CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
HONOGHR

“I have them reinforcing the east wall.” Tiian pointed to the map of the former Sith base with the pointed blade of the vibrodagger her always wore. “Several hundred of them made it out into the jungle, but Sahkis has his people hunting them down now. They have orders to offer surrender terms first, but I doubt they’ll take it.”


Revan nodded slowly, his hand curled around the mug of steaming caffa. It was the first one he’d had in days and he was savoring it to the last drop. It had been nearly seven hours since the last shot of weapons fire within the base, and Revan had taken a very short and very cold combat bath and changed into an old but clean set of robes.


“They are hard core Sith troops, and they won’t surrender. They’ll die first.” Revan spoke. “The wounded?”


Tiian nodded quickly. He too had changed into cleaner fatigues after a very short bath, and while his two day old growth of a beard was still there, he at least felt a little more human. “It’s proceeding very well. Captain Monroe had already delegated evac duties, and by the time we got the spaceport secured, he had BUBs and transport waiting to take out the critically wounded.”

“How many did we lose Tiian?” Revan asked.


“My division is down to one third fighting strength.” Tiian answered. “Cord is little better at just under half. We can field nearly a complete division if we need to. The Noghri suffered heavy casualties, but the good news is we have Noghri flooding in from across the planet however, nearly forty thousand already on their way. The BUBs are moving them here to get them equipped as quickly as they can.”


“Have Sahkis dispatch them to wherever he feels they will do the most good. He knows this planet better than we do.” Revan told him. “Where is Cord?”


“He’s inspecting the base perimeter right now.” Tiian answered. “And distributing the hoard of Sith weapons we found.”


“Our breach on the east side was larger than the others so make sure most of the heavy weapons are supporting that break until we can get it repaired.” Revan told him. “The shipyard?”


“Monroe sent down techs to go over what is left, which isn’t much.” Tiian answered. 


“The 6th?”


“We took some heavy losses up there Revan.” Tiian told him. “We lost close to seven hundred ships. That Captain of yours has reformed them into Battle Groups and I can’t improve on how he has them deployed. Anything but a determined Sith counterattack will get their asses handed to them. That boy needs a promotion. They hit a far superior force and cleaned their clocks.”

Revan nodded. “He’s going to get one.” Revan replied.


“We got an initial report back to Coruscant, but they’re waiting on the official report from you.” Tiian told him. “Don’t be surprised at the reaction you get.”


“What do you mean?” Revan asked, meeting his eyes.


“You haven’t heard?” Tiian looked very surprised.


“Heard what?”


“You’re a bleeding hero Revan.” Tiian said with a smile and a glint in his eye. “That little camera remote that Zhar’s woman built?”


Revan nodded. “Yes… what about it?”


“Ms. Overlet was speaking into it throughout the entire battle. I’ll give her credit Revan, she has more guts than I thought. She thought she was recording the events for transmission at a later time. Seems her old cameraman on Kashyyyk somehow tapped into the signal she was transmitting on and sent it out live on the HoloNet.” Tiian laughed at the expression on Revan’s face. “That little remote caught the entire battle live and in color. To include you pounding Natal’s Sith butt into the ground. From what I understand, three quarters of Coruscant was watching that feed, and there’s no telling who else on other planets.”


“Lanni was hurt towards the end?” Revan spoke, remembering the events just before Natal made his appearance.

“She’s fine.” Tiian replied. “Already back on her feet and interviewing anyone who she can corner, though now she carries a rifle and a vibrosword along with her camera. She turned into quite the warrior. She drafted two of my men into being her assistants, though it wasn’t very hard after what they had witnessed her do.”


“Where’s Zhar?”


“He’s at the port supervising the continual transport of the wounded. Arren and Dralor are…” Tiian saw the odd look on Revan’s face. “Revan… what’s wrong?”


Revan had opened himself to the Force and lowered all the mental barriers he had kept in place over the last week. With the exception of his brief communications to his father and the battle with Natal, he had limited his exposure so not to give away his positions on Honoghr, and even those communications with his father were kept very short. Once Natal was defeated he had closed the barriers again out of habit.

“Something has happened.” Revan spoke. “On Coruscant.” Revan closed his eyes expanding his Force sense. “My mother and Anja are grieving heavily, and my father,” Revan’s eyes opened wide. “My father is angry.” Revan looked at Tiian. “Can we reach Coruscant?”


Tiian nodded. “They just finished installing a long range transmitter an hour ago.”


“Raise them! Now!”

SITH RAVAGER-CLASS DREADNOUGHT VENGENCE
RAIOBALLO SECTOR

DANTOOINE ORBIT


Admiral Pikon gazed out his view window with no emotion on his face whatsoever. Far below, the burning planet of Dantooine filled his vision. He could see the angry red scorch marks where the planetary bombardment had reduced much of Khoonda and the rebuilt Jedi enclave to ashes. Nothing remained of either site. His bombers had swept across the surface as well, targeting any habitable structure, as well as destroying farms and fields. Nothing was spared the devastation, per his master’s orders. 

The guns of his fleet had fallen silent a short time ago, and now Pikon waited for the results of surface scans to insure his mission was completed. He turned as his executive officer walked up to him holding the datapad.


“Preliminary damage reports are coming in Admiral.” The young officer spoke.


“And?”


“Overflights of the Jedi enclave are reporting nothing but large craters! None of the structures survived the bombardment. There are scattered bodies that the pilots could see, but the radiation levels are still too high to put teams on the ground. Khoonda was razed completely, and fires still burn. There were reports of survivors, running through the streets burning, and as with the enclave, many bodies litter the area.” 


“Send droids to conduct searches. The radiation won’t affect them.” Pikon ordered. “Much of the enclave was underground, and I want to insure it is gone. And make sure they search the crystal cave that Lord Paal reported they found on the surface.”


The officer nodded. “Prisoners sir?”


“Lord Malak wanted this planet purged of all life. Survivors are to be executed if they are found. Shift two squadrons to the abandoned Republic yard. Take all we can use, and destroy the facility with seismic charges.” Pikon told him. “And have one of Lord Malak’s Dark Jedi come to the bridge. I want him to use his Force skills to determine if any Jedi still live.”

“Yes sir.”

DANTOOINE

UNDOCUMENTED CRYSTAL CAVE
FIVE KILOMETERS EAST OF KHOONDA

Yuthura Ban brushed the sleeve of her robe across her drawn face as her eyes searched the surrounding plains below her; on either side of her were two of Juhani’s Cathar soldiers, each scanning the flat burning plains on the horizon. They had avoided the Sith warships that had flown over their location only thirty minutes before, and were on the look out for any survivors who may have been able to escape Khoonda or the surrounding homesteads. Yuthura and Terena Adare had established pre-set coordinates and plans of escape and evasion if ever Dantooine came under attack again. While this attack had been a surprise, early warning by the Republic soldiers and excellent communication between the Jedi and civilians had enabled Terena to evacuate a vast majority of Khoonda, scattering them to the dozens of hidden redoubts they had built over the years.

