CHAPTER 10.0

It felt like an eternity in the surreal to those on Sullust. The carnage and the unexpected came in the forms of those who appear to them as their own people. They came from all walks alike, many not known to hold any affiliation or allegiance to one another. On their face they all appeared to be not blood related; although much a like facially, Sullustans knew how to tell relations through common traits; like a Human child sharing similar noses, or eyes, or ears, or chins like their parents. They only showed one common element, one idea that set them apart from all others of their race, the need to destroy everything in their paths. 

It was not a localized issue; folks who fled one town or city or providence found the same problem in the next location, and the next location after that; the carnage seemed to follow the planetary terminator of day and night, each dawn awaking evil and each dusk afterwards creating a realm of fear. Chaos was chasing every innocent person in the form of a dead-eyed Sullustan, or a dead-eyed Sullustan with a hatchet, or a dead-eyed Sullustan with a blaster. They all appeared to be ruthless and possessed, the idea of being enslaved by demonic forces made more apparent by the few beings in religious garb also taking part in the horrors. Fears ran high with such thoughts, and when one of those who were controlled waved a hand and sent people scattering with the Force, the ill informed and the panic stricken accepted it as spiritual powers being employed by those entities of evil they serve. The aggressors were not only fighting a numbers war, but a psychological war in which their small numbers in each place easily dominated the outnumbering beings who couldn’t help associating themselves with the emotions tied to the dark side of the Force. 

Some Sullustans managed to get away either by ship or on foot, staying away from the cities and towns and using caution in regards to their fellow runaways; cautious to the fact that they, too, could be the enemy. Others stood their ground to fight, but those groups were not organized like the aggressors and when one being went down they scattered like rodents being chased by a heard of purrs. Even others stood their ground for they believed it was the Beginning of the End. It was the coming of the Apocalypse. It was Armageddon. 

They felt that way because the violence coincided with the absolute crashing of the planet’s interplanetary digital network; anything that was hooked in via cable or wireless airwaves was rendered zero percent useful. Vessels jacked in to get the latest hyperspace navigation software patches and other useful upgrades were turned into large paperweights unable to move without their main computer cores. Droids were not immune to the affects that were plugged in to anything. Main communications systems, including simple hyperspace buoys, stopped transmitting all together. 

Modern technology was not there to save anyone.

The only rays of hope could be found in the spread thin military and police with no global communication, what little ships could get off the planet to render assistance, and the two Jedi Knights that batted back laser bolt after laser bolt being tossed at their general location in the town of Projema. 

Ros and Casper were successful in their counterattack there; they didn’t encounter hundreds of Sullustans as the Fendori nun reported but there were enough with firearms to cause havoc with the locals. But what she did report was true; they encountered different classes and occupations of Sullustans in the fighting groups. At one point they were almost fooled by a police officer who tried to kill them; turned out he had all ready killed several of his fellow officers through trust. And everyone they encountered so far was not surrendering; they fought to the death, charging head long with the Force as their ally.

The dark side of the Force; it was everywhere, and the aggressors were the source of it. They were not disciplined to the point where they could do two things at once with the Force like the Jedi could, and that was Ros and Casper’s only advantage so far. They had, unfortunately, no time to think about it. Tunnel vision blinded them both as they did all they could to effectively beat back the aggressors.

Suddenly they felt the ground shake, and caverns rumble, followed by a terrible feeling of death that made both Force-sensitive sides of the conflict stop and fall to their knees in anguish. At that moment, forces comprising of police, some military, and a lot of civilians rushed in and opened fire on the aggressors during the distraction. There were more wails and shrieks, and then silence.

Ros got up first as a deputy approached him. The Sullustan male asked, “What did you two Jedi do to them?”

“It’s not what we did,” said Ros hauntingly. He walked over and gave his apprentice a hand getting up, pulling him up by the arm. With a loud exhale, he took a few moments and said, “Capitol Landing is gone.”

