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s Introduction

“Have you ever dreamed of exploring the paths
between stars? Of traveling over routes which
might not have been traveled for hundreds or even
thousands of years? Do you feel the power of
hyperdrives pulsing through your veins? Have you
ever thought about those who discover new planets
and meet new species?

“You share these dreams with thousands who
came before you. You are the scout of the New
Republic and the discovery of the unknown is your
domain.”

— New Republic Scout Service Spaceguide

“Let me set you straight. Scouting isn't all of the
romance and adventure that the datamanuals say
it is. Half the time you’re bored out of your mind
waiting for something to happen — the other half
ofthe time you're running away from some enraged
natives ready to put your head on a pike. Some-
times you get more trouble from the ‘civilized’
ones, like some colonists who are convinced that
you'll turn them over to the Empire’s Bureau of
Revenue.

“Just follow my advice. Look things over care-
fully before making planetfall. And don't ever trust
your Droids when they say there’s no advanced
technology or weapons on the planet.

“Trust me.”

— Glaennor, Eighth Nebulan Scout Corps

The galaxy of the Star Wars universe is vast,
exciting, and, to scouts, waiting to be explored.
Typical Star Wars adventures involve the Known
Galaxy, and the understood foes are the Empire
or bounty hunters. In Galaxy Guide 8: Scouts,
characters get to tackle the unknown and ex-
plore a part of the galaxy where there are no
maps, where the villains are unfamiliar or may
not be villains at all, and where nothing can be
taken for granted. The potential for excitement
and adventure is virtually unlimited.

A scout’s missions will take him to unknown
systems with primitive civilizations, lost colo-
nies that haven’t been visited by spacecraft since
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before the Clone Wars, ancient temples hidden
on distant worlds and forgotten in the antiquity
of time, and new alien worlds eager to join the
galactic community or fight to defend their terri-
tories. Characters will discover ancient temples
erected and forgotten, worlds rich with natural
resources and bizarre life forms, and entities
beyond anything imagined by the xenobiologists
of the Republic.

Out in the frontier of the galaxy, in Wild Space
and the Unknown Regions, characters will face
the most dangerous foe of all — the unknown! It
is a setting where sometimes having the fastest
gun is the only way to survive, while at other
times, being a shrewd negotiator or an informed
scientist is the key to living to explore another
day. It is a setting for rugged individualists who

must learn to survive with only their wits and

what they can carry. Are you ready for this
challenge?

Using This Book

Galaxy Guide 8: Scouts provides detailed infor-
mation on many aspects of scout adventures,
giving gamemasters and players plenty of in-
formation to get started. For players, this book
offers an overview of the scout services, dis-
cussion of where scouts come from and what
they are like, as well as several new templates.
There are detailed explanations of the equip-
ment, starships and Droids scouts have at their
disposal.

For gamemasters, this book covers the story
and practical elements of scouts adventures,
including hints on how to design new planets and
civilizations, natural hazards, and interesting
gamemaster characters suitable for a scout set-
ting. This book also has a detailed alien species
generation system so gamemasters can “build”
fun and exciting new al:en species. Fmal ly, t us
book offers a mini-campaign for new sco
adventure hooks, locations, and gam
characters to get things rolling right a=

aster

Scouts

T 1% 'af',"i



Introduction

b T AR
—WARS™

—

Deeve finally reached the top of the ridge. With a
sigh, he looked over the edge — and into the heart of a
planet. His aching arms and legs were forgotten in that
split second, as he peered down into the swirling mists
thousands of meters below. They looked like clouds,
but he knew that they were hot enough that taking one
breathful of those vapors would kill him instantly.

He tugged at his face breather again, making sure
it was snug. He tried to wipe away some of the sweat
that had built up near his eyes, but his hand was
stopped by a thick piece of transglass.

“Never get used to seeing things like this,” he
muttered to himself. “What a marvelous view,andI'm
the first person to have ever seen it.” He searched for
a comfortable seat in the loose, rocky soil. He had
long ago gotten over his fear of heights as he sat less
than a meter from the edge of the cliff. “There are
other things worth fearing out here.” Small chunks of
bluish-purple soil tumbled down into the abyss.

He pulled his datapad from its molecular hooks at
his waist, flipping the power switch. As he waited for
the datapad’s basic operating programs to engage,
he flicked his tongue over to the monitor pads inside

his breather mask. As his breather’s internal analysis

computer ran a quick diagnostic, it played the results
across his face plate:

2:14:48 Air Remains

Respiration Acceptable

Potential Energy Acceptable

Outside Climate Hostile But Within Sealsuit Specifications
Recommendation: No Advisory; Proceed

“Good. I'm set for this one.”

He flicked his comlink tongue-toggle.

“NRSS Founder, this is Deeve. 'm at the edge of the
canyon, about five minutes ahead of schedule. Any-
thirg new I should be aware of?”

An electronic but distinctly female voice replied.
“Go ahead, Deeve, baby. Nothing new to report.
Temperature'll fry youwithout that suit, atmosphere’s
akiller. A few decades of terraforming and this place
will be a good home for ... something.”

“Effcee — where's Jarsa?” Deeve held back a com-
ment about the Droid’s behavior. He'd thought he'd
had her reprogrammed not to be so annoyingly affec-
tionate.

“Jarsa’s down working on the solar fin. We had more
mynocks — this time they chewed through the fin
shield capacitors, and a speck of dust shattered the fin
before we found out the particle shielding was down.”

“Wonderful. Make sure she’s back up there soon.
Ii I call for help, get herto fly down here; I don’t want
you trying to land that thing. You'd end up burying
the Founder in a mountain or something.”