Yuthura turned slightly as she felt and heard the soft thump on the ground behind her where Juhani landed from her Force assisted jump from the ledge two hundred meters above them. Yuthura hid her smile, but could not hide the twinkle in her purple eyes at her lover’s lithe form and abilities. She and Juhani had shared a brief but torrid affair in the years after the Star Forge, but Juhani had answered Revan’s call to return and train the Cathar troops she now led. They had not seen each other in nearly a decade before that day a few months ago when Juhani led the Cathar troops in defeating the Pure Sith assault against the enclave. Even so, they had maintained discrete contact through the years via holo messages. Regardless of the time away from each other, their feelings for each other had not changed, and Yuthura knew Juhani had requested to remain on Dantooine for the purpose of being close to the woman she loved. Their relationship had continued and even grown over the last months together, bringing them closer to each other than ever before.

Yuthura held out her hand, which Juhani took and moved next to the woman that she considered her mate. “Did you see anything?” Yuthura asked her.


“I saw death.” Juhani answered softly. “Sith fighters are still bombing the outlying settlements, and the smoke from the direction of the enclave suggests they used radiation weapons against it. I was unable to get very close because of this. I did see transports setting down on the outskirts of Khoonda and offloading droids. Lots of them.”


Yuthura nodded. “They will search the ruins of the enclave.” She said turning as Terena scrambled up next to them from the entrance of the crystal cave. “And they will undoubtedly come here as well. They appear to want to end all life on Dantooine.”


“I noticed something else Yuthura.” Juhani said. “These were not the Sith we have been fighting. Their ships are different, and I saw no Pure Sith soldiers among them.”


Yuthura met the Cathar’s eyes. “Do you suspect there is something to the transmission Revan sent to us?”


Juhani nodded. “I do. This attack stinks of the same attack you survived over thirty years ago while we were searching for the Star Forge.”


Yuthura nodded. “I was trying to dismiss the daja vu I was experiencing as ridiculous. It seems that may not be the case.”


“What do you mean?” Terena Adare asked. She was sitting only a meter or so away, listening to the conversation and trying to give the women some privacy. 


Yuthura met her eyes. “It would appear that Darth Malak may have survived the destruction of the Star Forge all those years ago. This attack here against Dantooine is very similar to the attack he launched when he destroyed the enclave and occupied Dantooine for a time. It’s filled with hate and rage.”


“It would also explain the loss we have felt.” Juhani told her.


“Loss? What do you mean?”


“Yuthura and I, and the older Jedi and Padawans felt it just before the attack began; it was a great sense of loss within the Force. We were trying to contact the Temple to discover what it was, but the attack jammed our communications.”


“Are you telling me Malak is alive and he is attacking us again?” Terena asked.


Yuthura nodded. “It would appear that way, yes.”


Terena’s eyes narrowed. “That man took the lives of many of my friends and colleagues.” She spat. “I will not let him take anymore.”


“Nor do we Terena.” Juhani told her. “Nor do we.” 


Terena looked at her. “Master Ban, we have nearly seven hundred men, women and children hiding in the caves below. Another four thousand spread out among the other redoubts. If the Sith droids come here, it would be a slaughter.”

“I have no intention of fighting them.” Yuthura spoke. “My association with Revan has taught me many things over the years, foremost among them; never take last stands seriously.”


Juhani looked at her lover. “What are you thinking?” She asked.


“Contact the other redoubts on the established land lines buried within the ground. Have them activate their atmospheric seals and cease all communication unless it is us contacting them. Any Jedi are to equip themselves with Force inhibitors so as not to be detected by any Dark Jedi that will come to the planet.” Yuthura spoke. “We will move our group into the library that you and young Revan found and seal the entrance into the crystal cave. The Republic engineers equipped the library with seals and low power generators for lighting and food dispensers. They also installed a blast door made to look like fallen rock on the exit to the ocean. We will be safe there until someone comes for us.”


Terena nodded quickly. “I will begin moving the civilians into the library then.” She turned and headed down the small hill toward the cave entrance.


Juhani looked at Yuthura. “Revan will come Yuthura.” She said.


Yuthura smiled and nodded. “Of that I have no doubt. We will just need to make sure we are still alive when he gets here.”


Juhani lifted Yuthura’s hand in hers, and placed her palm on the soft fur on her cheek. “I wish to be no other place than here with you.”


Yuthura smiled and leaned forward, her forehead touching Juhani’s. “As do I.” She said. “Come… we must move quickly before the Sith send out their droids.”

Juhani clutched Yuthura’s hand tightly as they moved for the cave, her Cathar troops falling in behind them.

HONOGHR


Revan lowered his head into his hands, while Arren turned her tear stained face into her husband’s chest. Lanni squeezed Zhar’s arm in affection as he simply sat there, his eyes wide in disbelief.


“Did he suffer father?” Revan asked looking up at the image of his father in the holo transmitter.


The senior Revan shook his head slowly. “He was gone quickly Rev. I don’t believe he even felt the pain his wounds should have caused.”


“Anja?”


“She’s doing fine.” Revan answered. “She is seeing to the notification of Corna’s relatives on Iridonia. Jolee had no known family, so your mother is planning a small ceremony here at the Temple in a few days.”


Rev nodded. “We’ll be there.” He spoke firmly. “All of us.”


“I figured as much.” His father replied. “I have three complete Fleet Groups heading to your location as we speak. Leave Monroe in charge. He has been handling the deployments in and around Honoghr quite well.”


“I want him promoted father.” Rev spoke. “If he hadn’t held the Sith fleet at bay for as long as he did, we would have lost the shipyard.”

Revan nodded. “Consider him promoted. I’ll inform the Republic Defense Ministry here, and have Carth fast track his promotion to Rear Admiral.”


“I have a list of others that I will present when we get there.” Rev spoke.


“Your status?”


Revan looked at his father. “If they want Honoghr back father, they will not find it as inviting this time. The shipyard is gone. Nothing remains of the yard larger than half a meter across. We have secured the base here and turned it into our command center. As the word spreads across the planet, more Noghri are coming forward to assist in their world’s defense. We could use a large shipment of weapons, and perhaps more ground forces with experience.”


The senior Revan nodded and looked away from the transmission quickly as someone spoke to him. He turned back. “Lieutenant Vos informs me that there are two divisions of Wookiees that have just completed an advanced training course. I’ll have them loaded up and on their way in six hours.”


“They’ll see action.” Revan told him. “We’ve adjusted our numbers here, and at least ten thousand Sith troops were able to escape into the jungle and go into hiding. They can’t hurt us in any large scale assault, but small units could harass us to no end.”