The Sullustan looked at Casper and the youngster nodded. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You’re serious? You got to be mistaken. You two are making it sound like 3 million of my people died.”

Casper couldn’t say anything. What could he say? Words absolutely failed him at the moment. He never felt anything like that in his life; the massive disruption in the Force practically threatened to kill him. His only saving grace was letting go of the Force; meaning he stop drawing on it for resources and only let the natural flow course through him. It still wasn’t enough, though, to stop all the darkness that swept through him, that chilled him to the bone. He wanted to tell the man this, tell him that what happened at Capitol Landing did happen. 

He couldn’t find the words.

Ros did. He looked the Sullustan dead in the eyes and spoke in a voice of grievance. “I’m sorry.”

It worked because the Sullustan let loose thoughts and emotions that screamed that he understood and accepted the truth as he left them alone. Ros put his hand on Casper’s shoulder. “Are you all right?”

“I’m…-,” he stopped for a moment. With a pause in combat, Casper had other things enter his mind. They both shared the opinion on what they just felt. No need to bring that up. However, there were other things plaguing his mind. “I never killed anyone before.” 

Ros stopped him short with a shake and said, “I know. Believe me, I’ve been there. If we had time, Casper, you could meditate on it and discover that you had no choice.” He began to drag him hurriedly towards a landspeeder. “Right now is not the time I’m afraid.” He jumped in and Casper did the same. It wasn’t their landspeeder but judging by the blood and brain matter splashed on the windshield and the mess in the back seat the driver was not going to complain. “Focus on the problem now, sort through the guilt later.”

Casper nodded his head unconvincingly and turned on the landspeeder’s navigation system. They found that it worked, which made them think for a moment, but quickly they both put it aside and looked at their choices, stretching out with the Force to get a feel of things.

“There. Umera.” Casper pointed it out. “20 kilometers east of here. The nearest town.”

“And without communications we can’t confirm it as a place needing help.” Ros rubbed his eyes in frustration. “No comm. No computers. Our ship back at the Fednori Temple.” He stopped and noticed ships flying overhead. Pulling out his Jedi comlink, he adjusted it for independent broadcasting and spoke. “Ahoy up there! Come in, please?”

After some squawk a voice came back. “Who the hell is this?”

“Down in the landspeeder.” The ship turned towards them and held position. “We’re Jedi Knights. I was curious if you have heard anything comm wise.”

“Yeah a couple of vessels reporting that several places have gone to hell, especially in the cities and it is not getting any better. We got some geezers blistering the airwaves with independent transceivers, like yours. Old microwave stuff.”

Ros butted in. “Can you tell us where the nearest trouble is?”

“Guttawu. 300 klicks to the north. Wanta lift?”

Ros smiled and said, “Very kind of you, yes.”

CHAPTER 10.1

Dropping out of hyperspace, the Millennium Falcon zipped passed some short-range gunboats and schooners, narrowly missing them as Dizzy cut reentry into real space as close to deadly as possible; to be as close as they could to the planet. All ready the sensors were telling them startling things off planet than on; no Republic allegiance beacon or navigation beacons, no incoming or outgoing transmissions of any kind from the network satellites, and absolutely no aerospace traffic control; they watched a few ships barely miss one another coming from the surface as some pilots stayed within the regulated entry/egress pathways from Sullust landing fields as a result of traffic congestion.

Oddly, the looked at some of the ships in orbit on approach and there was no indication that they had power whatsoever. Sensors of the planet’s overall condition came back too quickly. Dizzy read it off as Enothchild looked on; he noted the strange look on the Vhinphyc’s face, as if this very scenario was nothing new to him. “There’s no major power sources running at all. No standardized communications except for ships off the ground. Ground communications are old short wave stuff; civilian transmitters. It’s like Sullust before there was an Age of Cheese.” He fell back in his seat as they passed of the location of Sullust’s capital. “Capital Landing is radiated.” 

