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DRAMATIS  

PERSONAE 

 

 
With the Mandalorians: 
Atross; Mandalorian supercommando, explosives expert (male Togorian) 
Kharritokh of clan Bakh'tor; Mandalorian supercommando, martial arts expert (male Noghri) 
Ronan Barec; Mandalorian supercommando, ex-special forces sniper (male human) 
Boba Fett; Mandalore and bounty hunter (male human) 
Grimes; Mandalorian supercommando, explosives expert (male human) 
Trynic Jatt; Mandalorian supercommando, tactician (male Devaronian) 
Ara Norvath; Mandalorian supercommando (female human) 
Fell Tagren; Mandalorian soldier (male human) 
+ÁÔÉÎ Ȭ4ÈÏÒȭ 4ÙÁÒËȠ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÓÕÐÅÒÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏȟ ÐÉÌÏÔ ɉÍÁÌÅ ÈÕÍÁÎɊ 
Ayden Stone; Mandalorian supercommando (male human)  

 
With the Yuuzhan Vong: 
Nas Choka; warmaster (male Yuuzhan Vong) 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȠ ÓÕÂÁÌÔÅÒÎ ɉÍÁÌÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇɊ 
Uunas Shai; commander of the Yuuzhan Vong base on Dubrillion (male Yuuzhan Vong) 
Yaggath Sonnog; second-in-command on Dubrillion (male Yuuzhan Vong) 

 
Others: 
Kir +ÁÎÏÓȠ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȭÓ 2ÏÙÁÌ 'ÕÁÒÄ ɉÍÁÌÅ ÈÕÍÁÎɊ 
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Prologue 

 

 
 Ȱ"ÁÒÅÃȢȢȢ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÍÅ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÎÁÍÅȟȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÌÁÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÕÐ 

from the list of recruits volunteering for the Mandalorian Protectors, founded by Fenn Shysa and 
continued now by the new Mandalore, Boba Fett. 
Ȱ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ #ÁÙÎÅ "ÁÒÅÃȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÌÐÓ ÙÏÕȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 9ÅÓ ÉÔ ÈÅÌÐÓ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȢ (Å ×ÁÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÍÁÎȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ "ÏÂÁ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ 
ÔÉÍÅȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÎÏ× ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÓÔȢ Ȱ) ÓÅÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ 
from Shogun and have made you a name as a police special forces marksman there. Your 
ÑÕÁÌÉÆÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÉÎ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÒÉÆÌÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÕÐȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔs could hear him 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÒÅÁÌ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ supercommando, one must master every weapon and 
ÅÖÅÒÙ ÇÁÄÇÅÔ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÔÙȢ 3ÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÐÒÅÃÉÓÅ ÓÈÏÔȟȱ ÎÏ× ÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ 
ÙÏÕÎÇ "ÁÒÅÃ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ȰÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÒÁÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎÓÈÉÐȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟ -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ-ÔÈÒÅÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÏÕÄȢ (Å 

went to the others who already had been through and waited. 
It was an honor for the young Ronan Barec to serve under one of the greatest warriors and the 

best bounty hunter in the whole galaxy. Although Fenn Shysa, the old Mandalore, had already 
ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÓȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄÅÄ 
Shysa and had visited the planets in the Mandalore Sector, calling for volunteers to join the new 
Mandalorian army Fett wanted to extend, Ronan had left everything behind and enrolled himself. 

Ronan Barec was a tall young man, broad-shouldered and strong muscled, with a face that 
seemed too grim for his age. The man was a soldier and no matter to his youth he had fought many 
criminals and terrorists on his home world Shogun and had been highly awarded for his skills in 
high-ranged weapons. When serving the local police he had always had a military short haircut, but 
now, nearly two months after he had left the police forces, his hair was nearly shoulder-length and 
tousled, what made him look even more like a rogue.  

With the age of 17, Ronan had joined the police and had quickly made a career into the special 
forces ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȢ #ÁÙÎÅ "ÁÒÅÃȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȭÓ 2ÏÙÁÌ 
Guards for the time of the New Order, and so he had been a master of several martial arts like 
Echani and even Teräs Käsi. He had tried to train his son in those combat arts, but Ronan had 
never been too interested in melee combat. He had always preferred precise high-ranged weapons 
like sniper-rifles, and even before joining the police, he had become a real professional in those 
weapons. 

Later that day, Boba Fett asÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÇÒÏÕÐÓȢ 4ÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ 
sniper rifles very well were assigned to Ronan; those who were not so good at explosives came to 
Atross, a huge Togorian, whose pelt was partially burned from detonations; and those who needed 
ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÍÁÒÔÉÁÌ ÁÒÔÓȟ ÌÉËÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ×ÈÏ ÎÏ× ÒÅÇÒÅÔÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÐÁÉÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ 
ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȟ ÔÏ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÂÕÔ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÉÌÅ .ÏÇÈÒÉȟ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ +ÈÁÒÒÉÔÏËÈ ÏÆ ÃÌÁÎ 
Bakh'tor. 

After the training-groups were assigned, Boba Fett was very content with what he had: 51 new 
recruits, nearly everyone with battle experience from either military, police or else. Not everyone 
ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ 3ÅÃÔÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÕÍÁÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÓÏ 4ÏÇÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ 
Noghri, Devaronians, Barabels and even a tall Wookiee. How latter would fit in a Mandalorian 
armor was another question. For a start, the number was small, but Fett knew, that in time, they 
would become more and more and eventually the Mandalorian clans would come back to life. 
There were also still a lot of mercenaries and bounty hunters from Mandalore Sector around, many 
with a proper Mando training that either were already halfway working for, or rather with him, or 
would join, if the payment was high enough, sooner or later. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÁÒÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ 
"ÏÂÁ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÖÅÒ ÓÉØÔÙ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÅÒÃÅÎÁÒÉÅÓȟ ÁÓÓÁÓÓÉÎÓȟ 
bounty hunters and so onɂso to say, scum. My predecessor, Fenn Shysa, has already done a great 
step in reuniting the Mandalorian clans, but since there is no real state of war or a real need for an 
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army, many clanmembers are still doing their old jobs, earning what they need for their and their 
ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓȭ ÓÕÒÖival. I myself am still in bounty hunting business, and probably will stay as long as my 
ÎÅ× ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ ÐÅÒÍÉÔÓ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÁÒÍÙȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ 
for mercenary work, first. Because only as a unit we are stroÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÔÈÁÔ 
unit again. In the next years, we will bring the Mandalorian Protectors back to life, and the galaxy 
×ÉÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÕÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

 
Seven years later 

Ronan Barec looked over the mess hall, where over three hundred T-shaped helmets looked 
ÁÎØÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÔÏ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȟ Á×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÂÅÇÉÎȢ !Ó ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ 0ÒÏÔÅÃÔÏÒÓȭ ÂÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ 
experienced warriors, Ronan had the honor to stand right behind Boba Fett on the podium, next to 
him four other experienced warriors: the human bounty hunter Goran Beviin, who seemed to have 
a rather good relation to the Mandalore, the Togorian Atross, whose black and red armor fitted 
very well to his dark brown pelt, the small Noghri Kharritokh, whose armor only consisted in a 
chest-plate, the gauntlets and his forearm plates, and the Devaronian Trynic Jatt, whose short 
horns looked out of two holes in his black Mandalorian helmet. Only few of the Mandalorians were 
not helmeted and if still, only non-human races like Wookiees, Barabels and Togorians. All of those 
warriors gathered here had recently given proof that the Mandalorians were fully back at their 
strength, ready to participate in the ongoing war between the extragalactic invaders, the Yuuzhan 
Vong, and the rest of the galaxy. 
Ȱ&ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÖÁÓÉÏÎȟȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁËȟ Ȱ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÄȟ 
×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȟ ×ÈÁÔȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÁÌ ÉÓÓÕÅÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÔÒÏÎÇÌÙ 
questionable and questioned. But, also from the beginning of the invasion, we have been knowing 
that sooner or later, the Vongese ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÒÅÁË ÏÕÒ ȬÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȭ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÐÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ 3ÅÃÔÏÒȟ 
just as they have done it with a too big part of the galaxy already. But instead of fighting them from 
the beginning on, as reason would suggest, I chose to get us, the Mandalorians, as much time as 
possible to get to know the enemy, and to prepareɂto prepare for the inevitable assault on our 
sector. And with the intel on the scarheads could gather in the last three years, we more than 
successfullyɂno, nearly effortlesslyɂrepelled the Yuuzhan Vong assault on Mandalore last week. 
*ÕÓÔ ÁÓ ×Å ÈÁÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÃÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÓÁËÅȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ȬÌÁÔÅÒȭȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ 
we were more than victorious and experienced only minor losses, compared to the losses of the 
Yuuzhan Vong. And I am more than proud of every single one of youɂyou are putting Jaster 
-ÅÒÅÅÌȭÓ ÈÅÒÉÔÁÇÅ ÔÏ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÈÏÎÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÐÅÒÉÏÄȟ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÏÕÒ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈȟ 
back to show the galaxy who we, the Mandalorians, are. We will not only surprise the whole galaxy 
ÂÙ ÏÕÒ ȬÃÏÍÅÂÁÃËȭȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ×ÈÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÁÌÁØÙ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÓ ÔÏȦ 4ÈÏÓÅ ÐÁÉÎ-loving 
freaks will get to know how real pain feels like! They will get to know USȦȱ 

The MandalÏÒÅȭÓ ÓÐÅÅÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÆÏÒÃÅÆÕÌ Ȱ/9!Ȧȱ, followed by an immense applause and 
even more cries and shouts of rejoicing, in all languages, that ebbed away without a notion of the 
Mandaloreɂthe Mandalorians were disciplined enough for thatɂas Goran Beviin stepped forward, 
next to Fett and began to speak: 

 Ȱ7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÔÁÓË ÆÏÒÃÅÓ ÔÏ ÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄ ÐÌÁÎÅÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ !ÄÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÔÁÓË ÆÏÒÃÅÓ 
will be sent to often-used routes of the Vong, to intercept their vesselsɂin case of troop transports, 
or any transports for that matter, they will be destroyed, and in case of frigates and other warships, 
they will be boarded and takenɂwe can well need Vong vessels for distraction or infiltration in the 
future. Our forces are only few, but we are Mandalorians and we know how to fight! When I first 
entered one of their flagships in the beginning of the invasion, I swore to hunt down every single 
crab-boy in this galaxy! Too long have I needed to fight with them, instead of fighting against them! 
"ÕÔ ÎÏ×ȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÁÙ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄ ÔÏ our galaxy! But to come to the actual 
ÂÒÉÅÆÉÎÇȟ )ȭÌÌ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃ ×ÈÏ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÖÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎȢȱ 
.Ï×ȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȡ Ȱ7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ Á ÔÁÓË ÆÏÒÃÅ ÏÆ Æorty 

supercommandos and sixty usual Mandalorians to Dubrillion, one of the Vongeseȭ ÍÁÉÎ 
strongholds and headquarters, and retake it. Intel tells us that there are about one ten thousand 
Vong on that planet, so our odds are 1 to 10. But the odds were about the same in the Battle of 
Mandalore, where we have been outnumbered, as well. But we posses the right tactics, and we are 
not outgunned. We have the advantage of surprise, and we are Mandalorians! This is a guerrilla 
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war, a kind of warfare the scarheads mÏÓÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÙÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÔÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅÍɂand we 
×ÉÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÒÄ ×ÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÙ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÐȟȱ ÎÏ× "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÓÐÏËÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ȰÂÕÔ ) ÄÏɂ

together with Goran Beviin and another dozen warriors, we will lay trap for the Vong frigate 
Unfailing Punishment, a vessel that one of our spies has reported lately in the Null system. I can 
hardly ask you to do your bestɂI know you will do, just as you did recently. Nevertheless, show 
yourselves worthy for the legacy of the Mandalorians. Show those scarheads what real pain feels 
ÌÉËÅȦȱ 
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Chapter I 

 

 
The long blue stripes converged to single white stars and the ships of the Mandalorian task force 

Final Uprising jumped out of hyperspace, close to ,ÁÎÄÏȭÓ &ÏÌÌÙ, the asteroid belt of Destrillion and 
Dubrillion. The Pursuer Enforcement scout ship that had been sent here two days ago and had 
made sure that no Yuuzhan Vong ships would be in the space where the task force had left 
hyperspace, was awaiting them. 

The task force consisted in the Mandalorian Dungeon Ship 3ÐÁÒȭÓ ,ÅÇÁÃÙȟ with two KDY AIAT/i 
light infantry assault transporters aboard, a dozen Pursuer Enforcement Ships and two Firespray 
!ÔÔÁÃË ÁÎÄ 0ÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÈÉÐÓȡ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ Slave I anÄ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ Nemesis. The plan was that the 
assault transporters would land on Dubrillion, escorted by the Neo-Crusaders, the squadron of 
Pursuers, and the NemesisȢ 4ÈÅ 3ÐÁÒȭÓ Legacy would remain in the asteroid beltɂlater 
accompanied by the Crusaders returning from the surfaceɂand be the mobile base of the task 
force. 
Ȱ3ÈÏ× ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ×ÈÏ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÁÒÅȦȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ 

helmet com-link. He switched the channel and spoke to the landing forces: 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ MandȭÁÌÏÒȦ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÃËȢ Oya! Oya manda!ȱ 
ȰOya!ȱ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÖÏÉÃÅÓ ÏÆ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÃÏÍÂÁÔ-ready and adrenaline-pushed Mandalorians 
ÒÅÓÏÕÎÄÅÄȟ ÓÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ ȰOya manda!ȱ 

Ronan kicked in the NemesisȭÓ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÅÕÖÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ full throttle through the asteroid 
belt, right in direction to Dubrillion. 

Fourteen other ships followed him. 
 

Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÍÅÔÅÏÒ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÉÎÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 3ÏȭÔÁÒÁȟȱ Á ÙÏÕÎÇȟ ÌÏ×-
ranked Yuuzhan Vong communications officer who had just entered the commanding office of the 
Yuuzhan Vong headquarter, reported to Uunas Shai, the commander of the Yuuzhan Vong base on 
Dubrillion. 
5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎÇÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ 

disturbing the commander without notifying himself. 
Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÂÓÅÑÕÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÁÖÅÒÔÉÎÇ 5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ȰÂÕÔ 
×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ȣȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÖÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȟ officerȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÅÎÒÁÇÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÍÅÔÅÏÒÉÔÅÓ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÂÅÅÎ ÓÉÇÈÔÅÄȩȱ 
Ȱ!ȣ !ÂÏÕÔ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȢ 3ÅÎÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÑÕÁÄÒÏÎ ÏÆ yorik-ets ÔÏ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÔȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ yorik-etsȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÎ 

hour later. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÓÅÎÄ ÉÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÑÕÁÄÒÏÎȟ ÆÏÏÌȟȱ 5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉ ÓÁÉÄ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ 
ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÌÅÄ ÂÙ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȢ (Å ÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÆÅÌÔ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÓÈÁËÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ yorik-trema transport carrier landed on the island of 
3ÏȭÔÁÒÁȢ The membrane in front of him opened and he stepped, together with 35 warriors, out of the 
ship. 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏ× ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÓÈ ÓÉÔÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÉÐ ÏÎ 

his shoulder. 
He took the amphistaff wound around his forearm, forced it to harden itself into a deadly staff 

and ordered the warriors to secure the landing site and to move on cautiously.  
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.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÓÍÏËÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÓÌÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÓÔÉÍÁÔÅÄ ÃÒÁÓÈ ÓÉÔÅ Ïf the 
meteorites but no smoke over the crash site itself. I have a bad feeling about this, he thought. 

He turned his head to the other villip on his shoulder that was connected to the leader of the 
coralskipper-squadron and scared noticed, that the villip had turned into a pale yellow tone, what 
signalized that no connection to its opposite existed any longer. 
3ÔÒÁÎÇÅȢ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÎÙ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȢ 
The yorik-trema had landed only moments after the coralskippers had passed their landing site. 

Is it possible that they have been destroyed before we actually landed? he thought with disbelief. But 
ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ !ÂÏÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÎÙ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 
the ship itself let no sounds from the outside into the cargo hold. The pilot must have seen the 
ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎÓȢ ) ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÓË ÈÉÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ 

As he was just in the turn, he realized that it was already too late. 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÓÍÅÌÌÅÄ ÏÚÏÎÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆf in 

a defensive position, but it was useless. 
The last thing he saw was a slightly glowing dot that approached in near light speed to a point 

between his eyes. 
Then there was only darkness and pain. 
Incredibly terrible pain. 
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Chapter II 

 

 
Ronan Barec was very content. 
The anti-air SCSK-S4 rockets had taken out the coralskippers silently with miniature-black-holes 

that were not hearable for humans and, what was more important, for Yuuzhan Vong. The Vong in 
the troop transport-ÅÑÕÁÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅÓÃÏÒÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÅÌÉÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÎÅ 
moment to another.  
Ȱ"ÉÔ ÂÙ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓȟ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÎ 
ÆÕÔÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÕÓȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ronan had given the Yuuzhan Vong leader some time to think about what happened to the skips 
before he had ordered the Mandalorians to take out the whole platoon. All Vong were dead, except 
one. The most scarred Vong of all, the leader, who Ronan had taken out himself with a new weapon 
which fired a bullet that attacked the nerve system of a Yuuzhan Vong warrior and let him feel the 
worst pain he could experience in life.  

Usually, the insane pain made the warrior unconscious, but Ronan better wanted to be sure that 
ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÏÌÏ-
projectors activated.  

The holo made one look like a random Yuuzhan Vong: some with more, others with less scars 
and tattoos. The projector even covered the ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȭ ÒÉÆÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÊÅÔÐÁÃËÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÃÈ ÓÏÌÉÄÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ 
hold a small device that projected a holo of an amphistaff. The only thing that could reveal this 
nearly perfect camouflage was that most of the Mandalorians could not speak the language of the 
Yuuzhan Vong. Only Ronan and some other leaders like Atross and Trynic Jatt had a tyzowyrm in 
their ears that made them able to speak perfect and fluent Yuuzhan Vong.  

Ronan went to the incapacitated body of the Yuuzhan Vong leader and got even more satisfied. 
The ÖÉÌÌÉÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÌÉÖÅȢ 

The operation is proceeding perfectly, he thought. A bit too perfect for my sake, though. We better 
keep our eyes open. 

Just moments after Ronan had arrived, the villip began to transform in an utterly ugly and dire 
scarred face with a flat forehead and a nose that was more like a dent than a ridge on the Yuuzhan 
6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ  
Ȱ(Ï× ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÉÎÇȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȩȱ ÉÔ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÁË ÉÎ ÁÎ ÏÄÄ-sounding, but 

somehow familiar and understandable tone for Ronan. 
Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÂÕÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȢ ) ÁÍ 2ÏÙÎ "ÒÅÄÃ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÒÁÎËÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ 
ÎÏ×Ȣ 7Å ÅÌÉÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÂÕÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÏÓÓÅÓ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 

We eliminated the threat, indeed. Ronan smirked behind his visor. But we have no losses yet, 
ÄÉȭËÕÔ. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÅÌÌȟ 2ÏÙÎ "ÒÅÄÃȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÇÕÁÒÁÎÔÅÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÐÒÏÍÏÔÉÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÂÁÃËȢ .Ï× 
ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÉÎȟ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÂÙ ÐÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÉÐȢ (Å put the 

organic communicator in a cloth and fastened it on his weapon-belt. 
Ȱ0ÕÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÉÓÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ Á×ÁËÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÆÏÕÒ ÏÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÄÁÙÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ 
Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÎÅÁÒ ÈÉÍȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÆ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȢ  

Then he left the unconscious Scarhead for good and entered the Yuuzhan Vong troop transport, 
where thirty-six disguised Mandalorians were already stationed. These thirty-six warriors were the 
best and most elite of the Mandalorian Protectorsɂtheir platoon was called Honor Guards, as in 
the most skilled warriors who had the privilege to be around the Mandalore and guard and fight for 
him with their livesɂand would have the most difficult part of the operation. Under the lead of 
Ronan, they would infiltrate the main Yuuzhan Vong base on Dubrillion and cut the other bases off 
supplies and support. Most of the coralskippers and ships on the planet were stationed in this base 
as well and they could be blown up on ground far easier than in skies or in space. 

