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Facing the fear
KAP Xantros

11518
38 ABY, Judecca, the outskirts of Ohmen
Xantros was slowly moving from a cover to a cover, while heading back to the temporary headquarters of the Imperial House. He was returning from a scouting mission on the outskirts of the Ohmen city, where he had made an attempt to learn the location of Kelan Lasha, who was one of Zhan's top lieutenants. Kelan Lasha was told to be leading the planned attack on Ohmen and he had to be eliminated in the first way. However, while Xantros managed to carry out his mission with success, he got caught between the attacking forces of the Scions and a strange cloud of green gas.

„Sithspawn!” thought Xantros. „They have released the fear gas, which we have been informed of by our scientists, who have analysed some samples that were collected in one of the Scions' laboratories. It might be extremely dangerous to breath with this gas, but I do not have any tool to filter it, if they may get filtered from the air. I need to avoid it, if it is only possible.”

The Krath Archpriest continued to move slowly through the districts of the Ohmen city. It was not an easy thing to move unnoticed by the enemy forces. Though most of the hostile troopers were simple brutes, but they were probably affected by the toxin, which improved their strenght and healing speed. It made them far more dangerous than any average soldiers. The Duro was aware that due to the effects of the toxin, they were far more difficult to defeat them and that they had to be killed on sight, as wounds that would incapacitate other beings would quickly get healed by the improved healing abalities of the brutes. The only real hope was that the toxin, which increased people's strenght and healing abilities, also degenerated their brains and ultimately led to their death due to the vast brain damages.

„Still, we do not have that much time. We need to eliminate as many soldiers of the Scions as only possible, before they do any damage to the Empire,” thought Xantros.

The first opportunity to eliminate a mutated brute appeared sooner than the Archpriest hoped it would. Despite moving cautiosly and using any possible cover to hide himself from the sight of the enemy forces, he soon encountered a single scout, who noticed him too. Xantros activated his purple-bladed lightsaber, which had the imperial emblem engraved on its hilt.

„Jedi! Imperial scum! I kill you!” shouted the brute.

„We shall see, we shall see,” replied Xantros.

The Duro stood still and awaited for the brute to attack. They were in one of the industrial districts of the capital city of Judeca. It was full of empty barrels and crates, which might not only serve as temporal covers, but also as a weapon. When the brute came a bit closer, Xantros focused and use the Force to throw one of the barrels at the brute's head. Though it was easily blocked by the human, it also distracted him and allowed Xantros to cut man's legs off. The incapacitated soldier screamed once, but the Archpriest did not allow him to scream again, as he beheaded him quickly, in order to avoid the risk of detection, if there were more hostile forces in the surroundings.

After killing the first enemy during the Battle of Ohmen, Xantros continued his way to the headquarters of House Scholae Palatinae. Few minutes later, Dark Jedi's personal communicator beeped.

„Yes?” asked Xantros quietly.

„Xantros, what is your current location?” asked Koryn Thraagus, the Rollmaster of the Imperial House.

„I am in the center of the southern industrial district of Ohmen. I am heading to the Imperial Palace.”

„Very well, then. An hour ago, we have established an outpost nearby your current location, next to the large warehouse of Imperial Weaponry Industries. If you go two kilometers to the north from where you are, you will encounter a security post. We hope that it will slow down the progress of the Scions. Also, if you manage to reach the post, you will get injected the antitoxin, which will protect you from the effects of the fear toxin.”

Xantros looked in the direction of the outpost and a grim smile appeared on his face.

„It would definitely be nice to get a flu shot, but I would need to get through the cloud of the fear toxin first.”

„The antitoxin does not only make you immune to the effects of the fear toxin, but also removes any effects of the prior expositions to the gas. You will be able to continue fight within few minutes from receiving the injections.”

„Very well, then. I will make my way to the post. Expect me to arrive there within an hour, but also expect me to behave in a strange way. The shortest way to the post leads through the cloud of the fear toxin. Xantros out.”

„Koryn out.”

„I have a very bad feeling about this,” thought Xantros. Though the shortest way to the outpost would indeed allow him to reach it soon, it also required him to breath with the fear gas. Hallucinations were inevitable, though the Archpriest could not predict what he might see. He was aware that though he usually behaved like if he feared nothing, his fears were buried deep beneath his conciousness. He definitely did not like them to take a visible form, even if it might be only a projection of his own mind.

„Still, I do not have a choice. I will get in contact with the fear toxin sooner or later. I need to receive the treatment with the antitoxin sooner than later, if I wish to serve the Empire in an effective way. Even more importantly, I need it to survive and to continue the quest of power. Geez, I am so tired with fighting.”

The Krath Archrpiest moved towards the Imperial outpost. As soon as he entered the cloud of the gas, he felt an unpleasant itching in his lungs with the first breaths. He decided to take shallow breaths, in order to reduce the amount of the gas getting to his body. It was not going to help him much, but he hoped to get few more minutes before he would start suffering from the effects of the fear toxin.