Enothchild’s brow knitted in worrisome curiosity, and then his eyes opened up in shock. “Oh no.”

“Wha-.”

On the surface there was a small flash, followed by a blast wave the dissipated as it expanded. A large, smoky cloud rose from the surface towards the upper atmosphere. Enothchild gritted his teeth and let out noises of discomfort, holding on to the dashboard for support, as more innocent lives were loss. Not as many as Capitol Landing, but enough. 

Checking the sensors, Dizzy cursed, “Frak! Another damn reactor just melted down! But how, I mean the safety measures should have kicked in with power failure! Damn it!” Dizzy saw a ship nearby the explosion. “I’m going to make contact with that guy there.”

“NO!” Enothchild practically broke his hand slapping it away.

Dizzy held his appendage and said, “Gees, you make the call then.”

“No! Under any circumstances do not, and I mean this Dizzy, do not open any communication trunks to anyone here. Not comms, and not network interfaces. Nothing. And don’t receive anything either.” Enothchild had a dead serious look in his eyes, and Dizzy imagined he gave that look to Magus Prophet when the two behemoths fought. “Are we clear on that?”

“Sure,” said Dizzy. Sitting back he asked, “So what do I do to communicate with folks. Show them my ass?”

“We don’t. Get to High Priestess Maymanno and protect her there.” Enothchild stood up and removed his Jedi robe, laying it in the co-pilots chair. “Same situation there as on the Falcon; no incoming or outgoing communications of any kind. Okay?” Dizzy nodded, and the large being pointed towards an approaching city. “Drop me off there.”

As Dizzy entered the atmosphere, he watched two military snub fighter spacecraft, Sullustan Sunskippers, fly past him in a rush. “Assholes! Can’t they see I had the right away?” Frustrated by Enothchild’s holding back, the Sullustan huffed at him with a little more volume. “Mind telling me what you know about this? Or is this some Jedi thing I wouldn’t understand?”

“I can’t explain it all,” said Enothchild, staring out the cockpit. 

“That’s okay, I’ve been left in the dark, or short changed on long form explanations before. Why change now?”

Enothchild pointed out a tall office building on fire and urged Dizzy to hover over it. On approach, he said, “Sullust is being attacked by a network virus.”

Dizzy turned to him. “Come again? When you shouted at me a few seconds ago my right ear must have went deaf.” He gestured out the window. “If you are saying a computer virus is doing computer damage, than I understand. But this! This isn’t a computer virus, this is a kegger gone all wrong due to bad beer! No mass power outage causes folks to panic so badly they take up arms in anarchy against others so violently.”

“I can’t explain that,” said Enothchild, who turned and went towards the back for the Falcon’s ramp. “But trust me, Dizzy! Heed what I tell you!”

Dizzy sighed and lowered the ramp from his control panel. When he saw Enothchild entered the building through the roof top access, he closed the ramp and set his course for the Holy City of the Fednori. He figured when Enothchild was done he would come to Fednori; that explained why the Vhinphyc didn’t tell him to await his signal. 

He did, however as he proceeded towards his destination, began to take Enothchild’s paranoid warnings to heart. A computer virus would cause havoc on a computer system, and maybe enough to cause a nuclear reactor to lose control. But world wide and off bound shut down? Dizzy never heard of such a thing even being around his slicer friends in the Fringe. Such a thing wouldn’t be a virus but a program plague; a theoretical, and considered perverted even to the most evil of slicers, idea for an ever spreading computer virus. And any plague, as history has shown, are not all easy to cure, nor are the reserved to one isolated location, and in this case somebody had to be the sickest son of a bitch to unleash it.  

It still didn’t explain the weirdness, though, of his people.

Just as he saw the Temple of the Fednori, a warning light popped up on Dizzy’s sensor boards. The two Sunskippers he nearly hit coming down a few minutes ago were right behind him.

Firing at him.

