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With the Mandalorians: 
Atross; Mandalorian commando, explosives expert (male Togorian) 
Ronan Barec; Mandalorian commando, former special forces sniper (male human) 
Goran Beviin; Mandalorian commando and bounty hunter (male human)* 
Altair Jiriad; Mandalorian commando and armorsmith (male Kiffar)  
Skira Jiriad; Mandalorian solÄÉÅÒȟ !ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ ÓÏÎ ɉÍÁÌÅ ÈÕÍÁÎɊ 
3ÁÒÅÔÈ +ÁÒÒȠ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÆÁÒÍÅÒȟ !ÒÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ɉÍÁÌÅ ÈÕÍÁÎɊ 
Kharritokh of clan Bakh'tor; Mandalorian commando, martial arts master (male Noghri) 
Ara Norvath; Mandalorian commando and mercenary (female human) 
Ayden Stone; Mandalorian commando, former professional bolo-ball player (male human) 
Gladus Tite; Mandalorian commando, former outlaw, criminal and assassin (male human) 
Ram Zerimar; Mandalorian commando sniper (male human)* 
 

With the Yuuzhan Vong: 
Tzekon Lian; subaltern (male Yuuzhan Vong) 
Rulaak Tsun; commander (male Yuuzhan Vong) 
 

Others: 
Macos Fenix; bounty hunter (male human) 
Salem Rios; lieutenant, Galactic Alliance Intelligence (male Feeorin) 
 

(* save for Goran Beviin and Ram Zerimar, both official EU characters, all characters are Original 
Characters created by me, the author) 
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4ÈÉÓ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȢ 

The 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÕÎÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÕÚÚÌÅ ÏÆ Á ÈÅÁÖÙ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒ ÐÉÓÔÏÌ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ 
Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÓ ÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ vongese ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȟȱ said the fierce woman 
ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒȟ ȰÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÃÕÍ ÌÉËÅ youȢȱ 

His lekku were trembling heavily and his face was soppy with sweat, but he still managed to hold 
his own in the conversationɂhe used to be a skilled ambassador, after all. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÒÏÎÉÃȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒÅÄȟ ȰÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ Á ÇÒÏÕÐ ÏÆ ÇÕÎ-for-hires who 
ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÔÙ ×ÏÒË ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÏÁÔÈÅÄ vongeseȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
%ÖÅÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅen such a good idea to insult 

the furious woman, and she made him pay for that. 
Ȱ.ÁÒȭÓÈÅÂȟ ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÓÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÕÃËȟ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇȢȱ  
4ÈÅ 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÒÁÔÈÅÒ 

tranquil, even harmonic oneɂbut he did realize that the cold metallic dart piercing his carotid was 
not in the least harmonic as he faded into netherworld. 

 
é

Ara Norvath immediately realized something was terribly wrong as the spaceliner jerkily dropped 
out of hypeÒÓÐÁÃÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÍ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȭÓ ÓÔÅ×ÁÒÄÅÓÓÅÓ 
appeared on the comm-speakers. 
Ȱ,ÁÄÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÅÍÅÎȟ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÉÎÇ ÔÅÃÈÎÉÃÁÌ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÙÐÅÒÓÐÁÃÅ 

engines but this matter should be solved within an hour. Please remain calm and stay on your 
ÓÅÁÔÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÅ×ÁÒÄÅÓÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÃÅÁÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓÎÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ×ÅÌÌ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
ÆÏÒ !ÒÁ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÌÁÙ ÁÎÄ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÆÒÅÅ ÆÒÅÓÈ ÄÒÉÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȢ 
Please be ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÅÅÌ ÆÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÏÕÒ ÓÔÁÆÆȢȱ 

Free drinks to keep the passengers unsuspicious? Ara thought, eyeing the other passengers who 
were hysterically in whispered conversation. .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÅ×Ȣ 

The Mandalorian woman wore a loose tunic and wide trousers well concealing the armor and 
gear she wore beneath them. Her helmet and weapons were in a bag in the cargo bay, but she 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÁÒÍÅÄɂshe still had a small combat knife and her gauntlets, and she was certain that 
both would be needed, soon.  
4ÁËÉÎÇ Á ÓÐÁÃÅÌÉÎÅÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÁÙÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÅÓÔ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÖÅÌȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ 

Sundance, an old Leonore C-3 passenger liner, had been modified with automatic quad-laser-
turrets and turbolaser batteries.  

Once more, Ara regretted having taken a civil craft from Denon to Contruum, instead of taking a 
ride with the starfighter of a befriended bounty hunter ɂÎÏȟ !ÒÁ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ 
ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅÓȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÈÅȭÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÓÓÕÅȟ ÁÎÄ she had to deal with 
her decision. 

She needed to find out what had hauled the ship out of hyperspaceɂÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ 
Yuuzhan VongɂÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÕÎÓÔÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÆÁÒ 
before a Duros steward noticed her. 
Ȱ%ØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟ ÍÁÄÁÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓÌÙȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÁÉÎ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÅÁÔȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ !ÒÁȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÅÌÌɂ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ȬÆÒÅÓÈÅÒÓȢȱ  
Ȱ)ɂ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÍÁÄÁÍȢȱ  
The Duros was even more irritable now, as if he knew she was lying. But, for hÅÒ ÓÁËÅȟ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 

ask any more questions, so she advanced through the corridor, and, well aware of the cautious eyes 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÌÉÅÎ ÓÔÅ×ÁÒÄ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÉÅÓȭ ÒÅÆÒÅÓÈÅÒÓȢ  

In the cabin, she considered what to do next. If it was the Yuuzhan Vong who had pulled them 
out of hyperspace, then it could either be a lone dovin-basal mineɂthese days, thousands of them 
were still on often-used hyperspace routesɂwithout any other Yuuzhan Vong craft in proximity, or 



 

 

 

it was a mine together with a small force of Yuuzhan Vong coralskippers and transporters, only 
waiting to pitch into new stranded starships. If former, SundanceȭÓ ÃÒÅ× ÈÁÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÁÉÒ ÔÈÅ 
hyperspace engine and hope they managed to escape before any Vong arrived. If latter, the 
spaceliner probaÂÌÙ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅ 
first possibility the more plausible. 

Ara knew there was a third option, thoughɂone that she bristled to imagine it was the most 
probable. Rumors said that the Vongɂand the usual pirates, but they had been doing this all the 
time, also before the invasionɂ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅÓ ÁÍÂÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÇÏ-, refugee- and passenger 
transports; there were also the idiots who still believed the Vong would spare them when they 
allied with them : the Peace Brigade. And Ara had this uncomfortable feeling that it was this very 
scattered group of immoral traitors to the whole galaxy that was about to raid Sundance nowɂthe 
over 1300 beings on the ship had to appear to be a good present to the Vong, after all. 

Trying to clear her mind, Ara held her head under the refresher and let algid water pour down 
her face. She had, after all, not completely been lying to the DurosɂÓÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÂÅÓÔ ÈÅÁÌÔÈȟ 
although she had no idea why.  

Then she halted, the water still flowing out of the faucet, as she heard and felt the dumb sound 
and rumble of another ship docking to the only airlock hatch of the spaceliner. 

Here we go, Ara thought. 7ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏÏË ȬÅÍ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȣ 
Grabbing her vibroblade, she leaned againsÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÌËÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎ 

it. Going through a mental list of measures to take in such a situation, she decided it was best to 
waitɂrunning out of the cabin and engage the enemy head over heels would only compromise her 
current aÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅ ÏÆ Á ÓÁÆÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȠ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 
them.  

Whoever they ÁÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓȣ 
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÅ×ÁÒÄÅÓÓ ÒÅÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍȟ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ 

calm but hysterical and nervous now. She announced that the ship was being boarded, there were 
not enough combat-trained crewmembers to handle this and using to the escape pods was 
uselessɂthus implying every soul on this ship was doomed.  

That was when the panic started, although not a single one of the raiders had yet showed up, and 
Ara could hear desperate shouts, cries and various alien expressions, along with the slight tremors 
of people stampeding senselessly through the corridors, not caring about anyone but themselves. 
Though, Ara was certain not everyone was going madɂthere had to be some who did the exact 
difference: nothing. They probably just sat on their seats, stunned and experiencing a total 
blackout.  
!ÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÙÅÔȟ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÏÎ ÂÏÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÙ to calm things 

down, but there was a lot of anger coming up on her, either wayɂfor both the attackers and the 
crew of Sundance. Condemning the lives of over 1300 people just like that was an inhuman act. 
5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ȰÎÅÅÄȱ ÔÏ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍ ÁÃÔÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ had inconveniently increased since the 
beginning of the Yuuzhan Vong invasion. 

A sudden knock at the door, followed by someone cursing, brought her back from her thoughts 
to here-and-now.  
Ȱ/ÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȦȱ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ harshlyɂÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ ÏÎÅ 

of the passengers. 
)ÔȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÄÉȭËÕÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÔÏ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÓ ÉÔ 

opened and put the human into a tight stranglehold, her vibroblade millimeters from his throat, 
and closed the door again. 
Ȱ7ÏÁÈȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÕÎÁÒÍÅÄ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÏÎÅÓÔ ÓÈÏÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÒË-
ÃÏÍÐÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÆÁÃÅȢ ȰEasyȣ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔɂȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÓÈ ÉÔȟ ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÇÒÉÍÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÁÎÙ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÒÕÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÎÃÙ ÓÕÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÓÏÍÅ ÕÇÌÙ ÒÅÄ ÂÌÏÔÃÈÅÓȢȱ 

The man sounded more than uneasy now, after realizing the fierce woman was serious, after all. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÆÏÒ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÒÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓȟ ÕÍȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆȟ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÃÁÒÅÅÒ ÁÓ Á 
ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÅÎÄȟ ÁÔ ÌÁÓÔȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ) ÃÅÁÓÅ ÔÏ ÂÅȟ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÔÓ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÎ ÍÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÎÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȢȱ 
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That answer caught Ara more than off-ÇÕÁÒÄȟ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃ ÔÏÎÅȢ 
Ȱ"ÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȭÓ "ÌÁÃË (ÅÁÒÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅȩȱ 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȦ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ 6ÏÎÇ-glorifying 
ÂÁÓÔÁÒÄÓȩȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÊÏËÅ ÓÈÏ×ȩ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȣȢȱ 

Take that as a no. He might be saying the truthɂafter all, what should an unarmed Peace Brigader 
in finest business-ÓÕÉÔ ÄÏ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÄÅÃÅÉÖÅ ÍÅ ȬÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÄÓ 
ÁÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÔÒÕÓÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌȭÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȟ ÓÏ I better keep one or two eyes on 
himɂjust in case. 
Ȱ&ÁÌÓÅ ÍÏÖÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÁÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏÓÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÉÐȢ Ȱ5ÎÄÅÒÓÔÏÏÄȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÅÌÉÅÖÅÄȢ Ȱ-ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ-be-notorious bounty 
ÈÕÎÔÅÒȢȱ 

Before Ara could answer anythingɂnot that she had intended toɂthe sound of a blaster clanged 
outside the cabin, followed by even more screams. 
Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÓÈÕÔ ÂÙ ÎÏ×ȟȱ Á ÇÕÔÔÕÒÁÌ ÎÏÎÈÕÍÁÎ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄɂmaybe 
$ÅÖÁÒÏÎÉÁÎ ÏÒ 4×ÉȭÌÅËȟ !ÒÁ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ Ȱ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÔ ÂÙ mÅȢȱ 

That was, of course, and idle threatɂthe Brigade would need every single prisoner alive, so their 
blasters were probably set on stun. 
(Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÒÏËÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 
Ȱ7Å ÂÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ Á ÇÉÆt. A gift that none of you can defy. You are among the few chosen ones to take 
ÔÈÅ ÊÏÕÒÎÅÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÅ ÐÁÔÈȣȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÅÁÈȟȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÍÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÌÙȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ȬÔÒÕÅ ÐÁÔÈȭȟ ÓÏÎ ÏÆ Á ÍÕÒÇÌÁËȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 
!ÒÁȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÎËÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÖÉÂÒÏÂÌÁÄÅȢ Ȱ)Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ 
ÎÅÁÔ ËÎÉÖÅÓȟ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÉÎÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ &ÅÎÉØȭÓ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÇÁÚÅȢ Ȱ7ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ 

my markɂ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅÉÒ ÎÕÍÂÅÒÓȟ ÓÏ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ȬÅÍ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÓÅÅÎȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ) ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ 
ÍÁËÅ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÐÔÉÏÎȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ flatteredȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ !ÒÁȟ ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȱ.Ï× ÓÈÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 
She could well need her helmet and especially its thermal vision now, because miscalculating the 
ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅÓ ÎÏ× ÍÉÇÈÔ ÅÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÙ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÔÏȢ .ÅÖÅÒÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÁÎ 
assumption of about two to three dozen Peace Brigaders on Sundance, take or leave a handful, and 
probably another handful still on their ship. These figures would make sense to Ara, did she ever 
plan to kidnap 1300 people on a ship like that, but Ara was a professionalɂand what she heard 
about the Peace Brigade stated they were not exactly professionals. But she decided to stick with 
her assumption, just in case. 

No matter how many hostiles where on the ship, it was totally vital to be cautious and stealthy, to 
catch them off guard and prevent this from becoming a devastating gunfight with the odds against 
Ara and her new companion Fenix. 

Finally deciding to do something, she pressed her ear against the door and listened closely. Apart 
from the still boasting Brigader, she could hear footsteps approaching. Turning her head to face the 
alerted bounty hunter, she gave him a sign to stand down and wait. As the footsteps passed by, she 
pressed the button to open the door. 

It slid open with a hiss, quiet enough not to be noticed by the one who had just strode by, and 
Ara stepped out cautiously. The refreshers were in a side corridor that crossed the main corridor, so 
she was out of sight from the deck where the hostile leader was holding his speech. 

She was surprised to see that the lights where dimmed and it was rather dark, what let her to the 
ÁÓÓÕÍÐÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅ× ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÓ ÉÎÁÃÔive as she had thought and 
had switched to emergency power in order to have a small advantage when defending the ship 
against the intruders. 

Crouching, she sneaked off to the bulkhead where the corridors crossed, leaned against it and 
took a brief look int Ï ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÎ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÃËȢ 

The BrigaderɂÁ 4×ÉȭÌÅËɂhad stopped talking and was giving orders to some of his men and 
then headed off to the bridge. Ara could make out seven armed Peace Brigaders in the shadowy 
illumination, most of them non -humans: Rodians, Devaronians, and she thought she could even 



 

 

 

ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔ Á 7ÅÅÑÕÁÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅɂseven men 
ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÏÖÅÒ ήΪΪ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÉÓË ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅȠ ÏÒ ÓÏ !ÒÁ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 

She decided to get back to Fenix and tell him about the plan she had in mind. As she looked at 
the cabin, she could see the overly swanky dressed bounty hunter cowering there, his dark brown 
eyes expectantly fixed on her. See could spot the urge to do something and the rage against the 
immoral Peace Brigade in his eyes, but also something elseɂÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ 
something even more intense and emotional than what she could already see. There was something 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÎÓÅÔÔÌÅÄ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙȢ !ÒÁ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ 
find out the hard way. 

She just wanted to go back to Fenix as a voice and approaching footsteps interrupted her. The 
voice had that distinctive, disgusting chirping sound of a Rodian, one that was mumbling in a 
jittery Hut tese into a comlink From the tense in his voice, Ara could tell that the conversation with 
ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÎÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÅÎÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÏÏÎȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
for her to take out the Rodian without getting the attention of the  person on the com. Another 
problem was the fact that the side corridor with the refreshers was more illuminated than the main 
corridor and there was nothing to hide except from the cabin, and that was ouch of reach. 

Just in time, she gave Fenix a mark to close the door and then, without further thinking and 
driven by her reflexes and intuition, she went the only way possible. 

Up. 
As the Rodian entered the corridor, he instantly froze. He shouted a few, nearly inaudibly fast 

spoken words into the comlinkɂit  ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ȬÅÍȢȱ ÔÏ !ÒÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ 
ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÂÅÅÎ Á Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÔÈÓÐÁ×ÎÅÄ ÍÏÕÔÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÓÇÕÓÔÉÎÇ koochooȢȱ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ 
as the Rodian smashed his comlink to the floor, she figured it was latter. 

Now that the RodiaÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÃÏÍÍÕÎÉÃÁÔÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÒÁÄÅÓȟ !ÒÁ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ 
do something about him. 

So she dropped to the floor behind the Peace Brigader as soundlessly as possible. The alien 
ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ to the refreshers, his blaster rifle 
at the ready. 

Ara had been dealing with lots of Rodians before, so she knew exactly their weak points, the 
major one being their necks. She grabbed his head and neck and jerked his green, sweaty face back, 
just about faintly enough not to kill him already, but so that another quick pull would do the trick.  
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÓÏÕÎÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÒÖÏÕÓ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȟ ȰÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÍÅÁɂȰ 
Ȱ"ÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÏÎȟ ÂÉÔÃÈȟȱ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ Á ÄÅÅÐ ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÆÅlt 
ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÄ ÍÅÔÁÌ ÏÆ Á ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÍÕÚÚÌÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ 

Not  good, the Mandalorian woman thought simply.  
Slowly, Ara turned her head to face a female Bothan with near-purple pelt sprinkled with beige 

spots, whose toxic-green eyes made her appear more than surreal. 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȣȩȱ !ÒÁ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 
Ȱ.ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÒÇÌÁË ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȟ ÏÒ 
ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȩȱ 
-ÅȭÖÅÎ?! 4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÁÌ ÈÅÒ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅɂshe was scowling in utter 

bewilderment. What?! This is getting seriously ÕÇÌÙȣ 
4ÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÈÏÃË ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÃÏÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÏÐÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÕÔÈ 
ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÈÏÒÔ ÔÉÍÅȭÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȟ ÁÄÒÅÎÁÌÉÎÅ ÆÌÏÏÄÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ !ÒÁȭÓ ÖÅÉÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÔÅÄȢ With a brief 
ÂÕÔ ÆÏÒÃÅÆÕÌ ÄÒÁÆÔ ÓÈÅ Ô×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÌÏÕÄ ÃÒÁÃËÉÎÇ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÎÅÃË 
broke. She loosened her grip and the lifeless body plunged to the ground. 
Ȱ3Ïȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÆÅ× ÓÔÅÐÓ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ ÔÈÅ Âlaster still aimed at her, 
Ȱ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÙ ) ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÌÌÅÄ Á ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÎÔȩȱ 
!ÒÁ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓÓÕÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÏÎ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȢ (ÁÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÒÇÕÍÅÎÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

pressure of the death-threat about whether or not the Rodian was more useful alive, the Bothan 
ÍÉÇÈÔȭÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÏÔÈȢ (Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÈÅÒ 
now. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÌÉÍÙ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÁÎ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÒÕÔÈȢ !ÎÄ 
ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÓÌÉÍÙ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅÓȣȢȱ 4ÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎ hesitated, disgust spreading on her furry face. 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ someoneȢȱ 
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Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓȣ someone ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅȣȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÒÏÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÁÔÅÎ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÁÕÓÅÏÕÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÕÂÔ 
ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
3ÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ !ÒÁ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ Ãonceal her reaction, and thus decided to go another way with 

this. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÃÌÏÓÅÌÙ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) 
ÍÅÔ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ met ÈÉÍȩȦ 7ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÂÏÁÒÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎȡ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÉÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÌÅÁÎÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐ 
ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÕÍȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎÓÁÎÅȩ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÆÏÒÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÕÒÇÌÁËÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ Á #ÏÒÅÌÌÉÁÎ 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÐÓÙÃÈÏ ÇÁÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÁÎÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ &ÅÎÉØ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÏÆ ÍÕÃÈ ÕÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÁÓ 

mindless slaves once the crab-ÂÏÙÓ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȢ !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ×ÈÅÒÅȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÆÒÏÍȟ ÆÏÒÔÙȩȱ 
Ȱ) ÃÏÕÎÔÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÕÒËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÌÏÃË ÁÓ ÆÏÒÔÙ-two entered, but there are probably still 
ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÖÅÓÓÅÌȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÍÉÓÅÒÁÂÌÙ ÉÎ Á ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÍ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÏÕÔÇÕÎÎÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÓÌÁÖÅÒÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÄÅÁÔÈɂÉÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÓÁÙÓ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÅÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÐÔÕÒÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÄÕÎÇÈÅÁds? No, not if I can do something 

about thatȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÒÁÂ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÓÔÅÁÌ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÉÐ ÁÎÄȣȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔȩ ,ÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÉÒÔÅÅÎ-ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÕÎÈÏÌÙ ÆÁÔÅȩȱ !ÎÇÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÓÉÎÇ ÉÎ !ÒÁ 

again. 4ÈÉÓ "ÏÔÈÁÎȭÓ ÎÏ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÃË ÏÆ 6ÏÎÇ-allying ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎÅȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÄÏȟ ÇÉÒÌÉÅȩȱ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÅÄ ÓÃÏÒÎÆÕÌÌÙȟ ÌÉÆÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÐÉÔ ÁÔ ÍÅȩȱ 
4ÈÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÔÕÏÕÓ ȬÇÉÒÌÉÅȭ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÌÏÓÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÍÐÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ 

in the background and could just about draw in her horns. 
Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÃÁÌÍÌÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢȱ 
4ÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÈÅÒ Á ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÇÁÚÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÌÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

floor, a vibroblade stuck deep in the hollow of her knee. 
From the open cabin door, Ara could see Fenix stepping out and approaching. She knelt down to 
ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÅÌÔ ÔÈÅ "ÏÔÈÁÎȭÓ ÐÕÌÓÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÅÁÔÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ËÎÉÖÅÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÏ &ÅÎÉØȟ ×ÈÏ ÂÏÒÅ a troubled look on his 

usually rather cheery face. 
Ȱ)Ó ÓÈÅ ÄÅÁÄȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÓÏÂÅÒȢ 
Ȱ.ÏÐÅȟ ÕÎÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓȢȱ 
Ȱ$ÁÍÎȢ ) ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÅÃËȢȱ  
So much about the fancy knife throwing, she thought, but something in his features and tone told 

Ara that ÈÉÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ !ÒÁ ÁÓËÅÄ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ 
4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȭÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÁÓ &ÅÎÉØ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÓÐÁÃÅȟ ÐÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ 

that had to deeply touch him, before he finally spoke those few words, slowly, as if still half in his 
dream world. 
Ȱ3ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÙ ×ÉÆÅȢȱ 
!ÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÉÓÐÌÁÃÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÕÂÔÅÄ 
&ÅÎÉØ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅÎ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÌÏÎÇȟ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÔÒÉÃÁÔÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÎÅÖÅÒÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÅÒÅ-and-
ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÃË ÈÅÒ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÓË ÁÔ ÈÁÎÄȢȱ 

And with that the bounty hunter grasped the Bothan woman and carried her into the empty 
cabin. Ara did the same with the dead Rodian, and then they relieved the two of their gear and 
locked up the cell, all without a single word. 
4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÖÉÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓȟ &ÅÎÉØ ×ÉÅÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒ ÒÉÆÌÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÒÓÏ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÎÏÎÈÕÍÁÎȭÓ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÍÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ !ÒÁȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ Mandalorian armor still covered under her clothes, 
took the light blaster pistol and the knifeɂshe had wanted latter back because she could handle 
the blade better than Fenix. 

