceiling of the cave, many reaching halfway down and ending at spear-like tips. Glancing up so often, Tyga picked up the pace, wanting to avoid any that could possible come loose and head downward in his direction of travel. 
“Doctor? It’s Tyga!! Can you please tell me where you are?” he shouted out into the seemingly empty cave. His voice echoed all around and travelled through the winding tunnels, going on for miles. 
“Yes, I can hear you Tyga. I will come out and meet you at the fork in the main tunnel,” Doctor Ballan replied over Tyga’s radio. The Twi’lek breathed a sigh of relief and continued his trek to the fork. The cave was immense and he hoped that he would not miss the cavern fork and also the doctor himself.
Ahead of him, the Twi’lek saw the fork, and a familiar figure, all rugged up warm and now happy to be found by his rescuer. Doctor Ballan approached the Twi’lek and held out his gloved hand in greeting.
Tyga took the doctor’s hand and shook it vigorously. Doctor Ballan beckoned for him to follow and the pair were soon walking down a smaller passage which opened up into a larger enclave, where Ballan and his research staff had hunkered down and waited patiently for rescue to arrive after being caught out in the blizzard during their annual checks of their previously buried sensors and weather satellites. 
“Thank you, thank you, thank you!!! Thank you so much!!!” Tyga found himself immediately wrapped up in a rather tight bearhug from a towering male Tunroth, who was one of other research scientists.
The other scientists gathered around their rescuer and thanked him endlessly for saving them. Tyga got on his radio and called back to base camp that he had finally come across the missing scientists; everyone was unharmed and they were all in good health, having planned for such an eventuality. 
“Roger that Tyga. We will send out a retrieval team to your position right away…” came the reply from the other end of the walkie-talkie radio, with the transmission ending with a loud click. 
One by one, the group packed up their belongings and hiked out of the cavern to the entrance, where they waited for the team to arrive. Walking back through the cavern, Tyga thanked the Force that they stayed in place instead of trying to venture back to safety in Tunca, which was virtually impossible. 
The sound of engines cut through the howling winds, and a large hovercraft vehicle appeared out of the blizzard, its bright lights illuminating the group and then it came to a halt right in front of them. 
Other Jedi and Force Users clambered out of the hovercraft and approached the group, guiding them up the ladder and into the warmth of the craft’s interior. Tyga motioned that he would take the sled all the way back to Tunca and the Jedi who was operating the craft nodded and it quickly turned around, heading back through the snow and driving wind to the evacuation centre. Climbing back on the sled, Tyga mushed the sled team on again and just like that, the blizzard was beginning to slowly die away.