Ronan went over to the cockpit where his best pilot was already acquainting himself with the 
controls and Yuuzhan Vong bio-technology. His helmet was fastened on his backɂhe had no 
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jetpackɂand on his head, which still looked like a scarhead, was a bulky hood that was connected 
with a weird organic cable-alike to the ship itself. 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÄÙȟ 4ÈÏÒȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔȢ 
Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙ ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ +ÁÔÉÎ Ȭ4ÈÏÒȭ 4ÙÁÒË ÓÁÉÄȢ /Î ÔÈÅ ÈÏÌÏÇÒÁÐÈÉÃ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÈÉÓ ÓÍÉÌÅ 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÖÏÍÉÔȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÆÌÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÏÃË wherever you wantɂor at least 
ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÎÅÔȢ )Ô ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÆÌÙ ÉÎ ÓÐÁÃÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ ,ÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÇÉÎÅÓ ×ÁÒÍ ÕÐȟ +ÁÔÉÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ  
+ÁÔÉÎ 4ÙÁÒËȟ ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅÄ 4ÈÏÒȟ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÍÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÓÏ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÁÎÄ 

some kind of mentor in a certain way. In the recruitment phase, Thor had learned how to use a 
sniper from Ronan, and Ronan on the other hand had learned some flying-tricks from the former 
TIE-fighter-pilot of the feared Imperial 181st Imperial Fighter Wing. Honoring his old squadron, his 
armor was matte black with blood-red stripes on both sidesɂjust as the 181st had on their uniforms 
and TIE-fighters. Thor, as one of the oldest Mandalorians in the mid-forties, was always in a good 
mood and an excellent pilot. He ÈÁÄ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÅÎÒÉÃÈÅÄ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÕÎÎÙ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ 
made his own lessons always airy. 

Now, Thor was challenged with flying an outer-galaxy-ship that used bio-technology one could 
hardly imagine. But Ronan knew that Thor would win the challenge.  

Ronan went back into the troop hold of the organic ship and looked into the 36 different faces of 
ugly, scarred Yuuzhan Vong warriors. They look freaking real, man. Ronan shuddered to think. And 
) ÓÕÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅȣ 
Ȱ7Å ×ÉÌÌ take off to the scarhead base now. You are the best of the best and you know what to do. 

Show those ÃÈÁËÁÁÒȭÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÁÒÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
-ÏÒÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ 

weÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÌÁÓÔ ÐÕÓÈ ÏÒ Á ×ÁÒ-cryɂsomething that less 
experienced teams in the Mandalorian forces barely could understand. 

The scarred faces just nodded ghastly. 
 
Ronan was just checking his EE-23s/YVK sniper rifle when they could eventually make out the 

Yuuzhan Vong base in distance. For fifteen minutes he had been sitting in the cockpit, watching 
the water of pass by under them, while the living ship was flying over the giant oceans of 
Dubrillion. Finally, they could see the main continent after few little islands on their way from the 
isle of 3ÏȭÔÁÒÁ to the Yuuzhan Vong base on the continent. 

The base looked gigantic. Even from a distance of at least twenty klicks, you could make out the 
plants of growing coralskippers, the high buildings that looked like a mushroom upside down and 
the huge organic ships in and around an enormous hangar-like building. 
7ÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ, Ronan thought. 
He stood up and walked back into the troop hold where now the thirty-six Yuuzhan Vong 

warriors had been replaced through thirty-six elite Mandalorian Protectors. Briefly after the take-
off from 3ÏȭÔÁÒÁ they had deactivated their cloaking-devices to save energy for the mission. 
Ȱ4ÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÂÁÓÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ 0ÒÅÐÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÁÓÓÁÕÌÔȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ 

Again, not many words needed to be said. 
The only affirmation to his order consisted in the re-activation of their Yuuzhan Vong disguises. 

Once more, he shivered with the utterly real-looking holos. Whoever has invented these devices 
earns a medal. 

We went back to the cockpit and noticed that the base looked even bigger now as they had 
approached to three klicks. 
Ȱ,ÁÎÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÇÁÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÇÅ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÃ ×ÁÒÅÈÏÕÓÅ-like 
ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÌÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÌÏÃË ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÉÇ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÇÁÒȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 4ÈÏÒ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ËÉÃË ÓÏÍÅ ÁÓÓÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 3ÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ 
Somehow, Tyark managed to maneuver the bulky rock like a small and agile starfighter into the 

hangar. He landed in a way that the exit of the troop hold looked just towards the hangar, the rest 
of the ship covering the troops from the outside. 

Together with Thor and two other Mandalorians, Ronan left the cockpit and went right to the 
ÍÅÍÂÒÁÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÁÔÅȱ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÇÁÒȢ 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÒÕÌÅÓȡ ÎÏ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒÓȟ ÎÏ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ȬÅÍ ÏÕÔ ÓÉÌÅÎÔÌÙȟȱ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ 
last order before he made the membrane open itself and stepped out.  

Noticing no sign of confirmation from his men, he blamed himself for always repeating things 
they would do also without his repetitions, anyway. They are ÅÌÉÔÅȟ ÍÁÎȣ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȢ 

The building was at least five-hundred meters long and a hundred meters wide.  
And it was filled with Yuuzhan Vong. 
With lots of them. 
Cannon fodder, Ronan thought. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



HONOR GUARD 

 

 

Page | 11 

 

 

Chapter III 

 

 
Pain. 
Yuuzhan Vong usually worshipped pain. 
"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ×ÁÓ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ Áll imagination. It felt as if his whole nervous 

system exploded and burnt on endlessly. On the other hand, it felt like his nervous system was 
frozen to the minimum of coldness. The pain was so insane that it made him unconscious, but even 
in unconsciousness he could still feel it. 
4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢ 4Ï ÄÉÅ Á ÑÕÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÐÁÉÎÌÅÓÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÔÏ ÒÅÄÅÅÍ ÈÉÍ 

from his suffering. 
But this was the one and only thing he was not able to do. Or at least not allowed to do. 
 
Trynic Jatt looked down on the numb body of the suffering Yuuzhan Vong leader. Jatt knew what 

the Vong sufferedɂhe was one of the developers of this new pain-bullet. Jatt also knew that the 
Yuuzhan Vong leader would already have cried his soul out of his scarred body if not the special 
toxin prevented that.  
*ÁÔÔ ÈÁÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÎÓÅÌÅÓÓ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÏÎ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÉÓÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

escape. He had other plans with him when the main mission was finished. 
Trynic Jatt went back to the landing site on the isle of 3ÏȭÔÁÒÁ and watched the Mandalorians 

enter the two KDY AIAT/i troop transporters. The gunships with their troop holds for 50 soldiers 
per ship and an armament that could easily beat an attack frigate, were the perfect transporters you 
could get. Next to them, cloÓÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅÓȟ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ Nemesis standing with activated 
cloaking device that made it look like a huge rock. In addition, Barec had added some plants to 
ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅ ÌÏÏË ÍÏÒÅ ÒÅÁÌȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÈÉÐȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ ÂÅÌÉeve it. 

The objective was that each gunship would fly to one of the smaller Yuuzhan Vong bases on the 
other side of the planet, far away from the main base, drop the Mandalorian soldiers off and come 
back to the isle. The two platoons of Mandalorians would start a distraction attack on both bases 
and make the Yuuzhan Vong peel off their forces from the main base and so make the job for 
2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ Honor Guards easier. 

Trynic Jatt would command the platoon Crusaders to the nearer base, secure the position and 
make the Yuuzhan Vong base to a stronghold for the Mandalorians. Atross and Kharritokh would 
ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÅÒ ÂÁÓÅȟ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÂÁÓÅ ÉÎ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ *ÁÔÔȭÓ 
stronghold, and ultimately the main base.  

The Devaronian eventually entered the AIAT/i 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× after all thirty-six Mandalorians of 
his platoon had entered. The gunship took off and flew to its destination: the second largest 
Yuuzhan Vong base on Dubrillion. 

 
Ronan Barec walked over to the next Yuuzhan Vong warrior, the one with the most scars and 

tattoos that indicated a higher rank. 
Ȱ) ÓÅÅȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎȟȱ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓ ×Å ÁÒÅȱ, Ronan said and interrupted the scarhead with a strike of his as an amphistaff 

disguised vibÒÏÂÌÁÄÅȢ (Å ÈÉÔ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ×ÅÁË ÐÏÉÎÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÐÉÔȢ 
Simultaneously with the Yuuzhan Vong leader, forty corpses of dead Yuuzhan Vong fell on the 

floor. Five seconds later, fifty other Yuuzhan Vong accompanied them. 
2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÃÌÏÁËÉÎÇ-device was already deactivated as he drew his carbine and shot hostiles that 
×ÅÒÅ ÆÁÒÅÒ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ȰÐÁÉÎ-ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓȱȢ 

In mere seconds, the Mandalorians had taken out at least two companies of outer-galactic 
enemiesɂwhat meant about three hundred Yuuzhan Vong -, only with vibroblades and silent 
riflesɂand the advantage of surprise. The only hearable sounds were short and quiet gurgles, 
followed by rumblings when dead bodies hit the ground. 

Ronan scanned the hangar with his life-sign-scan and found only a dozen survivors that were 
quickly finished off by his bullets and slashes of deadly vibroblades. 
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He went back to the transporter where the Mandalorians were gathering themselves and securing 
the position. A Mandalorian, whose armor indicated that he was a medic, approached Ronan and 
ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȡ Ȱ.Ï ÃÁÓÕÁÌÔÉÅÓȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ Ô×Ï ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÁÄÌÙ ÈÉÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÕÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÚÏÒ ÂÕÇÓȟ ÓÉÒȢ 
The bugs mainly hit the armor but a few razor bugs have found its weak points. They survive, but I 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÅÅÌ ÆÉÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÈÁÌÌ ÄÏ 
ÓÏȢ 7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÄÉÃ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȟ !ÒÁȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉs second-in-command. 
Ȱ0ÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȟȱ !ÒÁ .ÏÒÖÁÔÈȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ× ÆÅÍÁÌÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ 
ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ CrusadersȢȱ 

Ronan nodded and checked his carbine. He had fired a full round of pain-bullets and he knew 
that each of them had hit the mark. 
"ÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÐÁÒÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÁÙȣ 
 
The 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× ÓÈÏÏË ÂÁÄÌÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÉÌÅ ÈÉÔ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÓÈÉÅÌÄÓ 

and armor were very strong and could stand a Yuuzhan Vong attack and avoid a critical damage for 
long, but a shake could hardly be prevented, especially in atmosphere. 

The three dual-laser turrets came in action and quickly eliminated the threat. 
The copilot fired a concussion missile in a crowd of Yuuzhan Vong throwing thud and razor bugs 

at the ship that were easily deflected by its shield. The gunship landed and the Crusaders rapidly 
deployed and cleared the area. The 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× eliminated a few major threats like other mobs 
of hostiles and heavy weapon positions before they retreated and left the platoon do their job. 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅȟ ÍÏÖÅȟ ÍÏÖÅȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ 4ÒÙÎÉÃ *ÁÔÔ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ×ÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÊÏÂ ÔÏ 
ÄÏȢȱ 

 
Like the others, Ayden Stone confirmed with a double comm-click and reloaded his archaic, but 

very effective Golan Arms XM-550c projectile carbine with mounted flechette thrower attachment. 
For Stone, this was the ultimate rifle to kill a Yuuzhan Vong fast and efficiently. The armor-piercing 
bullet was fired with an incredible speed that penetrated the Vonduun crab armor of the Yuuzhan 
Vong easily. The best thing of all was that the bullet exploded after breaching the armor in a way it 
only damaged the body and not the armorɂso that a Yuuzhan Vong had to take off his armor to 
treat his wound. The only problem of this old slugthrower was its very bad conditionɂnot that 
3ÔÏÎÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȠ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÖÅÒÙȟ ÖÅÒÙ ÏÌÄɂand it always failed when Stone 
needed it most. For that case, Stone still had his sidearm and his armor gadgets, but neither was in 
any way as effective as his carbine. 

The small, organic buildings in the Yuuzhan Vong base seemed to be just everywhere and every 
second several Yuuzhan Vong left their buildings and approached the Mandalorians, obviously 
ready to fight. 
7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅȟ ÈÕȭÔÕÕÎÅ, Ayden Stone thought and aimed carefully at 

the nearest hostile. 
A loud discharge of his weapon sounded, damped by his helmet systems, when Stone pulled the 

trigger and a bullet breached the air, so fast that it burned it and looked like a usual blaster bolt 
from the distance, rapidly approaching the chest plate of the Yuuzhan Vong warrior. 
! ÓÕÄÄÅÎȟ ÑÕÉÅÔ ȰÃÌÁÃËȱ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌÌÅÔ ÂÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÁÒÍÏÒȟ ÎÁÎÏÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ Ìater 

followed by an explosion that was only a bit louder. The Yuuzhan Vong waved his arms to his chest, 
fell on his knees and eventually barged down to the ground. 

Only the adrenaline had made Stone able to hear and see this moment so clearly. In fact, between 
the time he pulled the trigger and when the body hit the ground only a mere second had passed. 

He aimed to the next target and gave him a full dose of flechette bolts. He then tossed a thermal 
detonator right into a dozen of hostiles that had come too close for his sake and saw them trying to 
jump away, what was obviously completely useless. Once more, Stone was amazed at the pure 
accuracy and efficiency that made thermal detonators such notorious weapons. Inside the 
explosion-radius of the grenade, everything was totally destroyed, but outside the radius, 
everything remained totally untouched, just as if nothing had happened. 
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(ÉÓ ÖÉÓÏÒ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔÓÅÌÆ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÁÒÅÎÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÏÐÁÃÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÓÈÉÅÌÄ 3ÔÏÎÅȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ 
from the blindingly bright explosion and he looked around. 

Thirty-six Mandalorians stood around the dropping site, each of them on his feet and seemingly 
unharmed. They were surrounded by about two hundred, partially badly by explosions deformed 
corpses of dead Yuuzhan Vong, all in a radius of about half a mile. 

Now, this base is cleared, Stone marveled. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÄÏÎÅȟ Crusadersȟȱ 4ÒÙÎÉÃ *ÁÔÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÉÍÅÎÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȢ Ȱ.Ï× ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÃÕÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÓÅ ÁÎÄ 

call back the 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ×Ȣ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇÈÏÌÄ ÔÏ ÒÁÉÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅÓÈÏÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 7ÁÒÌÏÒÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȢ Ȱ0ÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ 
ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȢ /ÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ /ÕÔȢȱ  
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Chapter IV 

 

 
 Ȱ3ÕÒÅÓÈÏÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 7ÁÒÌÏÒÄȢ 0ÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÁÓ ȣȱ 
7ÈÁÔȭÓ  that?, Ronan wondered. 
*ÁÔÔȭÓ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÇÏÎÅȟ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÂÙ ÃÒÁÃËÌÉÎÇ ÓÔÁÔÉÃ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÉÓÅȢ 
Ȱ7ÁÒÌÏÒÄȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÐÙȩ ) ÒÅÐÅÁÔȡ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÃÏÐÙȟ 7ÁÒÌÏÒÄȩȱ 
Only static answered him. 
RangirȦ 7ÈÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȩȦ 
ȰHonor Guardsȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Crusaders. But 
ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÊÏÂ ÁÎÄ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȭ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȢ 7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÏÕÒ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ 
then look for them. Meanwhile, the Lancers will have to hurry up and reinforce on our new 
ÓÔÒÏÎÇÈÏÌÄȢȱ 

The warriors confirmed with simple nods. There was nothing to be said at all.  
2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȡ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÏÎ 
ÏÒ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ! ÔÒÕÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÌÏ×ÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÂÙ Á ÍÅÒÅ ÆÌÅÓÈ 
×ÏÕÎÄȢ !ÎÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÏÎȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÒÒÅÃÔȟ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒȟȱ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅȢ  
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÏÒÓ ÐÌÁÎÔÅÄȟ 'ÒÉÍÅÓȩȱ ÈÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÓ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉves expert over comm. 
Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÈÉÐȟ ÓÉÒȢ 2ÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎ ÉÎ Ô×Ï ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟȱ 'ÒÉÍÅÓ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȢ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȣȱ  
A sudden explosion interrupted Ronan. He turned around and saw the transporter they had 

arrived with standing in flames, revealing a Yuuzhan Vong equal to an AT-AT-walker behind it, 
spitting flame-ÂÏÌÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÇÁÒȭÓ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÏÄÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÒÅÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
badly hit by the explosion lay around the ship, burning as well. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȟȱ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ 'ÒÉÍÅÓȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÁÖÙ ÆÉÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÌËÅÒȢ !ÌÌ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÄÏÏÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȢ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ȬÂÁÃË ÄÏÏÒȭȟȱ $ÁÒÍÅÎȟ Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÅÑÕÉÐÐÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÒÏÃËÅÔ-

launcher, said confused. 
Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÅÙÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒȭÓ ÈÅÁÖÙ ×ÅÁÐÏÎȢ 
Ȱ!Èȟ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒɂwho looked like he had just waited for Ronan to askɂreplied, aimed his 

rocket-launcher at the wall on the other end of the hangar and squeezed the trigger, releasing a 
concussion missile that soared into the wall, creating a perfect hole. Other Mandalorians already 
ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȬÂÁÃË ÄÏÏÒȭ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅȢ 

Ronan turned back to the entrance and saw his men firing missiles and grenades on the walker-
alike. But somehow, the walker withstoÏÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃËȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÌÅÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅ 
and disappeared in small anomalies. 

Now they have these dovin-basals ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ȬÐÅÔÓȭȣ ×ÅÉÒÄȢ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÄÅÔÓ ÒÅÁÄÙȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 'ÒÉÍÅÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȢ 
Ȱ2ÅÔÒÅÁÔȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȦȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×Árriors that where still in the building, after 
ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍÉÎÇ 'ÒÉÍÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÏÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÅ×ÏÒËÓ ÓÔÁÒÔȢΉ 

 
To say that Ayden Stone was angry would be a sheer understatement. He was furious, that for 

was sure. 
The Crusaders had fallen into an ambush like it stands in the book. The Yuuzhan Vong had 

buried themselves under the ground, waited until their comrades were nothing more than corpses, 
and then they had risen from below the hills of dead Vong, just as if they were zombies. Several 
Mandalorians had fallen prey to the ambush, among them their leader, Trynic Jatt, who had taken 
lots of hostiles with him to death. The platoon of formerly 36 men had been rapidly reduced to 
roundabout 20 warriors, or less.  