Fully geared up, each ready to fight for their own agendas, the unlike team went to the door 
where the corridors passed and cautiously stepped out onto the main deck. 



 

 

 

After taking a few steps into the shadows, Ara felt that they had done a terrible mistake. As she 
turned, her feelings proved themselves right. She was staring into the muzzles of six blaster rifles 
surrounding them. 
Ȱ0ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȟȱ Á 7ÅÅÑÕÁÙ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄȟ ȰÁÎÄ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ 
ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
!ÒÁ ÔÈÒÅ× Á ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ &ÅÎÉØȟ ×ÈÏ ÏÎÌÙ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÁÒ ÔÏ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ 

like that, no . The odds were against her, but with a little portion of luck, and the advantage of 
surprise, she should be able to manage this early threat. 

She looked around, noting the position of every single of the seven men, and then decided to do 
something about it. 
!ÆÔÅÒ Á ÑÕÉÃË ÎÏÄ ÔÏ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÕÃËÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅÄ Á ÃÌÅÁÎ ÓÈÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÅÅÑÕÁÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

low-energy blaster she had overcharged. Ara tossed the ineffective weapon away and shot a 
ÐÏÉÓÏÎÅÄ ÄÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÇÁÕÎÔÌÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒȭÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȟ ÁÎÄ it was only then that the others 
reacted. One of them, a Rodian, was stupid enough to fire a stun blast at Ara and missed her, 
instead hitting a Devaronian behind her, who went down cursing heavily in his native tongue.  

Back-to-ÂÁÃË ×ÉÔÈ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭt have time to check how many the bounty hunter had taken 
out, and continued fighting, now down to melee combat weapons, intending to spare her 
additional armor gear for later, when she needed it more. She grabbed her vibroblade, dodged 
another shot from tÈÅ ÆÏÏÌÉÓÈ 2ÏÄÉÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÕÎÇ ÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ 
ÂÅÅÎ ÓÃÁÒÃÅÌÙ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÒÁÄÅȭÓ ÓÈÏÔ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÌÉÆÅÌÅÓÓÌÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ !ÒÁ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÅÄ Á 
ÒÏÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÌÁÄÅȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎ with the blaster as 
she stood up again. 
"ÏÔÈ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔÓ ÆÒÏÚÅȟ ÐÌÁÉÎÌÙ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ Á ÑÕÉÅÔ ȬËÌÉÃËȭ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ 
!ÒÁ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÔÈÕÍÂ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÉÌÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ó×ÉÔÃÈ ÆÒÏÍ ȰÓÔÕÎȱ ÔÏ ȰËÉÌÌȱȟ ÈÉÓ ÂÌÁÃËȟ 
facetted eyes still fÉØÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÅÒÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎ ÌÉËÅ Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ !ÒÁ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÏÆÔÅÎ 
watched holo-dramas, but the scene she faced now reminded her of these old cheesy gunslinger 
movies where the action culminated in a duel of the hero versus his arch-villainɂsomething that 
was, of course, more than ridiculous, especially because the Rodian made a really poor villain, and 
!ÒÁ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȟ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ "ÕÔ ÓÔÉÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
exactly like that, and each of them waited for the other to make a move. 

After another minuteɂit seemed more like hours to Araɂshe eventually made that move and 
feinted a gesture to shoot another dart from her gauntlets. Instead, she performed a cartwheel to 
the left, a fraction of a milliseconÄ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȟ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ 
faster than expected and the blaster bolt grazed her left calf. She lost balance and crashed inflexibly 
to the ground. 

With her face down and the tremendous pain spreading from her leg making it hard for her to 
ÍÏÖÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ !ÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓ ÓÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ 2ÏÄÉÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ 

As she finally managed to steady herself and get up, she could make out both Fenix and the 
Rodian with their hands up and their backs to her, and a handful of uniformed humans behind 
them, with E-11s at their ready. One of them was talking to them, but from the distance, Ara 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ  

Meanwhile, the pain had dropped to an acceptable level and Ara cautiously got back on her feet 
and limped towards the others. As she approached, she could see all the passengers who, now more 
or less safe, at least for a while, had gathered around and watched the scene. 
ȰȣÎÏÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÈÏ× ÏÆÔÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÒÅÐÅÁÔ ÔÈÉÓȩȦȱ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ &ÅÎÉØ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ 

with the rank stripes, upset about being captured with a Peace Brigader and suspected to be one of 
ÔÈÅÍȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ËÒÉÆÆÉÎȭ ÄÕÎÇÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÉÐȦȱ 

Ara now recognized that the men where all staff members, probably the only ones able to handle 
a gun, and the man Fenix was talking to was most likely the captain. And the captain was just about 
to open his mouth to accuse Fenix of even more things as the Mandalorian woman interrupted. 
Ȱ(Å ÓÐÅÁËÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȟ ÓÉÒȢȱ !ÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎɂas well as all of the blaster riflesɂ

was on her, and their leader sported Á ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÇÁÚÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÂÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓ 
when we are fighting against them? The only member of the Peace Brigade here is that slimy 
2ÏÄÉÁÎȢȱ 
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Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÅÄ ÓËÅÐÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ȰÓÈÏÕÌÄ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÌÙÉÎÇȩȱ 
Ȱ%ÁÓÙȟȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÓÔ ÏÆ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÃÈÅÃË ÕÓȟ )ȭÍ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÓÈÅȭÓȣȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÁÒÁÄ $ÙÒÅȟȱ !ÒÁ ÉÎÔÅÒÊÅÃÔÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ Á ÌÉÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÉÎÇ ÉÎÃÏÇÎÉÔÏɂshe did 
ÈÁÖÅ ÅÎÅÍÉÅÓȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÏÎÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÒÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÍÏÂÉÌÉÚÅÄ Á ÓÍall armada and blasted a 
spaceliner with thirteen-ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÂÏÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÁÒÄÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÅÎÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ 
wasting our time with this nonsense. There are forty-Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÉÐȟ ÍÉÎÕÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÉØ ×ÅȭÖÅ 
taken out here and another one I got the information from. That leaves thirty -five, not counting the 
ÏÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÏÃËÅÄ ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 

The captain scowled at her, but said nothing. He nodded to one of his men, who took a datapad 
from his belt and checked the list, nodding affirmatively to his superior.  
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÓÐÏËÅ ÕÐ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÈÉÍ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȢ Ȱ!ÎÙÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ×Ó ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÏÒ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ Á ÇÕÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÆ 
great help and will be significantly repÁÉÒÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÉÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ /52 ÓÈÉÐȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ 
ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÓÔÁÙÓ ÔÈÁÔȦ .Ï×ȟ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÌÏÃË ÕÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇȟȱɂhe was glancing at the Rodian 
now, disgust on his faceɂȰÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓ ÇÒÁÂ ÁÎÙ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔȦȱ 
!ÒÁ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ Ôo see only a handful step forward to fight alongside themɂin these 

desperate times, everybody hold on their lives, always fearing for the worst and mostly caring only 
for themselves or their families. But still, it was a pity there were only so fewɂit woul d be easier 
had there been more, and then, perhaps, this whole situation could be solved without spilling 
ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÂÌÏÏÄȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÓÔÁÇÅÓ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÏÒ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇȢ 
Ȱ#ÁÐÔÁÉÎȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÍÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÌÙȟ Ȱ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇɂnow! We best head towards the 
ÂÒÉÄÇÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÅÁÄÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÈÅÁÄÅÄȢȱ 

Without waiting for the others, she walked ahead, well aware of Fenix on her tails.  
At least someoneȣ 
Fortunatelyɂor unfortunatelyɂÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏÏ ÆÁÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÔÁÉÎ ÃÒÉÅÄ ÏÕÔ Ȱ7ÁÉÔȦȱ ÁÎÄ 

he, his men and the volunteers quickly caught up with the Mandalorian woman and her bounty 
hunter companion. 

En route to the bridge, they went through another passenger deckɂthis time with less than a 
hundred people. They hit on a mere six PeÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÉÇÈÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ Ô×Ï 
of them had been stunned, and gave upɂbut not before one of them managed to send a call for 
reinforcements. On this deck, nearly another dozen of volunteers joined the group, although they 
were rather short of ranged weapons, now.  

After interrogating one of the capitulators, Ara found out that on the last part to the bridge, there 
were only five other Brigaders, including their leader. So they decided to split up and only Ara and 
Fenix went on towards the bridge, while the captain and the others entrenched themselves and 
prepared a trap for the incoming reinforcements. 
Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÉÔȟ ÅÈȩȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÁÓËÅÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓÌÙ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒÓȟ ÁÖÏÉÄÉÎÇ 
ÓÐÏÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÒÏÖÉÄÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÍÂÕÓÈȢ Ȱ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔȭÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÁÓÙȢȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÁÉÎȭÔ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÙÅÔȟȱ !ÒÁ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÅ ÉÍÐÌÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ËÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÃÈÁÔÔÉÎÇ 

right now. For her sake, Fenix caught that and went on without further attempts of conversation. 
After continuing for a f Å× ÍÏÒÅ ÓÔÅÐÓȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÍÉÎÄȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ 

of far earlier.  
3Ï ÔÈÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÌÏ×Î ÓÅÎÔ Á ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔ ÃÁÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ×ÁÉÔȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÔÈÁÔȣ 
That was when guns started to pop out a few dozen meters away and began blazing all-around. 
Instinctively, she sought cover, and the only she could find was a door right to her two meters 

ahead. She sprinted forward, opened the door and got inside, grabbing for one of the blasters she 
had picked up. All that went with a good portion of luck ȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÂÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÎÅ× 
companion, Fenix. Before he could reach the door across from hers, one of the stray shots from 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÒÓ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÌÅÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ 
himself before collÁÐÓÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÅÅÎȟ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒÓ ÂÌÁÚÉÎÇ 
blindly all over the place. 
Ȱ)ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÅÙÅÉÎÇ &ÅÎÉØȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÕÐ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒ 
ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÕÔÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅȟ ȰÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÌÉËÅ "ÙÓÓ #ÈÅÅÓÅ ÏÎÃÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 



 

 

 

Ȱ(Á-ÈÁȟ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÕÎÎÙȟȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ) could ÕÓÅ Á ÈÁÎÄȣȢȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÆÉÒÉÎÇ Á ÆÅ× ÂÌÉÎÄ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓȟ ÎÏÔ ÁÓÓÕÍÉÎÇ ÏÒ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ 

to hit anyone. Nevertheless, she heard someone screaming, and the number of shots directed at 
ÔÈÅÍ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÄÅÃÒÅÁÓÅÄȢ !ÒÁ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÓÍÉÒËȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂÉÎȟ 
ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÆÏÒ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÉÎȢ Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ȬÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÃËÉÎÇȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÓÕÁlly 
ÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȣȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÇÒÉÎÎÉÎÇȢ Ȱ5ÎÌÅÓÓ ) do ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÌÉËÅ "ÙÓÓ #ÈÅÅÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄȢȱ 
At least I ÇÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄȢ #ÈÅÅÒ ÈÉÍ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎȣ 
Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÇȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ serious again. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÕÂÔ ) ÃÁÎ ×ÁÌË ÔÏÏ ÆÁÒȢ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÖÙ ÙÏÕȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȣȢȱ 
Ȱ%ÎÖÙ ÍÅȩȦȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÄÏÕÂÔÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȱ(Ï×ȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÇÅÔÓ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÎ ÏÆ ËÉÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÁÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÔȩ ,ÉËÅȣ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄȩȱ 
Fenix hesitated, obviously trying to think of a good reply to that, but before he could, Ara had 
ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÌÉÐÐÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÂÉÎ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍ 3Ï ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃ Ȱ(Á-ÈÁȣȢȱ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ 
began to examine his wound more closely. 

Ara was rather confused, now that the shooting had stopped completely. She could hear voices 
ÆÒÏÍ ÁÈÅÁÄȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÒÕÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
have her wait too long, as suddenly one of the Peace Brigaders left his cover and stepped into the 
gangway.  
)ÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȟ !ÒÁȭÓ ÒÅÆÌÅØÅÓ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÉÎȟ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÆÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒȟ ÉÎÈÁÌÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȟ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ 

a chest and, almost gently, pulled the trigger. Only then did she realize that she had done 
something terribly awful, but it was too late. In shock, Ara gazed at the young female Devaronian, 
not even thirteen years old, who stared back at her, her wide-opened, tear-overflowed eyes in utter 
agony, her innocent lips choking out a few last words. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȣ ËÉÌÌÅÄȣ ÍÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒɂȱ 
Then she lowered her head, facing the big black hole in her chest, and collapsed to the ground. 
Ȱ.ÏȦȱ !ÒÁ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÂÕÒÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÅÁÒÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏȣȢȱ 
She walked over to the dead girl, dropped on her knees, trembling severely, and gently held onto 
ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÓÏÂÂÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅȢ 4ÁËÅ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ 
way things were supposed to be. Those ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÁÌË ÁÔ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÉÒ ËÉÄÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÕÓȢ If 
there was anything she could dÏ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÏ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȢ 

Then, suddenly, there were shots coming from behind her, and someone was yelling at herɂ
probably FenixɂÂÕÔ !ÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÃÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÕÅÓÏÍÅ ÁÃÔ 
she had committed, and nothing, not even the danger of being killed now, could drag her thoughts 
away from that. 

Only subconsciously, she noticed all the noise and the heat around her, and it was also her 
subconsciousness that told her to slip out of her reverie. Very, very slowly, her mind did, and more 
and more she became aware that the shooting had halted, the stench of ozone and burnt flesh still 
in the air. And then, Ara also began to feel the pain that was spreading from her left upper arm, but 
as she looked at it, she gladly noticed that it was only a graze. 

She got back on her feet, picked up her pistol and observed the scene. In front of her, there were 
four Peace Brigader corpses, including the girl, lying on the ground, two of them with still smoke 
rising from their fresh wounds. Behind her, Fenix was lying on the floor, half in the cabin, half in 
the gangway, and he seemed more than freaked out, although apparently unhurt, what Ara was 
glad about. 
Ȱ+ÒÉÆÆȦȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÃÕÒÓÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÎÅ ÈÅÌÌÓ ÏÆ #ÏÒÅÌÌÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȦȱ 
!ÒÁ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÁÚÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÏÆÆÅÒ Á ÒÅÐÌÙȢ Ȱ&ÏÕÒ ÏÆ ÆÉÖÅ ÃÈÁËÁÁÒȭÅ dead, that only 
ÌÅÁÖÅÓ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÏÁȟ ×ÁÉÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȦ $ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎËȣȩȱ &ÅÎÉØ ÓÁÉÄȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÉÔÁÔÅÄ 

Mandalorian wÏÍÁÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÇÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÇÏÏÄȢ 
2ÕÓÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÎÇ×ÁÙȟ !ÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÏÏÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÁÐÓȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ 

knew there was only one place where the last Peace Brigader could be, and that was the bridge. It 
×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÉÎÔÕÉÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÅÁÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ Á ÒÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ 
reason. 
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4ÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÃËÐÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÅÁÌÅÄȟ ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ 
ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÅ 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃk to her over various consoles. He swirled around, a 
blaster pistol in his hand and fired a shot at her chest. The bolt hit the armor made of a fair amount 
of Mandalorian iron beneath her tunic, and the ever-so-forceful thrust only made her press on 
more fÒÁÎÔÉÃÌÙȢ 4ÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒȭÓ ÓËÉÌÌÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÌÁÙ ÅÌÓÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÉÎ ÒÁÎÇÅÄ ÃÏÍÂÁÔȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 
ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ËÅÐÔ ÏÎ ÆÉÒÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÒÏÚÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ !ÒÁ ÔÏ ÐÕÎÃÈ Á×ÁÙ ÈÉÓ 
weapon and thrust him to the ground. 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȦȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÏ×ÅÒÉÎÇ 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÂÅÇÇÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ Á ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒ ÐÉÓÔÏÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎÃÈÅÓ Á×ÁÙ 
ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅȦȱ 

Ara hesitated and fixed the disgusting creature with what she imagined to be the most ferocious 
scowl she ever had put on. 
Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉsgusts me more than the vongese ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ȰÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÃÕÍ 

like youȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÒÏÎÉÃȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟȱ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÐÐÙ-ÆÁÃÅÄ ÁÌÉÅÎ ÖÅÎÔÕÒÏÕÓÌÙȟ ȰÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ Á 

group of gun-for-ÈÉÒÅÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÔÙ ×ÏÒË ÆÏÒ your loathed 
vongeseȟ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 
/Æ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÓÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ 

not ÈÁÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ !ÒÁ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÐÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÆÏÏÌÉÓÈ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÆÅÌÉÃÉÔÏÕÓ 
boldness. 
Ȱ.ÁÒȭÓÈÅÂȟ ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÓÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÕÃËȟ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇȢȱ  
And with that she lifted her left arm and released a silent saber-dart from her gauntlet, delivering 
ÔÈÅ 4×ÉȭÌÅË ÈÉÓ ÔÉÃËÅÔ ÔÏ ÎÅÔÈÅÒ×ÏÒÌÄȢ 
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Ȱ7ÁÉÔ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ $ÉÄ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ Á×ÁÙ ÂÙ ÈÉÊÁÃËÉÎÇ their ÓÈÉÐȩ 7ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÃÒÁ×ÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇÌÙȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔȟȱ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÆÔÅÒ 3ÁÒɂÎÏȟ ×ÁÉÔ ÉÔȭÓ !ÒÁȟ ÎÏÔ 3ÁÒÁÄȠ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÁÎȭÔ 
ÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÈÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÄÉÎÇȢȱ (Å ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ !ÒÁ 
had taken out their leaderɂand his second-in-command, as it turned out laterɂand broadcasted 
that on the comms, the rest of those scumbags pretty hastily capitulated. As it emerged, a group of 
only forty -two Peace Brigaders had come to hijack the shipɂand all 42 had been aboard Sundance. 
So, Ara decided to piÌÏÔ ÔÈÅ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅȭÓ ÆÒÅÉÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÆÁÓÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅ 
ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ï ÈÏ× ÃÏÍÅ you ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȩȱ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÁÌÏÇÕÅ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ"ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȟ ÉÆ ) 
×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔȣȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣ !ÒÁ ËÎÅ× ) ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÎȟ ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÉÎÖÉÔÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ 
ÁÇÒÅÅÄȩ 4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ 3ÔÏÎÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÙÅÔȟ ÁÐÁÒÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
Mandalorianȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ Ánswered, stood up and tapped comradely on the non-
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅÇÉÎ ÉÎ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÊÏÉÎ 
inɂÏÎÌÙ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÄÏȣȢȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÏÓÅ ÆÒÏm the couch he had been 

sitting on and followed the Mandalorian soldier, who was wearing a full armor suit, armed to the 
ÔÅÅÔÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÍÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ×ÅÁÐÏÎÓ -ÁÃÏÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÃÏÕÎÔÉÎÇȢ 

Always ready for action, they are, Macos thought. ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×Ánt to run into one of those pals in 
ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÁÌÌÅÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȣ 
Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÔÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ 

crossing the lobby of Hotel Garridan, a second-ÒÁÔÅ ÆÌÏÐÈÏÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔion, 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Ï×ÎÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓɂjust what the Mandos need, Macos thought. 
Ȱ)ÍÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟ ÁÒÅ ×Åȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ Ȱ7ÁÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅȟ 
ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟ ×ÁÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅȢȱ 

They headed upstairs now, towards a wide door adorned by a sign that read AUTHORIZED 

PERSONNEL ONLY. Ayden Stone just carried on and as they were close, the door just slid up and 
revealed an ample room. Most noticeable was a large round table in the middle, with roughly 
twenty seats around, and all kinds of drinks in the middle. But even more eye-catching were the 
people in the room. 

Before meeting Ara Norvath, Macos had barely even seen a single Mandalorian before, but now 
there were about twenty men and women in one room and at one time, everyone outright armed in 
their Mandalorian armor suits. It was an impressive sight, and Macos was glad about the fact that 
ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ-end of numerous kinds of weapons, as you usually had to expect 
when meeting so many of these ancient and ruthless warriors gathered at one place.  

What surprised the former bounty hunter was that while they were all wearing about the same 
basic template of armor, each of their suits was unique, with very distinctive features, colors, 
markings and gadgets. One grim and old looking Mandalorian wore a black, dark-green-clad armor 
adorned by crimson bloodstripes on its left. The bearded man was even wearing a skirt, as Macos 
noticed amusedly, like apparently many of them did. Then there was a tall Togorian, also in a black 
armor, and a middle-aged man with a gray-ÇÏÌÄÅÎ ÃÏÌÏÒ ÓÃÈÅÍÅ ÁÎÄ Á ÂÁÂÙȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÉÍÐÒÉÎÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
helmet lying before him on the table, Ara in her plain matte-olive armor. A small, but still 
ÒÅÖÅÒÅÎÔÉÁÌ .ÏÇÈÒÉȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÍÅÒely a pair of pointy shin guards, 
blades stringed to his forearms, and a visorless helmet that he carried in his muscular arms. Macos 
wondered why he went so unprotected, with merely a loincloth version of the skirt others wore, 
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and a leathery battle vest. There were several other varieties in color and armor-modifications, but 
-ÁÃÏÓȭÓ ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÈÁÌÔÅÄ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÔÉÎÃÔÉÖÅ ÍÏÄÅÌȢ 
4ÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÖÉÅ×ȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÕÔÍÏÓÔ ÔÅÒÒÉÆÙÉÎÇȡ ÉÔ 

still h ad the traditional breastplates and gauntlets, but from the shoulders, the elbows, the knees, 
the forearms and simply everywhere, long, black, organic-looking spikes jabbed outɂit 
ÕÎÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔÌÙ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ -ÁÃÏÓ ÏÆ Á 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ÖÏÎÄÕÕÎ-crab-armor, and even the 
armor plates had the distinctive texture of the Vong-ÂÒÅÄ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅÓȭ ÃÒÕÓÔȢ 
.Ïȟ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ remind  me of a scarhead armor, he thought. It kriffing looks exactly like one! 
!ÎÄ ÓÁÖÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ Á ÆÅ× ÍÅÃÈÁÎÉÃÁÌ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÓȟ ÉÔ ÒÅÁlly didɂand with the 

helmet on, the man had to enrage any Yuuzhan Vong to a level that could simply not be 
×ÈÏÌÅÓÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÑÕÉÔÅ ÉÎÖÉÔÉÎÇȟ ÅÉÔÈÅÒɂhe had long dark-
brown dreadlocks, a wooly beard, and a tanned face marked by a black, star-like tattoo around his 
left eye. 