“Then when the Wookiees get there, have Monroe set them loose with the Noghri to find them and destroy them.” The senior Revan replied. “I have a meeting to attend with the Chancellor son. I must go.”

“I will see you on Coruscant.” Rev spoke. His father nodded just before the transmission ended and Revan turned to look at those around him. He met his brother’s eyes. “He is at peace within the Force Zhar.”


Zhar nodded. “As it should be.”


Kandosii sa ka’rta Kote Darasum Haat Ljaa Haa’it. Revan spoke in Mando’a.


Zhar, Arren and Dralor looked at him and nodded. They spoke the words again in Mando’a together while Lanni bowed her head.


Kandosii sa ka’rta Kote Darasum Haat Ljaa Haa’it. (One indomitable Heart, Glory Eternal, Truth, Honor, Vision.)


Revan turned when the Noghri warrior that had helped lead their attack force entered the small room. “Revan?”


“What is it Rukin?” 


“I must… it is for your ears only General.” The Noghri replied.


Revan looked at the others. “Gather your gear and meet me at the spaceport in two hours.”


They nodded quickly and left the room as Rukin waited almost impatiently. Once the room was empty he turned back to Revan.


“The body of Natal is missing.” Rukin spoke flatly.

CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF THE CHANCELLOR


Brose stared across his desk at Senator Overlet, his eyes not at all friendly in their glare. Three hard looking men wearing CSF uniforms stood in a loose semi-circle around Jamus, while the grizzled older man in command of the CSF stood beside Brose, his hands clasped behind his back. Brose so wanted to reach across his desk and strangle the man, expose him for the traitor he was, and had nearly done so. However a lengthy conversation with Master Vandar and Master Revan had changed his mind, and instead had hatched a plot to expose him for who he really was. What they needed was time and time was something Brose intended to give them. Instead of arresting Jamus as Piotr and the CSF officers had been ordered to do, and at the last moment Brose had instructed them to politely ask the good Senator to accompany them to the Chancellor’s office.

“Jamus… you don’t look happy to see me.” Brose stated.

“What do you expect?” Jamus snapped. “My daughter is in the middle of a savage war, and she was injured horribly. Zhar Panlie put her in that position!”


“Jamus, your daughter is fine. She is fully recovered from her injuries, thanks in no small part to Zhar Panlie.” Brose spoke

“Zhar Panlie kidnapped my daughter!” Jamus barked. “And when he returns to Coruscant I intend to see him arrested and brought up on charges!”


“So you deny your daughter’s own feelings for this young man. Feelings she stated rather clearly for several trillion sentient life forms to hear?” Brose asked.


“She was under duress!” Jamus countered. “Honoghr is a brutal place! The Noghri are animals, and the battle that was fought was utterly cruel and inhuman. You saw for yourself the actions of Revan Panlie’s son. He refused to take prisoners! He ordered them killed on sight! Is that how we are fighting this war Chancellor?”


“You know what else I find curious.” Brose spoke, ignoring Jamus’s comment and getting to his feet and going to the newly repaired window behind his desk. He intentionally avoided the topic of the Battle of Honoghr. “That a father who professes to love his daughter so much, would not watch her crowning achievement as it played out. I have received nine requests… nine requests mind you… from the heads of three quarters of the HoloNet News Organizations, all wanting to speak to Lanni. They seem to think she is already officially part of my government for some reason, a point that I am going to rectify rather quickly mind you.”


Jamus looked at Brose. “What do you mean?”


“I’m having the official papers draw up as we speak. I’m appointing your daughter as my new Communications Director. She will coordinate everything that comes out of this office with the HoloNet News organizations, as well as military announcements.”


“Your Communications Director?”


Brose nodded as he looked out the window. “Indeed. After her stellar display of loyalty and courage in defense of this Republic, my decision was made very easy.” He turned back to Jamus. “If that meets with your approval of course?”

Jamus shook his head slowly. “I… I do not have any issues with that Chancellor.”

Brose nodded, forcing a smile on his face. “Good. I understand she is returning to Coruscant in the next two days, and you and I can inform her of her new position and duties over a very special dinner. How does that sound?”


“Will we be free to discuss other issues as well Chancellor; issues concerning this war?” Jamus asked.


Brose nodded. “I think that would be very appropriate.” He replied. “After viewing what I saw, I’m beginning to question some of the tactics the Jedi are using in this war. Any information you have put together since our last discussion would be helpful as well. Perhaps between the three of us, we can finally expose what the real plan of the Jedi is.”


Jamus nodded quickly. “I would be very happy to do this Chancellor.”


“Excellent. Let’s say day after tomorrow at 1930 hours in the Senate Restaurant.” Brose said. “We can use my Chancellor’s room, and have complete privacy. I also would ask that you allow the CSF to place protection around you for the time being. Once your daughter’s position becomes public, you yourself might become a target for our enemies.”


Jamus came to his feet. “I find the prospect of working with you on this most satisfactory Chancellor. And we will find out what it is the Jedi are planning.”


“Then I will see you at dinner once your daughter has returned.” Brose held out his hand, and Jamus shook it firmly. He was escorted out of the office, and once the door closed, Brose wiped his hand with a cloth he pulled from under his robes. His head swiveled to the secret entrance and he saw Revan and Vandar come out quietly. Vandar was perched on the small hover disc, and Revan walked like a ghost.


“I truly despise that man.” Brose spoke quietly. He turned back to his desk. “Well we have our two days gentlemen. Will that be enough time for Dustil Onasi to complete his mission?”


“He’s enroute to Cato Neimoidia as we speak.” Revan answered. “They should be making contact right about now. Bastila and Anja went with them in support. They needed to get out of the Temple and do something.”

“His wife Mission was injured correct?” Brose asked.


“She was treated at the Temple and released.” Vandar answered. “Her injuries were not serious. She accompanied Knight Onasi.”

Brose shook his head. “From the very start of this war, and even before, you and your friends and Jedi have been targets Revan.” He said; his voice filled with sincerity Revan had not heard before. “Some have paid the ultimate price, and for that we can never repay you.”


Revan’s face remained impassive. “I fear more will pay that price before this is over Chancellor. But it is a price we are willing to pay if our children and the lives of other children can once more be normal and filled with peace.”


Brose nodded. “I couldn’t agree more.” He spoke. He settled into his chair with a sigh. “The ceremony for Master Bindo is scheduled then?”


Revan nodded. “Yes Chancellor. Bastila wanted me to pass on to you that we’d be honored if you attended.”


Brose nodded without hesitation. “It would be my honor.” He replied quickly. He sighed heavily. “When I became Chancellor I never envisioned myself involved in a war like this. I had wanted my legacy to be one of expansion and prosperity. Now I am not so sure how the historians will see me.”