The worst of all was that the higher ranked Mandalorians had stood pretty near to the corpses-
hills and so all four sergeants had been killed. After the survivors had regrouped, there were only 
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two more corporals alive, Ayden Stone and Fell Tagren. They had made Tagren to their makeshift 
lead and eventually returned to battle. 

Stone was cautiously approaching the place of the ambush, together with his new squad of eight 
men, and scanned the site with his life-sign-visor. He could see about fifty hostiles and reported 
that number to Tagren, whose squad was approaching from the other direction.  

Then he turned around to his own squad and told them: 
Ȱ7Å ÍÕÓÔ ÒÅ-occupy this base. You are the more or less lucky survivors of the ambush and you 

showed courage and skills in fighting our attackers. You are the best we still have, and I want you 
to show that to these ÈÕȭÔÕÕÎÌÁ crab-ÂÏÙÓȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÈÉÓ ÓÑÕÁÄ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÅÓÅ ÈÕȭÔÕÕÎÌÁ crab-ÂÏÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÁÒÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÓÉÒȦȱ 
Ȱ$ÁÒÎ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÑÕÁÄȢ Oyaȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ 
3ÔÏÎÅ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÁÒÂÉÎÅ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÁÉÌ ÈÉÍ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ )Î ÔÈÅ 
ÁÍÂÕÓÈȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ ËÉÌÌÅÄȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÓÌÕÇÔÈÒÏ×ÅÒ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÒÅȢ 

He pointed his squad to move on and approached the ambÕÓÈ ÓÉÔÅȢ 4ÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ 4ÁÇÒÅÎȭÓ ÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÑÕÁÄȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÌÏÓÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄȢ 

Stone aimed his carbine to the nearest hostile, while the rest of his squad selected their 
opponents with their bunch of grenades, rocket launchers and flechette throwers. 

As soon as he had a clear shot, Stone asked Tagren if his squad was ready. The new leader 
confirmed and ordered to fire at will. 

And then, the odds changed, and a new ambush began. 
The remaining Crusaders could take out half of the enemies without a response from the Vong, 

but the scarheads rapidly took cover and defended themselves. 
The Vong were throwing their amphistaffs, razor bugs and thud bugs at the Mandalorians, who 

countered with grenades, missiles and blasts of blaster-fire and projectiles. 
The battle proceeded quite balanced until the Yuuzhan Vong realized that they had no chance 

against their attackers in ranged combat. They left their cover and ran over to the Mandalorians, 
amphistaffs and coufees ready to strike. 
"ÕÔ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÔÏ 

gain an advantage, so he carefully aimed his slugthrower on the approaching hostiles and pulled 
the trigger of the flechette thrower.  

Nothing hÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ (Å ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÂÉÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ(ÁÁÒȭÃÈÁËȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÕÒÓÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÅÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÅ× ÈÉÓ ÓÉÄÅÁÒÍȢ 
Bad luck, Stone thought as he realized that the Yuuzhan Vong had already come too close, even 

for his low-range blaster pistol. 
So he threw his just drawn sidearm away and extended the vibroblades in his gauntlets, preparing 

for the attack of three Yuuzhan Vong that were enclosing on him. 
But there never came an attack. 
The warriors had already made their organic blades to staffs, as a sudden explosion blew all three 

of them high in the air. A hundred meters behind the position where they just had stood a moment 
ago, Stone could make out about thirty Mandalorians, one of them, a strongly built Togorian 
without the T-shaped helmet, was aiming a grenade thrower over to Stone, with a smile on his cat-
like face. 

Relieved, Stone retracted his vibroblades and walked over to the Togorian. 
Ȱ!Ó ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȟȱ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ 
Ȱ-ÁÒȭÅ. It was just abÏÕÔ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ 4ÁÇÒÅÎȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×ÉÔÈ !ÔÒÏÓÓȟ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÓ 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÓÓȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÔÔÁÃË ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÁÓ ÏÕÒÓȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7Å ÈÉÔ ÏÎ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÎÏ ÒÅÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÏÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÅÎȢ 7Å ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅ ÁÓ fast as possible and 
ÔÈÅÎ ÃÁÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ !)!4ȾÉÓȟȱ +ÈÁÒÒÉÔÏËÈȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÏ-leader of the Lancer-platoon reported. 
3ÔÏÎÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ .ÏÇÈÒÉ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÈÁÄ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÕÐ 
without being detected. 

Stone looked more closely at Kharritokh and saw most of his body covered with dark red blood.  
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Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕ-ȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ .ÏÇÈÒÉ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ 
wounds at allɂÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ ×ÁÓ ÆÒÏÍ ËÉÌÌÅÄ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÎÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÅØÃÕÓÅÄ himself 
respectively. 
4ÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÒÅÙ ÆÅÌÌÁȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÓËÉÌÌȟ ÍÁÎȦ 
Ȱ7Å ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ Á ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȟȱ 4ÁÇÒÅÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÂÁÓÅ ÉÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ 
×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÏÎÅ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÕÐȢ 7Å ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÌÄ ÏÆ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÏÎÇÈÏÌÄȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÇÒÅÅÄȟȱ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ Honor Guardsȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅ-ȟȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÃÌÉÃË ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÌÉÎËȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 3ÕÒÅÓÈÏÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÏÍÍÓȢ Ȱ7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÂÌÅ× ÕÐ ÔÈÅ 

hangar and will now move on to the coralskipper-ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȟ (ÁÌÂÅÒÄÉÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅÔ ÔÈÅ Crusaders and will now move on to the next base and try to make up our 
ÓÔÒÏÎÇÈÏÌÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ 
Ȱ#ÏÎÆÉÒÍÅÄȟȱ "ÁÒÅÃ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ.ÅØÔ ÓÔÁÔÕÓ-report in three hours. !ÎÄ ÇÏÏÄ ÌÕÃËȟ (ÁÌÂÅÒÄÉÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÏȟ 3ÕÒÅÓÈÏÔȢ /ÖÅÒȢȱ 
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Chapter V 

 

 
Uunas Shai was totally surprised by a sudden explosion coming from the hangar.  
(Å ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÓËÅÄȡ Ȱ3ÔÁÔÕÓ ÒÅÐort. What happened out 
ÔÈÅÒÅȩ 3ÅÎÄ Á ÕÎÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÇÁÒ ÔÏ ÉÎÖÅÓÔÉÇÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÏÎÅȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÈÁÎÇÁÒ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÒÏÏÐÓ 
ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÓÅÎÔ ÔÏȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÓÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÌÁÒÇÅÒ ÓÈÉÐÓȩȱ 5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÂÏÉÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÒÁÇÅȢ 
Ȱ9ȣ 9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÎØÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ 
Ȱ3Ï ×Å ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÁÒÇÅÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÏÕÒ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÒÉË-ÅÔÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÏÎ 
ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏ ÉÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÓÅÔ Á ÔÒÁÐ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÕÎÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×Å ÓÅÔ Á ÔÒÁÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÅÌÓÅ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏȩ 7Å ÇÅÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÕÒ ÃÏÒÁÌÓËÉÐÐÅÒÓ ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅȟȱ 5ÕÎÁÓ 
3ÈÁÉ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÔÒÁÐÐÅÄȟ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÎÔ Á ÓÑÕÁÄÒÏÎ of 
ÃÏÒÁÌÓËÉÐÐÅÒÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÃÉÍÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÍȢ .Ï× ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȢ 4ÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÍÏÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȦȱ 
They will pay for what they did, Uunas Shai thought. But they are worthy sacrifices, so we should 

take try to take as many of them alive. I better lead this operation myself. 
 
Ȱ(ÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȢ Ȱ) ÂÅÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÓÍÅÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÔ Á 

trap at the growing plants. We must be there before they are, blow it up and then set an ambush 
ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

They confirmed with comm clicks. Ronan checked the remaining distance to their target with his 
rangefinder. 4ÈÒÅÅ ËÌÉÃËÓȢ )ȭÄ ÐÒÅÆÅÒ Á ÆÁÓÔ ÁÉÒÓÐÅÅÄÅÒ ÔÏ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȣ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟȱ 'ÒÉÍÅÓȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 

explosives to blow all of the coralskippers up. We need the 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ×. They have enough gear 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÌÏ× ÕÐ ÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔȢȱ 
ȰFierfek! 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å ÎÅÅÄÅÄȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÕÐÓÅÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ Claw ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÕÓ ÈÅÒÅ 

without risking heavy anti-air fire. We have to take out the anti-air canon-alikes on their whole way 
ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ )Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÒÄÎÁÎÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȟ 'ÒÉÍÅÓȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÌÏ× ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÁÌÓËÉÐÐÅÒÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓ ÅØÐÅÒÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)Æ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÅÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÕÃË ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÍÍÏ ÁÎÄ ÁÒÍÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÉÓË ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÈÉÇÈȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢ 3Ï ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ Lancers and Crusaders to leave their stronghold and make their way here. 
4ÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔÓ ÏÕÔȟ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÆÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ 
ÕÐ Á ÔÒÁÐȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÆÁÓÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÓÅÔ ÁÎ ÁÍÂÕÓÈ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
ÁÍÍÏ ÔÏ ÄÅÆÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȟ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ×Åȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȢ #ÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ Lancers and Crusadersȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍ-ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ 
ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

 
Uunas Shai and his company of Yuuzhan Vong warriors had to walk to the growing plants on foot 

because no yorik-trema transport carrier had survived the detonation. They now had approached 
the first plant and cautiously awaited new orders. 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÏÎȟ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟȱ 5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÐ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢȱ 
The warriors went on and hid in the environment, when a sudden bolt breached the air and hit 

the leading warrior right in his head. They searched cover at once and threw thud bugs in the 
direction where the blast had come from. 

Uunas Shai could see more blasts of fire, which hit nearly all of the thud bugs before they were 
near enough to be a real threat. The commander of the Yuuzhan Vong was surprised by the sheer 
precision of the shots of their enemies. 
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Those infidels are really worthy, he thought, not without a bit of fear of losing this battle. But they 
are ouÔÎÕÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÁÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ 9ÕÎ-
Yammka.  
Ȱ4ÁËÅ ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÁÌÉÖÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÏÒÍ 
ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÁÇÉÌÅ ÓÎÁËÅȢ Ȱ#ÏÖÅÒ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÈÅs were the shots came from.  

A blaster bolt hit his Vonduun-ÃÒÁÂ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
really dangerous. Uunas Shai enjoyed the pain that burned like fire in his shoulder and used it to 
feed his wrath even more.  

The first enemy he could see was in silver and golden armor, wielding a big rifle with a bayonet 
under its muzzle.  

I hope this is their leader, he thought. !Ì×ÁÙÓ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ 
Uunas Shai made his living weapon transform into a staff and ÔÈÒÅ× ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ 

shoulder. 
 

Ȱ)ÎÃÏÍÉÎÇȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÁ× Á ÈÅÁÖÉÌÙ ÓÃÁÒÒÅÄ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÒÁÐÉÄÌÙ 
ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÁÉÍÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
distance was too short for getting a precise shot.  

So he activated the vibro-ÅÍÉÔÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÆÌÅȭÓ ÂÁÙÏÎÅÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÔÔÁÃËȢ  
The Vong, who was obviously the highest ranked on battlefield, counting by his high amount of 

scars and tattoos, suddenly threw his amphistÁÆÆ ÁÓ Á ÓÐÅÁÒ ÁÔ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
Mandalorian ducked and rammed his rifle into the living weapon. 
0ÉÅÒÃÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙÏÎÅÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆ ÆÌÁÇÇÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÅÄ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÓ 

carbine out again and threw it away, preparing for the YuuÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÁÔÔÁÃËȢ 
The scarhead, obviously surprised that his main weapon was useless now, drew his dagger-like 

weapon, a coufee, ÁÎÄ ÌÕÎÇÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÌÁÓÈ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ 
Ronan extended the vibroblades in his right gauntlet and parried the stroke. Then he rammed his 
ÌÅÆÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄȭÓ ÁÒÍÐÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á ×ÒÉÓÔ ÄÁÒÔȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎ 
bullets. 

The Yuuzhan Vong leader collapsed and kissed the dust. 
Ronan retracted his vibroblades and pulled his EE-23 out of the dead amphistaff. 
Ȱ3ÔÁÔÕÓȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ .ÏÒÖÁÔÈȟ ÈÉÓ ÁÄÊÕÔÁÎÔȟ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÒÅÅ ÍÅÎ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÈÅÁÖÉÌÙ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÌÏÓÓÅÓ ÁÒÅ 
ÈÉÇÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ Ô×Ï ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÍÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÑÕÁÒÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÌÉÖÅȟȱ !ÒÁ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÁÉÔȢ 
TheÙ ÁÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇȟ ÓÉÒȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÈÁÒÄȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ Vongese ×ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÏÎÅ ÓÏȢ 7Å ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 
ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÃÏÒÁÌÓËÉÐÐÅÒÓ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÂÌÏ×Î ÕÐȟ 'ÒÉÍÅÓȩȱ  
Ȱ4×Ï ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓ ÅØÐÅÒÔ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÅÎȢ 
7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÁÒÍÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÇÅÔ ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÁÒÍÅÄȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ "ÌÏ× ÕÐ ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ 

ordered. Grimes confirmed with a double comm-click and half of the Honor Guards went off to the 
growing plants. 
Ȱ(ÁÌÂÅÒÄÉÅÒȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȢ 7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ Lancers. 
Ȱ"ÁÄ ÎÅ×Óȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȟȱ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÒÄ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ-ȱ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒ ÂÏlts on the other side of the 
ÃÏÍÍÌÉÎË ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ Ȱ- ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ 3ÏÒÒÙȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÐÙ ÔÈÁÔȟ !ÔÒÏÓÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÌÕÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÏȟ ÓÉÒȢ (ÁÌÂÅÒÄÉÅÒ ÏÕÔȢȱ 
Fierfek! 7ÈÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȩȦ Ronan thought desperately. But there is one way we 

can handle this situation. 
He ordered his comm-officer to him and then arranged a long-range commlink to the 3ÐÁÒȭÓ 

Legacy in orbit. 
Ȱ-ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȢ 7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÏÐÙ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢȱ 
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Chapter VI 

 

 
 Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÒÏÏÐÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 

Sonnog, the highest ranked Yuuzhan Vong warrior in the base. 
Ȱ3ÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÉÎȟȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÓÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÕÎÕÓÕÁÌ ÏÒÄÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ 
ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ Ï×Îȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ 

Shortly after his order was executed, a badly injured low-ranked Yuuzhan Vong warrior entered 
the building. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ 5ÕÎÁÓ 3ÈÁÉȩȱ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÆÆ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÍÅÎÔȢ 
Ȱ(Å ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÓÉÒȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÒ ÎÅ× ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÁÌÔÅÒÎȟ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 6ÁÌ #ÈÏËÁȟ 
ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ/ÕÒ ÁÍÂÕÓÈ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÁÒÒÉÖÅd. They 
trapped us, there. They were totally outnumbered, but only forty of our two hundred warriors 
ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄȢ 7Å ÅÓÔÉÍÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÔÒÏÏÐ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÅÎȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÅÎȩȦ !ÎÄ ×Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÁÔ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÅÖÅÎ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÁÓ ÂÉÇ ÆÏÒÃÅȩȦ #ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÄÅÎtify 
ÔÈÅÍȩ !ÒÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ .Å× 2ÅÐÕÂÌÉÃȩ 7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÓÉÒȢ 7Å ÏÎÌÙ ÓÁ× ÓÃÈÅÍÅÓ ÏÆ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓ ÓÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÆÉÌÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÏÒ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ 
ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÌÉËÅ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 4Ï ÂÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ )ȭÄ ÓÅÔ ÔÈem on the same 
step with those Jeedaiɂor even on a higher step, sir. The only chance to beat them is sending in all 
ÏÕÒ ÆÏÒÃÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȩȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÁÓËÅÄ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÅÄÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȩ 7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 

warriors on this planet. No maÔÔÅÒ ÈÏ× ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÅÎÔÈ 
ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÔÒÏÏÐÓȦȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÓÕÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÓÉÒȢ 7Å ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅÓ ÏÎ 

this planet. We have heard of an attack on the nearest base, sir. I bet those are the same warriors 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÎÏÔ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÍÙ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȦ 3ÅÎÄ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȢ !ÎÄ 
ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÏ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ 

Val Choka only nodded and attended his duties. 
Yun-9ÁÍÍËÁȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ )Æ ÏÕÒ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ- 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÅÔÅÏÒÉÔÅ ÉÎÃÏÍÉÎÇȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ 
9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇȭÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ÊÕÓÔ ÂÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÍÏÓÐÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ 
plÁÎÔÓȢȱ 
Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÆÉÒÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ Á ÍÅÔÅÏÒÉÔÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÓÉÒȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÔÏÏ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÖÉÓÕÁÌ ÏÎ ÉÔȢɂ Wait! It seems like the meteorite is 
ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÐÁÒÔÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ ÐÁÒÔÓȟȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÓÁÉÄ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÌÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ meteorite is a 
ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 
Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÒȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓÔÏÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÌÏÓÅ 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÖÉÓÕÁÌ ÏÎ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÄȣȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÎÏ×ȟ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÖÉÌÌÉÐÓȢ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÈÉÐ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ ÍÉÓÓÉÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÆÉÒÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȢ )Ô ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÉÎÓÅÃÔȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȦȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ !ÌÌ ÆÉÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ (ÕÒÒÙȦȱ 

 
Boba Fett ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÓÍÁ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÌÌ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ 
ÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÐ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÈÏÔÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÁÂÓÏÒÂÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÈÕÌÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÐÕÒÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÉÒÏÎɂand 
that only when they bypassed the high-energy particle shields of his fighter, what was unlikely. 

The two twin low-energy-turbolaser cannons of the small attack-ship were devastating all ground 
and buildings beneath it, the powerful anti-air SCSK-S4 rockets bringing down the coralskippers 
sent to intercept him. 
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The Gauntlet, as Fett called his newest ship, was a heavily modified MandalMotors StarViper 
assault fighter, equipped with weaponry that could outrun a Star Destroyer with ease. The two twin 
low-energy turbolaser cannons and the hull reinforced with Mandalorian iron had cost Boba Fett 
most of his money, but it was more than worth it. The low-energy turbolaser cannons were more 
powerful than any heavy laser cannon and the damage caused was even more truculent. The 
Gauntlet ÒÅÓÅÍÂÌÅÄ Á ȰÍÏÄÅÒÎȱ "ÁÓÉÌÉÓË 7ÁÒ $ÒÏÉÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ any other spacecraftɂnot without a 
droid mind like the old traditional Mandalorian invasion machines. 

Somehow, Fett was nearly as much linked to the Gauntlet as to his old ship, which had already 
been owned by his father, the Slave I. The StarViper-fighter actually had an artificial intelligence 
that allowed it to operate completely on its own. Not that Boba would need that, but he always 
went on the safe way. But the bond to his ship had something special, he had to admitɂnot as 
special as to his first ship, but still more than any of his other ships, yet. 

The coralskipper growing plants had now come close enough that Boba could deploy the 
concussion charges and finish the job of the Honor Guards. The explosions quickly razed the plants 
to the ground. 
Ȱ"ÁÒÅÃȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÉÎȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÃÌÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÕÐȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÍÍÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ÇÏÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȡ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÏÎÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 3ÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÔÓȢ !ÎÄ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÅÎ ÌÅÆÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ Lancers and Crusaders? ShoulÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏȢ 7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟ ×Å ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅȟ ÉÎ 
ÏÒÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÆÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÔÒÏÏÐÓȟ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇÓ ÉÎ Ôhe hostile base. 