Probably Kiffar, Macos, the only non-Mandalorian in the room, thought.  
Ȱ%ÅÒÉÅȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ -ÁÃÏÓȭÓ Á×Åȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ 

hand. Next to him was a blond teenage boy in white armor, who was only a head shorter than his 
ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ Ȱ!ÌÔÁÉÒ *ÉÒÉÁÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÓÏÎ 3ËÉÒÁȢ 9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩ !ÒÁ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
-ÁÃÏÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȠ ÈÅ 

definitely needed to know more about that, but for now, he was more interested in the armor. So 
ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÔ 3ËÉÒÁȟ ÐÏÌÉÔÅÌÙ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË ÉÔɂÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÇÒÉÐ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ 
him.  
Ȱ!ÙÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÅȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÉÔ ÉÎ ÂÁÔÔÌÅȟ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȩȱ 
Ȱ3ÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔɂ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÓÍÉÒËÅÄȢ Ȱ5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ 

what the crab-boys have to sayɂor better screamɂ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȢȱ 
Macos smiled and wanted to ask more questions, but then Stone, who had been talking to a gray-

haired, blue-armored Mandalorian in the meantime, came back and interrupted him. 
Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÓÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÓÅÁÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
The non--ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÎÏÄÄÅÄȟ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÅ 

was addressed, but he noticed that nonetheless, the other Mandalorians sat down and became 
silent, so he followed their example and took a seat next to Ara. 

Only the Mandalorian in the deep blue battle-scarred armor, the one Stone had been talking to, 
was still standing, and he began. 
Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌȟ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎɂȱ 
The spokesman was interrupted as the door suddenly slid open and a helmeted Mandalorian, in a 

rust-colored armor that looked completely untouched, polished and new, strode in. 
Macos instinctively glanced at Ara, the only person he halfway knew, but she was too startled to 

notice himɂÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄ ÉÎ Á ×ÁÙ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÂÁÔÔÌÅ-experienced woman, and she had an 
ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÌÁÔÅȢ 

But ÔÈÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÃÏÍÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ 
Mandalorian signaled the others to wait, walked over to the interrupter and began to talk to him in 
Á ÌÏ× ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÍȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ Macos quietly asked Ara. 
Ȱ/ÓÉȭËÙÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÌÕÅ ×ÈÙ ÍÙ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȭÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȩ ) ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȣ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ 
ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍȩȱ 
Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ Á ÄÅÁÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ Ôhe kids while I was joining the ranks. He never used to be a 
ÇÏÏÄ ÆÉÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÓÅÅ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÏÒȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÉÒÄȢ 3Ï ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩ )ÔȭÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ȬÃÏÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÓÏÏÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄɂÓÏÍÅÈÏ×ȟ -ÁÃÏÓ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÐÉÃȟ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÎȢ Ȱ-ÅÁÎ×ÈÉÌÅȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÍÉÎÄȢȱ 
4ÈÅ ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ËÎÅ× ×ÅÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÔÏ ÒÁÉÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÔÏÐÉÃȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢ ,ÅÆÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÉÓ 3ÔÏÎÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȠ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÕÒ ÅØÐÅÒÔ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ËÉÎÄÓ ÏÆ 

blow-stuff-ÕÐȟ ÔÈÅ 4ÏÇÏÒÉÁÎ !ÔÒÏÓÓȠ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÂÙ +ÈÁÒÒÉÔÏËÈ ÏÆ ÃÌÁÎ "ÁËÈȭÔÏÒȟ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ .ÏÇÈÒÉ 
martial artist. The next one is Jiriad in his vongyc armor and his son Skira, followed by the siblings 



 

 

 

Jorso and Kyra Sateda, and Tristan, all five from Clan Sateda. Tagren, Vhon, and the Clawdite Sinan 
ÁÒÅ ÎÅØÔȢ /Î ÍÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒÓ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃ ÁÎÄ 2ÁÍ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÂÌÁÄÅÍÁÓÔÅÒ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȢȱ  

Macos recognized the last two. Ram was the one with the small hand imprint on his helmet, and 
Gladus was wearing the jet-black bloodstriped armor. He had very grim, unfriendly features, and 
graying buzz-cut brown hair, and a well-maintained combination mo ustache and goatee beard like 
Macos himself. His armor seemed to be designed to give place to as many knives, blades, and 
swords as possible, and an impressive scar scoring his forehead and his right eye definitely showed 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÏÆ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ong up close. 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÌÅÁÓÔȟȱ !ÒÁ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÙ-haired Mandalorian talking to her 
ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ȰÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ 'ÏÒÁÎ "ÅÖÉÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÍÙ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ 3ÁÒÅÔÈȢȱ 

Macos wondered who was the older one, Beviin or Gladus. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÂÌÏËÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÍÕÓÉÎÇȟ ȰÉÓ ÈÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȣ ÙÏÕÒȣ Mandaloreȩȱ 
Ȱ-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȩȦȱ !ÒÁ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÕÓ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÈÁÌÆ ÏÆ 
-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ &ÅÔÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙȟ ÂÕÔ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏɂȱ 
Ȱ7ÁÉÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȦȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÅÔÔȣ ÁÓ ÉÎ Boba &ÅÔÔȩȦ !ÉÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȩȱ 
Ȱ"ÏÂÁ &ÅÔÔ ÉÓ ÏÕÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ÙÅÓȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÔÉÌÌ Á ÂÏÕÎÔÙ ÈÕÎÔÅÒȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȢ "ÕÔ 

many of us are mercenaries or bounty huntersɂand farmers, smiths, security officers or anything 
else. ThaÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ×Å ÅÁÒÎ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÉÎÇȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÅÔ 
paid for doing thisɂwhatever this ÉÓȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȣ ÅÒȣ dutiesȟȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÁÎÎÏÙÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ 
×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÌÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȟ ȰÁÓ ÒÕÌÅÒ ÏÆ Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ÃÉÖÉÌÉÚÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 
Ȱ%ÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒȟȱ !ÙÄÅÎ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎȟ Ȱ&ÅÔÔ ÈÁÓ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ 

pressing things to attend to than hunting bounties. One being personally training a good bunch of 
-ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄÅ and preparing a whole sector against the inevitable attack from the vongese. But when 
ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÏÃÃÕÐÉÅÄ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ Á ×ÁÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÔÅ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÇÁÌÁØÙ ÉÓ ÁÔ ÓÔÁËÅȟ ÈÅȟ ÔÏÏȟ ÈÁÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ 
earn his money somehowȢȱ 
Ȱ(ÍÍȣȢȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÍÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ &ÅÔÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÎȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ this was some sort of assembly 
ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢȱ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÔÏ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȣ ÃÉÖÉÌÉÚÁÔÉÏÎȣ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÆÏÒ 

aruetiise like youɂoutsiders, non-MandaloriansɂÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÈÁÒd to explain, so if you 
really want to know what being a -ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄ is all about, if you really want to understand our 
ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÏÒÎ ÁÓ Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ me and 

becoming a Mandoȩ 3ÕÒÅȟ Á ÐÅÒËÙ ÔÅÍÐÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÆÅ× ÎÉÇÈÔÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÏÕÎÓÅÌ 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÐÉÌÌÏ× ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȢ !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ "ÅÖÉÉÎȭÓ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÐÏÕÓÅɂ)ȭÍ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 
ÅÄÇÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÒÏÌÅ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

Beviin had returned to thÅ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÓÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ !ÒÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ 3ÁÒÅÔÈȟ ÈÁÄ 
also found a seat on the other side of the table. He searched eye-contact with Ara, but she tried to 
avoid it. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏ×ȟȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȢ .ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ I now to introduce 

another one joining this round, but also do I have bad news. Sareth Karr hereɂȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ 
Karr and the other Mandalorians saluted politely, but from their expressions, Macos could tell that 
they were not all that content about aÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÅ×ÃÏÍÅÒȢ Ȱɂcame to me with the information that 
the vongese are mobilizing a large forceɂa good part of their whole fleet, actuallyɂheaded here, to 
#ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍȢ 2ÕÍÏÒ ÈÁÓ ÉÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÂÉÇ ÂÁÔÔÌÅ ÏÎ -ÏÎ #ÁÌÁÍÁÒÉȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 
HoloNet dÏ×Îȟ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅȢ !ÎÙÈÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅÓ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔ Á ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁËÅȢ 
The Galactic Alliance already has a good amount of capital ships in orbit, not to talk about the 
military base on one of the moons, and intel says more are en route. We suspect they are finally 
ÐÌÁÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ Á ÓÔÒÉËÅ ÁÔ #ÏÒÕÓÃÁÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÄÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍ ÁÓ Á ÓÔÁÇÉÎÇ 
point for their forces. Our dilemma now is that the -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒ has called to arms for the liberation 
ÏÆ 'ÙÎÄÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÕÂÔ )ȭÍ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍ ÅØÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÂ-
ÂÏÙÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ !ÌÌÉÁÎÃÅ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÌÅÅÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÁÎÙ 
ÒÅÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÂÙ ÔÈÅÎȢ )Æ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍ ÉÓ ÉÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ '!ȭÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÐÌÁÎ ÉÓ ÓÍÁÓÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
liberat ion of Coruscant will be even more delayedɂand after more than five shabla years of war, 
ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
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Ȱ&ÉÖÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ we wasted ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ÓÉÄÅȦȱ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÊÅÃÔÅÄȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇȟ 
and he looked dead serious.  

So rumors are true, Macos thought. The Vong paid enough to get even the Mandalorians on their 
payroll. 
Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÍ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ×Å ÈÁÄ Á ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË Á ÆÅ× ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȟ however skilled they 
ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅȟ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȩȱ 
Ȱ! ÆÅ× ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒÓȩ 4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÓÉÎÇÌÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÔÏ ÁÒÍÓȟ ÍÁÎȟ 

woman or childɂ×Å ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏɂand we would have 
made a ÓÔÁÎÄȦȱ 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÒÉÓË ÅØÔÉÎÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈɂȱ 
! ÆÉÓÔ ÓÌÁÍÍÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÏÎ 2ÏÎÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȟ ÔÈÅ 

Mandalorian with curly black hair a few seats next to Gladus. 
Ȱ.ÅȭÊÏÈÁÁȦȱ ÈÅ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄȢ Ȱ#ÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȦ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ 

happened, but right now, we can do something about it! Working together with the crab-boys, as 
reluctant as that may have been, we got an insight into their strengths and weaknesses like no one 
else ever would, and when they turned on us and attacked Mandalore, we made our stand! Never 
before had so few stood against so many, and never before had a world so swiftly, so successfully 
parried a vongyc invasion. And we still  have that advantage. If we stop arguing about our mistakes 
in the past, we still can make a difference! Now pull yourselves together and get back at the task at 
ÈÁÎÄȢȱ 
4ÈÁÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÔÏÏË Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȭÓ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÂÏth Beviin 

and Gladus leaned back, but latter not without shooting a grim glance over at Barec, a glance that 
ÂÏÒÅ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÃÒÕÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÕÔÍÏÓÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎȢ -ÁÃÏÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÒÉÖÁÌÒÙ 
ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ keen on finding out, either. 
Ȱ4Ï ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȟȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÔÈÁÎËÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÙÅÔ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÎÅØÔȢ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 'ÙÎÄÉÎÅ 
because the -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒ needs me there, and anybody who wants to accompany me is free to do soɂ
ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÆÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÅÔȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ 
vongese ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ αά ÈÏÕÒÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÆ +ÁÒÒȭÓ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÖÁÌÉÄȟ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ have 
ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ %ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 'ÙÎÄÉÎÅȡ ÔÁËÅÏÆÆ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÈÏÕÒÓȢ !ÎÄ ÆÏÒ 
now, haili cetare, vode, oyaȦȱ 

With that, Beviin lifted his mug for a toast, and after everybody followed his example and called 
ÏÕÔȟ ȰOya! Oya, manda!ȱ ÈÅ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȢ 
3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏÌÄ -ÁÃÏÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÍÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÓÈÏÒÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ 

the interruption, and he also wondered why Beviin had completely forgotten to address him. 
Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ Òound. A few Mandalorians were in quiet conversation, 

and Ara had already left the table too, and walked to the windows, where her husband, Karr, joined 
her shortly. Next to Macos was Ram Zerimar, now, and since Stone was also preoccupied, the star 
sniper answered him. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁ. Any additional fighting hand would be a great asset, but 
ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÕÓ ÆÏÒ ÇÏÏÄȢ 7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȭÓ ÕÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÌÌÅÙȟ ÐÁÌȢȱ 
Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÍÍÅ ÇÏ ÒÉÇÈÔ Á×ÁÙȩȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÁÓËÅÄ ÓËÅÐÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ insight in your 

plans? Information can be a real aurodium-ÍÉÎÅȟ ÉÆ ÓÏÌÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȟ ÙȭËÎÏ×ȣȢȱ 
2ÁÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅ ÂÌÁÃËÍÁÉÌ ÕÓȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ×ÈÏ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÒ ÉÎÔÅÌȭÓ ÖÁÌÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÁÌÌ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÐ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ȬÐÌÁÎÓȭȢȱ 
3Ï ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÖÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ËÅÐÔ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÒÉÅÆȟ Macos thought and sighed deeply but said 

nothingɂÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÉÔȢ 3Ï ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÊÏÉÎÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÔÙȢȱ 
 
ȰȣÊÏÉÎÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÔÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ aruetii . 

Joining our party, of course, Ronan Barec thought. One false move, chakaar, and I can promise, 
your head will be exactly one head shorter. 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÂÏÒÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÁÖÅÒÓÉÏÎ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÎ-Mandalorian, and he reckoned 

that his suspicion might be totally misplaced. He had known Ara Norvath long enough to know he 



 

 

 

ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÊÕÄÇÍÅÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÓ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȢ 
After all he had experienced in the last few months, Ronan knew well enough to be mindful of any 
possible threat and to be prepared for everything. 
2ÅÔȭÌÉÎÉ. Just in case. 
He took one last mouthful from the mug he had contemplatively been holding in both hands, 

then sat it on the table and put his helmet on. After that he stood up and walked out of the room. 
Even before the beginning of this meeting on, Ronan had known that he would not go to 

Gyndine, and now he knew he needed another talk with Beviin. 
About the newcomers.  
About the operations.  
About the subjects Beviin had not addressed in the gathering. 

 

Yuuzhan Vong subaltern Tzekon Lian hurried to the villip chamber. There was a call incoming for 
him which he had been anxiously waiting for. After entering through the organic membrane that 
contracted to let him through, Lian was immediately forwarded to his villip by a communications 
officer.  

But the subaltern simply ignored himɂÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÆÅÒÉÏÒ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȠ 
actually, he diÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÍÂÅÒȢ  

He needed to be alone. 
With disgust spreading everywhere in his body, he looked at the villip that had already converted 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÐÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔȭÓ ÈÅÁÄɂa human male head. An ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌȭÓ head, he thought, nauseated. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×Ó ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÂÒÉÎÇÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÉÁÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȟ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÔÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ 

no mistaking. 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×Óȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÔÌÙȢ Maybe too confident, ,ÉÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ3ÅÖÅÒÁÌ 

Mandalorians are ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÏÎ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍȟ Á×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÔÔÁÃËȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÅ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎȦȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÁÊÏÒÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÉÓ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ 'ÙÎÄÉÎÅȟ ÉÎ Á 

foolish attempt to conquer it. With only a few rein forcements to your fleet there, you canɂȱ 
Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ meȟȱ ,ÉÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÆÉÄÅÌȟ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ) ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎȦ 7Å ×ÉÌÌ ÃÒÕÓÈ ÔÈÅÍȟ 
ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÙÍÅÎÔ ÁÓ ÕÓÕÁÌȢ .Ï× ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÓÉÇÈÔȦȱ 

With that, the villip shifted back its usual sh ape, and Tzekon Lian left the chamber, with a 
satisfied feeling having replaced the disgust.  

Good news, indeed, he thought. 4ÈÏÓÅ ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÁÍÏÎÇ ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ-ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȭ 
will soon be no more. 
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Ronan Barec was surprised to see so much activity on the plaza. The place really sprawled with life, 
and hundreds of species of all kinds were busy going after their jobs, filling their leasure time, 
enjoying themselves. It was more than unusual to see such an untouched everyday life going on in 
these desperate times of warɂeven on a planet like Contruum that had remained unnoticed and 
unaccounted for by the Yuuzhan Vong until late into the invasion. 

Until now, Ronan thought.  
He and a part of his groupɂZerimar, Jiriad, Jiriad's son, Tristan and Gladusɂwere taking a last 

walk through the city before splitting up for their respective destinations. Most pedestrians made 
way for them as they noticed the weapon-laden, armored Mandalorians and parted in aweɂsome 
even took to their heels, especially when they saw Jiriad in his Vong-like armor. Ronan wondered 
how the people would behave if they were here without the armor, in plain clothesɂhe figured 
that only  Gladus with his massive size and grim, scarred face might catch some attention. 

Or, maybe he and Tristan, Ronan thought sarcastically.  
Norac Tristan, the sixth Mandalorian in the lot with dark orange-clad armor, was barely more 

than five and a half feet tall. While Gladus resembled more the Togorian Atross in sizeɂwho was 
very small for his species, with not even eight feet heightɂ, Tristan was better to be compared to 
the Noghri Kharritokh. Ironically, though, the Togorian and the Noghri worked as the perfect two-
man team. 
Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÏ Á 6ÅÒÐȟ ÅÈȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 2ÁÍ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ 

Behind them, Tristan was chatting with Skira, while Gladus and Jiriad were silent, forming the rear 
guard.  
Ȱ! 6ÅÒÐ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÒÉÆÌÅȣ Á ×ÅÁÐÏÎ so accurately and magnificently constructed that it can only be 
ÍÁÄÅ ÂÙ Á 6ÅÒÐÉÎÅ ÃÒÁÆÔÓÍÁÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁËÎÅÓÓÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
rifle shares with its makersɂÉÔȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÆÒÁÇÉÌÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÏÆ ÕÓÅ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÕÐ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÁÎd 
ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌȢ !ÉÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÉÔÓ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÐÒÉÃÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÁÐÁÒÔ ÉÎ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔȢȱ 
ȰPare sol! I thought your job was to prevent the scarbutt from coming up closeȢȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÍÉÓÓ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒȭÓ ÍÏÃËÉÎÇ ÕÎÄÅÒÔÏÎÅȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒ ÓÎÉÐÅÒȟ 2ÁÍȢȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÖÅÒÁÇÅ ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎȢȱ 
Ȱ! ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÆÆÉÎÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÂÁÙÏÎÅÔÓȢȱ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÖÉÌÙ ÃÕÓÔÏÍÉÚÅÄ %%-23 
ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÃÁÒÂÉÎÅ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃËȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ Á ÂÌÁÓÔÅÄ ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÇÏÏÄ ×ÉÔÈ that , especially 
with the baÙÏÎÅÔȢȱ 
Ȱ'ÅÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÄÏÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÏ ÐÉÅÃÅÓ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÁÓ Á ÃÌÕÂȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÂÒÉÅÆ ÒÅÐÌÙȢ 

In former times, he would have argued for hours and hours with Zerimar about the advantages and 
disadvantages of their weapons of choice, but right ÎÏ×ȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄȢ (Å ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ 
when the last time he had been in the right mood was. 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎȣ he 
shuddered to think. The events of Dubrillion, especially the high bodycount on their side, had 
changed himɂand not in an especially positive way. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× Á ÂÒÕÔÅ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎ ÌÉËÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȟȱ 4ÒÉÓÔÁÎ ÐÉÐÅÄ ÕÐȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ 
ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅÍȟ ȰÁÎÄ Á ÍÏÒÅȢȢȢ ÄÅÌÉÃÁÔÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÌÉËÅ 2ÁÍ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÁÍ ÕÐȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ 2ÏÎȭÉËÁ and I work together seamlessly, but IȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢ -Ù ÃÁÌÌȭÓ ÔÏ 
'ÙÎÄÉÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ 2ÁÍȟȱ ÙÏÕÎÇ 3ËÉÒÁ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÒÅÌÉÅÖÉÎÇ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÅÐÌÙȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ 

already fifteen years old and considered a grown man by Mando reckoning, his father Jiriad said 
that Skira had still one final trial to pass before celebrating ÖÅÒÄȭÇÏÔÅÎɂhis coming of age, the 
ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÔÒÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÓ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȢ Ȱ7ÈÙȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÄÅÁÒÍ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ-ÂÁÒÒÅÌÅÄȩȱ 

The kidɂno, the young man, Ronan told himselfɂtruly showed that he was different than 
ȰÎÏÒÍÁÌȱ ÂÏÙÓ ÏÆ his age. He seemed to be very mature, although one could argue if being able to 
fight and being interested and skilled in deadly weapons was an element that made you adult. Yet, 



 

 

 

ÈÉÓ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÈÉÓ ÙÏÕÔÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
the only one thinking so. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÁÄȭÉËÁȟȱ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ 3ËÉÒÁ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ×ÁÒÍ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ȰÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ) ÔÈÉÎË 

you should be out there looking for a girl and enjoying life rather than joining us in this brutal 
thing called war, rÉÓËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÐÒÅÃÉÏÕÓ ÌÉÆÅȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÁÓ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÕÌÔȟ ÌÁÄȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÏÎȠ ) ÇÏÔ Á ÓÏÎ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌɂȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ÈÁÎÄÐÒÉÎÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ 
Ȱɂbut shabȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÈÉÌÄ ÔÏ ÇÒÏ× ÕÐȢȱ (Å ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÔÏ 
answer your question: before the war began, I had sported a standard-issue blaster pistol. But 
blasters turned out to be not of much use against the vongese and their crab-armors, so I did some 
customizing and modifying. The result is that blaster/slugthrower -ÈÙÂÒÉÄȢȱ 
2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÁÌ Á ÇÒÉÎȢ ,ÉËÅ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÓÉÄÅÁÒÍȟ Á ÐÏ×ÅÒÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ 

accurate Merr-Sonn P-7 hand blaster, customized by Siege Takomir, an immensely talented 
weapons technician. It now supported slug rounds, in addition to the usual power cells that fed the 
ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒȢ #ÏÎÃÅÄÅÄÌÙȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÆÉÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÒÏÕÎÄÓ ÓÉÍÕÌÔÁÎÅÏÕÓÌÙȟ ÌÉËÅ ×ÉÔÈ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒȭÓ 
double-barreled pistol, was indeed original. 
ȰKandosiiȟȱ 3ËÉÒÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÅ ÕÐÐÅÒ ÂÁÒÒÅÌ ÆÉÒÅÓ slugs, and the lower one blaster bolts? I really 
ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/Ò Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ÓÈÉÐÍÅÎÔȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȟȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÃÏÍÍÅÎÔÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ 
ÍÅÁÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÏ×ÄÅÄ ÐÌÁÚÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÔÅÌȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÃÏÍÅ ×Å ÃÁÎȭÔ 
ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒȟ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÃÅȩȱ 

Good point, vod, good point, Ronan thought. Jiriad, although a formidable warrior, was not at all 
ÆÏÎÄ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÏÏÄÓÈÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅȟ ÌÉËÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÕÃÈ of 
a choice. 
Ȱ-ÁËÅ Á ÃÁÌÌȟȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ 4ÉÔÅȭÓ ÄÅÅÐȟ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÏÐɂȱ 
Ronan swiftly spun around to confront the tall man with his rudeness, but all he faced was 

Gladus's massive back. Having drawn his sidearm and his attention focused on something or 
someone in the distance, the tall man had left the conversation as soon as he entered it. In one 
ÂÒÉÓË ÍÏÔÉÏÎȟ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ËÎÉÖÅÓ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÖÁÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙȢ 
The blade was soaring through the air, aimed at a Wookiee about four dozen meters ahead of them. 
The tall, hairy alien had already turned around and was just about to make a run, but he was too 
slowɂthe blade cut deep into his throat. 
ȰWayii!ȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÅØÃÌÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ pedestrians began to scream out 
ÌÏÕÄ ÉÎ ÈÏÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ shab ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȦȱ 
"ÕÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÕÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ 7ÏÏËÉÅÅȢ !ÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

Mandalorians, and the pedestrians had formed a circle around them with more and more curious 
onlookers rallying to the scene. Some were gazing in shock, others seemed to be amused and happy 
about some action and diversion in their everyday life. 