“Honey, that makes me want to try. Just to prove
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you wrong —"

CLICK!

“Deeve out,” he muttered to himself as he tongue-
toggled the comlink off. This was going to be hard
enough without alovesick pile of circuits jabbering at
him.

Turning his attention to the datapad, he pulled the
backpack off his aching shoulder and opened one of th2
large pockets. Pulling out a small, roughly rectangtar
device, he pressed a power stud. Spectrametérs,
raddetects, mineral spotters, temp monitors and a
dozen other gauges and gadgets hummed to life as his
enviro-analyzer powered up. Pulling out acomplink, he
pressed one connector into the enviro-analyzer’s port
and attached the other end to his datapad. Tongue-
toggling his comlink to “Audio Mode” he announced
aloud, “Resource remote scan: commence.”

Dials, gauges and other monitors warbled as the
enviro-analyzer gathered what datait could from this
remote locale. He took another look around.

The canyon stretched to the northern and south-
ernhorizons, appearingtoberoughlycrescent shaped
from his vantage point. It was probably a good ten
kilometers across and who knew how deep. With the
side of the canyon exposed he could see seven dis-
tinct types of soils — first, that top layer of bluish
rock; then a deeper blue and seemingly more solid
rock; as the canyon stretched further down, the color
of the soils got steadily darker, until the mists of the
swirling lava flows far below obscured his view.

He thought to himself, “There’s got to be some
good mineral deposits down there. Otherwise, this’ll
be the fifth barren, worthless planet in a row.” Three
more systems and they were to return to the Outer
Region Foxar Scout Base, and so far they were coming
back empty-handed. They would barely have earned
enough to cover their operating expenses, but one
hig mineral strike — then this trip would pay off.

He opened up the largest compartment in his
backpack and pulled out a box about half a meter
square. He examined tiny repulsor nodules on the
bottom surface.

“AreeEm-OhToo, how ya doin’? Ready to do the
job?”

A number of cheerful chirps emerged from a side
speaker. REM-02 saved alot of troublein these planet-
bound surveys. He could hover down, closer to the
lava than Deeve dared to go. The plucky little Droid
could run a complete analysis of the soil and air and
broadcast it back up to the receiver sensor on the
enviro-analyzer. Granted, the unit wasn't smart
enough to figure out anything on his own (that's what
the enviro-analyzer was for) because inost of his
programming concentrated on scli-proser

varllon.
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There was only so much the Industrial
Automoton technicians could pack into that
small body.

“Here you go!”

With a heave, he sent the little Droid over
the edge of the cliff and the repulsors clicked
in with a steady humming sound. Soon the
humwas gone, but data started trailingacross
the screen of his datapad. He figured in ten or
fifteen minutes he could make the quick jaunt
down to his skyhopper and move on to the
next survey spot.

Then, he heard a dull roar mixed with
several muted crunches like ... footsteps.
Whirling around, he saw what looked like a
four meter high, four limbed creature cov-
ered in that bluish rock. From underneath its
body, a tentacle touched the ground and
snaked along the rock toward him.

Deeve instinctively pulled his blaster pis-
tol and tried to back away. When his left foot
traced the edge of the cliff, he remembered
his predicament. “Somethingto the front, noth-
ing to the back. This is a bad spot.”

As the tentacle slid closer, he fired into the
ground, more out of fear than anything. The
tentacle stopped when it reached the edge of
the blast point. He immediately pulled his
datapad, ordering the program to stop its re-

mote sensor run and telling it to examine what-

ever it was standing less than five meters away.

The thing backed up a meter or two, mak-
ing what Humans might interpret as a “re-
laxed motion” — it reclined, resting on its rear
legs. Of course, the thing could also be ready-
ing to pounce on him.

It sat there, doing nothing. The tentacle
pulled back up under a plate of rock that
seemed to part for it. “If only it had a head. I’ d
at least be able to tell if it was staring at me.”
Deeve figured that, for the moment, it wasn’t
interested in combat. Always a good sign.

“Effcee, get down here NOW! We've got
something worth looking into.”

- Just another ordinary day in the scout
service.
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IChapter One
The Scout Service

“The Scout Service is the way to test the true
mettle of a being. Scouts on the frontier face chal-
lenges that require them to draw upon every re-
source — and those who are successful experience
the exhilaration of a mission well done. This type
of job isn't for everyone, but for some people, it’s
the only job.”

— New Republic Scout Service Spaceguide

“There are happy scouts. There are sad scouts.
Then there’s me: I'm in it for the money.”
— Curlin, Independent Scout

Scout characters in a Star Wars campaign will
inevitably deal with the New Republic Scout Ser-
vice, either as a staff scout, a corporate scout or
an independent.

The Modern Scout Service

The New Republic Scout Service was founded
shortly after the formal declaration of the New
Republic. Mon Mothma ordered the creation of
the new service, despite strong opposition from
some on the New Republic’s Provisional Council,
who felt that the new government would be best
served pouring its resources into rebuilding sys-
tems that had been decimated under the rule of
Palpatine. Mothma, instead, declared that the
service was to go into the Unknown Regions and
Wild Space and make contact with worlds that
had been lost in the confusion of the war and the
horror of Palpatine’s rule.

She hoped that scouts would be able to con-

@

o R

The New Republlc Scout Servrce“ MlSSlon"Statement

The Republic is: dedicated to bringing hee;_._.mﬂ,
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lostand undiscovered worlds, presenting to the
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-‘ ne Republic.
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