About four shots struck the engines before Dizzy could get his shields up. The Falcon’s speed slowed from the damage, and the reactor was acting like an upset stomach; the modified fuel ratio too rich for the core to handle. Quickly he pulled away from his intended destination to prevent any combat from reaching the Temple and pulled up to higher altitudes. The Sunskippers continued to give chase, firing their dual laser cannons in rapid fire offset mode.

Dizzy altered his course more than a dozen times to shake them and said loudly to no one that could hear, “When I said assholes, I meant that in a good way. Honest.”

CHAPTER 10.2

Enothchild grabbed another small adult Sullustan, in fact they were all small compared to him, ordered him to hang on, and with pumping legs carried all six Sullustans attached to him quickly down the stairs to exit the building that was on fire. Once he got out, he used his Force senses to confirm no one else was left in the building, and seconds later the building collapsed. 

Ambulance crews all ready at the scene began administering oxygen for smoke inhalation victims. They offered, but he turned it down; even though he needed air like everyone else to breathe, Enothchild’s Vhinphyc physiology was such to where even smoke didn’t bother him; after all it was just another form of gas emissions. Not that he was absolutely immune to it; very long term exposure without fresh air would eventually affect him. It just took longer, and without any shortness of breath and difficulty to breathe, he figured others now or in the future would benefit from having the available air. There was no need for him to use precious resources when he didn’t need them.

When folks were being asked by police what happened, a young Sullustan female said, “[It was one of our own military craft. A Sunskipper, two of them in fact. They just attacked us.]”

Enothchild about cursed at himself; they were probably the same ships he and Dizzy passed on the way down, and pilots that didn’t necessarily give off a danger vibe. It pointed to Vhinech, but there was evidence to suggest otherwise all ready. The biggest piece of evidence was the Force; the world was practically screaming with pure thinking dark side entities all over it. The Vhinech’s dual minded conflicts were not in evidence at all here. If he didn’t know better, Enothchild imagined passively that Sullust was under attack by a Dark Jedi army.

Looking down the street, the imagination went away as about 6 Sullustans, from all walks of life on the planet, were carrying blasters and began to aim towards his general direction. Enothchild pulled out his lightsaber, and the extra long white blade deflected a shot intended to hit one of the civilians. 

Tapping the Force, he countered against the attack and yelled, “Run! Hide! Find cover!”

The police agents there found positions around Enothchild and returned fire. The aggressors sought protection as well and continued the assault, using the Force to evade the counterattack as they found cover. Deflecting more shots, Enothchild began to press himself closer as the group was too preoccupied with the police to handle his shot deflecting form from afar. As he got closer the danger for him increased, but they were forced to move as he positioned himself in a way to where his lightsaber blade, if he wanted to, could reach and cut them down.

He faked an attempt, and one of the aggressors stood up. The police shot him down, forcing another aggressor to stand up in anger; he was shot down as well. Enothchild flipped out of the way of a barrage of fire and landed right behind one of the shooters. Before he could grab him the shooter flipped out of the way as well, trying to outflank the Jedi. Enothchild waited for him to land, and just fell to his knees. The shooters training their blasters on him fired, missed his ducking form, and killed their ally.

The three aggressors remaining got sloppy and charged at Enothchild. He shut down his lightsaber and charged into them, bowling them over with his massive, stronger form. A female out of the group got up quickly and fired her blaster at him, hitting him in the shoulder. Enothchild just looked at the minor, ineffective wound, turned back to the confused shooter, and said, “You don’t have to die today. Give me your weapon.”

The female responded by taking aim again. Enothchild grabbed his lightsaber to counter the attack, but didn’t need to as the police rained fire on the remaining aggressors. All was still after that.

One of the officers ran up to him and took note of the burn hole in his tunic. “Your hit!”

“I’m all right.” 

“Well, that was the last of them here. There were over a few dozen before and the military had cleaned them up, but apparently these ones slipped away.”