Meanwhile, Ronan and the others had also caught up with Gladus, who had squatted near the 
ÂÏÄÙȟ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÏËÉÅÅȭÓ ÐÕÌÓÅȢ 
Ȱ$ÉȭËÕÔȦȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÒÐ ÔÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎΈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÍÏÏÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌË ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÉÃÅ ÕÐ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÈÉÍȢ 
RÏÎÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÌÅɂȱ 
Ȱ+ȭÕÕÒȟ !ÌȭÂÕÉÒȦȱ 3ËÉÒÁ ÈÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËȦȱ 
After a sardonic glance at his son, Jiriad reluctantly lowered his head to make out what the other 

was doing. Ronan and the others had already spotted it: Gladus wÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÁÌÉÅÎȭÓ 
ÐÕÌÓÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÕÍÂÌÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÏËÉÅÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎȟ 
ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÅÁÔÕÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÓÅȟ ÓËÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÐÅÌÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÅÅÌ ÏÆÆ ÉÎ Á ×ÅÉÒÄ ÆÁÓÈÉÏÎȢ 

Osik! 
Bit by bit, it revealed sallow, tattooed and scarred skin on a bony skullɂthe head of an 

apparently high-ranked Yuuzhan Vong warrior, counting by his scars and deformations. 
Ȱ/ÓÉȭËÙÒȦ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á shabla ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔȦȱ ÃÁÍÅ 4ÒÉÓÔÁÎΈÓ ÅØÃÌÁÍÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ 

thinking.  
ȰIt was a shabla ÓÃÁÒÂÕÔÔȟȱ :ÅÒÉÍÁÒ ÓÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÅÓÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ Á ËÁÒËÉÎÇ ÓÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ 

Cloaking under a Wookiee pelt is newȢ -ÉÎÄ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÓÐÏÔÔÅÄ ÈÉÍȟ 4ÉÔÅȩȱ 
Ȱ%ÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ÄÒÏÉÄÓȩȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÐÏÓÅÄ Á ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÑÕÅstion.  



 

Page | 19  

 

Ȱ4ÈÏÓÅ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÓËÅÌÅÔÏÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÂ-ÂÏÙÓ ÍÁÄȩ ) ÄÏȢȱ 
Gladus stood up and tapped on his helmet visor. The furry gablith masquer was now lying around 

the fully uncovered Yuuzhan Vong corpse, the knife still stuck in the throat.  
Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÍÙ ÈÁnds on their photo-ÆÉÌÔÅÒÓȟ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÉÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÖÉÓÏÒ-mode that detects 
ÃÌÏÁËÅÄ 6ÏÎÇȢ 3ÕÒÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙɂȱ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ 4ÒÉÓÔÁÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÊÅÃÔÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÈÅÌÍet comlink channel, 

and nodded towards the growing crowd. The figure of people who had been amused about the fight 
ÈÁÄ ÈÉÇÈÌÙ ÄÅÃÒÅÁÓÅÄ ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÔÅÌȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 3ËÉÒÁȢ 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅ ÂÅÆÏÒe the police show up, and if there are any other Vong spies here, 
×ÅȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 

Everyone apart from Gladus acknowledged and retreated from the scene, but the relentless 
former assassin went back to the body, retrieved this knife and pulled the Yuuzhan Vong up by his 
hair. With a swift stroke, a bundle of hair and skin was sliced off. The body dropped back on the 
ground as Gladus caught up with the others.  

Everyone glanced at Gladus, but said nothingɂunlike the spectators who sent rude shouts after 
them as they headed back to Hotel Garridan.  

Ronan grimaced under his helmet. Taking scalps had become an all-too-common hobby for many 
a -ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄȢ 3ÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÏÆÆ ÓÃÁÌÐÓ ÏÎ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÈÁÄ Á ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒ ÅÆÆÅÃÔ ÏÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÅÙÅÓȢ -ÕÃÈ ÌÉËÅ *ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ 
armor, that liÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ȰÂÌÁÓÐÈÅÍÙȦȱ to any Yuuzhan Vong.  

 
ð

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÐ ÒÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁÌËÅÄȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÒÁÂÉÄÌÙ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ "ÅÖÉÉÎȭÓ ÃÏÎÆÒÏÎÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅȣ ×ÁÙÓȟȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÁÓ ÃÁÌÍÌÙ ÁÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÕÔÍÏÓÔ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ 

report. But the older Mandalorian did a great job at staying focusedɂÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ &ÅÔÔȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ 
trusted lieutenants without reason, after all. Some of the younger soldiers even jokingly called 
"ÅÖÉÉÎ ȬÁÌȭÇÁÁÎȭɂfrom -ÁÎÄȭÁÌÏÒ and gaan ÆÏÒ ȰÈÁÎÄȱȢ 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÒÁÂ-ÂÏÙÓ ÁÒÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÉÍÍÕÎÅ ÔÏ ÐÁÉÎȟȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÓÉÇÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÃÏÒÎÆÕÌ ÔÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÅÐ 

voice. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÄÒÕÇÓȩȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÅÄȢ Ȱ.ÅÒÖÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒÓ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÒ ÌÅÓÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅÍȣ ×ÅÌÌȟ 

at least against some vonÇÅÓÅȢȱ 
Only for some, indeed, Ronan thought. The malfunctioning toxic gas had proven to be full of 

mostly not-so-convenient surprises on Dubrillion. It had been used to take out an army of Vong 
there, but it only killed some, stunned others. And some of the stunned ones who had awaken 
ÁÇÁÉÎ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÃÏÓÔ &ÅÔÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ 
Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÉÎÇ ÄÒÕÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ work ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȟ ÓÈÁÌÌ ×Åȩȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ 
ÓÎÏÒÔÅÄȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÈÏÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅȣȢȱ 

For once, Ronan agreed with Gladus. While killing the Vong right away might have been a bit of a 
ÐÒÅÃÉÐÉÔÏÕÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÍÕÃÈ ÅÌÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÏÎÅȢ 4ÒÁÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅÄ ÁÌÉÅÎȭÓ 
movement and eventually razing a whole Yuuzhan Vong underground network had no longer been 
an optionɂundoubtedly, the spy had already spotted them; not that wearing full Mandalorian 
armor suits was the best means of staying undetected in the first place. The other option, rendering 
the Vong unconscious and later interrogating him, haÄ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 
nothing but a waste of time. Time that was better spent on undercover missions to track down 
other Yuuzhan Vong spies. 
Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ usȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ×ÈÁÔ ×Å ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ 
ÉÎÔÅÒÐÏÓÅÄȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ Ä×ÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÕÎÄÏÎÅɂyou should hear 
ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÒÅÐÒÅÈÅÎÓÉÖÅ ÌÏÏËȟ ÅÙÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÃÌÏÓÅÌÙȢ 
4ÈÅ ÆÏÕÒ ÍÅÎ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌl a part of the group staying on 

Contruum present, except Ara, her husband Sareth and the dark-complected aruetii  Macos, who 
were elsewhere in the room. The others, like Zerimar, Tristan and Ayden Stone, had already taken 
their leave, only waiting for Beviin to join them for the departure to Gyndine.  
Ȱ2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÔɂ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ 

anymore. 0ÉÒÕÎÉÒ ÓÕÒΎÈÁÁÉÓÅȦ /ÙÁȦȱ 



 

 

 

%ÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÉÓÔÓ ÏÒ ÍÕÇÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ "ÅÖÉÉÎȭÓ ÅØÃÌÁÍÁÔÉon as he parted. 
Ȱ/ÙÁȦ /ÙÁ ÍÁÎÄÁȦȱ Ronan, too, stood up and caught up with Beviin outside. 
Ȱ$Ï ÍÅ Á ÆÁÖÏÒ ÁÎÄ ËÅÅÐ ÁÎ ÅÙÅ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÏÎ 4ÉÔÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÉÉÎȟ ÆÒÏ×ÎÉÎÇȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ) 

have done lots of things I regretted later. Questionable things, ÂÁÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ 
ÃÏÍÐÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔȣ ÍÁÎȣ ÈÁÓ ÄÏÎÅȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȩȦȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄ ÈÕÆÆÉÓÈÌÙȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÎÄÏÒÓÅ ÍÙ 
ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎ ÂÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ Òemind me every ÄÉȭËÕÔÌÁ ÔÉÍÅȦ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÉÔ 
up to thereȢȱ (Å ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÆÌÁÔ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔȢ 
Ȱ4ÉÔÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÉÎÓÔÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÆÁÃÔÏÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÒÏÕÐȟȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÇÒÏ×ÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȢ Ȱ)Æ 

you still live to listen to me when Tite has turneÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÕÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÏÆ ÍÙ ×ÏÒÄÓȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÅÅÐ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÓ ÃÁÌÍ ÁÓ Á ÎÅÒÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈ ) 
ÃÁÎ ÁÓÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÄÄÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎȢ  
Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȢȱ "ÅÖÉÉÎ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÅÌÓÅ×ÈÅÒÅȢ Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ 

back, ner vodȟ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÕÇÌÙ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ 6ÏÎÇ ÁÒÍÁÄÁ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÕÐȢȱ 
!ÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÁÔ ÏÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÒÅ×ÅÌÌ Ȱ2ÅȭÔÕÒÃÙÅ ÍÈÉȦȱ he parted. 
 

Macos Fenix turned away from the table to the large window, enjoying the view on the green spots 
and the shiny blue lake in a park just across the street. With interest, he was watching a limmie 
game a group of youngsters were playing on the green. It was a funny coincidence, because Ayden 
Stone had told him that limmÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÁÎÙ Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÇÁÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ 3ÔÏÎÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÈÁÄ 
used to be a professional player before the war.  

Macos had been listening to the report of the Mandalorian team that had just encountered a 
Yuuzhan Vong, before he left the round as they staÒÔÅÄ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ 
appeal his interest. In the last few hours after the actual meeting, he had been talking to some of 
them about all kinds of topics that had given him a slight bit of insight into the Mandalorian spirit 
and their habits. Eventually, however, he felt he needed a timeoutɂafter all, he was the only non-
Mandalorian present, and this fact made him feel a little uncomfortable. Although none of them 
seemed to have a problem with an outsider among them. 

With emphasis on seem, he reminded himself. Those Mandalorians are skilled in pretty much 
everything, so why not also in the concealment of their true feelings? 

A few steps away from him, Ara and Sareth were sitting on a comfortable couch, doing what they 
had been doing for the last few hours: talking and arguing about all sorts of things. They arguably 
ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÏÎÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ, to have such a thorough chat, Macos thought. While 
ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÈÉÍȟ ÈÅ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ× ÆÅÌÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ tough Mandalorian 
womanɂÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á woman, after all, and he found it somehow ironic 
ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÓËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÄÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÒÕÅÌ ×ÁÒȟ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÙÏÕȭÄ 
normally expect a woman to do.  

But what does normal mean in those times, anyway? 
Behind him he heard a now familiar bellowingɂȰOya mandaȱȟ Á -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ 

solidarity and perpetuity as he had learned from Ara. As he turned around, he saw the blue-
armored Mandalorian, Beviin, rising and ambling out of the room, a moment later followed by 
Ronan Barec. Macos was just about to turn back to the window as he noticed the gaze Gladus was 
shooting at Barec. It was the same gaze Macos had seen before when Barec had rebuked the grim 
swordsman in the mÅÅÔÉÎÇȢ -ÁÃÏÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÇÅÎÉÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÕÓÅ 
trouble in the future ɂand surely not in the too late future. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ Á ÙÁ×Î ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÅÈȩȱ !ÒÁȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢ (Å 

turned his head to look at her as she stepped next to him and noticed that her husband Sareth was 
approaching the table in the background. 
Ȱ%ÒÒȣ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÒÙȟ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ 
ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȟ ÙȭËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÉÎÇÓ like being welcomed with open arms by MandaloriansȢȱ (Å 
pronounced the last word like it was something cabalistic and awe-inspiring.  
!ÒÁ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȦ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔȣ special.ȱ 
Macos already wanted to remark something silly, but just at that moment, Barec reentered the 

room, what brought him on another topic.  
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÅÌÌÁȣ "ÁÒÅÃȩȱ 
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Ȱ2ÏÎÁÎȩ (Å ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÔÁÌËÁÔÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÎÉÃÅ ÇÕÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ $ÕÂÒÉÌÌÉÏÎ 
ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÂÉÔ ÍÏÏÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÓÅÌÄÏÍ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÕÐȟ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȢȱ "ÁÒÅÃ ÈÁÄ ÎÏ× 
returned to the table, talking to Sareth, and every now and then, they glanced over at him and Ara. 
Ȱ)Ô ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÓ ÉÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȩȱ 
Ȱ4ÉÔÅȩ .Ïȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔɂalthough there is another feud between the two, one 
ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÄÅÅÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÙÏÕȢȱ (ÅÒ ÔÏÎÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÃÌÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
that. 
Ȱ7ÈÙ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ 4ÉÔÅȩȱ 
3ÈÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎ ÁÍÕÓÅÄ ÇÌÁÎÃÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅȢ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ 4ÉÔÅȢȱ 
Ȱ-Ù ÂÁÄȢ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÓÁÙÓ ÊÕÓÔ Ȭ'ÌÁÄÕÓȭȟ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ !ÎÙÈÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ) 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ËÅÅÐ ÍÙ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÒÅÓÔÒÁÉÎÔÓȢ -Ù ÂÉÇ ÍÏÕÔÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÏÒ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ËÉÌÌÅÄȢȱ 
4ÈÉÓ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ !ÒÁȭÓ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÂÅÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÉÓ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ 

powerful ×ÅÁÐÏÎȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ÕÎ×ÉÓÅ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÉÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÙ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ ÃÁÕÓÅÓȢȱ 
!Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ )ȭÍ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÁÔ ÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄȟ Macos thought, relieved. Arguing with a 
ÃÁÐÒÉÃÉÏÕÓ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÅØÃÅÓÓÉÖÅÌÙ ÌÏÎg. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ×ÉÓÅ ÓÐÅÅÃÈȢȱ (Å ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ×ÉÎËȢ Ȱ%ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÒɂȱ 
He was cut off by a knock at the door. Instinctively, he drew his blaster, only to dazzlingly notice 

that he was the only one reacting in that manner. 
Oh come on, ye lazy folk!  
In the meantime, he had sought cover behind a wall, where he leaned against with his back, and 
ÃÒÏÕÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÒÉÓËÉÎÇ Á ÆÅ× ÇÌÁÎÃÅÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ 
lifted a finger, but every one of them was eyeing him with surprise, and even amusement. 
&ÉÅÒÆÅËȦ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓɂyou are the ones that should be laughed at! he thought, utterly 
ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÃË ÏÆ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÁÍÏÎÇ ÇÁÌÁØÙȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔÅÓÔ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅȢ 

There was another knock, more forceful and louder this time, before finally somebody else 
reactedɂnot in the way Macos had expected or hoped, however.  
Ȱ5ÄÅÓÉÉȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÌÏ× ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÎ--ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȢ Ȱ%ÁÓÅ ÏÆÆȟ ÌÁÄȟ ÏÒ 
ÅÌÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÏÓÅ ÁÎÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ some respect from the ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÕÔȣȢȱ 
Ȱ!Î ÅÎÅÍÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏÃËȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÂÙ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÍÁÓÈÅÄ ÏÐÅÎ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅÓ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÇÕÎÓ ÂÌÁÚÉÎÇȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȟ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÃÈÉÌÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ 
ÌÅÁÒÎ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÒÅÁÔ is some jumpy ex-bounty hunter with his weapons drawn, 
×ÈÏȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 

Macos opened his mouth to respond to her confrontation, but then decided it was better to keep 
it shut. He mumbled something through his clenched teeth, silently cursed his stupidity and 
lowered the gun. Grouchily, he cursed again, this time aloud, as it knocked for the third time. Right 
now, everybody and everything seemed to have turned against him. 
Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ "ÁÒÅÃ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÌÉÎË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ table. Still nobody made an effort to stand 

up and open the door. 
So they are cautious, after all, Macos thought dryly.  
Ȱ'ÁÌÁÃÔÉÃ !ÌÌÉÁÎÃÅ )ÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÃÅȟȱ Á ÍÁÌÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÁÎ ÕÎÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÇÕÔÔÕÒÁÌ 
ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ Ȱ7Å ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔȣȢȱ 
Ȱ%ÎÔÅÒȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÕÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆȢ (Å ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ Á ÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒÓ ÏÐÅÎÅÄȟ 

revealing a single casually dressed jet-black Nautolan officerɂor was it a Feeorin? Macos had never 
been able to tell the two species apart. After hesitating for a moment at the sight of half a dozen 
armed and armored men, he eventually stepped in and approached the group around the table at 
slow pace. 

Macos stepped away from the wall, eyeing the alien officer cautiously as the doors shut behind 
him. The former bounty hunter was holding his blaster easefully, lowered but ready to strike at any 
moment, his gaze fixed on the Feeorinɂhe was now rather sure Rios was a Feeorin, reckoning that 
.ÁÕÔÏÌÁÎÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÌÁÃË ÓËÉÎȢ !ÒÁ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȟ ÎÏÄÄÉÎÇ ÁÔ his sidearm, and he reluctantly 
holstered the weapon in a loose hold. With a firm grip, his hand was still on the knob, however. 
4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ Á ÕÎÉÆÏÒÍ ÏÒ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ '!) ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 

placeɂhe could easily just be another scarhead hidden under one of their weird organic cloakers. 