The anti-air projectiles from ground were still trying to penetrate the particle shields of the 
Gauntlet, but Boba Fett knew that when it went on like that, they ultimately would breach his 
defenses and bring the heavy fighter down. 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅȟ "ÁÒÅÃȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÆÉÒÓÔȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇȟ ÓÉÒȢ "ÁÒÅÃ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÙÅÔȩȱ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅÎȭÔ ) ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÙÏÕ 

to bring it down before it reaches the plants?! Now, all our coralskippers are dead and the plants 
ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÉÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÕÒ ÂÏÌÔÓȟȱ Á ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÆÆÏÒÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÕÓÅ grutchinsȦȱ 3ÏÎÎÏÇ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÍÉ-transparent 

membrane-wall of the building. 
The abomination fighter looked more like a fire-breathing insect, which was spitting green flames 

all round it, destroying everything that came in sight. It reminded Yaggath Sonnog of the bsellikk 
bug in his home-galaxy, whose feelers squirtÅÄ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÔÏØÉÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÔÈÕÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
enemy unable to fight and see the bug anymore, making it an easy task for the insect to finish its 
enemy off. 

Suddenly, Yaggath Sonnog remembered a legend he had heard a long time ago, on the long 
voyage to the new galaxy. It had been about the first encounters of the Yuuzhan Vong in this 
galaxy. A yorik-strohna scout shipɂcamouflaged as a small asteroidɂhad been investigating the 
space near a planet with an asteroid belt, when suddenly an insect-like infidel ship had appeared, 
firing on the scout ship and several other asteroids. The scout ship had thrown off its asteroid hull 
and fled, followed by the insect-like ship. The Yuuzhan Vong craft had defended itself and 
obviously surprised the attacking abomination, and then jumped into darkspace. The attacker had 
chased it up top the edge of the galaxy and then left it for good. This had, according to the legend, 
made the Yuuzhan Vong wait for a better time to show up in the galaxy.  

The reason why Yaggath Sonnog thought of that was because the described insect-like attacking 
infidel ship had similarities with the infidel abomination now attacking the base on Dubrillion. 

Can it be possible that there is some relation between those two ships? he thought doubtfully. 
Maybe we have waited too long and those enemies are back now, to let us pay for what we did to their 
galaxy? 
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He stopped thinking about that. It was heresy. The gods had found this new galaxy and the 
×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÔÏ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÇÏÄÓȭ ÄÅcisions. If the gods wanted sacrifices, the 
Yuuzhan Vong would give them. 

Yaggath Sonnog made the membrane totally transparent to see what the infidel fighter was 
ÄÏÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢ 

At least not before the abomination suddenly appeared directly in front of the window, its 
ȬÆÅÅÌÅÒÓȭ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÐÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÆÉÒÅ ȣ 
2ÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȣ ×ÁÓ 9ÁÇÇÁÔÈ 3ÏÎÎÏÇȭÓ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 

flames. 
 
Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȢ 
The Yuuzhan Vong had already approached to fire-range and were throwing their usual first 

waves of thud and razor bugs. The Mandalorians countered with blaster bolts, grenades, thermal 
detonators, armor piercing ACPs (Accelerated Charged Particles) and pain bullets. 

Until now, the Mandalorians had the advantage of better and more precise ranged weapons, as 
well as better ground and cover, but when the Yuuzhan Vong had come close enough for melee 
combat, former advantage would turn into a disadvantage, and the sheer number of scarheads 
would eventually mean victory for them. 
Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÁÎÔÉ-air building, or 

whatever the Vongese ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
His words were followed by a big explosion, which Ronan could hear before he could see it, 

because Fett had kept the comm-channel open.  
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÍÅ ÆÏÒȟ "ÁÒÅÃȩȱ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á ÒÏÕÎÄ 

of pain bullets at the neÁÒÅÓÔ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔ ÍÅȡ ÎÉÎÅ-hundred and ninety-three 
ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÔÁÙ Á×ÁÙȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÂÕÉÌÔ-in filters will protect you from 
ÔÈÅ ÔÏØÉÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÎÓÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÉÇÈÔȢȱ  

Ronan pointed his men to retreat, finished off some more Yuuzhan Vong and then waited for 
Boba Fett to release his special missiles. Using the same toxin as the pain bullets, the missiles 
released a gas that hit the Yuuzhan Vong nervous system hard and fast. Strikingly called 
nervekillers, those toxins were the direct opposite of painkillers. 

Boba Fett released the missile on the nearest group of Yuuzhan Vong and it exploded in the air, 
releasing the deadly toxins. Three more missiles at other places finished it. 

Ronan ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÎË &ÅÔÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȡ Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÊÏÂȟ 
-ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÎÉÎÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÎÅÃËȢ !ÎÄ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ 
ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÌÅÓȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
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Chapter VII 

 

 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ still felt the incredible pain, but he was conscious again. Bit by bit, the pain 

decreased, and the Yuuzhan Vong could see and feel again.  
He got up and looked around. The small isle he was on was the only land in a range of about five 

kilometers. Elsewhere, there was only water. A lot of water. 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÅØÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ yorik-trema with his 

troops and they had moved on to the crash-site, when they had fallen into an ambush and he had 
been shot down by a new kiÎÄ ÏÆ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÅÎ 
able to make out who his attackers were, but there was one thing he knew for sure: they were 
neither soldiers of the infidel New Republic Defense Force nor of the Imperial Remnants or else 
factions. They were a new enemyɂÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÄÉÓÍÉÓÓÅÄȢ 

Those infidelsɂwhoever they areɂprobably came here to occupy the planet, .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ. 
!ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒmaster about this 
ÎÅ× ÔÈÒÅÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÈÏ×ȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÅÓÃÁÐÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÉÓÌÅȣ 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÅØÉÓÔÉÎÇ ÐÁÉÎɂnot as strong as before, but still 

above all levels, even for a Yuuzhan VongɂÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÔȢ 
It was impossible for him to swim to the next islandɂthe one where the new enemies had 

landed. The isle he was on had nothing to offer what could make him able to build a raft. There was 
only grass on it, nothing more.  

So he had to wait until a patrol ship came, and, with a bit of luck, notice him.  
And he knew that it could already be too late then. 

 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÊÏÂȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÎÉÎÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÉÎ ÏÕÒ ÎÅÃËȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄȟ ÐÕÒÒÉÎÇ ÖÏÉÃÅ 
ÏÆ !ÔÒÏÓÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÍÌÉÎËȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ of those missiles, 
ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ  
Ȱ7Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÑÕÁÄÒÏÎ ÏÆ Pursuers, two KDY drop ships, the Slave I and the Nemesis at our 
ÐÒÏÐÏÓÁÌȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÁÌÍÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÉÒÅÐÏ×ÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÕÔ twiceȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÁÇÒÅÅȟȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÕÓÕÁÌ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÌ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÔÏ 
ÏÎÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÓÔÒÏËÅȢȱ 
Ȱ-ÉÇÈÔ ) ÁÄÄȟȱ Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÕÎÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅɂRonan thought it was Ayden Stone, one of the surviving 

CrusadersɂÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÉÒÃÒÁÆÔÓ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÉÎÇȩ ) ÈÉÇÈÌÙ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÕÓÅ 
ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÓÁÙ ×Å ÓÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ Pursuers to cause a distraction attack on the hostile ships and use the heavy 
ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐÓ ÔÏ ÂÏÍÂ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄ ÔÒÏÏÐÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÅÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ×Å ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÉÎÇÌÙȢ ȰSend the 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× back to the Legacy and 

pack it with as many missiles and bombs as possible. Thor, you will take the Claw and then lead the 
Pursuers ÔÏ ÁÔÔÁÃËȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍȢ 
Ȱ!ÆÆÉÒÍÁÔÉÖÅȟȱ +ÁÔÉÎ Ȭ4ÈÏÒȭ 4ÙÁÒË ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ Ãalled the 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× for pick-up. It was on the 

island where the Mandalorians had landed again and had to pick up Thor before takeoff. 
Ȱ%4! ÉÓ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȢ Ȱ5ÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÔ ÄÏ×Î 

here. We better join at ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÖÅÒȟ Lancersȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÅÕÖÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ Gauntlet to ,ÁÎÃÅÒÓȭ and #ÒÕÓÁÄÅÒÓȭ 

position. 
Ronan watched the StarViper attack ship head to the hostile front, deploying the second 

nervekiller-missile and burning turbolaser-fire into the enemy lines. 
His Honor Guards had nothing to do right now but waiting for the ,ÁÎÃÅÒÓȭ and #ÒÕÓÁÄÅÒÓȭ 

arrival, and so Ronan enjoyed every little bit of this short time of rest. 
The first time since his arrival on Dubrillion, Ronan actually had time to think about the 
ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÓÏ ÆÁÒȢ )Ô ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÌ ÇÏÎÅ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÁÉÎ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅÎ 
out the main base and the growing plants. 
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Ronan was surprised that yet so many Mandalorians had made it so far. Boba Fett has done a 
great job in rejoining them, he thought. No other army or military unit in the galaxy would have 
come so far with so few troops.  

 
On the other side of the battlefield, there was no time to rest. 
There was a fierce battle going on, and the Mandalorians could just quite defend themselves and 

retreat, while the Yuuzhan Vong were marching forward, ignoring the turbolaser blasts from the 
Gauntlet. 4ÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÌÏÓÓÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÒÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÂÙ ÁÌÌ ÍÅans. 
4ÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÈÁÄ ÔÒÁÎÓÆÏÒÍÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÒ ÌÅÓÓ ÈÏÎÏÒÁÂÌÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÔÏ ÒÁÇÉÎÇ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ 
stopped by anything. 
!ÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÅÌÐ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÇÈÔȢ (ÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÓÌÕÇÔÈÒÏ×ÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ 

had now to use his hidden weapons. 
Such as my nifty wrist-mounted flamethrower. 
!ÙÄÅÎ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÁÐÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÏÒ ÐÒÅÃÉÓÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÅÆÆÅÃÔÉÖÅȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ 

against Yuuzhan Vong.  
The waves of flames hold the Yuuzhan Vong off, but others followed, stepping over their dead 

comrades, throwing plasma eels, thud and razor bugs all around them. It was hard for most of the 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÈÉÔÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÎÙ ÇÏÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÅÁÄÌÙ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÆÁÉÒ ÆÉÇÈÔ 
after all. 
"ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÑÕÁÒÔÅÒÓȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ &ÅÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÉÓË ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ 
his own men. 

Ayden Stone unleashed one more burst of bright flames before he deactivated the fierce and 
deadly weapon. The fuel tank was nearly empty, and Ayden needed the remaining fuel for his 
jetpack. He was one of the few Mandaloriansɂa Mandalorian supercommando, actuallyɂwho 
actually had a jetpack. All the higher ranked supercommandos had one, and also all of the Lancers, 
×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÉÎ ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÙÅÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÅȡ 
they had to spare them for a better purpose. 

Ayden Stone knew that now the time for a better purpose had come. 
Ȱ'ÅÔ ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȦȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ (ÉÓ ÌÏ× ÒÁÎË ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒɂthe others followed his 
ÏÒÄÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÌÅÁÓÕÒÅȠ ÒÁÎËÓ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÔÏ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓɂthey still fought well 
without anybody having leading rolls, apart from Mandalore and other high-ranked 
supercommandos. 

Only three quarters of the Mandalorians had a jetpack, but most of them airlifted others and so 
could withdraw from the frontline easily. 

While he was waiting until most of the Mandalorians had retreated, Stone fired wrist darts at the 
still approaching Yuuzhan Vong, hitting them hard in their faces.  

Another nice gadget, he thought, smiling about the deadly weapon, which was only really deadly 
×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÈÉÔ Á 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ )Ô ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÂÌÅ× ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÅÒ-ÇÁÌÁÃÔÉÃÁÎȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÏÆÆȢ 

He checked the situation and noticed that he could accompany his comrades now. 
He tossed one last thermal detonator at his enemies, then turned around and activated the 

jetpack while running as fast as his feet allowed him to. The sudden boost lifted him from the 
ground and he enjoyed the short moment of flying longer than it actually took. 

It was about a kilometer from his current position to the growing plants, and he feared that there 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÕÅÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ 

Just as he had estimated, two hundred meters before he reached the plants, the low-fuel-alarm 
rang off and Ayden slowly maneuvered down to ground. 

He hit the ground harder than he had wanted to, rolled over and began to sprint the last meters 
to the plants. 

The Honor Guards had already set up a stable defense line and trenches to keep the position. 
They even had mounted several E-web heavy laser cannons, mortars and rotary guns. Stone jumped 
into one of the trenches were the other leaders were. 
Ȱ!ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÄÕÔÙȟ ÓÉÒÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÌÅÓÓÌÙȢ (Å ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ why this little action 
ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÓÏ ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÁÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏ ÁÎÄ 
ÆÕÅÌȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
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Ȱ5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÍÍÏ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÉÎÇȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËen off his 
matte silver helmet, said. He was pouring some water on his military short shoved hair, taking a 
ÌÁÓÔ ÒÅÆÒÅÓÈÍÅÎÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÂÅÇÁÎȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ #ÌÁ×ȭÓ return, what should be in 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÎ ÈÏÕÒȢȱ 
Ȱ+ȭÁÔÉÎÉȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ ÃÕrsed in -ÁÎÄÏȭÁȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÔÈÅ shab can we be able to hold off the crab-boys for so 
ÌÏÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ"Ù ÂÅÉÎÇ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË Á ÍÏÕÔÈÆÕÌ ÏÆ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ 
ÂÏÔÔÌÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÕÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÄÏÕÂÔÆÕÌÌÙȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅȟ he thought. But I still 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÁÄ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȣ 

 
! ÓÉÌÈÏÕÅÔÔÅ ÏÆ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÈÉÐ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÉÚÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢ 4ÈÅ 

silhouette became clearer and eventually he could make out the vessel as a small Yuuzhan Vong 
patrol ship.  
3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ Á ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÈÉÐ ÄÏ ÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ 

on the other side of the planet a fierce battle was fought? 
"ÕÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9Õtt had no choice, after all. No matter who the passengers where, it was his only 

chance to get off that small isle he had been put on. 
)Æ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÎ ÈÏÎÏÒ ÆÏÒ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ 

hands. After all, they had showed themselves worthyɂmore than worthy. 
4ÈÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÈÉÐ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȟ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÎÏÉÓÅ ÁÓ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ 

used to. The infidel abomination ships were all too loudɂÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÍÏÓÔ 
about the abominations the infidels used instead of living beings that the glorious gods had given 
the Yuuzhan Vong. 

The ship was very close now and a membrane opened, revealing a Yuuzhan Vong warrior behind 
it. 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒȟ ÓÉÒȩȱ ÈÅ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÁÍȟȱ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ.Ï× ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÌÅȟ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȦȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÓÉÒȟ ÙÅÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ 
4ÈÅ ÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÍÅ ÄÏ×Î ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÁÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÌÉÍÂ ÕÐȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÈÅÌÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
warrior inside. 
(Å ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÐÉÌÏÔȡ Ȱ'ÅÔ ÍÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÁÓ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ 
) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÔÈÒÅÁÔȢȱ 
)ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟ ÓÉÒȢ 7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÂÁttle. You 

are our highest ranked warrior, and without lead I doubt we have a chance against those infidels. 
"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÈÉÐ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÓÐÁÃÅȟ ÓÉÒɂÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÅÓ ÉÎ ÓÐÁÃÅȟ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȟȱ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÒÁÇÉÎÇȢ Ȱ.ow, get me to the main base. 
!ÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÓÔÁÔÕÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÅÎ ÒÏÕÔÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÉÒȦȱ 
The pilot turned the ship in direction to the base and accelerated. It would take half an hour to 
ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȢ  
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ too good after all. .ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔȟ he thought. They seem to 
ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÈÏÎÏÒÁÂÌÅ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓȣ 

 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÙÐÅÒÓÐÁÃÅȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÁÎ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ Legacy 

reported to Boba Fett, who was still flying the Gauntlet over the Yuuzhan Vong troops, its 
turbolaser cannons unceasingly blasting the hostiles without any mercy. 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ Skipray ÂÌÁÓÔÂÏÁÔÓȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÕÎÁÓËÅÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ 
ÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÅÓÔÁÂÌÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ &ÅÔÔ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÉÌÅ ÈÅÁÐ ÏÆ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ 0ÅÁÃÅ 
"ÒÉÇÁÄÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
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Chapter VIII 

 

 
"Ronan, this is Thor," Katin's voice came out of Ronan's helmet commlink. "The Pursuers are 

armed and ready to escort the Claw back to the planet. ETA thirteen minutes."  
"Copy that, Katin," Ronan answered. "And good luck. Ronan out."  
It's just about time that our reinforcements arrive, he thought, looking over the battlefield, the 

still approaching Yuuzhan Vong and his warriors doing their best to hold them back.  
Ronan walked out of the command tent and went to the nearest trench, aiming his left arm at the 

approaching hostiles, waiting for them to get close enough to unleash the devastating fire burst of 
his wrist-mounted flamethrower. Ronan's carbine was already out of ammo, and he had to use his 
armor enhancements and hidden weapons now, like the flamethrower and rocket darts that were 
most effective against Yuuzhan Vong heads, blowing them actually off a Vong's shoulders.  

The battle was getting more and more desperate for the Mandalorians, who were totally 
outnumbered, and now outgunned, as well. The Yuuzhan Vong didn't care very much about 
casualties, and were stepping over their fallen comrades like an endless stream of scarred warriors.  

Ronan avoided some razor bugs that had been thrown at him and then activated the 
flamethrower. The hostiles rapidly fell prey to the unstoppable wall of fire, not being able to do 
anything against it.  

From all sides, Mandalorians were firing rocket darts and blaster burstsɂas far as they still had 
ammo, what most hadn't anymore -, launching concussion missiles and flamethrowers and hurling 
thermal grenades at the attackers, some even fighting with vibroswords and other melee weapons 
in close combat with the Yuuzhan Vong, taking scalps from beaten enemies. But overall, all their 
efforts were uselessɂsooner or later, the Mandalorians would be completely out of ammo and had 
to fight the Vong with melee weapons and their bare hands. Even then, and Ronan was sure about 
that, they would still be able to hold of the Yuuzhan Vong for a while, but ultimately, the sheer 
number of enemies would beat the Mandalorians.  

So, Ronan thought, while firing his last rocket darts at some close attackers, all of the shots 
hitting the mark, something has to change now...  

But he didn't know what to do, and the only thing was to wait for a better time. Now, he had to 
fight, and maybe die honorable, taking as many of the Vong with him as possible.  

Ronan fired the last rocket dart at a badly scarred Yuuzhan Vong that was just striking out with 
his amphistaff, attempting to use it as a spear and throwing it into Ronan's throat. But Ronan was 
too fast for the Yuuzhan Vong warrior, and the rocket dart hit the scarred warrior's head, forcing it 
to explode and leaving the Yuuzhan Vong headless. The sweep was still strong enough for the living 
spear to glide out of the dead warrior's hands and drill itself into the ground, followed by the 
headless corpse that hit the ground only seconds later.  