Enothchild nodded, and began walking away. The medic that was going to help him was waved away by his large hand. He pointed at the down Sullustan police officers and said, “Work on them, if you can. They need it more than I.” He walked over to the aggressor that was killed first in the exchanged and let the Force probe the late entity.

After only a few seconds, Enothchild bent down to a knee to do a deep, detailed scan. Indeed the blood that poured from the Sullustan suggested pure Vhinech heritage, but internally was a different story. Especially deep in the skull; if this Sullustan was a Vhinech, he would have had two distinct brains; one of light and another of darkness if it were alive. Instead it was one brain, and an all too familiar Sullustan brain for that matter. If it were still alive he would have a better understanding of how the brain worked in this case, and perhaps explain the hows and whys that were occurring right now on this world.

One of the police officers running towards him got his attention in a hurry. His big black eyes echoed the bad news. “Jedi, sir, there is reports of more attacks in the city of Hoswel, the closes city from here. We can let you borrow one of our speeders.”

“You better give me directions to the city. Wait.” He looked around for someone of higher rank and found no one. “How did you find out about the attacks?”

“By old civilian band radio. The non-processing kind with no encryptions.”

Enothchild urged the Sullustan to walk with him as he approached one of the speeders. “I need you to do me a favor. Get on the airwaves and tell everyone to shut off any communications arrays that rely on some form of computer processing. Ask one of those ships listening in to fly around and broadcast the message to parts of the world out of you line of sight, and then instruct them to shut down all broadcasting.” 

The Sullustan brought up Hoswel for him on the navigator map before Enothchild got ready to leave. He jumped in the speeder, remembered something, and grabbed the Sullustan before he disappeared. “Also tell that ship to broadcast to anyone listening to tell those handling the power planets to separate their backup systems away from the reactors and shut down manually. After that they are not to let one being anywhere near the reactors, got that? And hurry.”

The Sullustan nodded, and Enothchild, crammed into the speeder, headed out of the city.

CHAPTER 10.3

 On the surface of Sullust, over the Nugomi Desert and lava fields, Dizzy wedged the Millennium Falcon around the Fingers of Heaven; a group of rock formations that were shaped like Sullustan fingers that stretched up towards the sky on top of mesas that could be like the palms of hands. Not as majestic as Clyon Tower, but impressive nonetheless with their color shading.

“I always wanted to see the Fingers,” mused Dizzy as the Falcon shook again from a hit delivered by one of the pursuing Sunskippers. Not talking to anyone particular, he noted, “Why is it all the places I’ve heard about and wanted to visit I never do unless someone is biting my backside? Be it Muriel or jackasses? What’s up with that?” 

Watching his pursuers get closer and judging how much longer it will take them to blank out the ever dimming rear deflector shields, Dizzy made up his mind and said to the ship, “Well, old girl, we’re going to get a closer look at those Fingers. And let’s hope we don’t become a splinter with a miscalculation.”

Dizzy adjusted the shield harmonics and doubled the rear deflectors the best he could. Before when he did that the tandem chasing him adjusted their angles and his nose pretty heavily. But that was when he was out in the flats, barely out running them. Now, as he began to weave and bob between the Fingers he could afford it because those pilots were going to be busy on the stick and more worried about hitting the rocks and hitting his rear than full ship annihilation. 

At least that was the theory because Dizzy was screaming in the middle of turns because he didn’t immediately see anywhere he could fly. If he was in a tizzy, then those baddies in their boogies sure was as well, like Jawas shrinking down to midgets on a desert world. 

They weren’t firing, so the trick was working. But as soon as he ran out of Fingers he was bug splat; their acceleration and turn radius were far better in the performance envelope department than the Falcon’s. Soon as they cleared, it was going to be the same old story. Dizzy was no Juna Rapier; he didn’t have the Force or the in born skills of a fighter pilot to counter these guys. His automated guns were only good for firing forward thanks to the sneak attack taking out ventral gun turret jerry rig that allowed him to fire aft. His options were, at best, nothing.