 

 

 

!Ó ÔÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ "ÁÒÅÃ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȟ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÌÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÂÕÔ *ÉÒÉÁÄɂ
the Mandalorian in the Vong vonduun crab armor imitation.  
(ÅÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÌÅÖÅÒȢ )Æ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á 6ÏÎÇ ÂÅÎÅÁÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÌÁÃË ÓËÉÎȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓ ÁÒÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ 

jump out of his skin. Macos smirked and eased the grip around his gun; a little. 
Bewildered, the Feeorin halted with surprise, and Macos could only guess that shock was written 

in his faceȠ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ Á 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 
6ÏÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÈÏ×Îȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÉÎ ÓÕÐÐÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÔÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ȬÉÎÆÉÄÅÌÓȭȟ 
ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȭÓ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÌÁÔÅÒȢ 
Ȱ,ÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ 3ÁÌÅÍ 2ÉÏÓȟȱ ÔÈÅ 'ÁÌÁÃÔÉÃ !ÌÌÉÁÎÃÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ 

ignored the gesture, so the other took it back without complaining. Macos couldɂnow that he had 
also approached the tableɂhowever see that his expression was completely unemotional, what told 
him that Rios was not unemotional at all. 
Ȱ)$ȟȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÐÌÁÉÎÌÙȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄ ÐÒÏÃÅÄÕÒÅȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÄÄÅÄ ÁÓ 2ÉÏÓ 
ÔÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÒÕÍÉÎÁÔÉÖÅÌÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎ Á ÔÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÐÏËÅ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÈÉÓ ȬËÉÎÄȭ words. 
-ÁÃÏÓȭÓ ÈÏÌÄ ÔÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÊÁÃËÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ )$-card over 

to Jiriad, who in turn gave it to his son at the table. Skira inserted the chip into a datapad and after 
a short time, he nodded to his father, who returned the card to its owner, with a slightly more 
affable look in his face. Then, Jiriad returned to the table and sat down, leaving Rios standing there 
alone, and once more a little baffled. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎȭȩȱ "ÁÒÅÃ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄȟ ÎÏ×ȟ ÓÅÁÔÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÃÈÁÉÒ ÆÁÃed at Rios, arms crossed and 

definitely not having in mind to offer the GA lieutenant a seat. It surprised Macos to see such 
hostility from the Mandalorians. It was unexpected, especially coming from Barec. 
Ȱ5Íȣ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓ ÍÕÒÄÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÍÉÔÔÅÄ Á ÆÅ× ÈÏÕÒÓ ÁÇÏȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ $ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÅ ÕÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ Á shabla crab-ÂÏÙȩȱ 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÏ ÂÏÏÔȟ Á 6ÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅÄ ÁÓ Á 7ÏÏËÉÅÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ 

question how you were able to spot that there was a scarhead beneath the fur in the fÉÒÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÏÉÎÔ ÂÅÉÎÇȣȩȱ 
Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ 2ÉÏÓ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ 'ÁÌÁÃÔÉÃ !ÌÌÉÁÎÃÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÅ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÃÏÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÆÉÌÔÈÙ 6ÏÎÇ ÓÐÙ ÉÓ ÌÕÒËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÌÏÔ ÉÎ ÈÉÄÉÎÇȢȱ 
Well, we figured that  much, -ÁÃÏÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÁÒÃÁÓÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ 
ÒÅÓÏÕÒÃÅÓ ÔÏ ÄÅÔÅÃÔ ÃÌÏÁËÅÄ 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇȟ ×ÉÐÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ 6ÏÎÇ ÁÃÔÉÖÉÔÙ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ 
ÈÁÒÄ Á ÔÁÓË ÔÏ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢȱ 
"ÁÒÅÃ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ dirty work for you?! Can you even afford ÕÓȩȱ 
4ÈÉÓ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ$ÉÄ ) ÓÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÐÁÙÍÅÎÔȩȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÈÉÓ ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÈÁÌÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ -ÁÃÏÓ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ "ÁÒÅÃȢ ȱ) ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ 
allies, remembÅÒȩȱ 
Ȱ/Æ courseȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ shab to do with us as we risked our lives trying to feed 

you with first -hand intel on the vongese. Now you think it goes without saying for us to meet your 
ÄÅÍÁÎÄÓȩ 7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÎÏÎÓÅÎÓÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÆÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ Á ÃÏÍÍÏÎ ÅÎÅÍÙȟ ÍÏÒÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÂÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÐȟ ÓÏ ÓÈÏÏÔ Á ÂÉÄȦȱ 

Whoa, Macos thought. 4ÈÁÔ ÇÕÙȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÏÎÅ serious problem with the GA. 
Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÒÒÅÓÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÂÌÁÃËÍÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÌÌÁÂÏÒÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÅÍÙȦȱ 2ÉÏÓ 
ÂÁÒËÅÄȢ ȰYou willɂȱ 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ kriffing  dare insult us, ÍÉÒȭÓÈÅÂȟȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÈÉÓÓÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÙÏÕ 
ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÓ not Á ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÁÙȢȱ 
Ȱ.ÅȭÊÏÈÈÁȟȱ "ÁÒÅÃ ÉÎÔÅÒÊÅÃÔÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ Á ÈÁÂÉt of things here; somebody might 

end up with a smoking hole in his head. It was a test, and you passed. We were planning to do 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÎÅÔ×ÏÒËȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȟ ×Å 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÆÕÓÅ Á ÈÁÎÄ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ 7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÃÁÍÏÕÆÌÁÇÅ ÆÁÔÉÇÕÅÓȟ ÏÕÒ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÓÕÉÔÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÊÏÂ ÆÏÒ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇ ÕÎÄÅÔÅÃÔÅÄȢȱ 

The middle-ÁÇÅÄ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÅÁÓÅ ÔÏ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÏÒ ÉÍÐÒÅÓÓ -ÁÃÏÓȟ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ "ÁÒÅÃ ÓÈÉÆÔÅÄ ÓÏ 
swiftly from different moods and positions that the boun ty hunter shuddered to think how the man 
acted on the battlefieldɂhe had not only to be a most skilled fighter, but also a brilliant tactician. 
2ÉÏÓ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÅØÈÁÌÅÄ ÓÈÁÒÐÌÙȢ Ȱ&ÉÅÒÆÅËȦ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÅÁÓÉÎÇ ÔÏ 

find out whethÅÒ Ȭ) ÁÍ ×ÈÏ ) ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅȭȩȦ 9ÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÁÒÅȣȢȱ 
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Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÓÔÅÒÎÎÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÓ 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ Ȱ-Ù ÐÏÉÎÔ ÓÔÁÎÄÓȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÕÓ ÂÅÓÔ ÐÁÌÓȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ )ȭÖÅ ÄÅÁÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏ ÆÁÒ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÔ 
ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÅÑÕÁÌȢ !ÎÙÈÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÓȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅÓȠ if 
ÙÏÕ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÉÎÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÃÌÏÁËÅÄ 6ÏÎÇȢȱ 
-ÁÃÏÓ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÕÔ ÓÍÉÒË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ YÏÕȭÌÌ ÌÏÏË ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÓÃÒÏÕÎÇÅÄ 

that technique from you. (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÃÏÎÃÅÁÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄÌÙ 
noticed that his reaction was out of place. The Mandalorians were probably thinking the same 
thing, but n obody showed. And unfortunately, the GA lieutenant noticed that. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏ ÆÕÎÎÙȩȱ 
Ȱ5Íȣ ÉÆ ) ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȟ )ȭÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÁËÅÎ 
ÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÉÄÅȢȱ /ÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ -ÁÃÏÓ ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÆÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÂȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 
ÍÏÒÅ ÈÁÉÒÙ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 
2ÉÏÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÉÍ Á ÆÉÅÒÃÅ ÇÁÚÅȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ "ÁÒÅÃ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÃÁÌÌ ÉÔ Á ÄÅÁÌȟ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ 
4ÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄ "ÁÒÅÃ ÈÁÄ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÁÒÒÁÎÇÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ 
ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎȣȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÒÏÎÏȟ Ȱȣ ÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÌÆ ÈÏÕÒÓȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Barec acknowledged with a nod, and Rios left. 
!Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÎÏÎ-Mando, here, Macos thought as the door shut behind the 

Feeorin. 
 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÂÁÉÔȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÕÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÉÐ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ.Ï× ×Å ×ÉÌÌ 
ÃÒÕÓÈ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÎ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍ ÁÎÄ 'ÙÎÄÉÎÅȢȱ 

With a satisfied smile he left the villip chamber.  
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7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÏ :Ïȭ+ÁÌÏ 0ÌÁÚÁ ÓÏ ÓÏÏÎ 
again. The sun had already begun its descent to make place for the night, but the activity on the 
ÐÌÁÚÁ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÅÁÓÅÄ ÙÅÔȢ /ÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÍ Âefore the storm struck Ronan, it 
seemed to be hovering everywhere: on the catwalks, over the streets, under the flickering neon-
lights of shops and buildings, more and more of which were beginning to open up the later the 
evening grew. The people here had to know that they would not stay untouched by the war forever, 
but did their best to ignore it. 4ÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÍȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÔÈÉÎËȣ 

This time, however, they merged into the crowd without drawing any looks at all, even when the 
rancor of a man Gladus Tite was had still been with them. The team was disguised in loose-fitting 
casual clothing, most were still wearing their armor underneath, and bags with helmets and 
gauntlets swung over their shoulders. Unconcealed weapons like blasters and vibroswords were 
ÈÏÌÓÔÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÇÈÓ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÏÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ Ï×ÎÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄÓȢ 

About half an hour ago, the group of Mandalorians, plus Fenix and Rios, had split up to follow 
different leads. 
Ȱ2ÕÍÏÒ ÈÁÓ ÉÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ '! ÌÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄȟ ȰÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ 0Åace Brigaders hiding 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÏÕÒ ÎÏÓÅÓȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÁÉÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ 
to keep a low profile. We already feared they had grown smart, but when word spread of a handful 
of Mandalorians in town and a Vong spy deadɂȱ 2ÉÏÓ ÈÁÄ ÓÈÏÔ Á ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ 
ÈÉÍȟ ȰɂÔÈÅÙ ÊÉÔÔÅÒÅÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÈÅÒÄ ÏÆ ÎÅË ÄÏÇÓ ÔÈÒÏ×Î ÉÎÔÏ Á ÃÁÇÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ËÒÁÙÔ ÄÒÁÇÏÎȢ 3ÈÅÅÓÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÙ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȢȱ (Å ÈÁÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
group ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÉÎÇȢ Ȱ7Å ÈÁÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÌÅÁÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÔÅÎÔÉÁÌ ÓÐÏÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÕÒ ÂÏÙÓ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ 
to narrow it down to two locations: the Open Palm, a dubious cantinaɂat least as dubious as its 
ÎÁÍÅȟ )ȭÄ ÇÕÅÓÓɂin the western suburbs, and a storehouse not far from here in the southwest. 
7ÅȭÄ ÂÅÓÔ ÓÐÌÉÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÅÃË ÔÈÅÍ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

And so they had. After Rios had transferred the coordinates to their datapads, Ara, Sareth, Gladus 
and Fenix had left for the warehouse, with Rios, Jiriad, Skira and Ronan left heading to the pub. 
Communication was provided by nearly invisible beads in the ear as comlinks, so one group could 
catch up with the other once a discovery was made. 
3ÔÒÉÄÉÎÇ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ !ÌÔÁÉÒ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÇÒÏÁÎÉÎÇȢ Ȱ(ÍÐÆȣ ÍÙ ÎÅ× ÁÒÍÏÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅ Á 

Vong takinÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÅÌÓ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á ÒÕÎ ÆÏÒ ÉÔ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 
Ronan suppressed a snigger. Armorer of both Ronan, Gladus, and of course his own armor, Jiriad 
×ÁÓ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÉÓÇÕÉÓÅ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓɂthe spikes would have 
pierced the fabric and stood out like abnormal skin mutations. He was going in pretty much 
unprotected now. 
Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÌÄ ÏÎÅȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÉÄÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅȣȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÒÉÄÅȣȩ .ÏȢ )Æ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÍÙ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎ ÏÂÊÅÃÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÏÆÆȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÆÏÒÇÅÄ Á ÓÈÉÎÙȟ ÂÌÉÎÄÉÎÇ 

sample that would have exceeded everything ever seen before. Now I forged a dull, ugly and vongyc 
one that even scares the osik out of me every now and then when I open my locker to put it on. 
Shabȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ make a Vong jump out of his scarred and deformed skin, not me! And now it 
ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅØÈÉÂÉÔȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢȱ (Å ÇÒÏ×ÌÅÄ ÓÕÌÌÅÎÌÙȟ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÎÇ 
dreadlocks out of his tanned face. 
Ȱ/ÎÃÅ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ȬÅÍȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÁÓÓÕÒÅÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÍÏÃËÉÎÇ ÇÌÁÎÃÅȟ ȰÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÐÒÉÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
ÈÏÔÅÌ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÂ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÒÍÏÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÂÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȣȢȱ 

Jiriad mumbled something inaudible and quickened his pace. Ronan wondered if he was working 
on a reply, but was interrupted by Rios, who had been chatting with Skira. 
Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅȟȱ ÔÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÇÁÚÅ ÌÉÎÇÅÒÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ 
ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ )ȭÖÅ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢȱ 
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Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȢ Ȱ7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÂ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÕÓÅÌÅÓÓÌÙȢȱ 

They had long left the plaza and entered one of the murkier and filthier parts of the city, where 
the kind of pedestrians had changed from businessmen, traders, and officers to smugglers, 
drunkards, homeless people, and the all other usual kind of scum. 

 As they turned the corner of a run-down barber shop, which grew into a wide alley, they were 
welcomed by the sight of what looked like a stray garbage dump in front of an abandoned 
industrial building, with a small doorway and a flickering white neon-logo above it, barely visible 
through the thick green dust. The logo showed an outstretched human hand that looked like it had 
been taken from the Peace Brigade symbol, only that the scarred counterpart of a Yuuzhan Vong 
hand was lacking. Below it ran outlined, unlit Huttese letters that read OPEN PALM INN. Ronan 
assessed that the alley was a dead end, although the pub had to have a back door.  

Skira was the first to halt in front of a pile of trash over a manhole cover that reeked of death, 
vermin, urine and various dung, all in a nauseating mixture. Ronan grimaced and wrinkled his 
noseɂÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȭÓ ÁÉÒÆÉÌÔÅÒÓ ÎÏ×Ȣ *ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ÓÏÎ ÌÉÆÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÌÌÁÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ 
nose, but tÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒȢ 

The young man with coarse, curly blond hair and a short, bristly goatee was carrying a pair of 
darkened goggles, which he put on, shifting his view over the whole expanse of the building front. 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟȱ 3ËÉÒÁ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÌÉÆÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÇÇÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ) ÃÁÎ 
make out at least a handful of Vong signatures, and more so about a dozen of other species that 
ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÒÅ ÏÕÒ ÓÏÕÇÈÔ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒÓȢȱ 

Now it was Rios who grimaced as he stared to Skira. ThÅ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒȭÓ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÇÏÇÇÌÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÆÉÔÔÅÄ 
with the same electronic visor mode that Gladus had used to spot the disguised Vong shortly 
before; the same visor mode utilized by Yuuzhan Vong Hunter droids of the Galactic Alliance. 
Extremely interested and skilled in computers and tech, Skira had been working with Gladus on 
implementing that visual sensor in his tech-ÌÁÄÅÎ ÇÏÇÇÌÅÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ 2ÉÏÓȭÓ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÕÒÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 
ÈÏÔÅÌȢ 4ÈÅ )ÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÃÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔÅÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÂÉÇ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÏÆ ÄÅÔÅÃÔÉÎÇ 
cloaked crab-ÂÏÙÓȱ ÈÁÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÅ× ÁÔ ÁÌÌɂit actually was a technology the GA 
already had at their disposal for a long time. 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÕÔÔÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒÅ !3!0ȟ ÔÈÅÎȟȱ 2ÉÏÓ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 
And before anyone could intervene, the Feeorin had vanished through the smog.  
2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÅÕÔÅÎÁÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ .ÕÍÂÅÒÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ 

deceive, and when the Feeorin agent was inside, he could at least assess the condition and 
armament of their opponents, what would only be of advantage for the group. Many of them were 
probably drunk or high on drugs, anyway. 

Meanwhile, Jiriad had called the other half of the group, which would be arrive in half an hour. 
The dreadlocked Kiffar took his ÓÏÎ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÅÁÒÓÈÏÔȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ Á ÔÈÉÎÇ 
ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÎȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎ ÈÉÍȢ &ÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ×ÅÒÅ 
conversing, however, he could tell that it was of utmost importance to Jiriad. 

After a few minutes, Rios returned from the cantina. He stood silently next to Ronan, waiting for 
the two to finish their conversation. Shortly, they did and approached Ronan and Rios, after Jiriad 
had reassuringly patted his son on the back. He nodded to Rios to report. 
Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ Âlack-complected Feeorin said. His comlink was active, so the other group got the 
ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȢ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÎÔÅÄ Á ÔÏÔÁÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÒÔÅÅÎ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÂȟ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ Á ÈÁÎÄÆÕÌ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ 
adjoining rooms that are restricted for the normal patrons. Four humans, two of them unusually 
tall, a Wookiee, two Klatooiniansɂ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÌÁÔÔÅÒ ÆÉÖÅ ÁÒÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓɂan 
%ÌÏÍÉÎȟ ÔÈÒÅÅ .ÉËÔÏȟ ÁÎ !ÑÕÁÌÉÓÈ ÁÎÄ Á 4×ÉȭÌÅËȢ !ÌÌ ÍÁÌÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÖÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÓÐÅÃÔÅÄ 6ÏÎÇȟ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÓÏÂÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ×ÅÁÐÏÎÒÙ ÌÏÏks rather modest, nothing bigger than a heavy blaster 
pistol, but there could be larger arms under the counter or in other rooms. Mobilizing a police 
ÆÏÒÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÉÚÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȟ ÓÏ ) ÓÁÙ ×Å ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
bunch of you to get here and go in. Nobody will mourn a pack of Vong spies and kriffing 
collaborators take a trip below the ground, but we should try to leave at least one or two alive for 
ÉÎÔÅÒÒÏÇÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ronan nodded silently. The group would be here any minute, and they all had the possibility to 
use non-lethal means of taking out the ÃÈÁËÁÁÒȭÅ. Nevertheless, he noticed that Rios chose his 



 

 

 

words carefully, not to upset the Mandalorians. Ronan doubted Galactic Alliance Intelligence 
approved of a pile of corpsesɂinstead of living suspects full of informationɂunder normal 
conditions, but going in with a party of Mandos was not commonly taken as normal condition. 

Rios looked around as nobody replied, but then Jiriad motioned him to cut the comm-
connection. 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÏ× ×Å ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ !ÌÔÁÉÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ 2ÉÏÓ ÃÏÍÐÌÉÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ nowȢȱ (Å ÇÅÓÔÕÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎȢ Ȱ3ËÉÒÁ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÆÉÎÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÔÏ 
ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ Á ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȭÓ ÒÉÐÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ verdȭÇÏÔÅÎ. Six -ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄÅ is overkill 
for only a heap of ÏÓÉËȭÌÁ ÄÒÕÎËÁÒÄÓȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÔÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÉÍÐÌÉÅÄ Á ÆÉÎÁÌÉÔÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÄÅ 
clear he could not be convinced otherwise. 
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÅØÐÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÌÉÎÅÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

private conversation between father and son. He gave Skira an approving pat on the shoulder. The 
young man was two years over the standard age when the ÖÅÒÄȭÇÏÔÅÎ, the trials for the rite of 
passage, was usually celebrated, returning a boy or a girl a grown man or woman and true 
-ÁÎÄÏȭÁÄ, Son or Daughter of Mandalore. Although Skira had already passed the majority of tests, 
Jiriad had kept one final task for his boy before he would recognize him as an adult. And now the 
time was ripe, like Jiriad had put it, for the boy to undergo the final trial, a test that was under real 
field conditions and not to be taken lightly. It was a lethal task, one that even a grown Mando 
×ÁÒÒÉÏÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÅÓÔÉÍÁÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÌÆ×ÁÙ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓ ÁÎÄ 
battle-ÒÅÁÄÙȟ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅ ÏÆ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅ ÏÎ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÁÎ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÍÅÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 
not impossible to accomplish. And if Skira thought it too hard, he could easily refuse, after all. 

Rios obviously thought otherwise as he frowned disapprovingly. But how could an aruetii , and 
outsider, ever understand? 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ &ÅÅÏÒÉÎ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÅÖÅÒ-so-slight tone of desperation 
ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÔÔÕÒÁÌ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ȰÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ (Å Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ 
hard. 
*ÉÒÉÁÄ ÉÇÎÏÒÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÎ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÙÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á 

caring, fatherly glance to encourage him. After what seemed like hours, the boy gave a slight nod 
and turned to the cantina. All what needed to be said had been said, there was no need for further 
words. 

Jiriad turned to Ronan with glittering wet eyes while his son disappeared through the dense 
smoke, just like Rios had a couple of minutes before. 
Ȱ(Å ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÌÁÎ ÐÒÏÕÄȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÌÌ ÈÉÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 

opening door in the distance. Ȱ+ÁÙÓÈ ÖÅÎ ÐÉÒÕÎÉ ÓÕÒΎÈÁÁÉÓÅȢȱ He will make their eyes water.  
Ronan gave him a comradely pat on the back as another hiss indicated the door had slid shut. 

The young man was on his own now.  
.Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÅÍÐÌÁÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁ 

at all. He had a bad feeling about this. Things were going too smoothly, too easily, too obvious that 
it could be wholesome. And then there was the fact that the whole location literally smelled of an 
ÁÍÂÕÓÈȟ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÄÅÁÄ ÅÎÄȟ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÁÎÄ *ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȟ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ 
else had a word in their choices. 

Silently, the three of them approached the cantina and went into a corner a few meters away 
from the door, trying to avoid the reeking garbage. 

There was nothing to do but wait for the door to open again. Who came out, however, was 
another question entirely. 
)Æ 3ËÉÒÁ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÄÁÎÇÅÒȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÃÁÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÃÏÍÍ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙȢ /Ò ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ 

what Ronan hoped Jiriad had told his son. 
 
4ÈÅ ÎÁÕÓÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÎË ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ -ÁÃÏÓ &ÅÎÉØȭÓ ÎÏÓÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÒÅÅɂAra, her 
husband and GladusɂÅÖÅÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÌÌÅÙ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÎÔÉÎÁ ÌÁÙȢ 3ÁÌÅÍ 2ÉÏÓȭÓ 
statement that this was a dubious place was a sheer understatement, and what the ex-bounty 
ÈÕÎÔÅÒ ÓÁ× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÁÎÙ ×ÁÙ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á ȰÃÁÎÔÉÎÁȢȱ 

Trying to i gnore the reek as best as he could, he caught up with the other three through the 
green, gloomy smog, while avoiding to step into heaps of garbage and dung. 

What in the Nine Hells of Corellia is this place? 
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He figured that the answer was as simple as his question: what else could you expect from a bar 
swarming with Peace Brigaders? 

He could make out three figures leaning against a wall in a corner several meters away from the 
door. 4ÈÒÅÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÓȩ 7ÁÉÔȢ 3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅ four  figures? 

The only ones he saw were Ronan Barec, Altair Jiriad and Salem Rios. "ÕÔȣ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ 3ËÉÒÁȩȱ 3ÁÒÅÔÈ +ÁÒÒȟ !ÒÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄȟ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Nobody said a word. Barec flashed a thumb at the door. 
/Èȟ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ got to be kidding me! 
Macos looked at Sareth, Ara and Gladus, but found nothing in their expressions that conveyed his 

own feelings. They seemed to approve on the boy going into a lair crawling with enemies, all on his 
own. 

Kark it, those Mandos are driving me crazyȣ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÅÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȩȱ .Ï ÏÎÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȦ 
9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÎÔ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÄÅÁÔÈȦ !ÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÎÃÈ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÎÏÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÔÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏË 
Á×ÁÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȩȦȱ 
!ÒÁ ÇÌÁÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ, and Macos started to regret his words. 
"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ Á ÄÁÍÎȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒ ÉÎ Á ÐÕÂ ÏÆ ÄÒÕÎËÅÎ ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÁÎÄÆÕÌ ÏÆ 

Yuuzhan Vong, and if the ever-so-ÇÒÅÁÔ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ 
Macos would take matters into his own hands. 