Surprisingly, it seemed that there were no hostile troopers inside the cloud of the fear gas. It was possible that even the mutated brutes were not completely immune against the effects of the toxin. Also, the Scions might be willing to wait long enough to allow the toxin make the job for them. If the toxin worked as it should, the mutated troopers would face the Imperial forces, which would be extremely weakened by the effects of the toxin. It would make the attack on Ohmen far easier.

Both explanations were equally probable, but Xantros did not have time to think it over carefully. Soon, he started to feel strange fear, like if he was in danger. He looked around, but there was no one nearby. Still, the fear was getting stronger and stronger. He could hardly resist it making him run in panic, instead of moving towards the outpost of the Empire. But it was not the most exciting attraction, which was caused by the toxin.

Twenty minutes later, he saw five figures walking in his direction. He immediately ignited his lightsaber, in order to defend himself against the enemies. However, it turned out that those figures were not enemies. He knew them well.

„You have failed the Empire,” spoke the first of the figures with a familiar voice. It belonged to Xen'Mordin Vismorsus, the Emperor and the Quaestor of House Scholae Palatinae. „You have betrayed the Empire. Your service to the Empire has been pathetic. You have never paid attention to your duties as the Aedile of the Imperial House. Soon, due to your failure, the Empire and its ideals will get crushed under the foot of a pathetic rebel. It is only your fault and you shall get punished in a proper way.”

As soon as Xen'mordin Vismorsus finished his speech, another familiar voice filled the air. It belonged to the Headmaster of the Shadow Academy, Dacien Victae di Plagia.

„You have failed the Shadow Academy. As the Professor in the Writing Department, you have neglected your duties. Your false teachings have corrupted minds of many Dark Jedi. In your pride, you have thought that your service to the Shadow Academy was excellent. However, your efforts have been pathetic. Soon, due to your failure, the Shadow Academy will fall into oblivion, disrespected by all members of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood. It is only your fault and you shall get punished in a proper way.”

Another figured started to accuse Xantros. It was the Grand Master of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood, Muz Ashen himself.

„You have failed the Dark Jedi Brotherhood. You have been entrusted with various positions in its structure. All of them were very important and had crucial meaning for the success of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood and its all members. You have proved yourself to be incompetent in whatever you did. You have not succeeded in any task, which you have been assigned with. Soon, due to your failure, the Dark Jedi Brotherhood will fall and its whole heritage shall be destroyed by these, whom we have almost defeated – the One Sith. It is only your fault and you shall get punished in a proper way.”

Finally, the two remaining figures started to talk simultaneously. They were his past Students – Kazumi Matsumoto and Sam Rajax.

„You have failed us. We have trusted in you. We have believed that you were going to protect us, to teach us and to guide us. You have not been successful in any of your tasks as the Master. You have proven yourself to be incompetent in what you claim to be your greatest ability – teaching other people. Due to your failure, we have been forced to leave the Brotherhood before we have finished our training. It is only your fault and you shall get punished in a proper way.”

Xantros stopped and stood like if he was stunned. They were all correct. His Students, the Quaestor, the Headmaster and the Grand Master. He had failed all of them. He had faile all members of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood. They were correct and he deserved a proper punishment. He did not deserve to call himself a Dark Jedi any longer. It required superior strenght, great willpower and strong dedication not only to be a successful Dark Jedi, but to be a Dark Jedi at all. All his accussers were right. He lacked the necessary qualities to be continue his life as a Dark Jedi.

Southern industrial district, Ohmen, Judecca.
Suddenly, he heard another voice.

„Do not move and everything will be fine,” spoke someone, whose voice Xantros could not recognize. „Nobody needs to get hurt.”

„You want to take me alive?” asked Xantros angrily and looked around. It seemed that he was in an outpost, but what outpost was it?

„We want to help you. You do not think clearly. You are under the influence of the fear toxin, which has been created by the rebelious faction. It makes you suffer strong fear and hallucinations. We need to inject you the antitoxin, which shall remove all effects of the fear toxin.” spoke the same person.

„So, you want to poison me? You should know that no poison can harm the only true Sith Lord. Now, kneel before me or die!”

Suddenly, Xantros well a syringe noodle getting inserted in his arm. Someone injected another substance into his body by force. Few pairs of strong hands kept him in place for few minutes. Finally, he looked around a little bit confused and asked, „Where am I?”

„You are in the Imperial outpost in the southern industrial district of Ohmen. You have managed to reach this place despite the need to get through the cloud of fear toxin. Despite the fact that you were willing to cut all of us into slices with your lightsaber, Dante have injected a portion of the the antitoxin,” said the outpost commander.

„Well, you are lucky. The hallucinations, which were caused by the toxin, made me consider you enemies. It was really close. Thanks, Dante. Thank you all.”

„You are welcome, though you owe me a drink,” spoke Kell Dante with a smile.

„You are just like your father,” replied Xantros with an evil grin, but he felt relieved. Though it was highly improbable that he would got sentenced for killing brothers in arms, as he was affected by the fear toxin, he might cause much chaos among the Imperial forces and weaken the Imperial House. Being aware of that fact made his burden even stronger. It seemed like if the Dark Side was a bit overrated and exhausting, while offering nothing more than a lot of risk.