Ronan turned away and checked his weapons. The Heads-Up-Display (HUD) of his helmet 
showed him that only one thermal grenade was remaining and the fuel tank was very close to 
empty. His sidearms, his carbine and all other weapons were totally out of ammo, and he didn't 
want to waste the last bit of fuel for the flamethrower. He still had his jetpack and the concussion 
missile mounted on it and wanted to save that, as well as the grenade, for later.  

So, he had to admit that the martial arts lesson from his father would've helped him in the 
following combat, more than he wanted to image. His father had been an excellent fighter, and 
Ronan wasn't bad at melee and close combat at all, but he could've been a lot better. His father had 
always told him that his lessons would one day save Ronan's life, rather than any of his skills in 
ranged combat, or more precisely, his talent with sniper rifles. Ronan had only gone through the 
basic course in Kharritokh's martial arts trainings, and he really hoped that this would be enough 
to stand the Yuuzhan Vong in the following battle.  

Kark, snap out of it! Ronan told himself. Stop worrying about this nonsense and start fighting, 
soldier!  

So he jumped out of the trench and ran over to the next Yuuzhan Vong, his carbine readied and 
the bayonet's vibro-emitter activated. The hostile never saw it coming, and Ronan landed a clean 
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strike into the invader's belly. Pulling his rifle out of the corpse, he watched the dying body falling 
ÏÖÅÒȟ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÄÕÌÌ ÎÏÉÓÅȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÄÙÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇ 
Yuuzhan Vong any longer and went on. 

The next Yuuzhan Vong had already seen him and was holding his amphistaff ready to parry 
Ronan's strike, but latter never wanted to attack the enemy this way. Instead, he fired the fibercord 
whip from his right gauntlet and made the grappling device wrap around his opponent's lower legs. 
Ronan did all of this while running, and he didn't stop after the Yuuzhan Vong's feet had been 
grappled, but continued running and thus throwing the warrior off his feet. The Vong landed hard 
on his back, and Ronan could clearly hear the Yuuzhan Vong's neck breaking. After rejecting the 
whipcord, he went on to the next hostile.  

This time, Ronan didn't have the element of surprise anymore, and this time, it was not him who 
attacked. The Yuuzhan Vong drew his coufee, a dagger-like weapon the Vong used as a secondary 
weapon to the amphistaff, and threw it at Ronan, who could just avoid a critical hit at his shoulder, 
but still the dagger streaked an unarmored part of his shoulder and caused a rather big flesh 
wound. Slowed down by the unexpected attack, Ronan could hardly parry his opponent's next 
strike with the amphistaff. He kept the Yuuzhan Vong at distance and extended his vibroblades in 
his forearm wrist gauntlets, preparing himself for the next attack. But for some reason, his 
opponent didn't attack and only waited in defense pose. Though knowing that he was in 
disadvantage when attacking now, Ronan deked a kick with his foot, which would throw his 
opponent off-balance, but then rammed his left vibroblade right into the Vong's face, hitting him 
badly. As expected, his opponent let the amphistaff go and quickly lifted both hands up to the deep 
wound in his face. Ronan used the chance and rammed his carbine's bayonet into the enemy's 
armpit.  

He pulled it out of the falling corpse and allowed himself a short rest. He looked at the timer in 
an edge of his HUD he had set for reinforcement's arrival: 00:06:23  

"-ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒ, this is Barec," he said to Fett over comm. "It's still six minutes before reinforcements 
arrive, and I don't think we can hold our position any longer."  

"Don't worry, Barec," Fett said calmly.  
A loud burst from the sky interrupted him, and Ronan looked up. Three small ships were coming 

from the sky, blasting the frontlines with bursts of heavy laser fire.  
"Here go your reinforcements," an unfamiliar voice said. "This is Kir Kanos, and I guess you could 

need some help down there, eh?" 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



HONOR GUARD 

 

 

Page | 27 

 

 

Chapter IX 

 

 
 Ȱ!ÌÌ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔȦ 'ÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÎÃÈÅÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȢ Ȱ+ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓ ÉÓ 
ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÌÏ× ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÌÉÎÅȢ -ÏÖÅ ÉÔȦȱ 

Ronan himself left the battlefield and activated his jetpack. The last bit of the fuel carried him up 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÔÈÒÅÅ Skipray blastboats had landed. Ronan walked over to the 
dozen soldiers Kanos had brought with him and turned to the brawny, tall man in crimson red 
armor, who obviously was Kir Kanos. The soldiers all looked prepared and ready for battle, well 
trained and experienced, just as you had to expect of men that followed Kir Kanos, one of the most 
notorious and respected fighters in the former Empire.  

Kanos in ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÁÓ Á ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȭÓ 2ÏÙÁÌ 'ÕÁÒÄÓȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ 
He had killed the treacherous Carnor Jax, another former Royal Guard who had claimed himself to 
be the new Emperor several years ago. Kanos had made himself many enemies, but he still was 
totally royal to the long-dead Emperor Palpatine, yet attempting to follow his orders. In the past 
years, Kanos had disappeared, nobody really knowing if he was still alive. But when the Yuuzhan 
Vong had become a threat for the Imperial Remnants, Kanos reappeared and fought for the Empire 
again. His hatred towards the Yuuzhan Vong was well known, and Ronan thought that the Vong 
indeed had to fear this fierce and honorable warrior. 

Now, Kanos was here on Dubrillion, a planet near to the Imperial Remnants. He had heard about 
an attack on the Yuuzhan Vong base there and figured it to be a great opportunity to fight the 
6ÏÎÇȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Î ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔÔÁÃËÉÎÇ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÁÔ "ÏÂÁ 
Fett was involved, a man Kanos respected as a great warrior like himself.  
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃ ÔÈÅÎȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÅÌÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ #ÁÙÎÅ 
"ÁÒÅÃȩȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÅÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȟ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÁÙȣ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÍ 

from your days as Á 2ÏÙÁÌ 'ÕÁÒÄȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȩ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÁÄÄÓ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ 

Fett told me about you. Cayne Barec was a great manɂone of the best instructors ever to train us, 
back in the academy on Yinchorr. He was, hÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÎÏÔ ÍÙ ÓÕÐÅÒÖÉÓÏÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȣ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ 
ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÁÄÒÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÐÉÔÙȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ȬÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ 
respect for the highly-ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÒÕÌÙ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÉÒȟ )ȭÌÌ 
be glÁÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÁÌÏÎÇÓÉÄÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÐÁÔÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÏÐÉÃȡ ) 
ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏ ÁÎÄ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÆÉÇÕÒÉÎÇ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÏÆ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÇÏÏÄ ÕÓÅ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÁÃË Én the days I was a young boy, so will 
ÓÅÅȢȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÐÒÏÕÄȢ  
(ÅÈȢ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÙɂ)ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÅÁÔ +ÉÒ 

Kanos would be the one to honor me, rather than the other way round. 
Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȡ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÒ 
ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÌÌ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÂÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÌÉÎÅȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ +ÒÏÍȩȱ +ÁÎÏÓ asked one of his men, who nodded in response. 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÎÏ× ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÎÔ 

the explosives in the trenches and retreat. This should force the scarheads to move on, and just 
when they are close enough, we set off the charges. That gives our bombers a clear target, and we 
ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÇÒÅÅÄȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ-Ù ÍÅÎ ×ÉÌl plant the charges while your soldiers give us cover. Your men 
ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÎÅ× ÁÍÍÏ ÍÅÁÎ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Both leaders gave their orders to their men and attended their duties. Ronan took some energy 
packs for his rifle and then searched for a good sniping-position. He found one and lay down to the 
ground, started shooting distant Yuuzhan Vong and thus covering the other soldiers. 
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Meanwhile, the trap was being set. 
 
4ÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÓÈÉÐ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÁÓÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÈÁÄ 

caused. The growing plants were mere black holes now, the hangar building was destroyed, and 
ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇÓ ÁÌÌ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÕÉÎÓ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ !ÎÄ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄÓ ÏÆ 
Yuuzhan Vong warriors marching towards the enemy position, pointlessly, as far as he could judge 
it from what he saw. The infidels were no more than sixty men, and eight thousand Yuuzhan Vong 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅÍȩ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȭÓ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÒÓ ÇÒÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅȢ 
Ȱ,ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÏÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ship hovered down to the ground, landing 

smoothly. 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÒÁÎËÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÆÉÅÌÄȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÅÒÉÏÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÍÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ 

that we have no chance tÏ ÄÅÆÅÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÐÕÎÉÓÈ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÆÁÕÌÔÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×ÉÔÈÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ×ÉÎÎÉÎÇȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÐÕÎÉÓÈÍÅÎÔ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÄÅÌayed. We need all warriors in battle right now. And if your 
×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÁÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ×ÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÒÏÖÅÎȢ .Ï×ȟ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÌÉÎÅȟȱ ÈÅ 
ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢȱ 

He re-entered the patrol ship with five more warriors and ordered the pilot to fly to the front. 
3ÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÁÎÄÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓ ×ÉÔÈÄÒÁ×ÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÅÒÉÏÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÒÁ×ÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË Énto their 
ÈÏÌÅÓȟ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅØÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ×ÏÒÄÓȢ (ÉÓ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÁÔ 

something was wrong. Most of the infidels had indeed left the trenches and only a few were still 
fighting, also retrÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȢ "ÕÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
men to storm the trenches. 

The warriors followed his orders and sprinted towards to hostile position, unleashing the fiercest 
×ÁÒ ÃÒÉÅÓ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÒÁÔÈ of his warriors was incredible and seemed to be 
unstoppable. 
4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÂÁÃËÅÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÔÏÏȢ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȭÓ 

warriors jumped into the trenches, stabbing their amphistaffs everywhere, not killing any hostiles 
at aÌÌȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÅÆÔȢ 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÓÕÄÄÅÎ ÑÕÁËÅ ÈÅÁÖÉÌÙ ÓÈÏÏË ÔÈÅ 

ground and threw him off feet. Cursing, he landed hard on his back, not realizing that this quake 
had just saved his live. He tried to look up, but all he could see was enormous explosions above the 
trenches. The ground still shook badly, and Yuuzhan Vong bodies and body parts were catapulted 
into the air as if they were mere rag dolls. 
4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌÉzing that he should have listened to his instinct. 
 
Ȱ.Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ big ÂÏÏÍȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓÔÏÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ 
Ȱ)ÎÄÅÅÄȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȟ ÔÈÅ Claw arrives. Seems to be our lucky hour 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË Á ÍÏÕÔÈÆÕÌ of water from his field bottle. He was enjoying the short 

time of rest. 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÙ Skiprays ÁÉÒÂÏÒÎÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȟȱ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ &ÅÔÔȭÓ StarViper, the two 

gunships and your squadron of Pursuers, ÔÈÅ 3ÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 4ÈÏÒȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÌÏÕÄ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÏÆ Á ÇÕÎÓÈÉÐ ÆÌÙÂÙȢ !ÙÄÅÎ 

Stone looked up and could see the 7ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ #ÌÁ× and the Pursuers flying over them, followed by 
the three Skipray ÂÌÁÓÔÂÏÁÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÆÆȢ Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ËÉÃË ÓÏÍÅ ÁÓÓȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÒÏÃÅÅÄ ÁÓ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄȟ 4ÈÏÒȱȟ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Gauntlet 
ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÉÐÓȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄȟ -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȦȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍ to finish their 
ÊÏÂ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÓÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢ 

Before they could respond anything, the show began. 
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The two KDY AIAT/i-drop ships deployed napalm bombs, which burned a huge aisle into the 
enemy lines, and the bombs were followed by two dozen Mandalorian parachute troopers, 
ÅÑÕÉÐÐÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÅØÔÒÁ ÆÕÅÌ ÔÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÊÅÔÐÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÆÌÁÍÅÔÈÒÏ×ÅÒÓȢ 4ÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÄÉÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 
wave of napalm impact were quickly finished of by the devastating walls of fire coming from the 
troopers. 

The Skipray blastboats were shooting concussion missiles into the enemy lines, taking out more 
than a hundred with each explosion. The Gauntlet was still burning green tubrolaser fire into the 
enemies, and the Pursuers were taking out the last ships and coralskippers of the Vong. 

The whole battlefield was filled with green, red, orange and yellow blasts, walls of fire burning 
high into the sky, filling it with thick black smoke. It was a really amazing display of fireworks, and 
if you could skip the fact of thousands of lives of beings dying due to that beauty, you could really 
enjoy it. 

Ayden Stone thought it was inhuman to do so, but he knew that the Yuuzhan Vong would do the 
same, or even worse to innocent citizens of the New Republic without turning a hair. They deserve 
it more than anything. They pay for what they did to our galaxy, and this is only the first step in doing 
so. 
4ÈÅ ȬÓÈÏ×ȭ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÌÏÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔ ×ÁÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÔÒÉËÉÎÇȡ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ 

Yuuzhan Vong had been taken out and only few would have survived that. The remaining 
Mandalorian infantry would finish off the last survivors, and then the mission would be done. 
Dubrillion, a main Yuuzhan Vong base in the galaxy, would be free again. 

But what could one mere victÏÒÙ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÆÉÅÒÃÅ ×ÁÒȩ )Ô ÍÅÁÎÔ ÈÏÐÅȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
often seen those times. This was only the first step to a greater good. 

This was the first step of the Rage of the Shadow Warriors. 
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Chapter X 

 

 
The Mandalorians waited for the ships to come back and land before going back to the 

battlefield. The parachute troopers had already come back, and Boba Fett exited the Gauntlet the 
first time since his arrival on Dubrillion. 

He walked over to Kir Kanos, who was preparing himself for the upcoming battle. 
Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÙ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 
+ÁÎÏÓ ÔÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÇÒÉÐȢ Ȱ-Å ÔÏÏȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÄÅÌÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌË ÏÎ 
ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ "ÁÒÅÃȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÄÅÒ ÏÆ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÊÏÂ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÅÁÒÌÙ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÁÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÅ× 
ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ Á ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢ /ÕÒ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌȟ ÂÕÔ as Kir Kanos pointed out, 
ÉÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÙÅÔȢ ) ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ×Å ÓÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ Honor Guards ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÍÅÎȢ 4ÈÁÔ 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÉÍ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ 

equipping themselves with ammo, arms and other supplies Kanos and the two gunships had 
ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÉÓË ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȢ 4ÁËÅ 
Tracyn Squad and the last Crusaders with you, Ronan. And equip as many of the Guards with 
jetpacËÓ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢȱ 
2ÏÎÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÏÒÄÅÒÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓȟ ÒÅÁÄÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÏÒ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȢ 
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÅÎ ÃÁÎ ËÅÅÐ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÂÏÙÓȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙȩȱ "ÏÂÁ ÁÓËÅÄ +ÁÎÏÓȢ 
Ȱ!Ó ÆÁÒ ÁÓ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÍÅÎȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ 
ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÎȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÆÉÅÌÄȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÐȟ 

putting on his jetpack and taking additional ammo and grenades.  
He preferred to be prepared for everything. 
 
Ayden Stone checked his fuel display one last time and saw the tank filled up to all limits. This 
ÔÉÍÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÅÌ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÊÅÔÐÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÍÅÔÈÒÏ×ÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ 
because of that he demounted the flamethrower-attachment from his wrist gauntlet and replaced it 
through an additional vibroblade-attachment. 

Together with the Crusaders and Tracyn Squad, one of the two parachute trooper squads that 
had been deployed by the gunships, he formeÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÌÉÎÅȟ Á×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ 
orders.  

Left to them were Kir Kanos soldiers, each of them wearing customized mercenary armor, some 
with helmets, other without, and in front of them stood Kir Kanos himself in his crimson red 
armor, the red cape waving in the wind. Although Kanos was carrying a blaster rifle, Stone knew 
that he would switch to his double-bladed vibrosword he was famous for. 
2ÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ ÅÌÉÔÅ ÐÌÁÔÏÏÎ ÏÆ ÓÕÐÅÒÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÏÕÒ ÏÆ 

them lost in battle, they still were the largest unit with thirty-two soldiers. The small number of 
losses showed even more, what elite and great warriors they were. Ayden Stone himself had been 
one of them some time ago, before he got promoted to lead a squad of non-supercommando 
Mandalorian soldiers. Now, all of his nine men were dead, all fallen prey to the Yuuzhan Vong 
ambush back in the first base the Crusaders ÈÁÄ ÃÏÎÑÕÅÒÅÄȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÏÓÔ ÍÅÎ 
before, and he wondered why he thought about them now.  
,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ Á ÂÁÄ ÏÍÅÎȟ he thoughtȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ ÏÎ ÍÙ 
ÔÁÓË ÁÎÄ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÄÉÓÔÕÒÂÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ .ÏÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 

He forced himself to forget that for now and turned his attention back to the current task.  
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅ ÖÉÃÔÏÒÙȟ -ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄÅɂat least for our victory on this 
ÐÌÁÎÅÔȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÍÁÎÙ Vongese have made it, and we will finish off the last of them, 
×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÏÓÓÅÓ ÏÎ ÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅȢȱ 
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He hesiÔÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÁÐÐÅÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÑÕÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÃÌÅÁÎȢ -ÏÖÅ 
ÏÕÔȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȦȱ 

Fifty soldiers activated their jetpacks, the Mandalorians airlifting Kir Kanos and his men, and 
took off into the air, advancing to the burned and smoking, with corpses of dead Yuuzhan Vong 
covered, battlefield. 

The Crusaders and Tracyn Squad arrived first and let Kanos and his men to the ground in some 
distance to a group of several hundred surviving Yuuzhan Vong. 

Kanos had already started running towards the hostiles, when Stone suddenly came in mind why 
he had thought of his lost men only seconds before. The ground covered with corpses was perfect 
for an ambush like the one that had cost most of the Crusaders their lives. 
Ȱ,ÏÏË ÏÕÔȟ +ÁÎÏÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÖÉsed the former guardsman over comm, but it was already too late. 
About two dozens of Yuuzhan Vong suddenly appeared all around Kanos, who could just react 

with a few quick bursts from his rifle, all of them missing their targets. Stone could see Kanos 
throwing his blaster away and drawing something that looked like a club from the distance, but 
Kanos held it more like a staff. Even from the distance, Stone could hear Kanos shout at the 
9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȡ Ȱ%ÍÂÒÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȟ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȦȱ  

The Mandalorian used his rifle scope to magnify the view and now could see Kanos ram the club 
×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÅÎÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅ Á ÂÌÁÄÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÃË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÖÉÂÒÏÓ×ÏÒÄȟ ÎÏÔ Á ÃÌÕÂȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ at first.  
!ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÌÌ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÐÒÏØÉÍÉÔÙ 

and it there was to possibility of hitting Kanos. So he just watched the former Royal Guardsman 
fight. 
%ÖÅÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÏÐÅȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÁÎÙ Íore than a red blur and one Yuuzhan Vong after 

another going down to the ground. Seconds later, the blur became Kir Kanos again, and Stone 
could see the former Royal Guard taking out the last two opponents with a clean sweep of his 
double-bladed vibrosword ÉÎ ÂÏÔÈ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇÓȭ ÔÈÒÏÁÔÓȢ +ÁÎÏÓ ÒÅÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÄÅÓȟ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÌÔ 
back to his weapon belt and picked up his rifle from the ground. 