Suddenly, as he turned to make a run at the second set of Fingers, he noted the thumb of the set had a large hole going completely through it. Dizzy got sensor readings back from it and got an idea. It would be a tight fit, but he mused, “Why the hell not?”

He pumped speed from his nearly spent engines and dove for the opening. The Sunskippers couldn’t pass up the opportunity of him flying at a straight line and opened fire, giving chase with a straight course as well. Has he approached, Dizzy fluttered the Falcon left, and then right, and repeated to give them the impression that he was rethinking his strategy about going through the hole.

In reality he was, but if he changed his mind now they will destroy him anyways. Committed, he dropped the shields and pumped the power into his repulsorlift system and howled out a plea of divine intervention. The Falcon’s sides scrapped the insides of the hole, letting out a terrible metal scrapping sound. The maneuver caused the stonewalls of the tunnel to buckle, the ceiling behind the ship collapsed on top of the Sunskippers, successfully killing both ships.

Exiting the tunnel and pulling hard up to avoid hitting the index Finger, Dizzy let out a whoop and shrugged off what he did as nothing. Finally leveling out his ship, he put a hand to his face and sighed out repeated, “Thankyouthankyouthankyouthankyou.” Wiping his sweat covered brow dry Dizzy turned the Falcon around and set a course back to Fednori, hoping that everything was all right there, and May was safe.

CHAPTER 10.4

Kemparo.

As the sun began to set, Ros and Casper found themselves entering the second largest city on Sullust after taking care of business in Guttawu, and stumbled into the worst case of the trouble yet. The Sullustan militia was still spread too thin to be effective in one particular location, and in Kemparo they were encountering hundreds of what could best be described as born again dark side believers. Although they were not in the same skill level as the Jedi Knights currently on the planet, there were enough of them even with their limited knowledge to make the Jedi work hard to accomplish their goal of peace. More bad news seeped through the limited grapevine of communication; some of the Sullustan aggressors found their way to flyable vessels and were in the process of attacking other ships and cities. So between the many battles across the planet, the salvage operations going on at two of the destroyed cities, and now fights in space, Sullust was not going to be secured anytime soon.

In Kemparo, Ros deflected more shots towards him and took cover behind a wall. Casper was quick to follow him, blocking shots and flipping the rest of the way. Landing in a crouch and panting a bit, he said to his Master, “Is it me, or are they more organized here than they were in the last two cities, Master?”

Licking dry lips, Ros tapped the Force to refresh himself again. Except for traveling, they haven’t had a break all day since the morning breakfast. Ros felt he could continue on for a couple of days effectively if he had more time to build up his reserves through meditation. As it were, he and Casper as well needed serious rest in a few hours to continue barring injury. Injured…they couldn’t afford an injury. And yes, Casper’s observations were correct; the Sullustans here were more organized, more numerous, and making the both of them work hard to survive. 

“The first two locations they didn’t have time for preparation or organization and they didn’t have the personnel to solidify themselves.” Ros took a look at his Padawan Learner to be sure he wasn’t hit. Casper was bruised, but fine. “Here it’s 12 hours later and very little resistance against them for most of the day.”

“We need reinforcements, Master. We can’t keep this up. Even the Force has its limits.”

Ros said, “I have told you too many times and so has Yoda that nothing is out of a Jedi’s reach in the Force if he truly believes in it.” He sighed though, leaning back against the way. “But you do have a point of wisdom there. Not necessarily limitations in the Force, but in practicality reality. Two Jedi Knights against hundreds of Force users is a mismatch. And without coordination with and back up from police or militia the battle is fruitless. We can thank the Force none of these beings seemed to have the skill enough to be at Jedi level, or worse the level of a master. That is our only saving grace.”

Ros pulled out his lightsaber and double-checked the charge, which had plenty to fight on. Casper did the same and took in a deep breath, held it, and blew it out his anxiety. They were going to go back at it.

