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Scholae Palatinae

The Crusade: The Empire Remains

There was a loud clang as the metal mask of the Quaestor fell to the floor. Its charred and damaged face stared hollowly at the ceiling of well ornate room. The man who dropped it was already slowly removing the plated battle armor that had protected him down on the surface of Dromund Kaas. It too fell with a clang to the ground as he finally worked the last of the clasps. For the first time in what felt like days the Quaestor was able to take a deep calming breath. He limped to the bed and collapsed with a groan of relief. 
Dromund Kaas would soon be a distant light in the night sky; along with it, the rest of the crusade’s brutal campaign could become a memory. The Quaestor’s body hurt, his mind fuzzy with fatigue, it was now after a year of battle he allowed himself a good night of sleep. 

Personal Entry 47-231-56A

We are finally nearing the end of the nightmare of a crusade. The soldiers dream of home. The members dream of forgetting our losses. I dream of being able to prepare for the Empire’s continued development. 
Korriz was a boon to us. But compared to the strength Arcona, Plagueis, and Taldryan have demonstrated this past year, there have been whispers of our downfall. Regardless of the outcome here on Dromund Kaas, I will not allow further slights to what is rightfully ours. Let the others scoff at their spoils. Scholae Palatinae will not fail the legacy of Palpatine.

There have been losses. Many hard losses, but those of us who remain have been purified by the fire of war. When we return home to Judecca to heal our wounds and our spirits, the rage at having victory ripped away from us will sustain us into a new age.  

Entry Ends

Xen’Mordin’s deep sleep was interrupted by the loud beeping of the communicator. In the few hours of sleep he had gotten, his body had stiffened even more. Rolling to activate the communicator was possibly the least pleasant battle he had fought thus far in the crusade. 

“You asked for updates sir. Our forces are continuing to wrap up their objectives planet side. We should be prepared for leaving in the next twelve hours,” The voice rang out from the communicator. 

“Tell them to hurry up. We’ve been away from home too long as it is,” Xen managed to say with a moderate degree of formality. 
“Yes sir. Also I’ve been asked to inform you that you are expected in meeting room Esk.” With that the commination ended.  Xen was grateful the officer on the other end cut out quickly because he said some very inappropriate things for a leader. 
Xen grabbed some robes from the wardrobe, dressing as quickly as he could. He was halfway out the door of his quarters on the ship before he turned and headed back into the room. The Quaestor stopped and stood over his mask, eyes squinted as he tried to process all the damage that had been done to it. 

“I’ll have to get a replica when we get back to Judecca,” he muttered to himself as he bent slowly and picked it up. He put it on, relaxing slightly as the custom created mask fit comfortably about his face. He drew up his hood, turned and headed back out the door. 

Personal Entry 47-231-57X

The former capital world of the Sith Empire is a nightmare. Thick jungles and the ages of Dark Side corruption have made it a hellish landscape. I see now why Emperor Palpatine had the Dark Prophets leave, and why it has become a testing ground for Adepts. 

But the forces of the planet are not all that is a threat. The One Sith have dug in deep. While we have pushed them back system to system, we have taken losses. I am not sure the combined efforts of Scholae’s forces with Taldryan and the pittance that is Odan-Urr can salvage this planet. 

I know better than to question the will of the Iron Throne, but this long year has me wondering if we have extended ourselves too far. Defending our own systems has been a challenge in the past and now, when we return home, we are too tired and exhausted in the event of an attack. I can only hope that no external forces will come at us while we recover. I can only hope that we can hold on to these planets that have been captured. 

And then there is the mystery of Korriban: I long to walk on its scorched surface. How can we possibly hope to take it in our current state? I can only hope…
Entry Ends
Xen’Mordin walked into meeting room Esk with a slow determination. His body, mind, heart, and soul were aflame with pain, exhaustion, rage, and desire. 

“One Sith forces are dwindling. I look forward to returning home.” Xantros report as Xen took his seat. Xen could feel the same feelings coursing through his fellow housemates and summit. The mix of wanting to secure Dromund Kaas and wanting to go home to the Cocytus System left Xen a bit uncomfortable. They, like him, were absolutely conflicted about the situation. 

“Recent news from home?” Xen asked.

“The issues on Ptolomea were dealt with. I can only imagine we will have similar issues on the other planets. We’ve been noticeably absent this year. Even the frequent trips back into the system have been noticed.” Koryn responded. Xen sighed. The downside of ruling in the open is that people noticed when you kept leaving for extended periods of time. 
“We probably should plan some festival or something to distract the general population. Senators who think too highly of themselves aren’t as big of an issue, that is the same game we’ve played for a long time,” Xen said.

Personal Entry 47-232-02B

I am now returning to the Warspite in orbit. All I want is a hot shower and to sleep for several days. My bruises have bruises. Sometimes I wonder if it would better to lead from the rear, and not the front. Probably less painful at least. 

Archangel and Dante are going to oversee the last of the details here on the planet. It was evident in their eyes that the soldiers in them were ready to go back to something more routine. Managing the troop extraction was their cup of tea. I don’t need to get in the way there. 
The last few months have run us close to breaking. I feel relieved that we are still standing. And we still carved out our own portion of glory and power. I imagine we will continue to be scoffed at and brushed aside, but I know the truth of things. The Empire stands. And it will wait as long as it has to for ascension. 

I really should call ahead for there to be food in my quarters. I want some pudding before sleeping. 

Entry Ends

The Quaestor stood tall, still sore, but far more rested than when he first got back to the Warspite. Through the windows of the command deck he watched the brilliant stream of light as the ship cruised along at light speed. 
“Arrival in thirty,” one of the officers said clearly. There was an almost palpable feeling in the air. It was the feeling of returning home after a long time away. 

The stars stopped their stream and aligned into the recognizable patterns that shined down on the Planet Judecca. The Warspite pitched slightly, and the planet came into view. Behind his mask the Quaestor smiled.

It was a smile of survival, a smile of small victories and large ones. It was a smile of relief and that of seeing an old friend. It was a patient smile of a man who would never, ever stop fighting for his home and his power. It was the knowing smile of an entire system preparing for the next chance to win. 