When Stone approached Kir Kanos, he was totally astonished. Has this man just really taken out 
thirty scarheads?! I cÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȣ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÌÁÄȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÁÄ 3ÔÏÎÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ 
ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÍÅÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ ×ÉÄÅ ÏÐÅÎȢ "ÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÈÕÔ ÉÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÊÁ× ÆÁÌÌÓ ÏÆÆȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȣȟȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȣȱ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ 

broke out into laughter. 
Kir Kanos just grinned widely and pointed to the group of Yuuzhan Vong that was rapidly 

running towards them, shouting incomprehensible words, which obviously ought to be fearsome 
waÒ ÃÒÉÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ 3ÔÏÎÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÆÅÁÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÅÓÔȢ 
Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ 2ÏÙÁÌ 'ÕÁÒÄÓÍÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á ÆÅ× ÓÈÏÔÓ ÉÎÔÏ 

the advancing mob of hostiles.  
Together with everyone on the battlefield, Ayden Stone followed KÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÁÄÖÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÕÇÈÔȢ 
The battle was short, since most of the Vong could be killed before becoming real threats in close 

combat, and after a few long minutes of fight, the Mandalorians, Kir Kanos and his soldiers could 
return to their temporary base and celebrate their victory. 

 
/Î ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÆÉÅÌÄȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ Á×ÏËÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÓÅÌÙ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÐÏÓÅȟ 

lying on the ground. He looked up in the sky and could see the infidel soldiers flying over him with 
their abominations of machines, which spitted fire to keep them in the air. 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ -ÏÓÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙȟ ÁÌÌ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÉÎÆÏÒÍ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÅ× 
threat. 

But then he thought of the weapon by which he had been sent to unconsciousness at the very 
beginning of the infidel occupation again.  

I can hardly be the only one they took out with this weapon. And when I can awake again, others 
probably can as well. So there is still hoÐÅȣ 
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Chapter XI 

 

 
When Ronan returned back to the base and landed together with the others, he could feel the 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȭ ÐÒÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÉÁÓÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÖÉÃÔÏÒÙȟ ÁÎÄ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÍÅÎ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ 
bringing drinks and ale from their Skipray-blastboats. Some Mandalorians took off their helmets 
and joined in, simply sitting down to the ground around small fireplaces.  

When seeing the fires, Ronan noticed that the night had begun to dawn and the sun was going 
down, leaving a beautifully colored red sunset. "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȠ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÉÍÓÏÎ-red colors 
actually reminded Ronan of the blood spilled and the lives of comrades perished to make this 
victory possible. He suddenly thought it was wrong to celebrate without giving the dead a last 
honor. He looked around and saw that he was, by far, not the only one who thought so. He could 
see the cheerless faces of his men, desperate of the loss of so many friends, squadmates or even 
brothers. 
"ÕÔ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÁ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÖÁÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ. They were all true 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ȬÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÁÒÍÙȭȟ ÁÓ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ-
time arch-enemy Han Solo had called it not too long ago on the Mandalorian training base on 
Raxus Prime.  
4ÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÏÆ &ÅÔÔȣ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅll is the Mandalore?! 
He walked over to Kanos, who was sitting at a fire with his men and some Mandalorians, all of 
ÔÈÅÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÔÔÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÕÇÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ +ÁÎÏÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÔÏ 
drink now, but then he noticed those bottles and cups being merely filled with water. Fresh water, 
actually, he thought when he saw the glass and aluminum surfaces were moist with dew. 

The men around the fire greeted him with respectful nods, and when he sat down next to Kir 
Kanos, and the ex-Royal Guard even tapped him comradely on his shoulder. 
Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔ ÊÏÂ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÅÎ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÐÉÃËÉÎÇ ÕÐ Á ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÏÏË Á ÍÏÕÔÈÆÕÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÏÌȟ ÒÅÆÒÅÓÈÉÎÇ ÄÒÉÎËȢ Ȱ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÏÓÓÅÓȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ (ÁÌÆ 
of your men ÄÅÁÄ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÓÕÍ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÉÎ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
those one-hundred warriors who took out an enemy force about a hundred times stronger then 
ÔÈÅÉÒÓȢ &ÅÔÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÍÙ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÁÎÄȟ ÅÒÒȣ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÒÅ &ÅÔÔ ÉÓȟ 
ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅÄȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Ȭ3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÆÉÅÌÄȢȭȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ  
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ×ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÐÌÙȢ 7ÅÉÒÄȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ 
ÁÌÌ ȣ 
Ȱ&ÁÎÃÙ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÉÒÅÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȢ 
Ȱ4Ï ÂÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔÓȟ ÂÕÔȟ ÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ 
) ÇÕÅÓÓÅÄ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 'ÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÄÅÒ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ ÅÈȩȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÄÅÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ ȬÓÉÒȭɂit only 
ÍÁËÅÓ ÍÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÅÖÅÎ ÏÌÄÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÒȟ +ÁÎÏÓȦȱ 
Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ Á ÂÉÔ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÎ ÅÎÅÍÙ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ 

there is still the possibility that some crab-boys survived and sent something like a distress call. In 
that case, it could get very ÈÏÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ our ground, now. And other Vongese ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ 

before they get to know more about us. We have destroyed all possibilities for the scarheads to 
communicate, and even if some could survive and call for reinforcements, it would still be enough 
ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅ ÉÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÕÎÌÉËÅÌÙȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÒÎ ÙÏÕ when it comes to such a 
ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ȣȱ 
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The young Mandalorian was obviously expecting an answer, but after getting none, he realized 
ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏÐÉÃ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ Á ÃÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÍÅÎȢ  

This Stone is a weird guy, Ronan thought. As the sole survivor of his squad, he seems to be very 
pessimistic. 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÄÏÕÂÔȟ ÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÙÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ 
6ÏÎÇ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÎÏ× ȣ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ )Æ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÕÒ 
ÄÅÓÔÉÎÙȟ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÐÒÅÖÅÎÔÅÄȢ  
Ȱ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓȟ ȰÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ !ÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ 

mercs or are they loyal followers to you? I actually doubt the first, since a warrior of your 
ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÂÏÄÙÇÕÁÒÄÓȟ ÄÏÅÓ ÈÅȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ Á bit of both. I was not the only one who heard of the 

attack on Dubrillion, and when I decided to go there, several soldiers came to me and offered their 
ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ȬÍÙ ÍÅÎȭ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ) ÁÍ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÒÅ 
ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÕÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ Á ÂÉÇ ÔÅÁÍ 
is always stronger than a smaller group or a single man. I paid none of them, they are all volunteers, 
ÁÎÄ ) ËÎÏ× ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÔÈÅÒ ȬÔÒÉÐÓȭ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ!Èȟ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ȬÔÅÁÍ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ 
ÍÁÎȭ ÄÏÅÓ ÄÅÐÅÎÄȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÎÄÅÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÃÁÓÅÓȟ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÁÒÅ 
ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÐÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÏÆ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÅÈȩ 9ÏÕȟ ÔÏÏȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ȬÅØÃÅÐÔÉÏÎȭȟ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
ÈÕÍÂÌÅ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÑÕÏÔÅ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÈÅÒÅȡ ȬÆÁÎÃÙ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇȭ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÏÚÅÎÓ ÏÆ ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔÓ ÂÁÃË 
on the battlefield. I only know few men who would have survived thatɂnow, I know one more. But 
aÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÈÏ× ÓÈÁÌÌ ×Å ÃÁÌÌ ȬÙÏÕÒ ÍÅÎȭȟ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ Ȭ+ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÍÅÎȭ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÓÉÅÓÔȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÐȢ 
He then put the bottle back on the ground, put his helmet on and stood up. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ &ÅÔÔȟ 
ÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÍ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅȢ %ÎÊÏÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȟȱ 
he said and went away to the burned black holes, where, not too long ago, the trenches had been.  

It was too dark for him to see the other side of the battlefield, even with his rangefinder, so he 
activated the low-light mode and swept the distance for a moving being.  

After a while, he realized that the low-light mode was useless, and he switched to infrared-mode. 
Fett, you ÏÒȭÄÉÎÉÉ, he thought, shocked. 
!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁ× ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔȢ  
(Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÅÅ Á ÇÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÒÅÄ ÄÏÔ ÏÆ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÌÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÂÌÕÅ ÓÈÁÐÅÓ 

representing incapacitated Yuuzhan Vong. Actually, there was nothing to worry about thatɂpain 
bullets and nerve killers made Vong unconscious for the rest of their lives. The problem was, 
however, that among those blue shapes were several red shapes.  

Ronan knew far too well that latter represented conscious Vongɂand there were lots of them. 
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Chapter XII 

 

 
Boba Fett well knew that he was surrounded by dozens of Yuuzhan Vong warriors and even more 

of their reptilian soldier slaves, the Chazrach. 
Despite his knowledge about that, he did not move a foot to retreat this obviously desperate 

sitÕÁÔÉÏÎȢ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÌÁØÙȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÎÏÔÏÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÓÔ ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȟ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
reputation without reason. But even a great Mandalorian warrior like Fettɂwho had even become 
Mandaloreɂcould not possibly hope to stand a chance against a hostile force outnumbering and 
outgunning him by far.  

Fett well knew about that, too. 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÍÅȟ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅɂno one could hear 
ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÍ ÎÏÒ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÁÌÅÄ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÓÓÉÌ ×ÏÎȭÔ make it easy 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÕÇÌÙ ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔÓȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅȢȱ 

The first group of hostiles, a bunch of undifferentiated, primitive-looking scaled Chazrach and 
two fierce but heavily deformed and tattooed Yuuzhan Vong warriors leading them, were 
approaching slowly and cautiously towards Fett, not unlike predators circling and weighing their 
odds against a prey larger than themselves and not encountered before. If not for the serious 
situation, Fett would have found the advancing enemies, apparently still numb and dizzy from the 
aftereffects of the nerve killer toxin, hilarious to look at. They rather looked like tumbling undead 
figures in the dark and misty night, ridiculously reminding of moronic cyborg armies in mediocre 
horror holodramas. At least for the Chazrachs this statement was quite true, but with the Yuuzhan 
Vong warriors, it was another story completely: the two of them were looking even scarier in the 
dark than usual, and they seemed to be more enraged and filled with wrath than any other 
opponent Fett had ever encountered before. Maybe this was another aftereffect of the toxin, maybe 
another reasonɂ"ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȢ 

What he did know was that such a level of fury made the Vong capable of things one could hardly 
imagine. And with every single conscious Yuuzhan Vong in suÃÈ Á ÍÏÏÄȟ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȭÓ ÏÄÄÓ 
began to wither, if not vanish altogether.  
,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÂÏÙÓ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÍÙ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ get a 

move, he thought when the Vong were nearly close enough to engage. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ 
they can find of me to be my corpseɂor maybe even less than that. 

Then the attack cameɂtogether with the stand of Mandalore. 
From all directions, coufees and amphistaffs were hauled at Boba Fett, who literally betook 

himself to flight by activating his jetpack. Once catapulted into the air, he saw that he had guessed 
right: the Chazrach had all headed towards the place where Fett had been mere seconds ago and 
eventually crashed into each otherɂÓÏÍÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÍÏÒÔÁÌÌÙ ÈÉÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÏÍÒÁÄÅÓȭ ÔÈÒÏ×Î ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓȢ 

Fett watched the heap of Vong-bred creatures growing large enough, before triggering the satchel 
charge he had buried there earlier. 

The charge, filled with extremely efficient flechette projectiles, detonated in two steps. In the 
first, tiny explosion, the soil atop of the satchel was blown away. The second and proper explosion 
perforated all the Chazrach in close perimeter with small shards that detonated after piercing the 
thin vonduun-crab armor. 

Boba Fett landed in some distance and watched the caused chaos among the reptoids. Most of 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÐÔÉÌÉÁÎ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÏÒ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÄÙÉÎÇ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÒÔÁÌ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÒÅÇÒÅÔȟ 
the two Yuuzhan Vong warriors had survived, and others were already approaching. This time, 
there were more Vong than Chazrach, and the former were looking even more wrathful than their 
comrades, who now had spotted the Mandalorian. 
&ÅÔÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÔÔÁÃËȢ He sprinted towards them, avoiding the thrown amphistaffs and, 
ÏÎÃÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á ÒÏÃËÅÔ ÄÁÒÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ face. The scarred head 
exploded, blowing flesh, gore and slimy parts of the Vongȭs brain all over the place. 

And as the decapitated alienȭs body dropped to the ground, his comrade had now come close 
enough for melee combat and unleashed a powerful slash ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÆÅÅȟ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÂÅÌÌÙȢ 
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Unfortunately for the alien warrior, this body part was very well armored with an extra layer of 
Mandalorian iron and easily absorbed the dagger-equivalent. Fett used ÈÉÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔȭÓ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÉÏÎ 
ÁÎÄ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÏÒÅÄ ÂÏÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ËÎÅÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÌÏÕÄ ÃÒÁÃËÉÎÇ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÉÎÄÉÃÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ËÎÅÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÒÏËÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÏÌÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ a 
second strike with his coufee. Fett avoided this blow by ducking and rolling away, getting up again 
behind his opponent. He quickly ejected the vibroblade in his right forearm gauntlet and before the 
alien could turn around, the humming blade connected with an unprotected part on the Vongȭs 
back. This timeȟ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ËÅÅÐ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÓÔÅÁÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÌ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÕÄÄÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
ground. 

Fett finished the Yuuzhan Vong off with a clean headshot from his sidearm. He grimaced as he 
looked at the blaster pistol in his hand. Iȭm getting old, he thought as he realized that he must have 
accidently dropped his EE-3 earlier, but now didnȭt have the time to look for it. By now, it had 
become even darker and mistier since, and he could see several tall silhouettes emerging from the 
thick fog that made it hard to see any further than fifty meters. Fett activated his thermal vision 
and could see still lots of hostiles standingɂand he knew he had to think of a save solution to solve 
this problem, before they could come close enough for close combat. What, after all, proved not to 
be too difficultɂhe was still full enough of ammo, fuel and grenades to take out most of them from 
distance. 

Since Fett could hardly see his enemies, they would have troubles to see him as well. He still had 
two concussion mines and another flechette satchel charge, all of what he soon planted all around 
him. That should prevent most of the hostiles from getting near, before the bounty hunter was 
ready for them. 

All he could do now was to wait for the inevitable. He prepared his flamethrower for the 
upcoming assault and already put his thumb on the trigger for the mines. 

From all sides, more and more Yuuzhan Vong were emerging from the fog, with a slow but safe 
heading on him. This time, the Vong moved took a more tactical approach, taking cover 
ÅÖÅÒÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÒÁÎÇÅ of fire, which had been shortened with 
the loss of his EE-3, anyway.  

The first bunch had already advanced to one of the concussion mines and Fett was just about to 
press the trigger, when a sudden fizzing noise breached the air, followed by about a dozen of 
similar sounds. Fett could only guess what this had been, but as the group of Vong he had targeted 
was one after another falling inanimately to ground, he knew that those brief sounds had been 
near-silent projectile bullets from a heavily modified EE-23ɂa marksmanȭs rifle roughly based on 
his own EE-3, that was only used by one man Boba knew: Ronan Barec, one of the most promising 
soldiers under his command. 

Fett used his helmetȭs rangefinder and zoomed to a spot where another tall figure just had 
ÅÍÅÒÇÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÃË ÆÏÇȢ &ÅÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȭÓ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÆ 
a Yuuzhan Vong, but bore the distinctive resemblance of a Mandalorian supercommando armor. 
The figure made another two steps out of the fog, and now Fett could make out the golden and 
silver markings and the trademark black brassard of Ronan Barec, whose rifle was steadily trained 
on a target behind Fett, smoke from the last shot still soaring from its barrel. 

Obviously realizing that he made too clear a target himself, the elite marksman lay down on the 
ground behind a small otherworldly plant that made for a makeshift cover. Barec was taking careful 
aim for other hostiles, each bullet he fired hit dead in the mark. 
4ÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȟ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÉÓÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 6ÏÎÇ 

passing his mines, now giving way to a full-scale assault from all sides. 
Reacting like a real warrior had to, the old Mandalorian was quick to unleash devastating waves 

of fire from his gauntlet-mounted flamethrower, while spinning around and spreading the fire in a 
circle around him. The expanding wall of fire stopped most of his attackers, and Fett deactivated 
the destructive weapon, sparing the remaining fuel for the following ascension with his jetpack. 

He landed a few meters away from the fire and sprinted towards Ronan, who had already come 
back to his feet and was now giving Boba helpful blasts of curtain fire, this time with salvos of 
blaster bolts. One could hardly say curtain fire when speaking of Ronan Barec, though, since still an 
amazingly high percentage of the shots hit their targetsɂnot always deadly, as usual with shots of 
the highly experienced marksman, but at least they hit. 
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Fett fired a few blind shots over his shoulder before he finally caught up with Ronan, who was 
already slowly retreating. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ Án unconventional way to celebrate our victory, ÓÉÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ announcedȢ Ȱ7Å ÂÅÔÔÅÒ 

get back to the camp where you can see how a proper celebration looks likeȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÐȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ in vain. There are too many of them. My 
ÃÏÍÍ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÊÁÍÍÅÄ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Ôo get through this on our 
Ï×ÎȢȱ 
ȰAyeȟ ÓÉÒȟ ÍÙ ÃÏÍÍȭÓ ÏÆÆ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȢ #ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ surviving hostilesȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÐÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÆÁÒ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙȢ 3ÏÍÅÈÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÒÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÔÏØÉÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙ 6ÏÎÇɂ

some, most likely most of them, died, but others survived, as you will hardly fail to seeȢȱ He 
gestured to the corpse-filled battlefield. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ awkwardȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ×ȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ with a pressing tone, pointing with 

his head towards the advancing line of Chazrach and Yuuzhan Vong warriors. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ &ÅÔÔ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȢ &ÉÅÒÆÅk, )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÏÎ ÔÁÒÇÅÔ, he thought. 

Nevertheless, he was not old enough to stay distracted for too long, and was thus fast to forget 
about this thought and to focus ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÓË ÁÔ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ!ÍÍÏ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÒÅÅ ÔÈermal dets, two concussion charges, one flechette nade, five energy packs, one mag of 
ÐÁÉÎ ÂÕÌÌÅÔÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÆÕÌÌ ÆÕÅÌ ÔÁÎË ÌÅÆÔȢ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ +ÁÎÏÓȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ anything save for my 
ÖÉÂÒÏÂÌÁÄÅȢȱ 
ȰGood enough. Hand me ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÇÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÅÃÈÅÔÔÅ ÇÒÅÎÁÄÅȢȱ 
Ronan nodded and handed over the explosives to Fett, who planted the charges in close 

perimeter around them, while the younger Mandalorian was providing backup. Fett covered each 
charge with soil and set the time fuses to two minutes each. 

It was a cheap method of getting rid of the threat, Fett had to admit, but the two Mandalorians 
were barely in the position to choose a more honorable way.  

Boba Fett had never much liked explosives, but he had never had to fight so many enemies on 
that open a battlefield before. And for masses of hostiles, weapons of mass destruction were far 
more useful than the normal light weaponry he was used to. 
ȰUm, sir, a bit faster perhapsȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ &ÅÔtȭs reverie. ȰTheyȭre all over the place.ȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎÅȟȱ "ÏÂÁ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÉÍÅȭÓ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ (5$Ȣȱ 
Ronan just nodded and seemed to be taking a look into the edge of his visor, but Fett couldnȭt tell 

for sure. What he could see, were the red digits in the corner of his visor, counting down ever-so-
soberly. 
ΪΪȡΪΫȡίάȟ ΪΪȡΪΫȡίΫȟ ΪΪȡΪΫȡίΪȟ ȣ 
Ȱ!ÉÒÌÉÆÔ ÁÔ ÏÈ-oh-ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎȢ !ÎÄ ÓÐÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÌÁÔÅÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÕrl a 

thermal detonator at a group of Chazrach, which had advanced up to a dangerously close 
ÐÅÒÉÍÅÔÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÏÎ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄȟ ÈÅ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÏÒ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÂÅÌÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á 
few rocket darts at the line of Yuuzhan Vong slave soldiers.  