“I can tell you how the Jedi historians will see you Chancellor.” Vandar spoke. “They will see you as a leader who never abandoned his faith in the Jedi, and a leader who led the Republic with honor and wisdom in time of war, and prosperity and peace in the end.”


“And if we lose?” Brose asked.


Vandar simply looked at him. “Then our history will never be known, and it will not matter.”


Brose nodded. “That is very true.” He said. “Right now we have a meeting to attend to see how badly Malak’s return has hurt us.”


“We’re assembled in the main briefing room at the Temple Chancellor.” Revan told him.


Brose came to his feet. “Is it as bad as your voice makes it seem?”


Revan looked at the man. The only Chancellor that Revan had ever known that actually cared about something besides lining his own pockets while in office. “I’m afraid so Chancellor.”
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He pulled himself another six inches along the duracrete floor, every inch bringing agonizing pain. It was the only thing keeping him alive at the moment. He needed that pain to get to a spot where he could heal his wounds and finally disappear. All he felt now was despair. There was no more rage and hate in him. His battle with Revan had sucked him dry of all feelings of darkness. He should have known he would be no match for the son of Revan. He should have known it the moment he saw him holding that hover tank sized piece of duracrete and steel above his head as if he was lifting a feather. He’d never felt an aura of such magnitude within the Force, an aura of pure clarity and raw power. Neither dark nor light, Revan had told him, but the living Force.


Natal’s pride had brought him to this. He had craved power, control, just as any Sith would, and he reveled in the power he had to crush others. His thoughts all came back to the question Revan had asked him during their fight.


“Has this war brought you peace Natal?”


Natal could honestly answer the only thing this war had brought him was agony. He had fallen so low, been abandoned by his Master and left to die. Amaurth knew he would never be powerful enough to defeat Revan, yet he urged him to challenge him.

As Natal dragged himself across the dusty floor of the small building, he realized he was completely and utterly lost. He finally could do nothing but stop as the first tears he had shed in nearly forty of his forty-nine years came rushing out as the darkness closed in around him and he surrendered to the despair and hopelessness he now felt for the very first time.


“Hello Natal.” The voice filled his ears.


Natal’s head turned quickly and he saw the tall muscular form of Revan standing a few feet away, lightsaber in his hand but not ignited. Natal closed his eyes and surrendered himself to the fate he knew he so dearly deserved.

CATO NEIMOIDIA

Dustil sat in the far corner of the dark cantina in the lower portion of the bridge city of Koru, named for another Neimodian Purse World. All of Cato Neimoidia was mountainous, with hundreds of cities built on bridges hundreds of meters above the ground. They were marvels of engineering, much like the tree cities on Kashyyyk, spanning sometimes thirty or forty square kilometers in size and elevation. Dustil much preferred the bridge cities of Cato Neimoidia to Kashyyyk because of the more temperate climate.

Dustil flexed his artificial hand under the table, his eyes scanning the clientele with a practiced ease. There were times when he felt an imaginary itch on the artificial arm, and he had to consciously resist the urge to scratch it. He was still coming to grips with the loss of his hand, but as far as he was concerned, it was a small price to pay to have the woman he loved back. He felt the hand touch his arm and he turned slowly to look at his new wife who sat beside him. Mission’s sky blue eyes were once more filled with the mischievous and seductive glint he had grown so in love with over the years. Her time at the Temple had allowed her to begin her path of healing from the events that had spun her life out of control. Dustil could not remember loving something or someone as completely as he loved his Mission.


“How are you doing?” He asked softly. 


Mission nodded and smiled. “I’m fine really.” Victor Paal’s lightning attack had been caught full force by Jolee, and only fingers of it had touched her, knocking her unconscious and giving her first degree burns on her side and shoulder. Both of them had been distraught at the loss of Jolee Bindo, as he had been such a large part of their lives through the years, but this is the mission the Chancellor had given to them some months back, and their investigation had finally brought them to Cato Neimoidia. They had every intention of fulfilling their mission, and then they could mourn the loss of a man who had been Master to them both. 

“Do you think they will come?” Mission asked.


“I stopped here in my search for you several years ago.” Dustil answered. “The man I got information from then was dead on accurate and very honest. I paid him enough, and I think I earned his trust enough for him to show.” The cantina door opening caused both their heads to turn and Dustil smiled. “I was right.” He spoke.


They watched as the two Neimoidians entered the cantina, the eyes of one sweeping the interior until they came to rest on Dustil. A flash of recognition, and he took the arm of the other Neimoidian and pulled him towards the table.


Dustil came to his feet when the two approached the table. “Haaka Run. It’s good to see you again.” 


The Neimoidian nodded his grayish head, his red eyes lidless. “I see my information to you those years ago was accurate.” He spoke, his eyes roaming over Mission, who still sat at the table. 


Dustil nodded. “Yes it did.” He gestured to the second Neimoidian. “Is this the one we seek?”


“This is him. I found him cowering in the lower support branches.” Haaka pushed the obviously terrified Neimoidian into the chair at the table.


Dustil returned to his seat as Haaka took the remaining chair. He looked across to the second Neimoidian. “We mean you no harm.” Dustil spoke softly.


“You… you are Jedi!” The Neimoidian stuttered in fear. 


Dustil looked at Mission with a smile before turning back to the man. “Yes we are.” He told him. “Does that frighten you?”


“Only bad things happen when Jedi come look for you.” The man replied quickly.


“We only want the answers to some questions.” Dustil told him.


“What questions?”


Mission slid the datapad across the table. “Have you ever seen this man or woman before?”


The man took the pad, his red eyes sweeping it quickly. He shook his head vigorously. “No… never.”


Mission reached across and touched the control on the pad. “What about him?”


The Neimoidian’s eyes grew slightly wider and his hands began to shake. “Him… him I know. Very bad man. Very scary.”


“Is this the man who told you to put the explosives in his wife’s shuttle?” Dustil asked.


“Not me! I not do that! He… he tell my brother! Try to kill my brother when he complete job. I… I hide brother until he leave our city.”


“Where is your brother?” Mission asked.


“No! No!” The man rattled off quickly. “I will not tell you! You hurt my brother.”


Mission reached out and placed her hand on the man’s arm. “We are here to protect your brother.” She said with a soothing voice. “There may be some people coming to find him again, and we need to get him to someplace safe.”


“Hurt my brother! But it has been so long since he did this job! Why now!”


“We need the information your brother has.” Mission explained. “We need him to help us put this man in prison for a long long time.”


“You not hurt him?”


Mission shook her head. “You want to help your brother right?”


The man nodded. “Yes.” 


“Then tell us where we can find him.” Mission said.


The man nodded quickly. “I take you too him. I take you.”


Dustil leaned close to his wife as they all got to their feet. “How come you never use that voice with me Blue?”


Mission smiled at him with her most seductive smile and batted her eyes. “You’re too easy.” She answered. “You don’t make me work for what I want.”