Suddenly, they first watched the blaster fire that was raining down the street adjacent to them, and by the sounds of it they were concentrating on something else entirely. 

They then felt a strong Force presence down the other side of the long street; correction, the aggressors were concentrating on someone else entirely. Casper couldn’t quite place the presence, but it was a Jedi presence. However Ros’ face lit up like a Jawa having found a stash of droids. He said, “Enothchild. It’s him.”

The two Jedi Knights ran out into the street and charged towards the chaos, where once fortified barricades of tossed over landspeeders, food carts, and other means of transportation that kept the aggressors safe had now effectively trapped them with Enothchild’s assault on their flank.

Enothchild was visiting his 12th trouble spot and to him it was the same story tactic wise; listen to, follow, and believe in the Force. To trust himself and his abilities, to do what it takes to save the innocent within the guidelines of the Code and his own personal take on life, to not think about the day, about the previous stops and what he had to do until the job was done, and to not hesitate; anything else other than saving the day was not on his mind.

Enothchild engaged, letting them all know he was there with a swing of his lightsaber, made bright and glaring by the onset of evening; obviously lightsabers, by default, were not stealth weapons when in use and can draw attention in a hurry. That was Enothchild’s plan the entire time. He knew Ros was nearby; his former Padawan’s presence was not very hard to sense given their familiarity of one another. He was confident that Ros and Casper knew what to do.

Moving constantly, Enothchild didn’t waste energy on flipping or running speed; he just kept his blade moving to intercept the bolts, and relied heavily on his senses to conduct counter-defensive tactics that he was known for as a fighter. Such maneuvers were designed to respond accordingly to the situation and not over commit his physical and mental resources on just one individual or subject, and cause his opponents to become frustrated or over commit to one type of counter response. It has been described as being ‘passive aggressive’ in short, but it more than effective in the long run against either large groups or single individuals most of the time.

Enothchild deflect shots in succession, measured his opponents distance wise, and attacked. The nearest one to him got a face full of his size 20 left boot; just enough to dislocate the connecting joint of the skull and the spine; painless and quick. He deflected another shot, and then the other shots were deflected towards other shooters firing at him to make them miss and move as well. He quickly snapped off another deflection, and in three strides he was able to deliver a backhand to an aggressor that was busy with the others coming from the front, causing that one to kiss the concrete hard with unconscious producing force. Enothchild swung his blade back, and cut the arm off of a charging foe, then sideswiped kicked him in the ribs to send the creature sailing into a pile of metal with a loud bang. He took a laser bolt that was actually nearly too well placed, obviously a Force-guided shot, and moved quickly to avoid a follow up shot. 

Finding his wind he engaged again, catching a foe in mid air in an attempt to grab him from behind by the neck, and Enothchild tossed him towards a large group of aggressive Sullustans. He charged into the group, scattering them like heavy pins with speed and without mercy. The attack opened up a large hole in their defenses, and with a gesture of Enothchild’s hand that part of the barricade came apart. Police and military began to move through the hole and began to open fire from the sides.

Ros and Casper appeared from the other side, both swinging away at those refusing to give up at all, continuing to fire with blasters or just blindly charge with anything that could cause death. Giving them no choice in the matter, the three Jedi saw no alternatives being presented. 

Enothchild kept pushing his aggressiveness, drawing the foes towards him in the process like before and allowing the authorities to do all the necessary evil. Ros and Casper continued to press from their end, giving the entities very little options to exploit. The battle was intense and long, filled with loud noises from blaster carbines and explosions, of yells of victory and of shouts of last, dying breaths. Everything was intense and in a pitch of eventual destruction.

Casper stood up after a roll into a darken area and was suddenly met with shot after shot meant to hit him in the back, only the Force saving him by bringing his blade about to deflect the shots. Eventually a shot found its way back to the hidden attacker, and there was a brief cry of pain. Before he could move on, the attacker stumbled from out of the shadows to die. 