He scowled at them one last time. He drew his heavy blaster pistol and headed for the door. 
He managed only a few steps before something heavy jerked at his shoulders and he crashed to 

the ground, back first. Macos spun to see the giant figure of Gladus Tite looming over him. The 
ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎ ÏÆ Á ÍÁÎ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒÃÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ -ÁÃÏÓȭÓ ÕÐÐÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÇÒÉÐ 
like iron pincers. Then the bearded man yanked him upright and pushed him back into the corner, 
pressing his arms tightly to his back. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÅ Á ÍÉÓÅÒÁÂÌÅ ÄÅÁÔÈȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÅÐȟ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÂÅÈÉÎÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÎ ÊÅÏÐÁÒÄÙȢȱ 

Macos was nonplussed. Now it was him who was about to die in there. He could just about keep 
himself from bursting out laughing at this ridiculousness. 
"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ !ÒÁ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

quite place. 
Ȱ!ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ ÓÏÎ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈis for over two yearsȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÔÒÉÃÔȟ ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎ ÔÏÎÅȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÓÔÅÐÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÏÒȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÌÍȭÓ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅȟ ȰÔÈÅ ÂÏÙ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÓ Á ÇÒÏ×Î 
adult, a fully trained warrior and a true Son of Mandalore by Mando reckoning. And youɂȱ (ÅÒ 
eyes narÒÏ×ÅÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÅØÔÅÎÔ -ÁÃÏÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȢ Ȱɂare not going 
to spoil his final rite of passage. The ÖÅÒÄȭÇÏÔÅÎ is a matter between the child and his parents only. 
No one ÉÎÔÅÒÆÅÒÅÓȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ die ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔȣȢȱ (ÉÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ ÔÒÁÉÌÅÄ ÏÆÆ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÁÄÅÄȢ 
(Å ÇÌÁÎÃÅÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÉÎ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÄÁÒËȟ ÐÏÉÓÏÎ-green eyes. That 
daunted him even moreɂÌÉËÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÕÎÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÂÅÈÁÖÉÏÒȢ 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄÓȣȢȱ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÆÁÃÅÄ !ÒÁ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÉÍȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÏÒÙ 

in dying for nothing, when his comrades are right around the corner to help him survive? There is 
no martyrdom in fighting a bunch of filthy, low -ÌÉÆÅ ÓÃÕÍÂÁÇÓȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÕÔÈȟȱ !ÒÁ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄȟ ȰÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 
3ÈÅ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎȟ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ 3ËÉÒÁ ÁÎÄ !ÌÔÁÉÒ 
ÁÌÏÎÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÂÁÃËȢ 7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÕÎÄerstand our customs, but we do ask you 
ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÒÉÇÈÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÍÅ ÆÒÏÍȢȱ 7ÉÔÈ ÆÉÎÁÌÉÔÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ 
the exit of the alley. 
Ȱ)ȣ )ȣȢȱ -ÁÃÏÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȣ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÕÐÓÅÔ ÙÏÕɂÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÕÎÄ 
ÏÆ ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎ ÆÁÃÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÌÄÅÄ ÁÒÍÓȢ Ȱ) ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ËÅÅÐ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÓÈÕÔ ÆÏÒ 
ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 
Ȱ&ÉÎÁÌÌÙ Á ÓÏÕÎÄ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ 4ÉÔÅȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ -ÁÃÏÓȢ 



 

 

 

It was only when the ex-bounty hunter turned to retrieve his blaster that he heard shouts, 
damped blaster shots and punches coming from the inside every now and then. At least that meant 
the boy was still alive, otherwise the fight would be over. 
)Æ ÏÎÌÙ ×Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÃÈÅÃË ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȣ 
He suppressed a curse as he went to a wall and leaned against it, next to Rios, turning away from 

the Mandalorians but keeping an eye on the doorway. When he leaned down to rest his hands on 
his knees, more out of desperation than of fatigue, a thought struck him. There was a possibility to 
ÃÈÅÃË 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȟ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
hear him. 

But before he could work on anything, the sound of something hard hitting the door from the 
inside sounded from the cantina, and everyone left the corner to from a half circle a handful of 
ÍÅÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ -ÁÃÏÓ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÐÁÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ 
to him and had their weapons drawn. Sareth and Ara even tore the tunics from their armor suits 
and put on the helmets and wrist-guards that had been stuffed in their bags. 

After the thud against the door, there was only silence, which meant that this was close to be 
over. The rusty door slid open with a hiss. 

It took Macos a moment to realize that he had dropped his blaster and raised both hands to his 
mouth in shock. What he saw was not good at all. 

In the doorway stood a red-complected Nikto, wearing what looked like an ancient Imperial 
uniform. The wrinkled alien was holding up a long vibrodagger over his head in triumph, an evil 
smile on his creasy face.  
4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÁÕÄÉÂÌÅ ÁÔ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÍÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ .ÉËÔÏȭÓ ×ÅÁÐÏÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÌÉÅÎȭÓ ÓÍÉÌÅ 

soon turned into a boiling expression of shock and anger at the sight of the Mandalorians. Now 
Macos noticed that blood was dripping from the dagger. 
3ÈÏÃË ×ÁÓ ×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌɂsave for Tite, who was wearing his standard 
ÄÅÁÄÐÁÎ ÍÁÓËȢ -ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌȟ ÏÎ *ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ ×ÈÏÓÅ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÉÄÅ ÏÐÅÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ Á ÓÏÎ ×ÈÏ ÈÅ 
had probably sent to his doom was on his knees, his back crooked and grace destroyed. 

But then another sound broke the silence. The sound of a blaster. And the sound was coming 
from behind the Peace Brigader, from the inside of the Open Palm.  

Once more, thÅ .ÉËÔÏȭÓ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄȟ ÎÏ× ÉÎÔÏ Á ÌÏÏË ÏÆ ÈÏÒÒÏÒȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÍÏËÅ ÓÏÁÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÔÈÅ ÁÌÉÅÎȭÓ ÂÁÃËȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÄÕÌÌ ÔÈÕÍÐȢ 

Macos saw Jiriad raise his head with reignited fire in his eyes, as through the doorway stepped his 
son. 

 
Ronan was a little puzzled why nobody had shot the Nikto when they had first spotted him. 
Probably because the whole situation was more than odd, and he had been taken off-guard himself. 

He felt for Altair, as the father of a now grown man managed to get back on his feet, tears of joy 
in his eyes. Father and son were gazing at each other intimately, but nobody moved. 
Ȱ+ȭÏÙÁÃÉȦ 4ÈÉÓ ÎÉÇÈÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÎÇ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄȦȱ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÆÉÌÌÅÄ 
×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÉÄÅȢ Ȱ+ÁÎÄÏÓÉÉ ÂÏÒÁȟ 3ËÉÒȭÉËÁȦ Come to me, ner verd'ad, you are now a warrior like the rest of 
us. I never should have had you wait that long. -ÁÒȭÅ, now that you are a man, I have a task of great 
ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
3ËÉÒÁ ÐÕÔ ÕÐ Á ×ÉÄÅ ÇÒÉÎȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ ,ÉËÅ Ô×ÉÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÐ ÏÆ ÄÉȭËÕÔÌÁ ÃÈÁËÁÁÒȭeȩȱ 
For the flicker of a second, there was a dark blur behind the young Mandalorian, but it was 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÐÕÍÐ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÒÅÎÁÌÉÎÅ ÉÎÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÖÅÉÎÓȢ 7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄ ÓÅÎÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅ 
was beginning to slow down. 

With no notable sound whatsoever, an unidentifiable black thing ÃÁÍÅ ÆÌÁÓÈÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ 
torso, together with a splash of crimson red blood. Skira never had a chance to get a look at his 
attacker, or to express any emotion whatsoever. He died instantly. Supported by the black object 
reaching out of his chest, right where his heart sat, however, the body did not drop. 

And then Ronan realized in shock what the object was. A perverse mutation of an amphistaff that 
looked like it had come straight out of a nightmare, its serpent-like head baring its teeth and 
spitting a bit of poison to the ground.  

An icy chill crawled up ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËÓÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÐÉÎÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÔÔÁÃËÅÒ ×ÁÓȡ Á 
broadshouldered Yuuzhan Vong warrior, no six feet tallɂwhat could be considered small for a 
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Vong. He completely lacked the common vonduun-crab armor, wearing nothing but a waist-wrap. 
His skin, however, looked very unusual in itself and was smeared with what appeared to be black 
bloodɂYuuzhan Vong blood. Long, claw-ÌÉËÅ ÔÁÌÏÎÓ ÐÉÅÒÃÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÕÓÕÁÌ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ËÎÕÃËÌÅÓȟ 
and he was holding an odd version of a coufee in his other hand. On his scarred face sat the same 
evil grin as on the Nikto before, but he did not at all seem scared by the sight of half a dozen 
Mandalorians. 
2ÏÎÁÎ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ !ÌÔÁÉÒȢ (Å ÆÅÌÔ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÙÅÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÁ 

be the adrenaline. A ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÃÒÙ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÏÎ *ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ÌÉÐÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÁÔÕÒÅÓ Á ÈÁÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÄÉÓÐÌÁÙ ÏÆ ÂÌÁÎË 
horror, unable to even force a sound, as though he was chocking for air as he dropped back onto 
his knees. Tears were running down his tanned face, but in his eyes burned an all-devouring fury 
that seemed to be a culmination of all the suffering, the pain and the wrath the now broken man 
had endured in his life. And all that rage was directed straight at the Yuuzhan Vong. At all Yuuzhan 
Vong. 

Everyone else had his weapons trained on the single scarhead, shock and dismay written on their 
ÆÁÃÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÂÏÍÉÎÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ Á 6ÏÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÃÏÒÐÓÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ 
was a living shieldɂonly that it was dead. Ronan had to shudder at the misplaced and morbid 
thought.  

The first one to break the silence was Gladus, whose face was, for once, not deadpan. He did not, 
however, show signs of shock or fear, like everyone else did. There was an every-so-slight touch of 
reverence, even satisfaction in his expression. 

Ronan scowled. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ Á ÍÁÎ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ×ÏÒÔÈÙ ÁÄÖÅÒÓÁÒÙȢ 
Ȱ3ÌÁÙÅÒÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÏÎ #ÁÌÕÕÌÁȢȱ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÄÅÅÐ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÒÌÙ ÍÁÎ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ Ìike Jedi. Only 
betterȣȢȱ  

His voice trailed off as he noticed that Jiriad had struggled back to his feet, in his hands a long, 
thin object wrapped in lines. His beskad, Ronan recognized, his traditional Mandalorian saber, an 
ancient weapon rarely seen nowadays. The only other persons who sported one Ronan knew were 
Goran Beviin and Gladus Tite. 

Only then Ronan realized what Altair Jiriad was up to. The burning rage around his pupils was 
embanked by the expanding white of his eyes, and they were sparkling with a hint of frenzy. 
2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÒÓÔÙȢ 4ÈÉÒÓÔÙ ÆÏÒ ÂÌÏÏÄȢ 

Simultaneously with Gladus, Ronan stormed towards the rabid Kiffar. His sword was unwrapped 
now, and he raised it above his head, eventually managing to get a sound through his sore throat.  

And what a sound.  
His ear-piercing scream of pain and wrath was beyond anything Ronan had ever heard, and it 

even seemed to frighten the ever-so-mighty Yuuzhan Vong Slayer. 
Before the two men could reach Jiriad, the scarhead finally hauled his thick amphistaff out of 
3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ %ÖÅÎ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ 
out into the open, to the left of the door, and raised his amphistaff in a defensive stance. 

And then another Slayer appeared through the doorway, posing himself opposite to his next-of-
kin in the same posture. 

Not. Good. 
Jiriad must have missed that, because he carried on and was about to waste his life in a futile 

attempt to attack the deadly Vong breeds. Just in time, Gladus and Ronan managed to reach and 
ÄÅÔÁÉÎ ÈÉÍȟ ÄÒÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÌÆ ÃÉÒÃÌÅȢ !ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÓ ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÃÅÁÓÅȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢ 

After what seemed like a lifetime, the broken man finally stopped his struggles to escape the grip 
and dropped on his back. The screams were now replaced by quiet sobs as the Mandalorian writhed 
on the ground, mourning for his killed son. 

To say it shocked Ronan to see a man, a warrior , so utterly broken was an understatement. 
*ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ÒÁÇÅ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÈÉÓ own blood boil in fury. That 
was what the Yuuzhan Vong were doing to them. That, and worse, was what they were doing to the 
whole galaxy. 

But Ronan had enough experience in this to know that his emotions would get him killed in a 
situation like this. Rarely encountered before, the Slayers were an unknown quantity, and when 
even a man like Gladus Tite had a kind of respect for them, then he had all good reason to shiver. 



 

 

 

(Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÏÄ Ó×ÏÒÄÆÉÇÈÔÅÒȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȟ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÈÁÄ ËÉÌÌÅÄ Jedi 
before Ronan had even been able to carry the weight of a sword. 

Gladus was taking a few steps forward, his face once more unemotional, his eyes predator-like 
fixed on the scarheads, who remained waiting like stiff statues for the Mandalorians to make their 
move. Gladus was holding his own ÂÅÓËÁÄȭs scabbard in both hands now, slowly turning to face the 
group behind him. His expression showed determination and had an ordering feel to it.  

He said one word. 
Ȱ2ÕÎȦȱ 
Then the bearded Mandalorian drew his short saber and threw the sheath to the side. He lifted 

the heavy sword out of pure Mandalorian iron to a stance that was completely unfamiliar to Ronan, 
and outstretched his left arm to wink the Slayers to him. But he was still hesitating. 
(ÅȭÓ ÍÁÄȦ 4×Ï ÏÆ those 6ÏÎÇȭÊÅÔÉÉ are too much for him to take. 
"ÕÔ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒȢ )Æ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ Á ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÕÐȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓ ÃÕÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÅÒÔ Ó×ÏÒÄÓÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ 
prey on the others. 

He woulÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ× 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÏÒÄÅÒȢ 
4ÉÔÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÃËÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓȟ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ 

before he started the fight. And even as Ronan turned to do just that, time seemed to slow down 
again as a high dose of adrenaline flooded into his arteries.  

The reason were three different volleys of shots banging and rocketing through the dense smog 
behind them, searing the air as they flew past the group of Mandos, past Gladus and straight 
towards the Slayers. One of the rounds was of high-energetic blaster fire, the distinctive whine of 
×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÃÏÇ ÒÅÇÉÓÔÅÒ ÉÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÂÒÁÉÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÕÓÙ ÔÏ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ Ô×Ï 
other rounds were nearly soundless, one a hardly visible, extremely accelerated particle that had to 
have been fired from a Verpine shattergun. The last round was in fact invisible and had only caught 
2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÎÔ Ó×ÉÒÌÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ Á ÎÁÒÒÏ× ÐÁÔÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÎÓÅ ÓÍÏËÅȢ 
What weapon had fired it, however, he did not know, and ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÃÁÒÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ȟ 
either. As a sniper, Ronan simply had a trained eye and recognized these few details within the 
ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÉÔ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÔÏ ÐÏÕÎÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓȭ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆÓȢ  

With a speed that would have even made a Jedi gaze in awe, the two biologically advanced 
Yuuzhan Vong raised their organic weapons to deflect the bolts, in a fashion just like a Jedi would. 
Ronan had never seen a Vong perform an action like that before, let aside any other kind of being. 

 The blaster round was sent stray into a building by the Vong on the left, where it deflagrated 
harmlessly. The two other rounds, however, got through. The other Vong did indeed raise his 
ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÁÔÔÅÒÇÕÎȭÓ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÉÌÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÌÕÇ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÉÎy that it 
pierced the organic equivalent to a lightsaber and came out on the other side, however slowed 
ÄÏ×Î ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÏÕÎÃÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÓËÉÎ ÕÓÅÌÅÓÓÌÙȟ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ Á ÂÒÕÉÓÅȢ  

The Slayer on the left was not so lucky. While he had deflected the first blaster bolt, he didɂself-
explanatoryɂÎÏÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÖÉÓÉÂÌÅ ÏÎÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÉÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÔÈÕÄ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ 
6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÈÉÍ Ó×ÉÒÌÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËȢ 4ÈÅ 
injured Vong barked something in the guttural Vong language and teamed up with the other one to 
advance on Gladus, who no longer had the need for beckoning anyone. 

Ronan looked at the others and motioned them not to fireɂthe reflected bolts could hit one of 
them.  

He beckoned the group to make a run, as much as he regretted to. Gladus would be able to hold 
the Vong long enough, and then there were also the three mysterious shooters whose weapons had 
proven to be surprisingly effective against those Jedi-like Vong. 

Now, as he turned to the alley exit, he saw three figures in distinctive Mandalorian armor step 
through the gloomy dust, and it struck him why the blaster shot had sounded so familiarɂit was 
the peculiar whine of a BlasTech EL-20 carbine that had been modified witÈ Á ȰÄÉÓÉÎÔÅÇÒÁÔÅȱ 
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setting, and Ronan knew of only one Mandalorian who carried such a weapon: Eclan Graven
1
, a 

Mandalore-ÂÏÒÎ ÍÅÒÃÅÎÁÒÙ ÈÅȭÄ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔȢ 
His thoughts were confirmed an instant later as his eyes registered the sober black stripes 
ÄÅÃÏÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÉÎÃÔÉÖÅ ÄÁÒË ÂÌÕÅ ÓÕÐÅÒÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȠ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ 
identification markings.  

He did not recognize the two next to Eclan, but he figured they had to be Kaz Koban, a reclusive 
ÁÒÍÏÒÓÍÉÔÈ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏw much about except through hearsay, and Joras Navhett, a wisecracking 
explosives fanatic clad in shrill yellow armor with fanglike black stripes. Navhett was sporting the 
suspected Verp, while the Wookiee-sized Koban toted a heavily customized blaster rifle that looked 
tiny in his massive arms, and from the looks of it had started its life as a Clone Wars-era DC-15.   

Of the three, Ronan knew only Graven personally, and not especially well, all things considered, 
but trusted him nonetheless. The other two were a different story. Ronan liked to keep himself up 
to date on the doings and personal histories of any and all Mandalorian mercs whom he might find 
useful to recruit for specific missions, but he knew less than he would have liked about either 
Koban or Navhett, except that that the one was rarely known to leave his home in a converted 
Imperial junkyard, and the other was an especially eccentric member of the powerful Navhett clan. 
All three had been operating together independently of other Mandalorian forces since just before 
ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÅ× ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÈÅÎȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÏÒ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÔÕÒÎ ÕÐ ÎÅØÔȢ  
7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÓȟ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄÌÙ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÁÆÆÌÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ 

every day that something surprised the former special forces commando. But now the three 
newcomers had caught up with him, and other thoughts occupied his mind.  
Ȱ'ÅÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÇÒÕÎÔÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÂÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎÓȟ ȰÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄÓ ÁÒÅ 

mineȢȱ  
While the others continued to withdraw, Ronan stood still as the three charged ahead to meet 

the enemy. Having just swung his rifle over his back, Graven was grabbing a cylindrical object from 
his belt, and with a sharp snap-hiss, the flash of a scarlet-bladed lightsaber leaped into fiery life in 
%ÃÌÁÎȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 
 

Tzekon Lian struggled with himself as he paced the organic corridors towards the bridge. 
Commander Rulaak Tsun, commander of the Undying Agony and supervisor on counter-
Mandalorian operations, would not be pleased with the news. 

Lian himself had only just received them a handful of minutes ago, but not from the mole among 
the Mandalorians: a filthy Peace Brigader had reported that they had been detected. So much was 
good news because that had been the plan, but what happened then had infuriated Tzekon Lian so 
much that he had grabbed his coufee and sliced the villip in two halves. 

He paced through the door membrane the instant it started to retract, and approached the 
commander, who was currently busy on the bridge. Lian interrupted him anyway. 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 2ÕÌÁÁË 4ÓÕÎ ÇÒÕÎÔÅÄȢ  
Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍȟȱ 4ÚÅËÏÎ ,ÉÁÎ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÐÏÒÔȟ ȰÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÕÒ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÏÎ 

smashing them here on Gyndine. They are supposed to arrive soonȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢȱ 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÏÎ #ÏÎÔÒÕÕÍȟ subalternȦȱ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÁÒËÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÎÏ×Ȣ Ȱ./7Ȧȱ 
,ÉÁÎ ÇÕÌÐÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÖÅÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÄÅÖÏÕÒÉÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÉÎÇÌÅ ÂÉÔÅȟ 

they vivisected it and only snapped tÈÅ ÔÁÓÔÙ ÐÁÒÔÓȢȱ (Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÉÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÔÁÐÈÏÒÉÃ ÓÐÅÅÃÈ 
×ÁÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅÄȟ ÓÏ ÆÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÌÁÔÔÅÒ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ 
ÊÅÏÐÁÒÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÄÄÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÔÉÌÅ ÇÒÏÕÐȢȱ (Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÎÏÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÂÌÅ Ôo 
ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÓ Á JeedaiȢȱ 

 
 
 

                                                        
 
1 Eclan Graven and Kaz Koban are characters created by Quiet_Mandalorian ; Joras Navhett is a 
character by Kenobi_Kid  

http://boards.theforce.net/user.asp?usr=Quiet_Mandalorian
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It took Ronan a moment to take in the oddity of the scene, and assure himself it was for real.  
After he had first bumped into Eclan Graven a few years ago and worked with him on a job, he 

had been quick to learn that the Mandalorian bounty hunter was a trustworthy person. But for 
2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÔÒÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÉll been with the 
Shirok police special operations department, ShenCresh Ops. One of the main tasks of his unit had 
been to deal with the widest variety of criminals, and the gun-for-ÈÉÒÅ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÌÅÁÎÅÓÔ ÓÌÁÔÅȢ )Î ÈÉÓ ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÏÎ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÂÁckground, Ronan had dug deep enough to find out 
ÁÂÏÕÔ %ÃÌÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÏÒÔ-lived Jedi training. On the few other occasions he had worked with him again, 
however, Ronan had never addressed Graven on that particular bit of his past. 