Back to back, the two Mandalorians took out one hostile after another, but it would not take long 
before they lost their position. Until then, they had to fight harder than ever, for they had to ensure 
that they escaped just at the proper time and that as many Vong as possible fell victim to the 
detonation. 

Boba took another look at the countdown:  
00:01:17 
Damnit, even time seems to be against usɂwhy am I setting the timer to such a ridiculously long 

period, anyway? 
Mere milliseconds later, his thoughts were, EÁÓÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁÎÁÇÅ 

this. 
He then looked on his fuel readout and saw that there was still a bit left for a last wave of fire 

against the ever advancing enemies. There was no need for him to spare the rest; it would not be 
enough for their retreat, and so he could well Ȱwasteȱ it on his foes. Ronan still had a full tank, far 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÎ ÁÉÒÌÉÆÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
two people with jetpacks carrying one without jetpack. In this case, Ronan would have to take the 
job of two men, but that should not be a problem for a Mandalorian like him. 
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4ÈÅ ÆÕÅÌ ÉÎ &ÅÔÔȭÓ tank was just enough for a fire-burst of five seconds, but the impact on the 
outer-galactic warriors was still very satisfying. The flames spread from the first and closest line of 
Chazrach to the second and third lines behind it, causing quite a bit of chaos and panic among the 
9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇÓȭ ÒÅÐÔÉÌÉÁÎ ÓÌÁÖÅÓȢ  
(Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÒÏÖÁÌȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄ not stop them totally. For the fraction of a second, 

the former bounty hunter was distracted with taking a look at the countdown, but that was still 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÔÈÒÏ×Î ÒÁÚÏÒ ÂÕÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÔ Á ×ÅÁËȟ ÕÎÁÒÍÏÒÅÄ ÓÐÏÔ ÉÎ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÕÎÃÈȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÍÐÁÃÔ 
of the razor bug alone was not strong ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÐÅÎÅÔÒÁÔÅ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÃË 
bodysuit and reach the skin, but unfortunately, a stray thud bug happened to hit the same spot an 
instance later. The impact of the second ÉÎÓÅÃÔȭÓ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÅÎough to drill parts of the 
ÒÁÚÏÒ ÂÕÇ ÄÅÅÐ ÉÎÔÏ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÆÌÅÓÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ bounty hunter nearly screamed when the sharp 
particles bruised his kidney. 

 
Ronan first noticed that something had happened when ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÒÁÄÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÈÁÄ 

halted. He turned around to see what was going on and could just make out the older 
MandalorianȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÈÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÈÁÒÄȢ 

Somehow, he could no longer see the Yuuzhan Vong still approaching them, nor the timer 
continuously counting down. The only thing he could see was Fettȭs body lying on the ground in 
front of himɂthe body of the greatest bounty hunter ever, one of the most admirable and 
respectedɂor fearedɂmen in the galaxy, one of the best and most honorable fighters that had ever 
lived.  

Ronan could not accept what he saw. He could not accept that the man he had always looked up 
to, the man that had resurrected the Mandalorians from the dead, was now lying there in front of 
him, totally helpless. 

Bit by bit, his mind started to come back online, and he realized that his blackout might possibly 
be the reason for the death of both of them. 

The first thing he could make out again were the Chazrach and Yuuzhan Vong who now had 
approached so close that Ronan could nearly see them in the darkness without the vÉÓÏÒȭÓ ÌÏ×-
light-mode. 

The second thing were the red numbers in the edge of his HUD, changing from high counts to 
lower counts, and that in an alarmingly fast speed. 

00:00:23, 00:00:22, 00:00:21 
And then, suddenly everything became as clear as never before. 
The darkness vanished and he could see everything in a clear, bright light. He could see the faces 

of every single alien enemy that was fiercely awaiting his next move, he could hear the steps of 
armored boots in a far distance, he could hear the short beeps coming from three small bumps in 
the soil around him. 

00:00:15, 00:00:14, 00:00:13 
And then, he suddenly knew exactly what to do next. He did not even realize himself stepping 
ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄȟ ÂÏ×ÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÒÅÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄÅÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÊÅÔÐÁÃk. He did not realize that he 
was seizing Boba Fettȭs back and activating his own jetpack.  

And, he did not realize that the countdown had already reached zero. 
00:00:00 
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Chapter XIII 

 

 
 Ȭ"//-ȭ 
Pieces of shrapnel, soil, flesh and blood were thrown into the air, together with flechette 

projectiles and the bright explosion of the charges.  
Corpses and limbs of Yuuzhan Vong and Chazrach soldiers flew around like rag dolls, crashing 

dozens of meters away into the ground, those who had survived the explosion dying by the heavy 
fractures caused by the impact of hitting the surface. 

And out of all those things blown up, one object got higher into the air than all others. This 
ȬÏÂÊÅÃÔȭ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÓÉÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ Ô×Ï -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ ÃÁÔÁÐÕÌÔÅÄ into the air by a single jetpack, plus 
the thrust of the explosion speeding them up.  

Ronan Barec could hardly recognize what was going on. He was hit by pieces of shrapnel, but 
most of them were held off by his armorɂhe worried more about the already injured Boba Fett 
ÔÈÁÎ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ &ÅÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÒÍÏÒÅÄ ÁÓ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȭÓ ÌÅÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ 
exposed, so the younger Mandalorian tried to protect those as good as possible. 

Ronan had also to manage to get their flight back under control, for they were just flying 
uncontrollably around, fortunately not towards the ground, but that would come, sooner or later. 
He adjusted the directional thrusters and slowed the whole flight down slightly, but it was still hard 
to control against the turbulences. 

He did a few more things to get them back on track, and when he finally regained control of the 
jetpack and stabilized their flight, he was suddenly shocked by a too familiar sound; the low-fuel-
alarm of his jetpack. He took a short look into the corner of his visor, and saw the fuel meter lower 
than he had liked it to be.  
4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÅÌ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÌÏÎÇ 

enough to bring them down without a scratch.  
This is going to be a hard landing, Ronan thought as tried to maneuver them down. 

 
.ÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÎÅ ÏÆÆȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÙÉÎÇ 

on the ground. He had not regrouped with his soldiers, since he wanted to stay alive as long as 
possible, to report to is superiors about the new threat.  

But now, as he heard and felt the explosion, he stood up and watched the spectacle. Away from 
the major explosion, an infidel was flying into the air, powered by an abomination that was spitting 
more fire towards the groundɂthe ground covered with Yuuzhan Vong, Chazrach and body parts 
of either. 

The Yuuzhan Vong warrior watched the infidel warrior flying uncontrolled through the 
turbulences, already hoping that the enemy was dead, as the target finally caught itself and got 
ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÒÁÃËȢ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÏÒÅÄ 
human on his shoulder.  

They must be the best warriors of all the infidels here, he thought respectfully, thinking of the 
dozens of his kind they had already taken out, and that they were still alive. It shall be an honor for 
me to kill them. 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÎ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ 

doubted that those infidels would stand a chance against him. He had seen them fight, but that had 
always been against low-ranked warriors or even Chazrach slavesɂthey would be no match for 
him. 

Now that he thought about it, he wondered why he had waited for so long to fight. He 
ÄÏÕÂÔÌÅÓÓÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÅÌÉÍÉÎÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ 
Warmaster even sooner.  

But the honor of killing them single-handedly is far greater than killing them with backup-troops, 
he thought. 4ÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÒÅÁÔÌÙ ÐÒÏÍÏÔÅ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓȭ heads. 

He took another look into the sky, at the infidels, and saw that they were slowly gliding down to 
the ground.  
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#ÁÎ ÉÔ ÇÅÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȩ )ȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÆÆ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ  
And it could get better: suddenly, the fire out of the first infidÅÌȭÓ ÂÁÃË ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÓÐÉÔÔÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ 

falling speed highly increased. They were falling several meters before they hard hit the ground, 
ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÅ× ÍÅÔÅÒÓ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍȢ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÈÉÓ 
chance had come. 
.Ï× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÍÙ ËÉÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȦ  
Driven by eternal wrath and vengeance for his fallen comrades, he swiftly sprinted towards the 

hostiles, his amphistaff ready.  
The conscious infidel had already sat up, but the other one, that seemed to be wounded, was still 

lying on the ground.  
4ÈÅ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓ ÏÎÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȟ ÓÔÒÏËÅ 
ÏÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÍÁÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÃ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ 

While doing that, in the corner of his eye, he saw the apparently unconscious infidel pointing 
with his finger at him. 
!ÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÏÆ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÎÅÍÙ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÇÏÔ ÕÐȟ ÐÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÒÉËÅȟ ÇÒÉÐÐÅÄ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 
9ÕÔÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÍÍÅÄ ÈÉÓ ËÎÅÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÂÅÌÌÙȢ 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÁÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȡ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 

Vong had been a human, the strike would have worked, but the Yuuzhan Vong warrior was hardly 
hurt by this strike. He packed his eneÍÙȭÓ ÌÅÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔȟ ÊÅÒËÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÎÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÕÓ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃËȢ (ÉÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÒÅÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÏÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ 
feet, extending shining claws from his hands. 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÆÅÅÌ ÈÉÓ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ 

through the fierce-looking T-ÓÈÁÐÅÄ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ (Å ÓÅÉÚÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆȭÓ ÇÒÉÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÎÄ 
waited for his opponent to attack. 
"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃË ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅȢ 
Instead, the other warrior took his helmet off, thÒÅ× ÉÔ Á×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 

Yutt could see his faceɂthe face of true warrior, with scars here and there, and short, curly hair. 
His armored opponent was as fierce looking as it was possible for a humanɂand the eyes staring at 
him with pure anger only aided to that. 
Ȱ3Ï ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÁÒÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȢ Ȱ&ÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅȢ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÖÅÒÓÕÓ 
ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÓÅÔÔÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÁÙȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÎȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ) ×ÉÎȟ 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȢȱ 

The Yuuzhan 6ÏÎÇ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȟ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÁÉÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌȭÓ 
×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙȟ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ 
would be lost. 
!ÎÄ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÎÏÒÁÂÌÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȣȩȦ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËȟ ÉÎÆÉdel-ÓÃÕÍȟ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÒÅÁÌ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȦȱ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÅÎÒÁÇÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ 

that his opponent was cowardly talking, not fighting, and so he attacked with his amphistaff. 
4ÈÅ ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÐÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÅÄ ÃÁÌÍȟ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÐÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÏËÅȢ  
Ȱ7Å ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÎȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÐÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÔÒÉËÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇȟ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÙ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ 
ÄÉÄ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÇÁÌÁØÙȢȱ 

The still speaking infidel only made the Yuuzhan Vong warrior even angrier. 7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ 
shut up and fight for your life?! He drew his coufee and threw it at the armored warrior.  
Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȩȱ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÄÏÄÇÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÏ×Î 

dagger-like weapon. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ Á ÒÁÃÅ ÏÆ ÄÉȭËÕÔÌÁ scumbags as I had estimated. I thought 
ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÏÎÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙȟ ) ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ 
do anything but let you die, ÈÕȭÔÕÕÎȢȱ 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÄÅ another strike with his amphistaff, but said nothing. 
4ÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÍÅȩ (ÉÌÁÒÉÏÕÓȦ 
His armored opponent also parried that stroke and then finally went from defensive to offensive. 

Although he had awaited such an attacËȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÏÖÅÒÔÈÒÏ×Î ÂÙ ÉÔȢ )Î Á Ó×ÉÆÔ ÓÅÒÉÅÓ 
of kicks, bashes, blows, slaps and more kicks, the infidel warrior knocked him off-balance, relieving 
him of his weapon and eventually throwing him to the ground. But instead of finishing him off, his 
foe just stepped back. 
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Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȟ 6ÏÎÇȢȱ 
VONG?! How does he dare insult me?!! 
"ÏÉÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÒÁÇÅ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÊÕÍÐÅÄ ÕÐȟ ÆÌÉÎÇÉÎÇ 

himself on the so-called Mandalorian, grabbing his throat with both strong hands. 
The infidel gasped, angst appearing on his faceɂbut only shortly, before a broad smile appeared 

on his face. 
7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅȣȩȦ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÐÁÉÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ 
As he lightened his grip and looked downȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÙÏÎÅÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÅȭÓ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 

belly. And now it was to him to angst-ridden. He wanted to fasten his grip again, but then he felt an 
even stronger pain in his stomach, in addition to hearing a loud noise, seeing a red flash and 
smelling stink of burning flesh. He could see infidel thrusting him away, and he landed hard on his 
back.  
,ÙÉÎÇ ÂÁÄÌÙ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÒÅÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ 

infidel warriors. Driven by his rage, he had totally forgotten what respect of his hostiles he actually 
hadɂhe had once more underestimated them, just as he had overestimated himself. Unfortunately 
for him, he we would never again have a choice to do things right. He was dead, or at least close to, 
and he well knew it. 

The infidel was just disgustedly looking down on him, his smile having long disappeared and 
ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÂÙ ÁÎ ÕÔÔÅÒÌÙ ÇÒÉÍ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ÓÏ ÔÁÌËÁÔÉÖÅ Ȭ-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÎÏ×ȟ 
putting his helmet back on, and then going away, shouldering his incapacitated comrade and 
leaving the Yuuzhan Vong for good. 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÏ×ÁÒÄȟȱ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÌÁÓÔ ×ÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÁÎÇÅÒȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÕÓ 

dishonorable, but you yourself leave your enemy bleeding behindɂand that is honorable?! Finish 
me off, ÙÏÕ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄȢȱ 
(Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÉÎÇ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÎÏÔ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÓÉÇÎ ÏÆ ÈÅÁÒÉÎÇ .ÙȭÏÎÇ 

Yutt, and the Yuuzhan Vong warrior finally realized it was over. 
So this is how it ends? The honor of dying in battle is refused for me? Instead, I have to die by mere 

bleeding? 
.ÙȭÏÎÇ 9ÕÔÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ &ÏÒ Á 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȟ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÂÙ ÉÎÊÕÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÉÎÄÉÇÎÉÔÙ 

possible. There were better ways to die, and the Yuuzhan Vong warrior already knew how he could 
die a more honorable death. 

He searched to the place where he had thrown his coufee to, found it and crawled there. 
Ȱ&ÏÒÇÉÖÅ ÍÅȟ 9ÕÎ-9ÁÍÍËÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ) ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÏÄÓȢȱ 
Then he grabbed the coufee and stabbed it into his heart. 

 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȩȱ Ronan asked his leader on their way to the camp. 
Ȱ-ÏÒÅ ÏÒ ÌÅÓÓȟȱ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ 
ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÌÉÖÅȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ ) Ï×Å ÙÏÕ ÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔɂÎÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅ Á ÈÅÁÄ ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ÎÏ×ȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÎËÓȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ 
Boba Fett just shook his head and remained silent for the rest of their trip. 
Having not walked very far, they met Kir Kanos and several Mandalorian soldiers. A few of them 

went to Ronan to take care of Boba Fett, one of them a medic who immediatÅÌÙ ÅØÁÍÉÎÅÄ &ÅÔÔȭÓ 
wounds. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÅØ-ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÎ 
ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ &ÅÔÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÄÏÚÅÎÓȟ ÉÆ ÎÏÔ ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄÓȟ ÏÆ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÌÁÖÅ ÓÏÌÄiers, 

when I came and kicked him outɂÍÏÒÅ ÏÒ ÌÅÓÓȟ ÆÏÒ ×Å ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÂÌÅ× ÕÐ ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ 
ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍɂwe should send a dropship to scan the battlefield with 
thermal sensors for any survivors, but I doubt that thÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ 3ÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÌÉÖÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÇÕÅÓÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÐÉÐÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ'ÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÍÅ ÔÏÏȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅ 

and get a proper treatmeÎÔ ÆÏÒ &ÅÔÔȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÂÌÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÄÉÃ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÁÓËÅÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ Á 
ÇÏÏÄ ÃÁÒÅ !3!0ȟ ÏÒ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÌÏÓÅ ÈÉÓ ËÉÄÎÅÙȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 
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 Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÉÔȟ ÅÈȩȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÁÓËÅÄ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃ ÅÎ ÒÏÕÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÐȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÃÒÁÂ-boys dead, 
ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÅÄȟ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ×ÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟȱ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÙÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÖÉÃÔÏÒÉÏÕÓȢ 7Å ÃÏÎÑÕÅÒÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÍÁÉÎ ÂÁÓÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÌÁØÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏn, yet. The Yuuzhan Vong 
will, sooner or later, return to this planet and attempt to re-capture it. The problem is just that we 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÍÅÎ ÔÏ ÅÓÔÁÂÌÉÓÈ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇÈÏÌÄ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÌÄ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÕÓȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÖÅÎÔ ÔÈÅ 
Vong from coming back to Dubrillion by quickly moving on to the next Yuuzhan Vong-occupied 
ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÁÎÄ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÕÓÙȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÍÅɂÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ 

younger Mandalorian kidded. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÓË ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ Kir Kanos, who had been walking behind them with his 
ÍÅÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÐÕÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÓÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÆÒÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÓÕÐÅÒÉÏÒÓ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÉÄÅȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ "ÅÆÏÒÅ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÒÅÐÌÙȟ +ÁÎÏÓ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
have enough men to defend Dubrillion; well, as it happens, I know a certain party who does. This 
×ÁÙȟ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÂÅÎÅÆÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔȡ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÅÎ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÌÉËÅ ÎÏÎ-battle-
weary fighting nomads from one battle to another, and the Empire -ȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÍÁÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ȬÎÏÎ-battle-×ÅÁÒÙȭȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÄÉÓÃÏÍÐÏÓÅÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ 

what weɂthe MandaloriansɂÁÒÅȡ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÎÏÍÁÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȣ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÉÎÓÕÌÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ -ȱ  
Ȱ.Ï ÏÆÆÅÎÓÅ ÔÁËÅÎȟȱ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË +ÁÎÏÓ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȡ ÎÏt even we can fight properly without 
ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÔȢ 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
ÇÏ ÆÒÅÅÉÎÇ #ÏÒÕÓÃÁÎÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÅÒÙ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÆÁÉÒ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ȰÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔȣ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ &ÅÔÔ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟȱ +ÁÎÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
No one seemed to be willing to reply, so they silently moved on. The wounded Boba Fett was 

steadied on a stretcher carried by two medical officersɂahead of them was a small group of 
Mandalorians who led the way, just as there were Mandalorians behind, as well as Kir Kanos and 
his men. 
*ÕÓÔ ÁÓ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓȟ ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ 

into the sky, following a loud buzzing sound, as if a giant insect had risen from the ground.  
Ȱ(ÁÁÒȭÃÈÁËȦȱ Stone cursed. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÅÃÔɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÓÉËȭÌÁ coralskipper. 
3ÔÏÎÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÃÕÒÓÅȠ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÁÌÓËÉÐÐÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ 

started about a kilometer and a half away, ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÒÉÓÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙȢ 3ÏÍÅ ÏÆ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ 
men and one Mandalorian shot a few rounds at the skip, but the others knew better: it was useless; 
the Vong ship was out of range. 