“Maybe I should start, if it gets you talking to me like that.” Dustil replied with a smile of his own.


Mission reached up and tickled the spot under his chin with her fingernail. “That might be exciting handsome.” She told him as they began to follow the two Neimoidians out of the cantina.


Dustil and Mission looked at the cowering and obviously terrified Neimoidian in front of them. Haaka and the man’s brother had led them deeper into the bowels of the bridge city, nearly to the very base of the bridge platform itself. They had found the Neimoidian they had been searching three months for.


“We do not mean you any harm.” Dustil told the Neimoidian. “What is your name?”


“Ro… Rotral.” The Neimoidian answered.


Mission held out the info pad once more. “You’ve done work for this man?” She asked.


The Neimoidian turned as white as his pale gray skin would allow, his eyes darting around trying to find an exit. Mission reached out and touched his arm, and Dustil smiled as his body immediately relaxed and he became calmer.


“We are here to protect you.” Mission said. “Not to harm you. You did work for this man many years ago correct?”


Rotral nodded slowly. “He… he wanted me to rig an explosives package in a shuttle. A shuttle his wife was piloting. He doesn’t look like that anymore though. He saw a doctor here in Koru that changed his appearance. I almost didn’t recognize him when he came to pay me, but he wasn’t going to pay me. He wanted to kill me! I ran. I ran and have been hiding ever since.”


Dustil held out the other datapad. “Is this what he looks like now?”


The Neimoidian’s eyes grew wide and he nodded quickly. “That… that’s him.”


Dustil and Mission looked at each other and nodded. “I believe it’s time for you to stop hiding Rotral. We are going to bring you back to Coruscant under heavy guard, and we are going to see this man punished for his crimes.” Dustil spoke.


“He’s got eyes everywhere!” Rotral pleaded. “I have to stay hidden.”


Dustil lifted his arm and activated a comlink on his wrist. “Jedi Seven to Jedi Two.”

Bastila’s voice came through the comlink clear and strong. “Two here.”


“Can you mark our location Master Panlie?” Dustil asked.

“I have you!” Bastila replied. “And do not call me Master!”


Dustil smiled and turned to Mission. His smile left his face when he saw the look on her face. “Blue?” He asked.


Mission met his gaze. “We have company.” She spoke. “A lot of them?”


“Where?”


“I told you I was dead! You’ve killed me! You’ve…”


Haaka Run slammed a vicious punch into the Neimoidian’s face, knocking him out cold. Dustil nodded. “Thank you.”


Haaka lifted the blaster from under his jacket. “I think I should leave with you Jedi Onasi. It seems I may have worn out my welcome here.”


Dustil nodded. “Glad to have you.” He spoke moving up next to his wife. “Mission?”


Mission opened her eyes and looked at him. “I can feel eight of them.” She said. “And Dust… one of them is a Pure Sith.”


To his credit Dustil Onasi remained calm and lifted his comlink again, as he palmed his lightsaber. He saw Mission do the same. “Jedi Two, we need immediate extraction! We have eight hostiles closing fast on our location, and Mission says one of them is a Pure Sith. I don’t think either of us is a match for a Pure Sith Bastila.”


Bastila and Anja stood next to the repulser lift skimmer in the lower landing pad area. A senior Mandalorian trooper sat behind the controls, while the russet furred Wookiee sat in the operator’s seat of the small dual turret in the rear of the skimmer. Anja was frantically using her datapad to go through the schematics of Koru city, looking for any sort of route Dustil and Mission could take to escape the lower areas.


“Here!” She gasped, lifting her comlink. “Jedi Seven this is Jedi Six! Dustil I have your location inside an old warehouse of some sort on the lowest level! Is that accurate?”


There was a pause before he answered. “That’s affirmative Anja, one way in and one way out of the structure. We can leave without tangling with the bad guys coming straight at us. Both of us can feel this Pure Sith now, and he’s no pushover. We’re minimizing our auras as much as we can, but whoever he is, he’s very strong in the Force.”


“Standby Dustil! We’ll be there in two minutes!” Anja barked turning to Bastila. “We come up to them! From underneath. They are in the lowest level. They can use their lightsabers to cut right through the bottom, it’s only a meter thick!” She said jumping into the skimmer.


Bastila looked at her wide eyed as she jumped into the skimmer. “Anja… we’re three thousand meters above the ground!” 


Anja nodded. “It’s the only way!” She thrust the datapad into the face of their veteran Mandalorian pilot. “Go here! Like yesterday!”


The Mandalorian nodded quickly. “We’re there Lady Anja!” He shoved his throttles to maximum power and they sped away.


Dustil and Mission had dragged the two Neimoidian brothers to the back of the dark warehouse they were in, Haaka Run covering them as they moved. Dustil looked at his comlink, his eyes wide. “You want me to do what?”


“Use your lightsaber to cut a hole in the floor. We are thirty seconds from your location under the city!” Anja’s voice spoke to him. Dustil could hear the whipping of the wind on her comlink.


“Anja… we’re three thousand meters above the surface of the planet!” Mission snapped into her comlink.


“Damn it I know how high up we are!” Anja snapped back. “Do it now Dustil so we can see your lightsaber.”

Dustil shook his head and ignited his blue lightsaber with a snap hiss. He lifted it high and plunged it into the steel floor where they were standing, slowly carving a three meter diameter hole in the floor. 


“We see it!” Anja’s voice carried to them. “We’re almost there!”


Dustil brought his blade all the way around in a circle and watched as the melted metal plunged downward, exposing his view to the clouds and the surface of the planet far below. He blinked once or twice and then saw the skimmer come up underneath the hole he had cut. He saw Bastila and Anja looking up at him and he forced a smile. “Fancy meeting you here!” He shouted to be heard above the whipping wind.


The Mandalorian pilot turned to Anja as he held the skimmer level with brute strength alone. “Lady Anja you must move quickly!” He shouted. “The wind is too strong! I can’t hold it for long! Get them down!”


Anja watched as he brought the skimmer up as close to the underbelly of the bridge city as he could. She could just reach the edge of the hole Dustil had cut, and she and Bastila reached up to grab the body of the unconscious Neimoidian Dustil and another Neimoidian began to lower. 


Then they heard Mission’s cry above the howl of the wind.


“Dustil!”


Dustil reacted to his wife’s voice quickly, rising to his feet as Bastila and Anja grabbed the Neimoidian they had lowered down to them. His lightsaber came into his hand and ignited as he stepped away from the hole just as the door on the far end of the warehouse they were in shattered opened under a powerful wave of Force power. Blaster fire immediately came ripping into the room, and Dustil and Mission stood side by side, deflecting the bolts away expertly. Several of the deflected bolts punched back into the armored forms of the mercenaries that had fired them, tossing their bodies aside with smoking holes in their bodies. Dustil and Mission both felt another wave of Force power and watched in horror as the bodies of the mercenaries were lifted up and flung at them with incredible speed.