But now there he was, charging at one of the Slayers, his red lightsaber gripped, not in the 
manner of a typical Jedi, but in that of the classic Mandalorian swordsman.  
2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÁÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÈÅ Ô×Ï 9ÕÕÚÈÁÎ 6ÏÎÇ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ 

dead at the spectacle of the Mandalorian Jedi.  
"ÕÔ ×ÈÉÌÅ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÉÎ ÐÁÓÓÉÖÅ ÍÁÒÖÅÌȟ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ Ô×Ï ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎÓ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÁËÅÎ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎ 

behind a knocked-over garbage container and were nailing the Slayer Eclan was closing on with a 
heavy barrage of blaster and slugthrower fire while they still could.  
! ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÍ ÉÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÓ ÔÏ ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÓÏ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ 

in their line of fire, but the answer revealed itself to him before he had even finished the thought. 
Gladus was already in combat with the Yuuzhan Vong who had slain Skira, and although Ronan 

appreciated that the former assassin was in to avenge the murder of his brother-in-ÁÒÍÓȭÓ ÓÏÎȟ ÈÅ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÇÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÁÓ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ×ÉÓÅÓÔ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÏÎȢ (ÉÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÌÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÁÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÓËilled 
3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ô×ÏȢ "ÕÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÒÁÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ ȰÔÈÅ ÃÁÖÁÌÒÙȱ 
had arrivedɂÁÓ Á ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÆÁÃÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ +ÁÚ +ÏÂÁÎȭÓ ÉÎÖÉÓÉÂÌÅ ÂÌÁÓÔÅÒ ÂÏÌÔ ÈÁÄ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÐÉÖÏÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
Slayer aroundɂand so he had the advantage of surprise on his side, at least for the beginning of 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÕÅÌȢ !ÎÄ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÏÆ ÃÉÒÃÕÍÓÔÁÎÃÅÓȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÑÕÉÃË ÆÏÒ Á 
ȰÎÏÒÍÁÌȱ ÍÁÎȟ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅÏÆȢ 
3ÎÁÐ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅȢ  
With this advice from his military -drilled mind, Ronan eventually managed to break the chains of 

his bafflement and let the instinct and experience gained by many years of training and 
engagement gain control of him.  

The first thing he did was to tear off his disguise clothes and to put on both helmet and gauntlets 
from his backpack, while carefully watching the action that was under way several dozen meters 
ahead of him, in front of the battered Open Palm Inn.  

Koban and Navhett had since halted their suppressing fire, as Graven was now in a blindingly fast 
duel with the second Slayer, pacing and dancing back and forth as his opponent leaped and 
somersaulted all around him. The Mandalorian Jedi was working to confuse his opponent by 
sudden, but fluid changes of fighting styles and stances. Time and again, their moves put enough 
ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎÓ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÈÏÓÅ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÕÒÔÈÅÒ 
precision fire. The shots were mainly coming from Koban, and each of his invisible blaster bolts did 
Á ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȟ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÌÏÓÅ ÆÏÃÕÓȢ .ÅÖÅÒÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ 
ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÃÁÕÓÅ ÁÎÙ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ×ÏÕÎÄÓȢ 
'ÌÁÄÕÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ȰÅÁÓÙȱ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ &ÏÒÃÅ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ ÁÉÄÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á 

remarkably athletic and acrobatic man for his large, muscle-packed build and advanced age, he 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÃÏÐÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÓÕÐÅÒÎÁÔÕÒÁÌ ÁÂÉÌÉÔÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÇÅÎÅÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÍÏÄÉÆÉÅÄ ÁÄÖÅÒÓÁÒÙȢ 

He was in more need of support than Graven, and although Koban, whose expertise at 
sharpshooting was apparently second only to his skill at armorsmithing, was trying to get shots at 
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'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÒÕÌÙ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ ÔÁÒÇÅÔ ÁÔ Á ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ *ÏÒÁÓ 
Navhett, who had just abandoned his Verp in favor of two vicious-looking vibroknives that popped 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ×ÒÉÓÔÇÕÁÒÄÓȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÇÌÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÄÕÅÌȟ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÅÆÆÏÒÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐȢ 
But something seemed to make Navhett change his mind, as he shook his helmeted head and 
reversed the action, snapping the blades back and retrieving his shattergun. At least, he gave a 
salvo from it while he still had a clean shot. 
)Ô ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÎÏ× ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÆÏÒÃÅÓ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ 

helmet and activated visual filters to improve his sight through the dense dust, and in the 
increasing darkness of the dawning night. Unslinging his EE-23, he rummaged through his belt 
ÐÏÕÃÈÅÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÈÉÇÈ ÃÁÌÉÂÅÒ ÁÍÍÏ ÐÁÃËȢ /ÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÔȟ ÈÅ ÒÁÍÍÅÄ ÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÆÌÅȭÓ ÍÁÇȟ ÁÎÄ 
pusheÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÐÁÃÉÔÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÅÎÅÒÇÙ ÔÏ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÌÅ ÍÏÄÅȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ 
3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÁÒÍÏÒ ÉÎ ÄÅÔÁÉÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÓÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÖÏÎÄÕÕÎ ÃÒÁÂ ÓÈÅÌÌÓȢ 
.ÏÎÅÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÇÈÅÓÔ ÃÁÌÉÂÅÒ ÁÍmo, either. Too large a 
projectile might only send fragments ricocheting everywhere when it hit solid armor, shrapnel that 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎÆÌÉÃÔ ÂÌÕÎÔ ÔÒÁÕÍÁ ×ÏÕÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÒÁÄÅÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÅÎÅÔÒÁÔÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ 
ÂÅÓËÁÒȭÇÁÍ.  

While steadily moving backwards to gather distance from the fights, he adjusted the marksman 
rifle via further switches and knurls for medium -caliber fire, set the effective range to below 150 
meters, and decreased the velocity to the prevent bullets from shattering on impact and causing 
ÒÉÃÏÃÈÅÔÓȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÑÕÉÃËÅÒ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÖÅÒÓÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ 
excessive use of technical gizmos. BlasTech did offer the possibility to wire EE-23 modular weapon 
systems to armor suit systems such as a Mandalorian supercommando armor, but Ronan preferred 
to leave things like that to his own skill and manual control rather than to a computer. That was 
also why he went without the use of a 360-degree peripheral vision that usually came with every 
ȰÇÏÏÄȱ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ (Å ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÏÆ ÖÉÅ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
relish being distracted by the overflow of input caused by electronically augmented senses. Some 
might call that narrow -minded, since their helmet gizmos worked for them all right, but  they 
×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÓÎÉÐÅÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ 

Now that he had finished prepping his weapon, Ronan crouched down and peered through the 
ÒÉÆÌÅȭÓ ÓÃÏÐÅ ÔÏ ÚÏÏÍ ÉÎ ÏÎ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȢ /ÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÃÒÉÓÐ ÉÍÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ 
to each other to get a safe shot, he swiveled the crosshair over to Graven. The lightsaber-wielding 
Mandalorian was currently in mid -air, while the Slayer was performing a series of backflips. Ronan 
saw his chance. Focusing on the target, he breathed in deeply, then held his breath and gently 
squeezed the trigger. 

As expected, the recoil was remarkable, but not quite powerful enough to unbalance him. For 
once, he was grateful for his helmet gadgets, as the audio filters dampened the raucous uproar of 
discharge. Checking through his scope again, he could confirm a hit, if an immensely close one.  

A fraction of a heartbeat before the Vong had come up from his last flip, Ronan had fired at 
×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÔÉÃÉÐÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÒÉÏÒȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÍȢ A headshot would 
ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÅÓÔȟ ÂÕÔ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅÓȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÃÅÎÔÅÒ ÍÁÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÌÕÃËÙ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔÉÌÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÒÉÂÓȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÁÎ ÉÎÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ 
nothing but a graze. The impact had sent the Yuuzhan Vong whirling to the ground, face first, and 
as he struggled to get up again, his head spun around in fury, trying to make out where the shot 
had come from.  

There was no visible wound any longer, even though Ronan had seen blood spatter when the shot 
had hit, but it gave Graven the edge to act on it, and act on it he did. But the Slayer dodged the 
ÖÉÂÒÏËÎÉÆÅ ÈÕÒÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÅØÔÒÁÏÒÄÉÎÁÒÙ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÓÈÏÔ 
now, but his carbine was still charging up. 
Ȱ+ÁÒË ÉÔȦȱ ÈÅ ÃÕÒÓÅÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÔÌÙȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÂÌÁÍÅȟ ÐÏÔÅÎÔ ÆÉÒÅÐÏ×ÅÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ 

its costsɂlong waits for the next shot were one of them. 
.ÁÖÈÅÔÔ ÁÎÄ +ÏÂÁÎȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÓÁÄÖÁÎÔÁÇÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÑÕÉÃË ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ 

the Slayer, wÈÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÁÎ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÔÏ ÆÏÃÕÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÁÒÒÁÇÅ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍ ÌÉËÅ Á ÒÏÎÔÏ ËÉÃËȟ ÁÎÄ 
he barely managed to block some of the Verp projectiles with his amphistaff, much less the 
invisible blaster rounds.  



 

 

 

But that mutated osik of a crab-ÂÏÙ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÄÕÍÂȟ Ronan realized as the Slayer started evasive 
action, once he was on his feet again. A faint click from his weapon told Ronan that it had fully 
charged up, but the timing of the rifle almost seemed to be mocking him. With unpredictable leaps 
and rolls, the Vong became impossible to hit, and within a matter of seconds, he was engaged with 
Graven again, setting a pace that the Force-user barely managed to keep up with, and never putting 
enough distance between them to make a good target. 
7ÅÌÌ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×Óȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÎÅÍÙȭÓ ÁÄÁÐÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÔÏÏȣ  
2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÓÉÇÈ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÕÅÌ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎȭÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÁÃÔÉÃÓȟ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÕÓÙ 
himself. But Gladus and the Slayer were as close as they could get in their harsh sword play, and 
both already showed several ugly bruises. 

There was no chance to get a shot this way, especially not while Ronan was on the same level as 
his target. He needed to find an elevated position to get a drop on the Slayers from above. He 
ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÏÐÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇÓ ÎÅÁÒÂÙ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÏÏËȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÆÁÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ 
spotted it. An old factory building of sorts on the left side of the alley had an emergency stairway 
coming from the roof of the four-storied structure. And that was just what he needed, as it would 
get him also closer, at least below a hundred meters from the duels, what was perfect for an urban 
environment like this.  

So he sprinted to the ladder, but it started ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÆÅÅÔ ÁÂÏÖÅ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
extendable from below. Yet he could not waste time to find a switch now, and without further 
hesitation, Ronan slung his rifle over his shoulder and jumped, grabbing the lowest rung with both 
hands and steadily clambering his way up. The rusty durasteel strained and groaned under his 
rhythmic climbing motions, but eventually he reached the lowest level of the stairway. Dusting off 
his gloves, he started to make his way up the stairs, when the comm crackled. 
Ȱ2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ !ÒÁȟȱ Á ÓÔÅÁÄÙ ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÒÅÐÌÁÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÏÉÓÅȟ Ȱ×ÅȭÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÁÂÁÎÄÏÎÅÄ 
ÓÔÏÒÅÈÏÕÓÅ Á ÆÅ× ÂÌÏÃËÓ ÄÏ×Îȟ ÁÎÄ !ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÉÎÇȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ×Å ÐÕÍÐÅÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ 
sedative to tranquilize a reek into him. He stopped screaming long enough to say he wants 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ !ÒÁȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏɂȱ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ very ÐÒÅÓÓÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔÅÄȢ Ȱ3ÁÙÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÂÁÃËȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔÌÙȟ ÈÅ 

wants you to keep that Slayer aliveȢȱ 
'ÒÅÁÔȢ .Ï× ÁÎ ÅÎÒÁÇÅÄ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÏȭs lost it starts demanding personal revenge. Just what I need. 
Ronan had since reached the roof and was looking for a good spot to go prone, toting his rifle 

again.  
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ Á ÐÏÓÓÉÂÉÌÉÔÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÉÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ Õntil one or 
ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ȬÅÍ ÈÁÓ ÂÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÓÔȢ !ÎÄ !ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ ȬÌÕÃËÙȭ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÌÏÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÇÈÔȢȱ 
(Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȟ ÙÅÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÌÏ× ×ÁÌÌ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ceiling to prevent people from just stepping into the depth, but it also prevented any proper prone 
ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎÓȢ Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌȟ ÉÆ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÉÍ ÏÕÔȢ ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 
ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÍÁËÅÓ ÉÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÌÉÖÅȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ ÁÎ ÕÎËÎÏ×Î ÑÕÁÎÔÉÔÙȢȱ  
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ why !ÌÔÁÉÒ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÈÉÍ ÁÌÉÖÅȟȱ !ÒÁ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄ Ó×ÉÆÔÌÙȟ ȰÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÎÅ× 

jetiyc vongese a known ÑÕÁÎÔÉÔÙȢȱ  
2ÏÎÁÎ ÇÒÉÍÁÃÅÄȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÏÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ !ÌÔÁÉÒ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÉÓ 

main reason. 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÎÏ×ȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÏÎÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔȢ (Å ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄÓ 

supporting fire, and he needs it nowȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ shabla Vong makes it or not, but I 
×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓ ÄÉÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ )ȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÙ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ȬÅÍ ÁÓ ÂÁÄly as Altair, but 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÎÏ×Ȣ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

He had headed back to the stairway during the conversation, and was now lying flat on the 
durasteel grill of the top platform, steadying his rifle on the edge, and taking aim through the 
scope. The EE-άέȭÓ ÒÁÎÇÅÆÉÎÄÅÒ ÒÅÁÄÏÕÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÎÉÎÅÔÙ-four meters, an excellent distance. He could see 
ÔÈÁÔ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÆÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÐÁÃÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÏÐÐÏÎÅÎÔ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÍÁÄ, but 
neither could gain the upper hand. Gladus, however, was more and more driven back by the Vong 
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warrior, but at least their combat allowed more distance between each other, and that should give 
Ronan an opening. Right now, however, they were too closely engaged, so he just watched. 

Gladus was wielding his heavy beskad in one hand, letting him land blows both swift and with a 
good deal of power behind them. He nearly scored as many hits on his foe as the Slayer on him, but 
as Ronan zoomed in after one suÃÈ ÂÌÏ×ȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÎÄ ÖÁÎÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÔÈÉÃËȟ 
supple skin within a matter of seconds. 
Ȱ2ÅÇÅÎÅÒ-kriffing -ÁÔÉÎÇ ÓËÉÎȩȦȱ Ronan blew a brief whistle through his teeth. Osik. Looks like I 

have to go for headshots, after all. Their scarred heaÄÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÌÅÖÅÌ ÏÆ 
protection. 
"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÏÐÐÏÒÔÕÎÉÔÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÈÏÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÙÅÔȟ ÉÎ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÅÌÓȟ ÓÏ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÈÅ 

was forced into passive observation. Though, this might perhaps be worth something later on, since 
ÈÉÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÒÉÆÌÅȭÓ ÓÃÏÐÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ !Ⱦ6 ÒÅÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ 
them. 
4ÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÎÓÔÒÏÕÓ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆ ÁÓ Á ×ÈÉÐ ÔÏ ÌÁÓÈ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÆÅÅÔȟ ×ÈÅÎ 

the large Mandalorian somersaulted into the air, bringing down his beskad ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ 
shoulder. The bulky alien managed to avoid that swipe, but as he dodged with a brief backwards 
cartwheel, his amphistaff was still in loose whip form, and was swinging up into the air, where it 
crossed the way of 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÓÔÒÉËÅȢ 4ÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ Ó×ÏÒÄ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÖÕÌÎÅÒÁÂÌÅ 
part of the elastic organic weapon, and promptly severed its serpent-ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÁÄȢ !Ó 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ ÆÅÅÔ 
reconnected with the ground, the Slayer was long back on his, his short coufee drawn and the 
slack, dying amphistaff switched to the left. 

To stop the Vong from attacking and catching Gladus off guard, Ronan used the opening. Once 
ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÈÅ ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÈÕÒÒÉÅÄÌÙ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÉÔȢ 4ÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ 
ducked to avoid the shot. In an incredible, jaw-dropping reaction. 

Ronan scowled. /ËÁÙȟ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÓÈÏÔÓ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×ȟ ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÁÍÍÏȣ 
But that little distraction for the Slayer had been enough to give Gladus an opening in turn. 

Clasping his beskad two-handed, the bearded man darted ahead. He feinted with an attack to the 
left, but ducked under the lashed-ÏÕÔ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆȟ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÒÏÌÌ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ 
instead. Too swift for Ronan to properly make out, Gladus brought down his sword, slashing 
through the VongȭÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÒÅÁÒÍȢ 

The last thing Ronan perceived was an ear-shattering scream of outrageɂnot of pain, so much 
was evidentɂfrom the alien, before his attention was drawn elsewhere. In the corner of the 
crosshair, Ronan had made out a slow motion, one that coÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÒÅÌÁÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÅÌÓȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ 
×ÁÓÎȭÔȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÁÆÔÅÒ Ó×ÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÔÉÃÕÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ /ÐÅÎ 0ÁÌÍ ÁÎÄ ÚÏÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎȢ !Î 
ugly, shabby human man covered in blood was indolently crawling through the open entrance, one 
of his arms raised high, using only one to pull himself onward. 

Ronan swallowed hard. In his lifted hand, the Peace Brigader was holding a primed thermal 
ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÏÒȟ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÕÍÂ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÏÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÉÖÁÔÏÒȟ ÃÌÅÁÒÌÙ ÏÎ ÄÅÁÄ ÍÁÎȭÓ Ó×ÉÔÃÈȢ !ÎÄ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÓÁÖÅ 
Ronan had noticed him, but he was dangerously close to Eclan and the Slayer, whose fight was 
going on as ferociously as ever. The wounded Brigader seemed unable to hurl the grenade, 
ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÅÁÄÉÌÙ ÃÒÁ×ÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ Ô×ÏȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÐÁ×ÎÅÄ Á ÐÌÁÎ ÉÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÍÉÎÄȢ 

With a few voice-issued commands, Ronan established a short-ranged directional comm 
connection, after releasing the scope and tilting his head in the direction of the two Mandalorian 
mercenaries. Since the connection was directional, Ronan made sure that no one else could pick up 
the comm traffic other than the receiver he was directly looking at, which in this case was Kaz 
Koban. 
Ȱ+ÏÂÁÎȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏËÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÔ×ÁÌËȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÎÁÌ ÈÅÌÍÅÔ ÃÏÍÌÉÎËȢ Ȱ) 

need to talk to Graven, so please send me the data of your comm channel over another directional 
ÌÉÎË !3!0Ȣȱ 
! ÆÅ× ÄÏÚÅÎ ÍÅÔÅÒÓ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȟ +ÏÂÁÎȭÓ ÈÅÌÍÅÔ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ 
×ÁÓ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÎÏÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÎ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÃÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÓÓ×ÏÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÅÒÃÓȭ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÃÏÍÍ 
chÁÎÎÅÌ ÐÏÐÐÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ (5$Ȣ +ÏÂÁÎ ÁÄÄÅÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢȱ 
Ȱ6ÏÒȭÅȟ +ÏÂÁÎȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÔÈÁÎËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÌÏÇÇÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× ÃÈÁÎÎÅÌȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ 
ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÏÐÅ ÁÎÄ ÚÏÏÍÅÄ ÉÎ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȢ Ȱ'ÒÁÖÅÎȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÐÙȩ "ÁÒÅÃ ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ 
ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 



 

 

 

Ȱ"ÅÔÔÅÒȣ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȟȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓȟ ÄÅÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ ÓÈÁÒÐ 
in- ÁÎÄ ÅØÈÁÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÓÔÅÁÄÙ ÈÉÓÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÇÈÔÓÁÂÅÒȟ ȰÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȣ have ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 
Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ )ÎÎȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÄÏ×ÎÅÄ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÒÅÐÐÅÄ 

dead-man-×ÉÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÍÏ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÒÅÁÌ ÊÕÍÐÙ ÔÏ ÐÌÁÙ ÓÕÉÃÉÄÅ ÂÏÍÂÅÒ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȢ 0ÏÉÎÔ ÉÓȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
ÃÒÏÓÓÈÁÉÒÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ 6ÏÎÇȭÓ ÉÎ Á ÓÁÆÅ ÒÁÄÉÕÓȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÍÁËÅ Óure the dead ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒ ÏÆÆ 
ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÏÒȢȱ  
Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÌÁÓÔȟ "ÁÒÅÃȢ *ÕÓÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȣ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÒÕÎȢȱ  
With that, Eclan left the conversation to turn his attention back to working on the Slayer. 

Through the scope, Ronan saw Graven quickening his pace while he put a good bit more force 
behind his strikes, but the Slayer managed to keep up with himɂhe barely even budged. 
-ÅÁÎ×ÈÉÌÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄ 0ÅÁÃÅ "ÒÉÇÁÄÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÍÁÄÅ Á ÆÅ× ÆÅÅÔ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÌÍȭÓ ÅÎÔÒÁÎÃÅȟ 

but not enough to get into the proximity of the duelers. There was no telling what blast radius this 
ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒ ÔÈÅÒÍÁÌ ÄÅÔÏÎÁÔÏÒ ÈÁÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÅÔÅÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄȢ )Æ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȣ 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ *ÅÄÉ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÃÁÕÔÉÏÕÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÄÄÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍȢ Ȱ2ÅÔȭÌÉÎÉȟ 
ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȢȱ *ÕÓÔ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅȢ 
(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ Á ÒÅÐÌÙ ÆÒÏÍ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ×ÁÓ 

making headway of his own, now, using blows that required extra acrobatics to dodge. But the 
Slayer was savvy enough not to give way easily, having learned the dire consequences earlier. So, 
Eclan had to stay close to him to forge ahead, and he was doing so quite nimbly. Meter by meter, 
they were advancing towards the Open Palm Inn, sometimes dropping back but overall, getting 
closer and closer. Exhaustion was starting to show in the movement of both of them, as the fight 
had been going on for quite a while now, and it was clear that this was coming to a close; however, 
the Slayer was less likely to be the first to lose by exhaustion, why it was about time someone dealt 
with him.  