Casper looked in and froze. Everything within him and around him vanished as he felt the Force leave the little Sullustan boy that attacked him. He walked up to the boy, shutting off his lightsaber and falling to his knees beside him to pick him up. The purple Vhinech blood oozed from the boy’s chest wound, and his little black eyes just stared off into nothingness. He had to be only 7 or 8, and in one moment in which the Force had warned Casper of danger and possible death, he had forcibly prevented the boy from seeing the ages of 9, 10, 11, and beyond. 

“Ah no,” Casper choked out. “Ah Force no.” He drew the lifeless child to his chest. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 

Meanwhile, the battle had finally cultivated in a tight circle where literally the remaining aggressors were back to back with one another as the others pushed against them. There were over 50 or so of them, not giving up and not showing they wanted to in spite of the odds. They continued to fight on mindlessly and aggressively with no reservation and remorse. It was either them or the people they wanted dead.

Enothchild finally flipped over the troops and landed hard into the middle of the aggressors and proceeded to swing his lightsaber all about. Ros soon followed him in for back up, and both Jedi engaged the enemy hard and furiously. They continued to on, using the Force to do what was needed at this point until finally Enothchild and Ros actually brought their lightsabers together in the middle of everything.

Ros looked at his former Master and said with a brief smile, “Oops.”

“Actually shit comes to mind,” joked Enothchild back, and both shut down their weapons. They took a good long look around them and they could only shake their heads. The battle was over, but the cost of damage was still being accumulated. So many lives, innocent and not innocent, wasted by unknown forces. It boggled the mind. It troubled the spirit. It did not seem as if the Force did not care.

“Horrible. Just horrible.” 

“Horrible is not even a word worthy of describing it, Enothchild,” said Ros. He looked around, and began to worry. “Casper? Casper!” The Jedi Knight began retracing his steps from where he last seen the youth with Enothchild close behind him. They found the young man holding a Sullustan child in his arms tightly, and he radiated deep regret from his body. “Casper?”

The youth looked up at them. “I…I didn’t mean to kill him. He was shooting at me…and I deflected the bolts…he was trying to kill me from behind. But…” He tried not to cry, which only drove up his frustration. “I didn’t want to kill him, Master. If I knew I would have found another way. I swear it! I swear it!!!!!!”

Ros came over, bent low and to Casper’s side. He grabbed his Padawan by the shoulders and held onto him fast.

Enothchild closed his eyes for a few moments to collect himself. This was indeed a day filled with cost-heavy guilt. He couldn’t imagine what Casper was going through right now; even the 300 entities Enothchild himself had to slay decades ago during the Mid Rim conflicts on Evramora didn’t come close to this tragedy that the young Padawan was going through. Those who doubt that a Jedi’s life is hard should take one good look at this because in Enothchild’s heart he knew they would change their minds. Sometimes the most difficult of choices were made by instinct, and the ramifications aren’t felt until the outcome is analyzed. 

Enothchild went to Ros’ side and said, “Take time here, then get him to Fednori. Stay with him. I’ll take care of things.”

“Enothchild, don’t be foolhardy. You can’t fight this conflict alone,” noted Ros softly.

“He can’t fight his conflict alone either.” Enothchild stood up and proceeded to leave, ending the conversation and more or less, based on his rank in the Jedi Order, made it an order to be obeyed.

Ros finally accepted it, realizing that indeed his Padawan had gone through much today. Casper woke up expecting a normal day of learning in the Force, and he just got a crash course in it. A rude awakening he was never prepared for. It wasn’t that he was naïve to the fact that he was going to experience death and the killing of someone to save lives. He was just not ready to handle it.

Enothchild felt for him, but as a fully trained Jedi Knight, one that has become a Jedi Master, such matters of disturbance had to be put aside right now. Such grief was not his fight. Saving the lives of millions, if not billions, was.