Stone looked over to Ronan, who seemed to be talking via comm with the men at the camp and 
3ÐÁÒȭÓ ,ÅÇÁÃÙ. However, Stone quickly got a view of the situation: they could not intercept the 
coralskipperɂthe Legacy had no more fighters on board, the ship itself was too slow to be a thread 
for the skip, and the Pursuers on ground could not reach the Yuuzhan Vong craft fast enough. 

I thought they were all dead, Stone thought furiously. And even if somebody survived, how could he 
get a coralskipper? 
Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÍÕÓÔȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÅÍÅÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÏÖÅÒÓÁ×ȟȱ +ÉÒ 
+ÁÎÏÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅ +ÁÎÏÓ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÁÄ 3ÔÏÎÅȭÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓȢȱ 

This guy really gives me the creeps, Stone thought, unsettled. First, he appears out of nowhere to 
come to help us, and then he gets my thoughts clearly without me saying anything. 

The coralskipper had already disappeared from view by the time Ronan finished reporting over 
his helmet-com and turned back to Stone and Kanos. 
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2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÁËÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ Á sign that Ayden Stone had been right: the coralskipper 
×ÁÓ ÇÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÇÏÏÄȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȠ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ Skiprays could start fast 
enough to be of any threat to the skip. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȟ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÌÉÇÈÔÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ -ȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÒ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÎÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ 
ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÔÏÎÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÕÐÓÅÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ 
coralskipperɂand thus, Stone remained silent. 
Ȱ-ÏÖÅ ÏÎȟ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ 
 
Dawn was already breaking as the group arrived at the temporary camp. Boba Fett and Ronan 

Barecɂwho had also several minor wounds from shrapnel and thud- and razor-bug hitsɂwere 
immediately transferred into a medical tentɂwhich was already filled with several casualtiesɂand 
treated.  
!ÆÔÅÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÏË ÏÎ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÕÎÉÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÎȢ 
Fell Tagren, the Togorian Atross and the Noghri Kharritokhɂthe leaders of the remaining 

Crusaders and Lancersɂand some of their soldiers were assembled around a small fire, over which 
they were roasting nerf steaks and other food Kir Kanos and his men had brought with them, and 
drinking some traditional Mandalorian ÎÅȭÔÒÁ ÇÁÌ, black ale the last ship from the Legacy had 
supplied them with.  

As Ronan joined them and Atross handed him a mug of ale, they all clinked glasses and called out 
×ÉÔÈ ÖÉÇÏÒÏÕÓ ÖÏÉÃÅÓ ȰOya! Mhi parji!ȱȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÉÎÁÌ 
victory, they all celebrated as if though wasɂthey were glad the battle was finally over. 

After a bit of chatter with his men, Ronan left them for good and went to the end of the camp, 
only meters away from the battlefield, which was still covered with corpsesɂcorpses of Yuuzhan 
6ÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÌÁÖÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÏÆ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÏÒ +ÁÎÏÓȭÓ ÍÅÒÃÅÎÁÒÉÅÓȢ  

In their absence, the othersɂmedics and affiliated soldiersɂhad already returned to the 
battlefield to recover the deadɂor, if their bodies where no longer a whole, only the armor or parts 
of itɂand brought them to small pyres beside the camp, where Ronan now was heading. 

There was a small pyre for every single of the deceased, and some of them were still worked on, 
but overall, it was close to finishing. In front of them, Ronan could make out a total of about forty 
to fifty corpses (judging by numbers, that figure represented more men than a platoon had), none 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÏÁÔȢ /ÎÌÙ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÉÅÓ ÌÁÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ Ï×ÎÅÒȭÓ ÈÅÁÄÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ 
were in a more or less good condition: deep holes and blood-blotches everywhere in and on their 
armored and unarmored parts, some with coufees and amphistaffs still stuck in the flesh, others 
with whole limbs missing. Several Mandalorians stood in front of their former friends, comrades or 
relatives, taking off their most untouched possessionsɂlike whole armors, helmets, buckles or 
gauntletsɂwith them as a memorial, then lifting the deceased on their private pyres and igniting 
them. The scenery was unique: in the background, you could still see the fires and smoke from the 
battlefield rising into the sky, and in the foreground, you could see lots of individual fires, releasing 
the MandaɂÁ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÓÏÕÌɂinto eternity, and all of that in the twilight of dawn. 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÈÏÃËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÒÅ ÄÁÍÎÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÅÍÉÓÈÅÄ ÂÏÄÉÅÓȡ !ÌÁÒÉÃ 4ÈÁÎÏÓȟ 'ÁÉÄÅÎ 3ÈÉÎÊÉȟ %ÖÏÒȟ !ÌÅÙÎ *ÁÔÕÕÓȟ $ÒÙÓÔÁÎȟ (ÉÒÁÍȟ ȣ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ 
them had been good soldiers, but the list was too long.  

Most shocking of all was the fact that one of his former best friends in the Mandalorian 
Protectors, the Devaronian Trynic Jatt, was lying there dead, and no one could be seen taking care 
ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÓÅÓ ÍÕÃÈȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÎÏ×Ƞ ÁÎÄ the loss of a good friend was 
ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÒÄÅÒ ÎÏ×Ȣ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÁÒÅÄ Á ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÎÏ×ȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒɂwhen it had 
happened, Ronan had more important things in mind than mourning the dead, but now, it hit him 
ÈÁÒÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Ôhe first time he had ever lost a friendɂhis former job as a 
police special operative had been dangerous, and had cost some of his comradesɂsome close to 
him, others notɂÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÉÖÅÓȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÌÁÍÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÅÁÔÈÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 
he had been a simple soldier and not a leader, but now that he was responsible for so many, the 
loss weighed a lot harder. 

 (Å ×ÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÅÖÁÒÏÎÉÁÎȭÓ ÃÏÒÐÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÁÓ Á 
memorial. The black armor was pierced by stabs fÒÏÍ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÕÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ 
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ÐÉÅÃÅȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȠ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÔÉÓÔÉÃ ÂÕÃËÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ 
intricate crest had to suffice. He removed his helmet, put it on the ground beside his old friend, 
took the buckle into his both hands and knelt down to recite a traditional Mandalorian poem, one 
that some might define as a prayer. Once finished, he put the buckle into one of his belt cases, put 
ÈÉÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ 4ÒÙÎÉÃ *ÁÔÔȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÌÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎt of him. Using the last fuel 
from his flamethrower, he ignited the pyre and stepped back, watching in dolefulness. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÍÅÓÓȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ Á ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍȢ  
&ÏÒ ÏÎÃÅȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ-ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ ÉÎÓÔÉÎÃÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎd and aim at the 
ȬÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒȭȡ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× Á ÌÉÍÐÉÎÇ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÁÄÖÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ 
Ȱ-ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒȣ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÅÅÔ ÓÏ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÓÉÒȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ 

surprised. 
Ȱ)Ô ÔÁËÅÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÓsil like me that easily. Thanks for your concern, 
ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÓÕÁÌ ÆÏÒ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÊÏËÅÓȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÌÉÇÈÔÅÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÏÄȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȢ ! ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÉÔ is a mess. Most of the non-ÓÕÐÅÒÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÄÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÏÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÐÅÒÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏÓȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÒÅÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇÓ ÆÏÒ ÎÅ× ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÓȟ 
and only take the best into battles of this scale. A near 40-ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔ ÌÏÓÓ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÏÒ ×ÅȭÒÅ 
ÓÏÏÎ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ 
ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÂÅ ÄÅÆÅÁÔÅÄ ÓÏ ÅÁÓÉÌÙȟ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÓÈ ÏÎ ÁÓ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ +ÉÒ +ÁÎÏÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÅ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ 

while ago, offeÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÉÒÅȭÓ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÎ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÁÃÃÅÐÔÅÄȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÙ 
arrive, thus giving our men their required rest, and then continue with hitting them there, where 
ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÉÔȢ !Ó ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅȟ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ronan just nodded. 
He turned back to the pile where he had placed the Devaronian. The wood was still burning, but 

the corpse had already vanished to ash. Once the fire had burned out, the ashes would be scattered 
by the wind over the whole battlefield, thus giving the Mandalorian the last honor. 
Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÆÏÒ ÇÏÏÄȟ 2ÏÎȭÉËÁ, and get back to the living. Our purpose is not 
ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȟ ÙÅÔȢȱ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 



RAGE OF THE SHADOW WARRIORS  

Page | 44 

 

Epilogue 

 

 
 Ȱ! ÌÏ× ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȟ Á ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÉÁÎ ÏÆ $ÏÍÁÉÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÃÁÌled Tzekon Lian, wants to speak with you, 
7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȟȱ Á ÇÕÁÒÄ ÎÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÇÁÎÉÃ ÐÏÒÔÁÌ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄȢ Ȱ(Å ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒ ÆÒÏÍ 
$ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁȟ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȟ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÈÁÒÐ ÔÏÎÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ 

clear for others whether this was a question, an exclamation or just a spoken thought. For Nas 
Choka, it was all three. 

This can only mean bad news, he thought. 
Ȱ"ÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÉÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ 
&ÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÒÔÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ×Éth a nearly 
ÕÎÓÃÁÒÒÅÄ ÙÏÕÎÇ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȟ ×ÈÏȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÎ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÌÏ× ÒÁÎË ÏÒ ÁÇÅɂhis 
eccentric, taut walk and his mimic showed otherwise; it showed determination, and some sort of 
pride, what seemed completely illogical to Nas Choka. 

Who does he think he is?! My successor? He can hope to get out of this meeting alive! 
Tzekon Lian was just wise enough to kneel down before the Warmaster and lower his headɂ

otherwise, he would have been liquidated at once. 
Ȱ3ÐÅÁËȟȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȢ 
Ȱ) ÂÒÉÎÇ ×ÏÒÓÔ ÎÅ×Ó ÆÒÏÍ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȟ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȢ /ÕÒ ÂÁÓÅ ÈÁÓ ÆÁÌÌÅÎȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÏ×ȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÄÓȟ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȦȱ 
Ȱ4×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÁÇÏȟ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÏÆ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÁÔ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȢ .ÏÔ ÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÉÎÇ Á ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ 

small group of unbelievers, we sent a platoon of our best fighters to investigate their, by a shower of 
meteorites concealed arrival, but none of them returned. Only an hour later, two of our 
strongholds were wrecked, hundreds of fellow warriors were dead, and the infidels were still nearly 
unharmed. After them destroying our plants for coralskippers and eliminating the main base, we 
were finally able to push them back a bit, before they got reinforcements and took out other 
thousands of Chazrach and Yuuzhan Vong. We were by far outnumbering them, but in the end, 
nearly every single Yuuzhan Vong on the planet was dead, due to an airborne attack and soldiers 
spitting fire everywhere; apart from a few like me, who had been stationed in a hidden outpost. 
From there, we were analyzing the battle, at least before the whole company there decided to move 
out and take hold of the infidels, thinking they had an advantage after analyzing the infidelsɂbut, 
however, they miserably failed, although still having twice as many troops as the infidels. Only a 
handful of warriors, including me, remained at the outpost. We had one coralskipper there, for 
emergency, and so we decided to send one of us to report to the Yuuzhan Vong fleet what had 
happened there: me. The others are probably dead, already, so I am the only survivor from this 
ÂÁÔÔÌÅȢȱ 

Until now, Nas Choka had listened silently, having decided to let the young warrior speak his last 
×ÏÒÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÕÒÙ ÈÁÄ ÒÉÓÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎÄ 
more. Deciding against his original plan of killing his inferior right now, he decided to let him live 
at least a little longer, and said enraged: 
Ȱ&ÅÔÔȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÇÕÔÔÕÒÁÌ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ)Ô ÃÁÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢ "ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÉÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÁÒÍÙȢ 5ÎÌÉËÅ .ÏÍ !ÎÏÒȭÓ report about them had stated, this was to be expected. 
They proved to be reliable allies in the last few years, but now they prove to be fierce and serious 
enemies. They victoriously defended their capital planet against us, hitting us hard and 
unexpected.ȱ 5ÎÔÉÌ ÎÏ×ȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÅÒÉÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 
ÂÁÃË ÔÏ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÅÁÓÅ ÔÏ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓȢ ! ÓÍÁÌÌ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ Á ÆÕÌÌ 
of more than ten-thousand troops on one of our main forts in this galaxy?! Are you insane?! Not 
even Jeedai could have accomplished something like thatȦ "ÕÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÉÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ &ÅÔÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ 
ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÔÈÅ 
7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ×ÒÁÔÈȟ Ȱ×ÅÒÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÎÙ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎɂtheir skills even outshine 
many Jeedaiȟ ÆÒÏÍ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÕÒÖÅÙȢȱ 
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ȰI know that!ȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ×ÁÓ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÅÆÅÁÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ "ÁÔÔÌÅ ÏÆ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ 
outraging him. But he forced himself to calm downɂÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈȩȱ "ÅÉÎÇ ÉÎ 
rage was not useful in such a situationɂhe had to think clear and rational, not driven by emotion, 
now. 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ΫίΪ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÃÈ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÆÏÒÃÅȩȦ )Î ÔÈÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÓÅÒÖÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÉÌÄ Á ×ÁÙ ÂÉÇÇÅÒ 
ÁÒÍÙȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÌÌÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ Jeedaiȟ ÏÒ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÐÏÓÅ ÁÎ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÁÔȢȱ 
Ȱ)Î ÁÄÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÂÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ 

with them, I was able to gather some on their past. They, and especially Fett, seem to have a grudge 
against the Jeedaiȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ Á ÔÈÒÅÁÔȢ !ÎÄȟ ÉÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ 
been this very race of warriors, the ancient, war-loving Mandalorians, that had prevented us from 
invading this galaxy earlier. It is only a legend, but more than four-thousand years ago, an infidel 
abomination had driven one of our first yorik-strohna out of this galaxy. And, on Dubrillion, an 
abomination quite similar to that described in the legend, has also wreaked havoc among our 
ÌÉÎÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÌÄ ÎÅ×Óȟ ÉÎÆÅÒÉÏÒȢ !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ȬÌÅÇÅÎÄȭȟȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÌÁÔÉÖÅ 
ÔÈÁÎ ÅÎÒÁÇÅÄȟ ÎÏ×Ȣ  Ȱ"ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÁÎÄ ÁÎ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÉÎÉÅÒ ÃÒÅ× ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÄÁÙ prior to 
the defeat at Dubrillion attacked on of our patrol frigates in the Null sector. We found the Unfailing 
Punishment driving abandoned in space, and as we investigated it, we found every single Yuuzhan 
Vong on the ship dead, most of them without their scalpsɂand latter is definitely a sign of 
Mandalorians involved. We have been observing the Mandalorians as closely as possible, but it 
ÓÅÅÍÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÕÔÔÅÒÌÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓȢȱ 

A thought struck him ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄÓȡ Ȱ"ÒÉÎÇ #ÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ 2ÕÌÁÁË 4ÓÕÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȟȱ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÓÐÏËÅ ÕÐ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ ȰÉÆ ) ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á 
×ÏÒÄȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÐÅÁËȦȱ 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÆ ) ÁÎÄ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÏÒÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ "ÁÔÔÌÅ ÏÆ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ×ÏÒË ÔÏÇether, we could analyze 
ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȭ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÑÕÉÒÅÄ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒÍÅÁÓÕÒÅÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ 7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÓÏ 
ÔÒÁÉÎ ÄÉÖÉÓÉÏÎÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÏÎ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓȢȱ 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎËȟ ÓÈÁÍÅÄ ÂÅÉÎÇȟȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ȰÔÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ 

before?! Commander Rulaak Tsun was a lieutenant at the Battle of Mandalore and one of the few 
survivors, and I promoted him in order to do said thing, train warriors with tactics to counter the 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÂÅÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÄÏn, then, grea-ȟȱ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ 

door-membrane, with the guard and a tall Yuuzhan Vong warrior stepping in, who seemed to have 
far too less scars and implants for his high rankɂnevertheless, he already wore the command 
cloak, connected via fresh claw-implants into his shoulder, and he also had no longer an amphistaff 
ÃÏÉÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍȟ ÂÕÔ Á ÔÓÁÉÓÉȟ ÔÈÅ Ȱ"ÁÔÏÎ ÏÆ 2ÁÎËȱȢ 
Ȱ7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȟȱ 2ÕÌÁÁË 4ÓÕÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ËÎÅÌÔ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁȟ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÅÍÁÎÄȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÒÕÃË ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÕÒ ÆÏÒÃÅÓ ÏÎ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÉÁÎ 4ÚÅËÏÎ 

Lian here was the last survivor and could escape to bring the bad news. I am just about to promote 
him to the rank of a subaltern, with special status as an advisor and tactician for your division, 
ÐÒÏÖÉÄÉÎÇ ÖÉÔÁÌ ÉÎÔÅÌ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȭ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓ ÏÎ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ!Ó ÙÏÕ ÄÅÍÁÎÄȟ 'ÒÅÁÔ 7ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï×ȟ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎȟ ) ÔÈÅÒÅÆÏÒÅ ÐÒÏÍÏÔÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÎË ÏÆ Á ÓÕÂÁÌÔÅÒÎȢ $Ï ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÁÒÅ ÔÏ ÆÁÉÌ 
ÍÅȢȱ 
4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ËÎÅÅÌÉÎÇȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ× ÁÎÙ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎȢ (Å ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 

his promotion, as if he had just foreseen that. 
Ȱ.Ï× ÌÅÁÖÅȟȱ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÓÕÂÁÌÔÅÒÎȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓÔÉÌÙ ÅØÉÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ 
Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÁÎ ÅÙÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȢȱ (Å ÎÏ× ÓÐÏËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ%ÉÔÈÅÒ ÈÅ ÐÒÏÖÅÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÏÍÐÅÔÅÎÔȟ 
ÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÐÏÓÉÔÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 
Ȱ!Ó ÙÏÕ ×ÉÓÈȟ ×ÁÒÍÁÓÔÅÒȢȱ 
Also dismissing the commander, Nas Choka rose from his throne, heading to the transparent 

membrane of his wÁÒ ÒÏÏÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÎ ÈÅÁÄÑÕÁÒÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÏÎ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎȭ4ÁÒȢ  
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The terraforming of the planet was still in progress, and here and there, you could still see 
remains of abominations, but overall, the planet was flooding with color and flora, looking far 
different from the dull grey that had dominated its appearance before the terraforming. 

While looking at the yellow sunset, Nas Choka thought about what he had just learned in the 
past few minutes.  

The Mandalorians are posing to be a far greater thread than formerly estimated. But no matter how 
good they may fight, they do not stand against the Will of the Gods. Those infidel warriors are just 
another tiny insect on the body of a strong Yuuzhan Vong warrior that only waits to be scrunched, 
the Warmaster thought. -ÁÙÂÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÅÃÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÔÒÏÎÇÌÙ ÈÕÒÔÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÍÂÓ 
ÇÏ ÎÕÍÂȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÎÏ ÔÈÒÅÁÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÏÖÅÒÁÌÌ-condition of the warrior. 
7ÈÁÔ .ÁÓ #ÈÏËÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÓÏ ÉÎÓÅÃÔÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÁÌÁØÙ ×ÉÔÈ 

deadly toxins that did affect the overall-condition of a Yuuzhan Vong, for it was not the sting that 
was the danger, but the toxin that was spread from the sting. 
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