Bastila and Anja both felt the powerful dark presence above them and before Anja could yell at her to stop, Bastila had pulled her robes tightly around her form and leaped straight up through the hole above them. Anja shook her head, wrapped her robes around herself tightly and followed Bastila without hesitation. The Mandalorian pilot turned at the howl of his Wookiee partner behind him, his eyes just catching the glimpse of Anja’s feet as she disappeared above them.


“Ah Sith spit!” The pilot swore loudly. He released his controls for a single split second, slamming his hand down on the com panel before taking the controls again. “Sand Storm! Sand Storm! Sand Storm!” He shouted three times into his vehicle com link.
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The Mandalorian Commander came out of his chair as those six words echoed over the com system of his bridge. “Launch the gunships! Lady Bastila and Lady Anja have engaged the enemy! Damn, Lord Revan said this would happen!”

“Gunships are lifting off sir!” A voice echoed across the bridge. 


“Stand by on the transports and prepare to launch the Ready Brigade on my order!” The Captain barked. “Power all weapons! Any ship that comes close to this world is now a target! Begin sending out the automated warning! Do not approach Cato Neimoidia until you have received clearance! All channels!”


“Sir! Isn’t that going too far?” The executive officer asked.


The Captain looked at his junior officer. “The only reason they would have engaged was if there was a Pure Sith presence here. They were ordered by Lord Revan to remain a support role otherwise. If they have engaged, then they have detected Pure Sith. And if there are Pure Sith on this world, I want to be ready for anything they might try and attempt!”


“Understood sir!”


“I should have known better than to accept this mission. Wherever Lord Revan or Lady Bastila goes, trouble seems to follow.” The Captain muttered. 


He didn’t see the smiles of the crew close enough to hear his words. Like them, he was honored to be the flagship of Lady Bastila, for the reason that battle was never very far away.


Dustil and Mission were able to avoid the bodies that were flung past them with ease, their eyes going back to the doorway as they heard the sickening crunches of bodies striking durasteel walls. They watched the Pure Sith dark Jedi walk confidently from the shadows of the doorway, a vicious smile on his face.


“Ah yes. I sensed you both Jedi!” He spoke as he advanced on them slowly. “You buried your auras well, but not well enough. Neither of you can hope to match me in power! Surrender now and I will spare your vile lives; which is far more than you deserve traitorous witch!”

“I will never surrender to you!” Mission barked. “I would rather die before I allowed you to lay a hand on me again.”


The Pure Sith laughed as he ignited his blazing red lightsaber. “I can arrange for that as well Mission Vao, after our Master has wrung every detail of information from your traitorous being of course!”


 “Never!” Dustil snapped. “You will not touch her!”


“Ah… you must be the pathetic human that searched so long and hard for her!” The Sith laughed some more. “I had her before my Master ripped her affinity to the Force from her and turned her! It was quite the pleasant experience!”


“An event you will not live long enough to ever experience again!” Dustil growled.


“You are fools! Even together, you are no match for me!” He roared.


“We aren’t!” Mission barked, a smile forming on her face. “But they are!”


The Pure Sith’s eyes went wide as Bastila and Anja stepped from around the wall, lowering their Force masking and igniting their lightsabers. He staggered back a few steps at the sheer power he felt radiating from the two women, his lightsaber coming up in a defensive stance.


Bastila ignited both ends of her sun colored lightsaber, spinning the blade with the practiced ease from years of training with her husband and son. She felt more than heard Anja’s Viridian blade come to life, and she met the Pure Sith Jedi’s stare with a smile.

“Dustil, you and Mission get our other friends to safety.” Bastila spoke with confidence and strength. “Anja and I will deal with our unwelcome guest.”


Dustil and Mission needed no further urging, deactivating their lightsabers and moving towards the hole cut in the floor. Anja watched them move behind the wall into the ante room where their exit was cut, and then she turned back to the Pure Sith in front of her.

Anja was nearly five months pregnant now, and had only recently had she begun to show the slight bulge of the child she carried in her womb. Bastila had told her she was having a slim and beautiful pregnancy, and it brought back many pleasant memories for her to see Anja with child. Anja had not let her pregnancy get in the way of her continued training, and as long as her medical droid told her she was as healthy as he had ever seen a pregnant human female, she would continue. These last few months with Bastila had been a treasure trove of knowledge about the Force and her abilities. While she still trained daily with her lightsaber and Echani staff, the majority of her time was spent studying the Force with Bastila as her guide. She had grown incredibly in power, her abilities with the Force increasing ten fold due to Bastila’s tutelage, and while she knew she would never command the power of the Force as her husband or father-in-law did, she was rapidly approaching Bastila’s skill.


And Bastila Shan-Panlie was considered one of the four most powerful Jedi alive.


“You have come a long way just to die this day.” Bastila spoke as she moved casually toward one side of the Pure Sith.


Anja followed her lead, moving in the opposite direction splitting the Pure Sith’s attention. “You didn’t actually think we would let you kill another Jedi did you?” Anja spoke, her lightsaber sweeping slowly in front of her.


“The… the woman of the traitor and his son!” The Pure Sith Jedi spoke hesitatingly. “My Master will surely reward me when I return with your heads.”


“Bold talk from someone as close to death as you are!” Bastila snarled. “You will harm no more innocents Sith spawn!”


Bastila sprang forward to attack, the Pure Sith turning fully to meet her attack. His eyes went wide when Bastila simply leaped over his head, and as he turned, he saw the flash of Anja’s Viridian blade descending for his head. Only his incredible instincts with the Force kept her blade from cleaving him in two, and even those instincts could not keep the power of Anja’s attack from driving him to his knees. He scrambled back, bringing his blade up once more as Anja paused with a smile and glint in her eye. Instead of pressing her attack, she had halted and the reason for that was quite clear as Bastila leaped from the side directly at him, her dual lightsaber a twirling firestorm of death.

The Pure Sith was barely able to keep his lightsaber in his hand as he deflected Bastila’s attack, again only his incredible instincts and use of the Force saving him from being in several small pieces. And again, Bastila ceased her attack, a strange smile on her face as she stepped back, her dual lightsaber sweeping behind her back with the grace of an opera dancer.


The Pure Sith Jedi knew without question he was far overmatched. The two of them fought as if they knew what the other would do in any circumstance, weaving in and around each other, their lightsabers flashing around in intricate moves designed for power and speed. He lifted his hand and unleashed a blast of powerful Force lightning, his eyes growing larger as both Bastila and Anja deflected the attack away from them with ease.


“You don’t really think your feeble powers will work against us do you?” Bastila taunted the Pure Sith. She lifted her hand and with a flick of her wrist, he was sailing across the warehouse, and slamming into the duracrete wall with such force he left an imprint in the structure. He slumped to his knees as they walked toward him, the hum of their lightsabers almost deafening.