But within in a few seconds, all the progress the Mandalorian Jedi had made was rendered 
useless, as the Slayer managed to land a slam with his left, so hard that it sent Graven a few feet 
flying. And to avoid an upcoming attack, Eclan had to retreat even further after getting back to his 
feet, increasing the distance to the Open Palm tremendously. 
Ȱ2ÏÎÁÎȣ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏȣ ÅÎÄ ÔÈÉÓȣ ÎÏ×Ȧȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÃÏÍÍÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÉÎ Én his voice obvious even 
ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇȣ ÁÎÙ ÈÅÁÄ×ÁÙȣ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ Ó×ÏÒÄÓÍÁÎȭÓȣ ÂÅÉÎÇȣ 
ÏÖÅÒÐÏ×ÅÒÅÄȦȱ 
Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÁÎÙ ÉÄÅÁÓȟ )ȭÄ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÍȦȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ ÊÁÃËÉÎÇ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÏÕÎÄɂthis time, 

the largest caliber he hadɂinto the chamber. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÙȣ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎÇȣ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÓÃÁÒÈÅÁÄȣȢȱ 
Ȱ.Ï ÃÁÎ ÄÏȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÁÒÅ ÄÁÎÃÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÌÉÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ 

of the crab-boy, andɂȱ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ do it!ȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÔÈÕÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÁÒÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÓÅnse of finality. 
Swallowing, Ronan peered through his sights at the Slayer once more, exhaled and fired, certain 

that the slug would take the wildly weaving Graven full in the helmet rather than hitting its 
intended target. But suddenly, Graven was gone, and the Vong was soaring backwards, a fine black 
ÍÉÓÔ ÍÁÒËÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÒÅ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÁÄ ÓÔÒÕÃË ÈÉÍȢ 

For what seemed an impossibly long moment, the Slayer appeared to hang in the air, stunned, 
but not any worse for wear than the last time Ronan had shot himɂ 
ɂand then Ronan had to struggle to find hold on the guard-rail, as the staircase was trembling so 

hard that it could have been right above the epicenter of a gigantic earthquake. A tremendous roar 
and burst of light had come out of nowhere to swallow up the Vong and everything else that he had 
been able to see through his sniper sight in a single blinding flash. 

As best as he could on the quivering, groaning durasteel construction, Ronan stood up to peer 
down into the alley. Koban was tossing aside the massive tube of what could only be some sort of 
anti-armor missile. Of the Slayer, there was no sign save scorched, smoldering earth, and wisps of 
acrid black smoke. 
Ȱ(ÏÌÙ +ÁÄ (ÁȭÒÁÎÇÉÒȦȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅÄȢ Ȱ+ÏÂÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅȩȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÐÅȟȱ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÒÓÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅȟ ȰÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅȢȱ 
Ȱ0ÉÔÙȢ 7ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Ó×Åɂȱ 
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The tremors on the staircase had just calmed down, as another white cloud blossomed in the 
distance. Fractions of a second after he heard the explosion of the thermal detonator, Ronan felt 
the catwalk buckle beneath him, and he was sent into a momentary state of hovering in mid-air as 
the rusty construction lost its hold to the building and sacked down more than two meters, 
crashing hard into the duracrete below.  

Ronan dropped unluckily and felt a surge of pain spreading from his backside, which had hit the 
ÓÏÌÉÄ ÄÕÒÁÓÔÅÅÌ ÇÒÉÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÕÍ ÄÒÁÇÇÅÄ ÔÈÅ 
stairway even further to the ground and sent it toppling over. Thanks to the torque of inertia, 
however, Ronan remained in his position momentarily and managed to grab the rail that was now 
above him with both hands, his legs tucked up tight. As the top of the staircase connected with the 
ground, the collision shook the construction so hard that the Mandalorian lost his grip and fell the 
last meter onto duracrete below, but still managed to absorb a bit of the impact in a sideways role. 
!ÌÌ ÈÁÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÖÏÉÃÅ Á ÃÒÙ ÏÒ ÃÕÒÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ 
whole body ached, and hÅ ÌÁÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÄÏÕÂÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÎÕÍÂȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 
3ÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÄÒÕÍÍÉÎÇ ÈÅÁÒÔÂÅÁÔÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÎȢ Ȱ/ÕÃÈȟȱ ÈÅ 

eventually cursed, slowly struggling back on his feet. Dizzily, he shambled around, looking for his 
carbine. 

Out oÆ ÎÏ×ÈÅÒÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ %ÃÌÁÎ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄȢ Ȱ+ÒÉÆÆȟ "ÁÒÅÃȟ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 
! ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÒÅÌÉÅÆ ÓÐÒÅÁÄ ÉÎ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÕÒÔÉÎÇ ÂÏÄÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÁÔ 
ÅØÐÌÏÓÉÏÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÌÕÃËÙȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ .ÁÖÈÅÔÔ ÐÉÐÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ%Ã ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ Á×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ 
ÏÒÉȭËÁÎÄÏÓÉÉ ÌÅÁÐ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙȭÅÖÅÎ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒȢ 3×ÅÅÔ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎȭȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÇÁÖÅ +ÁÚ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ 
ÓÈÏ× ÏÆÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÉÇ ÇÕÎÓȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÅÎÔÅÎÃÅ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÑÕÉet chuckle. 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÓÏÂÅÒÌÙȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ .ÁÖÈÅÔÔ ×ÁÓ 

also coming. 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÂÒÕÉÓÅÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÁÉÌÂÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓȣȢȱ 

Grimacing under the visor, he rubÂÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÆÏÒÅÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ 
broken. 

As he looked up again, he could see Navhett in his shrill, fang-striped armor examining a long 
black-ÃÌÁÄ ÒÉÆÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÂÁÙÏÎÅÔȢ Ȱ.ÉÃÅ ÐÉÅÃÅ Ïȭ ×ÏÒËȟ ner vod. I seen a Mini-Tak version of this some 
ÔÉÍÅ ÁÇÏȟ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÎÁÓÔÙ ÆÉÒÅÐÏ×ÅÒȢȱ (ÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÌÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÐÏÎ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ 
his body, as though admiring itɂÂÕÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÉÁÌ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÏÆ 
ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÉÔ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÇÒÅÎÁÄÅ ÌÁÕÎÃÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ronan ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏÏË ÈÉÓ %%-23 as the other handed it to him, 
giving a brief nod in thanks. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ +ÏÂÁÎȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎ ÏÆ Á ÍÁÎ ÉÎ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎ ÁÒÍÏÒ 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ3ÐÅÁËÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈȣ ÆÉÅÒÆÅËȦȱ 

His ÅÙÅÓ ÈÁÄ ÄÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÅÅÎ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ 
forgotten about his comrade. From the distance, and in the misty darkness, he could only see the 
ÓÉÌÈÏÕÅÔÔÅ ÏÆ Á ËÎÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȢ %ÖÅÎ ÚÏÏÍÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ started a sprint, not caring 
whether the two mercs where catching up or not. After a few meters, a grotesque image presented 
itself. 

Two mutilated bodies were lying on the dirt-covered duracrete lane, next to which two severed 
forearms and a decapitated head lay. Everything was covered in crimson and black blood. 
&ÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÌÏÓÔ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÆÏÒÅÁÒÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÅÖÉÄÅÎÔÌÙ ÈÉÓ 
consciousness as well. Koban was leaning over him, an open medpack to his side, and a syringe at 
the ready. 
Ȱ+ÏÂÁÎȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÔÕÓȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÃÏÍÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÎÉÐÅÒȢ  
Ȱ5ÎÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓȟȱ +ÏÂÁÎ ÇÒÕÎÔÅÄȢ Ȱ0ÏÉÓÏÎÅÄ ÃÏÕÆÅÅȢȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÒÅÁÔȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÎÅÅÄÉÎÇ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅÎȟ !3!0Ȣȱ 
Ȱ.ÏÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÉÓÏÎȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÓ ÁÍÐÈÉÓÔÁÆÆ ÖÅÎÏÍȟ ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȟȱ %ÃÌÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÃÒÁÃËÌÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

comm as Ronan skidded to a halt in front of the giant Mando-turned-field medic and his prostrate 
ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȢ Ȱ+ÁÚ ÃÁÎ ÎÅÕÔÒÁÌÉÚÅ ÉÔȟ ÍÁÙÂÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÓÅȢ 
7ÅȭÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÃÑÕÉÒÅ Á ÔÉÎÙ ÂÉÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÈÏ× 
ÍÕÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ×ÏÒË ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÄÅÐÌÅÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓȢȱ 



 

 

 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÕÓÅÆÕÌ ÙÅÔȩȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÉÎÑÕÉÒÅÄȟ ÕÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÔÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
sarcasm. 
Ȱ7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÓÁÇÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÁÌÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÓ ÆÒÏÍ *ÏÒÁÓȭ ÓÉÚÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ +ÁÚȭÓȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÎÙ 
ÈÅÌÐȟȱ %ÃÌÁÎ ÃÏÍÍÅÄ ÂÁÃËȟ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÉÒÒÉÔÁÔÅÄȢ 
2ÏÎÁÎȭÓ ÇÁÚÅ ÌÉÎÇÅÒÅÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ËÎÅÅÌÉÎÇ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÏÖÅÒÓÉÚÅÄ ÆÒÁÍÅȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȟ 
ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÍÁÌÌÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȟ +ÏÂÁÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÏÕÔȟ ÃÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÍ ÌÉÎË ÁÎÄ Ó×ÉÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
direct speech over external helmet speakers. 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÔÈÉÃËÅÒȟȱ +ÏÂÁÎ ÍÕÔÔÅÒÅÄȢ 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÎȣ ÁÎ ÏÖÅÒÄÏÓÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÉÔȩȱ 
Ȱ.Ïȟȱ +ÏÂÁÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅd, in a tone of voice that somehow managed to simultaneously provide 

Ronan with a negative answer to both his request and his question. 
The ex-ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄÏ ÉÎÖÏÌÕÎÔÁÒÉÌÙ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ Á ÐÁÃÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȟ ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÉÎ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÁÉÎȭÔ 

about money, ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÆÅȢ )Æ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÔÉÖÅÎÉÎȭÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÙȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÉÔȠ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÃÏÍÐÅÎÓÁÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÆÉÌÌ Á (ÕÔÔȭÓ ÆÒÅÉÇÈÔÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÎÔÉÄÏÔÅȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ 
.Ï× ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ËÉÎÄÌÙ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔȩȱ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÎ ÏÒÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÒÅÑÕest. 
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁÙ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÁÒÅȟ ) mean ÉÔȭÓ ÒÁÒÅȟȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÊÅÃÔÅÄȟ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ 
Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÕÃËÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÌÌ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÍÅÄÐÁÃËȢ 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÉÔ 
×ÏÒËÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÏÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÉÅ ÂÅcauseɂȱ 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÙÁ ÂÉÇ ÌÕÇȟȱ .ÁÖÈÅÔÔȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÐÉÐÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔȢ !Ô ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÙ 
ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÂÉÇ Á ÄÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÎÅÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÕÓÅ 
ÉÔȢȱ 

Eclan and Ronan exchanged glances. KobanȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÒÅÁÄÁÂÌÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÉÍ ÍÁÓË ÏÆ ÈÉÓ 
ÈÅÌÍÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÁËÅÎ Á *ÅÄÉ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅ ÎÅÁÒ ÈÁÐÐÙȢ 3ÔÉÌÌȟ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á 
few seconds of silence, the massive Mando shifted, bending over Gladus again and injecting the 
antidote through the brachial artery of his right arm. 
Ȱ)ÔȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȟȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄȟ ÁÓ +ÏÂÁÎ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÏÌÓ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÅÄÐÁÃËȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÍÏÖÅ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÄÙȟ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÁÎ ÏÎ ÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÉÃËÅÔÓȢȱ 
2ÏÎÁÎ ÎÏÄÄÅÄ ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÒÁȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÉÔȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÌÉÎËȢ 
Ȱ4ÅÌÌ 2ÉÏÓ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÕÓ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅ 'ÁÒÒÉÄÁÎȭÓ ÓÁÆÅ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ "ÒÉÎÇ 
ÅÖÅÒÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ÂÁÃË ÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÄÉÅÓ ÏÆ 3ËÉÒÁ ÁÎÄ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȢ !ÎÄ Îo 
ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÉÌÌ ÄÏȟ 2ÏÎÁÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÃÏÍÐÌÙÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÏÂÊÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÍÌÉÎË ×ÅÎÔ ÄÅÁÄȢ 
Ronan took off his helmet and placed it under his arm. Involuntarily, he had to wrinkle his nose 

due to the disgusting stench in the air, anÄ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÃËÅÔ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÕÃÈ Á 
ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÏÎÎÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎ ×ÏÕÌÄȭÖÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÌÏÏË ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÕÄÉÃÒÏÕÓȢ 
Ȱ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÔÅÁÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÍÅÒÃÓȟ ȰÔÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÓÁÆÅ 

house. What about you, ladÓȩȱ 
)Ô ×ÁÓ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ×ÈÏ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ Ȱ7Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓȟ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÕÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓȢ 

We just happened to be in the right place at the right time, but we still have some things of our 
Ï×Î ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆȢȱ 
Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÁÙ ÂÅȣȢȱ mumbled Navhett, shaking his head slowly. 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ vor entyeȟ ÔÈÅÎȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ %ÃÌÁÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÏÒ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ 'ÌÁÄÕÓȭÓ shebs, 
ÙÏÕ ÁÌÓÏ ÅÎÓÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÕÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÓÈÏ× ÕÐ ÈÅÒÅȟ 
ÁÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÎÁ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÒÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄȟ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÔÅÁÍ Ï×Å ÙÏÕ ÏÎÅȢȱ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
into the round of three Mandalorian soldiers of fortune, all tending to their equipment, getting 
ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȢ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 
Ȱ"ÁȭÇÅÄÅÔȭÙÅȟ ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁȟȱ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÁÓÓÅÒÔÅÄȟ ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÏÐÅÎ ÄÅÂÔÓȟ 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈȣȢȱ 

Ronan pondered for a few moments. Then he looked down to the blood-ÓÍÅÁÒÅÄ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ 
ÏÆÆÅÒ ÙÏÕ Á ÓÌÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÁËÅ ÔÈÅÎȢ 5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÅÁÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ ȬÅÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
hanÄÓ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒ ÐÁÒÔÓ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ×Å ÄÏȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ Á ÓÁÍÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÓËÉÎ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ 
ÐÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÕÓÅȣ ÓÉÎÃÅ +ÏÂÁÎ ÌÅÆÔ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÄÕÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȟ ÔÁËÅ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ 
hereɂjust leave the crab-ÂÏÙȭÓ ÃÏÕÆÅÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÏÒÅÁÒÍ ÕÎÔÏÕÃÈÅÄȟ I reckon Gladus might like to 
ËÅÅÐ ȬÅÍȢȱ "ÏÔÈ +ÏÂÁÎ ÁÎÄ .ÁÖÈÅÔÔ ÈÁÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÔÈÅ 4-slits of their 
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ÖÉÓÏÒÓ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÂÌÁÎËÌÙ ÁÔ 2ÏÎÁÎȢ Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ Á ÔÁÄ ÍÁÃÁÂÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÁÓ 
compensation for now, ÂÕÒÃȭÙÁÓÅȢȱ 

AÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÈÅÁÒÔÂÅÁÔÓȟ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÎÉÐÅÒ Á ÂÒÉÅÆ ÎÏÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÂÉÇ ÆÁÖÏÒȟ ÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ ÔÒÏÐÈÉÅÓȢ 
3ÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÁÃÔÏÒÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȣȢȱ  
7ÈÉÌÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟ %ÃÌÁÎȭÓ Ô×Ï ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÒÏÕÃÈ ÄÏ×Î ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 

mutilated Slayer corpse. Navhett was poking a pointy vibroblade into the supple chest tissue, while 
his burly companion had grasped the tattooed severed head of the Yuuzhan Vong by its long, 
greasy hair. 
Ȱ/Èȟ suuureȟȱ .ÁÖÈÅÔÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ +ÏÂÁÎȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÏÎȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÁÔȟ Âig fella, now 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÁȩȱ 

The massive Mandalorian ignored him, and gazed at Ronan quizzically instead. 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔȟ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔɂÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅÄȢ (Å ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÔÏ 

approach Koban, producing a short vibroknife from his belt. The scarred head looked rather tiny in 
ÔÈÅ -ÁÎÄÁÌÏÒÉÁÎȭÓ ÅÎÏÒÍÏÕÓ ÇÌÏÖÅÄ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÅØÁÍÉÎÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÍÏÔÉÏÎÅÄ 
Koban to hold it firm, and then he seized the jet-black hair, resting his knife on the pallid forehead. 
Although he had never taken a scalp before, Ronan managed to retrieve it with one brisk gash. 
Ȱ+ÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÏÒ 'ÌÁÄÕÓ ÁÓ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ ÈÅ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ +ÏÂÁÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÈÏÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ 

belt. Then Ronan retrieved a small cloth bag from one of his pouches, and carefully wrapped the 
ÃÏÕÆÅÅȟ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÖÅÒÅÄ ÆÏÒÅÁÒÍȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÁÌÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÁÉÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
still unconscious Gladus. 

While Koban did the same with his own new trophy, Ronan walked back over to Graven. Navhett 
had since joined as well, casually ÔÏÔÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÌÅÆÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 3ÌÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ. 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÎȟ ÏÒ ÉÆȟ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ %ÃÌÁÎ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄȢ Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÁÒ 
ÍÁÙ ÂÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÓÏÏÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ×ÏÒË ÆÏÒ ÇÕÙÓ ÌÉËÅ ÕÓ ÉÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÈÏÒÔȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ 
RonÁÎ "ÁÒÅÃȢȱ 

Tapping two gloved fingers in a nonchalant salute on his helmet, Graven turned on his heels to 
wander off through the dense smog. After both giving respectful nods to Ronan, Navhett and 
Koban headed off after their companion. 
!ÙÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ %ÃÌÁÎ 'ÒÁÖÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÁÖÅÒÉÃËÓȣ 
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Ronan let his gaze drift through the cramped apartment. Sareth and Macos were dozing on the 
cold duracrete floor, while Ara was struggling to stay awake in a massive, uncomfortable-looking 
armchair by a long bed. Gladus was lying on it, no longer unconscious but in deep slumber.  

Shortly after they had reached the safe houseɂor safe apartmentɂwhich Rios had procured for 
ÔÈÅÍȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÂÌÁÄÅÍÁÓÔÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÒÅÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓȢ "ÕÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ 'ÒÁÖÅÎȭÓ ÁÎÔÉÖÅÎÉÎ ÈÁÄ 
worked, Gladus was in awful shape. The 2-1B unit that the GAI lieutenant had brought along had 
had to anesthetize Gladus again, in order to work on the numerous other wounds inflicted by the 
3ÌÁÙÅÒȟ ÅÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÖÅÒÅÄ ÆÏÒÅÁÒÍȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÉÓ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×ÓȢ 7ÈÉÌÅ ÎÏÔ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟ 
surgically reattaching the amputated limb would bear the danger of another infection, and Gladus 
might never be able to use his hand the same way again. Thus, he had to get a cybernetic hand 
ÐÒÏÓÔÈÅÓÉÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ÏÎ it for Gladus, Ronan 
and the others had to wait for him to recover. 
Ȱ!ÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÃÏÕÔÉÎÇ ÔÒÉÐȩȱ !ÒÁȭÓ ÓÔÒÁÉÎÅÄ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȢ (ÅÒ 
×ÅÁÒÙ ÅÙÅÓ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ 2ÏÎÁÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÉÆÌÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÙÁ×ÎȢ 
Ȱ!ÌÌ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÚÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÆÒÁÍÅȢ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÏÏ 
ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÈÉÓÓÅÄ ÓÈÕÔ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ 

As he returned with a cup of hot stim team, he grabbed an empty chair and sat down in front of 
Ara. He took a few sips. 
Ȱ(Ï×ȭÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÐÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȩȱ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÎÏÄÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÁÄÊÁÃÅÎÔ ÒÏÏÍ ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ Á ÃÌÏÓÅÄ 
ÄÏÏÒȢ *ÉÒÉÁÄ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ Á ÂÒÏËÅÎ ÍÁÎ. )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÓȟȱ !ÒÁ ÓÁÉÄȢ ȰHe was having big 
ÐÌÁÎÓ ÆÏÒ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÆÕÔÕÒÅȩ .Ï× ÈÉÓ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÈÁÓ ÃÏÌÌÁÐÓÅÄȢȱ 
Ȱ!ÙÅȢȢȢ (Å ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 3ËÉÒÁȭÓ ÖÅÒÄȭÇÏÔÅÎ because he wanted to make sure the young man 

was able to protect his little daughter and his mother from any threat, especially in these desperate 
ÔÉÍÅÓȢ !ÌÔÁÉÒ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ 2ÁØÕÓ 0ÒÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ (Å ÔÁÕÇÈÔ 3ËÉÒÁ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÈÔ 
harder than many a grown man. He showed that back at the Open Palm. And then the vongese 
come and commit the most ÈÕÔȭÕÕÎÌÁ ÁÃÔÉÏÎ )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÎÅÓÓÅÄȢȱ 2ÏÎÁÎ ÐÁÕÓÅÄȟ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÄÒÁÆÔ 
ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÅÁÍÉÎÇ ÔÅÁȟ ÇÁÚÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅȢ Ȱ3ÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÆÅÅÌ ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÔÁÉÒ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÇÅÔ ÃÌÏÓÅ 
ÔÏ ÉÔȣȢȱ 

Silence ruled for the next few minutes, apart from sporadic snores coming from the dormant men 
on the floor, and the constant hum of electronics and of the idle 2-1B droid. After a while, Ara 
ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÂÕÔ ËÅÐÔ ÏÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ 3ÃÏÔÁÈȢȱ  

Scotah Nakoyrɂ*ÉÒÉÁÄȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÃÏÕÓÉÎ ÏÆ 2ÏÎÁÎȭÓɂwas at their home in Keldabe with 
their seven-year-old daughter, Zoja. The skilled mechanic ran a small workshop for repairing and 
upgrading speeders, speeder bikes and swoops, in the same building as her husbandȭs smithy. She 
would take the news as hard as him, mainly out of compassion with him, as he had always had the 
closer bond to their adopted son. 

Ever so slowly, the loss was getting to Ronan as well. The fatigue from the battle and the 
exhausting aftereffects of the adrenaline had only done so ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ ÄÁÍÐÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÓȢ !ÌÔÁÉÒȭÓ 
family was the closest thing to a family Ronan had himself. The Jiriad kids called him 2ÏÎȭÖÏÄÕɂ
uncle Ronanɂan expression especially Skira had been using frequently. Their relation could have 
been closer, but even from the best friends Ronan tried to stay emotionally detached, a tragic habit 
he had to thank his time in ShenCresh Ops forɂtoo many brothers-in-arms, closest of friends, had 
he lost then. But it always got to him.  

First Dubrillion, and now this. He could feel that another chunk of his soul had been ripped from 
deep out of his chest, a void that never ceased growing. The agony was not nearly physical, it was 
physical. It hurt.  


