
Shared Dream:  The Azure Crucible 
The void between realities held no color, no sound-yet here, in this liminal space, blue reigned.  Not 
the blue of sky or ocean, but a deeper, more resonant hue, as if the fabric of spacetime itself had 
been dyed with the essence of command.  Two figures materialized, their forms sharp against the 
faint suggestions of doorways behind them that led nowhere. 

Lord Dessler, his cobalt skin etched with the regal bearing of a sovereign who had stared into the 
abyss of planetary annihilation, stood with his crimson half-cape gathered like a laurel of victory.  
Across from him, Grand Admiral Thrawn, his cerulean features and white uniform as cold and 
precise as a frozen star, regarded the Gamilas leader with eyes that dissected realities. 

The silence between them was not emptiness but a scaffold-a latticework of potential: strategy, 
alliance, war.  Nor was it awkward, but analytical-a mutual assessment, the kind that precedes either 
alliance or annihilation. 

Dessler broke the silence first, his voice calm and regal.  “I am Lord Dessler of Gamilas.  Your 
branch of humanity-across-the-galaxies is unknown to me, but it is clear you bear the mark of 
command.”  Dessler gestured at the blue void.  His voice turned cold, then edged with sardonic 
warmth.  “We apparently share a dream orchestrated by forces beyond our comprehension.  
How…charming.”  He regarded Thrawn with a wry smile.  “May I have the pleasure of your 
acquaintance?” 

Thrawn inclined his head, the gesture both respectful and appraising of the man opposite him and 
the situation.  "Mitth’raw’nuruodo.  Among those not of the Chiss, my kind, I am known as Thrawn, 
Grand Admiral of the Imperial Navy.  You, I surmise, Lord, are a sovereign accustomed to desperate 
measures." 

Dessler’s lips curled in a faint, wry smile.  "Desperation is the crucible of greatness.  I have led my 
people across galaxies, seeking survival where others would have surrendered to entropy.”  Dessler 
considered.  “You do not serve your own people.  At least not directly.” 

Thrawn hesitated a moment before answering.  “Even in a normal dream, I would not allow myself 
the luxury of that thought.  But, yes.”  His eyes focused on the blue nothingness.  “This is clearly no 
ordinary dream, nor the construct of the Force witches of my realm.  What do you suppose we are 
meant to learn here?” 

The Lord of Gamilas gestured to the void.  “That even gods grow bored and pit one conqueror 
against another for sport.”  He observed Thrawn.  “You find my uniform intriguing?” 

“I find all art fascinating.  It is how I learn the heart, mind, and soul of my enemies; I study their 
art.”  Subconsciously, Thrawn assumed a completely balanced stance; speaking of his passion always 
centered him, no matter the circumstances.  “Please show me more of your people’s art.” 

1 
 



For a heartbeat, Dessler hesitated.  Art?  Gamilas had not had time for art in over a century.  Once 
upon a time . . . But was that art still valid for his people as they were?  Suddenly, Dessler knew the 
answer.  He straightened, his voice carrying both the innocence of youth and the necessity of the 
present, filling the space between them. 

Planet where the blue flowers blossom​
Our noble home​
Songs of joy resonate​
God bless us​
An eternal people​
Gare! Gamilon!​
Praise the triumph of our fatherland! 

The sublime triumph of our will​
Spreads throughout the universe​
Through our passionate ideals​
God bless us​
An eternal people​
Gare! Fuezeron!​
A proud nation of steel! 

The anthem filled the blue expanse, echoing with the pride and sorrow of a civilization that had 
survived by force and faith.  For a moment, the dream-space shimmered with the collective memory 
of Gamilas: the steel of its fleets, the sacrifice of its people, the indomitable will to endure. 

Thrawn listened without interruption.  When the final note faded, he bowed his head-not deeply, 
but enough to convey respect.  “A nation’s soul, distilled into sound.  You have shown me defiance 
as art, Lord Dessler.” 

Dessler’s gaze sharpened.  “And yours, Grand Admiral?  What art does your Empire create?” 

Thrawn’s lips quirked.  “I cannot speak for the Empire as a whole.  But I can speak of my story.” 

He raised a hand, and from the blue void, the silhouette of a Star Destroyer materialized-its lines 
stark, its ventral hull adorned with a coiled, leonine creature rendered in bold strokes.  
“The Chimaera, my flagship.  I chose this name, this image, not for intimidation, but for truth.  The 
chimera is a hybrid-a fusion of disparate parts into something greater.  Adaptable.  Unpredictable.  
Alien to those who fear complexity.” 

Dessler studied the emblem.  “A predator.” 

“A survivor,” Thrawn corrected.  “One that thrives by defying categorization.  To my enemies, it is a 
warning.  To my crew, a reminder:  We are not bound by the limitations others impose.  We evolve.” 
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The Lord of Gamilas laughed-a dry, approving sound.  “You cloak your ambition in metaphor, 
Admiral.  A luxury my people could never afford.” 

“Luxury?”  Thrawn’s eyes gleamed.  “No; necessity.  To lead is to wield symbols as deftly as fleets.  
Your anthem unites your people; my chimera unites purpose and adaptation.  Both are weapons.” 

The blue room deepened, as if the dream approved. 

Dessler folded his arms.  “And when your Empire falls-as all empires do-what then?  Will 
your chimera endure?” 

Thrawn’s reply was soft, almost introspective.  “Empires are transient.  Ideas are not.  The art of 
strategy lies in planting seeds that outlive us.” 

For the first time, Dessler’s reserve eased.  “A sentiment worthy of Gamilas.  We, too, plant seeds-in 
the soil of conquered worlds, in the hearts of those who refuse extinction, for the blue flower 
blossoms only in rare circumstances.” 

The dream began to fray at the edges, the blue dissolving into mist.  Thrawn saluted, not as an 
Imperial to a sovereign, but as one exile to another.  “Survive, Lord Dessler.  And may your seeds 
bear fruit.” 

Dessler returned the gesture in the manner of his people.  “Adapt, Grand Admiral, lest the universe 
outpace you.” 

The blue room dissolved like smoke, each leader returning to his own universe-Dessler to 
the Deusura II, Thrawn to the Chimaera.  But the dream left its mark. 

On the Deusura II:​
The firing test of the new Dessler Cannon was complete.  There was silence on the bridge.  The 
engineers expected Lord Dessler to be disappointed, but he smiled enigmatically and brought the 
flower at the clasp of his cloak to his nose.  They-and the humans of Earth-will think this a poor attempt to 
reverse-engineer the dispersion wave motion gun.  They are mistaken.  These tight spirals of energy are the chimera 
given life.  Its fangs and claws serve our people now.  Thank you, Grand Admiral.  Perhaps soon we will be safe 
enough to make art again. 

On the Chimaera:​
Thrawn studied the ventral hull’s freshly repainted emblem.  The chimera was unchanged, but now a 
single blue flower bloomed beneath its claws-a detail so small most would miss it.  To those who 
failed to see the flower, the chimera remained a threat.  To those who noticed, the rampant beast 
stood to defend the single blue flower with all its might against a hostile universe. 

To Thrawn’s quiet satisfaction, Captain Pellaeon noticed.  “Sir, that is a splendid touch; we fight to 
build a better future.  Crew morale is even more solid now.” 
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