“Die Jedi!” He screamed! He released all his hate and rage in the single attack, sending out a wall of Force power that bowled Bastila and Anja over, tossing them back ten meters. Bastila slammed into the floor with a grunt, Anja able to cushion her fall at the last moment, and landing cat like on her feet.


The Pure Sith Jedi advanced on Bastila as a Nexu would its prey. Bastila used the Force to shove several crates from atop her where she had fallen, and she scrambled to her feet just as the Pure Sith attacked. Her lightsaber came up in a blink, parrying the blow with an almost casual ease. Bastila Shan Panlie was no master of lightsaber fighting, but being married to the finest duelist to exist in the Order did provide her with considerably more skill than the normal Jedi. And it also provided her with a myriad of surprise attacks. One of which she used at this moment.


Bastila deflected one more thrust from the Pure Sith and then dropped straight to the floor, her lightsaber deactivating. The Pure Sith looked stunned at the move, and he attempted to back up and begin swinging at Bastila as she squirmed away from him on the floor. This caused only one problem for him, and it now protruded from his chest with glaring clarity. He had forgotten completely about Anja, so intent on attacking Bastila, and using her bond with her daughter-in-law, Bastila had directed Anja where to attack.


The Pure Sith grunted in pain as the smell of cauterized flesh reached his scent glands, his lightsaber rolling from suddenly very weak fingers as he continued to stare at the Viridian blade protruding from his chest. He slumped to his knees, as Anja leaned over his shoulder.


“You lose!” She spoke, deactivating her lightsaber.


“Never!” The Pure Sith screamed calling his lightsaber to him as he spun around, the blade igniting in an instant. He couldn’t comprehend why his blade swished through the air until he saw Anja leaping over his head. He lowered his eyes to look forward and Bastila was in front of him.


“Always!” Bastila growled before whipping her dual bladed weapon forward and sending the Pure Sith’s head in one direction while his body pitched forward in front of her. Bastila stepped forward and spit very unladylike on the corpse.


“That’s for Jolee Sith scum!” She hissed.


Anja deactivated her lightsaber and took her arm as she headed for the exit. “We have to go, the pilot says the winds are too strong and he can’t hold it much longer!”


Bastila followed her without looking back, and both of them dropped back through the opening in the floor of the warehouse to land in the center of the skimmer.


“Go!” Anja ordered, and the pilot released his brakes and they sped out from underneath the bridge city. He had his throttles open to maximum as they came to the edge of the city and sped towards the docking platform where the Mandalorian gunship was waiting for them.


Dustil and Mission looked at the two women as they sat calmly in the skimmer’s remaining two seats, pulling their robes tighter around them.


“What happen?” Mission finally asked.


“We could not convince him to renounce his evil path.” Bastila spoke over the howl of the wind.


Dustil looked at Mission as she looked at him. “So he’s dead?” Dustil asked.


Bastila nodded. “Quite dead.” She answered.


“Did you actually try and convert him to our side?” Mission asked.


“Mission… you’ve known me for years. I detest violence in any form.” Bastila said sweetly.


Bastila couldn’t understand why everyone on the skimmer began to laugh quite loudly. “It’s true!” She protested, but with a knowing smile.
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Anja couldn’t remember feeling so utterly complete than she did at this moment. Ignoring the smiles and looks from the gathered men and women, Anja had leaped into the arms of the husband she hadn’t seen in nearly a month. Gone were the memories of two days before when Revan himself had scolded her and Bastila in the strongest words she had ever seen him use for their display on Cato Neimoidia. Now, at this very same location, Anja basked in the power of the love that consumed her. Revan held her suspended in his powerful arms, her hands gripping his face as they shared the deepest and most soul wrenching kiss either of them had yet experienced in their marriage. Anja did not care who saw her curl her body into her husband’s arms, and wrap her arms around his head and shoulders in a display of need that stunned even herself.

Revan and Bastila greeted Zhar and Arren with long embraces and kisses, joy filling their beings for the first time in almost a week. They all looked haggard and malnourished, but they were alive and here with them now.


Lanni stood slightly behind Zhar with a look of embarrassment on her face, not really knowing how she would be accepted. She had decided to keep the red hair color she and Arren had changed it to, for this was a new Lanni Overlet, with a new life, a new purpose and a new love. Bastila startled Lanni when she appeared in front of her suddenly, and Lanni’s face flushed.

“Master Shan-Panlie.” She spoke finally, the words barely audible.


Bastila pulled Lanni into an embrace and held her by her shoulders. “Welcome to my family Lanni.” She told her softly. “It’s nice to finally meet you.”


Lanni felt a sense of acceptance wash over her, and tears sprouted from her eyes as she hugged Bastila tightly.


Anja stared into Revan’s sapphire eyes, her hands holding his face tightly, her own jade green eyes nearly glowing with love. “I have missed you so my love.” She spoke softly, kissing him again on his moist lips.


Revan didn’t speak, but simply crushed her in his arms, burying his face into her black hair and inhaling her scent deeply into his lungs. She smelled of cinnamon, and he could taste the cinnamon on her lips as well, and whatever else he breathed in his life, the scent of his young wife purged it all away. Revan pulled his face from her hair and looked into her tear stained eyes.


“How is she?” He asked with a smile.

Anja smiled back as he lowered her to the ground and she placed his hand over her stomach. Revan’s eyes grew bright and Anja giggled as their baby moved and shifted within her womb at the touch of Revan’s hand. Anja looked at him.


“She has never moved so much.” She spoke happily. “She feels your presence. She knows you are here now.”


Revan smiled and kissed her again, pulling her hands to his chest and simply content to look into her dazzling eyes. He looked up quickly when he felt his father approach. Anja felt it as well and allowed him to turn to face Revan senior.


Father faced son, almost twins when looking at them together. Bastila knew what was going to happen, and she gathered Anja’s hand, pulling the others away. 


Revan put his hand on his son’s shoulder… his eyes moist. “You… you accomplished a wonderful thing son.”


Revan met his father’s eyes and felt all his emotions from the last few weeks come pouring out. His eyes filled with tears and he shook his head slowly. “We… we lost so many father! How… how can it be a victory… when so many will not return?” Rev spoke. He already knew the answer to that question and did not expect his father to reply.


Revan Panlie looked at the drawn face and the now ancient eyes of his first and oldest son, damning himself for watching as his son had to experience the horrors of his very own Battle of Duxn. He pulled his son into his embrace and Rev clutched his father to him, as the men and women drifted away; drawn away by Bastila to allow father and son to attempt to come to terms with the demons they both now shared in exquisitely horrible detail.

On the courtyard walkway above the entrance to the docks, Brose Thimina looked at the small diminutive Jedi Master sitting silently in the hover disc next to him.


“What do you see Master Vandar?” Brose asked quietly.


“What do I see Chancellor?” Vandar asked him. “What I see Chancellor Thimina… what I see is the future… the future that will not allow us to fail.”


Brose turned back to the scene of Revan senior and junior still locked in a father and son embrace. “Want to know what I see?” Brose spoke. “I see hope! Hope Vandar! I see hope for the future! Wherever it may lead.”

CORUSCANT
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“…Bastion, Dubrillion, Dantooine, all the way over to Yaga Minor and Ord Canfre, and as far over to Serenno.” Revan senior motioned across the Star Map that filled the holo imager. Rev stood next to his father, Carth, Canderous and Dacen in the room via their holo projectors, while Forn and three other senior Republic officers sat in the small bleacher like seats. Lieutenant Vos sat quietly in the corner of the room, his ever present datapad recording the meeting.

“Master Ban, Master Juhani?” Rev asked, looking at his father.


“Yuthura and Juhani would have teamed up with Administrator Adare and gotten as many civilians to the underground redoubts as possible. We sent out three long range probe droids, two were destroyed, but the third was able to capture these images.” Revan replied, motioning to Vos to adjust the controls.


The monitor on the wall came alive to show pictures of still smoking cities and a reddish fog across much of the ground.


“Poison missiles.” Rev stated.


The senior Revan nodded. “It’s saturated over much of the northern and eastern continents. These images are nearly a week old, so we can probably assume it has dissipated to non-lethal levels by now at least.”


“The forward base?” Rev asked.


Revan shook his head. “Gone. What the Sith under Malak didn’t take, they destroyed.”


Rev looked at his father. “They took equipment?”


Revan nodded. “Almost everything that wasn’t nailed down from what reports we could gather. They stripped the spaceport on Dubrillion bare. Only the corrugated metal shells of the building s were left.”


“That is very interesting.” Rev spoke.


“What are you thinking boy?” Canderous asked from his ship. 


“Why would they be taking equipment?” Rev asked. “If the size of the territory they have attacked and seized is any indication, we have to assume that Malak has a Fleet equal to everything we could field. If that is the case, why not hit us harder. For all intents and purposes, his forces have avoided direct confrontation with ours right?”


“He knows we’ll smoke his sith spawn ass, that’s why!” Carth blurted out.


Rev nodded. “You’re right Uncle Carth.”


“I am?”


“Father, this is no different than the same tactics you and Uncle Carth and Admiral Dodonna used in the Mandalorian wars.” Rev told him. “Hit hard, avoid direct confrontations and make them believe you are bigger than you really are. Inflict as much death and misery as possible, and then pull your teeth back in. The attack on Dantooine seals it for me. It was totally done out of anger and hate. There was no other reason for it. He’s trying to make us afraid. He’s not as strong as he would like us to believe he is. He knows that any force we put against him will eat him for lunch because we have been fighting for almost a year. We’re seasoned. He’s going to continue this tactic until he feels his people have enough experience to go head to head with us and win.”


Forn came out of her chair and walked up to the imager slowly, her keen military mind doing the same thing Revan’s was. “By the Force I do believe he’s right Revan.” Forn spoke up now. “It’s so simple I didn’t see it for what it was.”

Revan nodded. “Neither did I Forn. Neither did I.” Revan waved to the star map again. “The reports we have from survivors indicate his forces did not remain and take the planets. He bombarded them from orbit, than sent small teams to the surface. After that they pulled back. It’s the exact same tactic we used in the first year of the Mandalorian War.”


Rev nodded. “There’s your second indication.” He spoke. 


“But what does he have?” Dacen asked. “I agree it appears he’s using the same tactics, but that could also be to bait us. He had to have learned something in the last three decades Revan. Malak was many things, but he was no fool.”


Revan nodded. “I agree.”


“Then we turn his tactics back at him.” Forn spoke. “Use his tactics against him. Strip it bare! Everything! Pull our forces back to one powerful wall and dare him to try and punch through. If he’s as strong as Dacen thinks, he’ll meet us head on. If not… we answer that question and then we can fix his location and kill his fleet quickly.”


Revan looked at the star map. “Make our line from Ithor to Telos.” He said. “We’ll use the Hydian Way as our backstop. Reinforce everything from Ithor back and all the way across to Telos.”


Forn nodded. “That should be perfect. It has plenty of space to maneuver and set traps and orbiting defense platforms.”


“We’ve sent nearly four complete Fleet Groups to Honoghr.” The senior Revan told his son. “I’ve ordered the 6th to reconstitute and rest in place. Admiral Monroe has agreed to remain and become the Sector Commander for now.”


Rev looked at his father. “Father those are my men. They deserve to come home if even for a few days of rest.”


“They’re not yours anymore. Monroe will assume command of all forces in the sector as Sector Commander. General Cord and General Tiian will be pulling their divisions off Honoghr and returning to Coruscant. They will be remaining with you.” Revan said.


“With me where father?” Rev asked no hostility in his voice. “You’ve taken away my fleet.”


“No actually, you’re moving to another command.” Revan spoke.


Rev smiled. “Father, we don’t have another command. Everything we have is in the field.”


Forn smiled. “That’s not entirely true young Revan.” She spoke.


“It’s not?” Rev looked very confused.

Revan handed his son the datapad with the Seal of the Supreme Chancellor of the Galactic republic on it. “The Chancellor wanted to present this to you himself, but he is right now having dinner with one Jamus Overlet and some select individual traitors of the Republic. He asked me to present it to you.”


“What’s this?”


“That son… is the directive placing you in command of the newest Fleet Corp of the Galactic Republic.” Revan said with a smile. “Seventy-nine RAVAGER-Class Battle cruisers and almost four hundred EXECUTOR-Class Heavy Cruisers, as well as the entire flotilla of support ships and such. It seems the Chancellor was not being entirely truthful about how many of these ships had been built.”


Revan looked at the datapad in his hand too shocked to speak. He looked at his father, then at Forn. “Why me?” He asked finally.


That brought laughter from the men and woman in the room, including those in the holo imagers. It was Canderous who answered for them, while jamming a cigar into his teeth. “He chose you boy, because the rest of us are too old and ugly!”


“I am a Jedi.” Revan said. “Master Vandar…”


“Vandar has given you his blessing Rev,” Revan told his son. “With the understanding that when this war is over, win or lose, you will remain a Jedi.”


Rev nodded slowly. “Then I accept.” He spoke to the clapping sounds of the others in the room.


“Now all we have to do is discover where the last Star Forge shipyard is and then take the fight to Amaurth.” Revan spoke to no one in particular.


Rev looked over to his father for a long moment. Father we need to discuss something.

Revan looked at his son as he spoke through the bond they had. What? What is wrong?

There is someone you should meet.