Half an hour later, Xantros regained full strenght and decided to continue his mission. He spoke with Dante, Shadow Nighthunter and Brandon Tarsus, who were present at the outpost.

„We need to get rid of Kelan Lasha, who commands the attack on the capital city of Judecca. As far as we know, he is the only leader of the Scions, who have the authority over all troopers involved in the assault. He is the only one, who is charismatic enough to influence the mutated brutes, even if their minds become damaged due to the effects of the toxin that accelerates their healing processes and boost their strenght,” spoke Xantros.

„Do any of you have any ideas how is it possible?” asked Shadow Nighthunter.

„I have a suspicion regarding this matter,” answered Xantros. „I believe that each of the brutes has an implant embeded in their brains, which makes them obedient to all comands of Kelan Lasha. It would explain his complete control over the brutes, despite the fact that with time they would become more animals than humans. I do not think that it Zhan would allow the brutes act on their own will, as they would wreck chaos wherever they would appear, instead of fighting just us.”

The three Dark Jedi nodded, while Dante said, „If you are correct, it means that he would also predict that Lasha may get killed. I do not think that he does not have a plan „B” prepared.”

„I guess so, but if we do everything quietly, it shall give us enough time to see the brutes die as the effect of the toxin.”

„What do you suggest?” asked Brandon Tarsus impatiently. As a recently promoted Dark Jedi Knight, he was eager to show his courage and dedication to the Imperial House.

„I believe that we should assault the camp of the Scions, which is located just outside the city, few clicks from here. I saw him there and it seems that he does not have any reason to leave it. At least, until the brutes and the fear toxin make us weakened. He is not aware that we are immune to the toxin, so we may launch a surprise attack on his camp and get rid of him. However, before killing him, we might use him for our own purposes.”

„How so?” asked Shadow Nighthunter.

„As you are all aware, I am skilled in creating illusions and using mind tricks. I am also familiar with various intimidation and interrogation techniques. I believe that the conjuction of all these skills shall be enough to convince Lasha to cooperate with us until his death. I might try to convince him to recall the brutes back to the camp of scions and kill him, so that they wreck chaos there, instead in Ohmen. It will be too late to prevent it, before it will be too late,” explained the Krath Archpriest.

„Clean and efficient,” spoke Dante. „How are you going to infiltrate and leave the camp?”

„Here is the role for one of you. I need the assistance in the form of causing some distraction. Few thermal grenades here and there, barbqueing some guards and attracting their attention to a place, which shall be far enough from my entry point to let me sneak through the security lines.”

„Sounds like a task for me,” said Kell Dante.

„Why not me?” asked Brandon impatiently.

„You are a Dark Jedi Knight. We need Dark Jedi Knights and we need them alive. For someone like you, it is a suicidal mission,” explained Xantros with patience.

„But I want to fight!” shouted Brandon Tarsus.

„Fear not, young Knight! Before we carry out our mission, you will have a chance to fight, as many brutes will come here, before Lasha gives out the suitable order. You and Shadow will be ”

„I see, I am still considered a child. I definitely do not like it,” murmured Brandon Tarsus.

„Do not worry, Brandon. They do not want me there neither,” laughed Shadow Nighthunter.

„You will have a chance to prove your skills, Brandon,” spoke Xantros. „A wise warrior knows, which battle to choose, in order to survive and become stronger, instead of dying out in a senseless fight.”

„As you say, Xantros,” replied Brandon Tarsus, still not convinced.

The Krath Archpriest took a look at Brandon and thought, „He is still very young. Hopefully, he will learn eventually. Otherwise, the Dark Side will consume him. Instead of a powerful warrior, the Imperial House will get a blind madman.”

The Duro observed Kell Dante, as the human was quickly preparing himself for the battle. Apart from his lightsaber and few thermal grenades, Xantros did not need anything else. He still believed that the Force and the lightsaber were the best weapons, he could use against his enemies. Thermal grenades were also quite a good weapon, but only if someone needed to make a loud and bright explosion, so Xantros took few of them just for the safety sake. Anything more would only slow him down, while he needed to move as quickly and silently as it was only possible. Few minutes later, Kell Dante nodded and both Dark Jedi left the outpost, heading to the southern outskirts of the city of Ohmen.

Outskirts of Ohmen
The way back to the outskirts of the capital city of Judecca was way more interesting than before. As the poisonous cloud moved farther into the city, more and more areas of the city were taken over by the mutated brutes. Fortunately, they did not harm civilians, as the Scions considered themselves to be liberators, who did not want to directly harm any citizens. Their aim was to get rid of the Dark Jedi and the soldiers, who opposed them, not to make the civilians another hostile group. However, the fact that there were more brutes present in the area resulted in meeting them more often.

Still, the first negative effects of the boost toxin were already visible. The brutes seemed to lose control over some primitive reflexes, like drooling when seeing a prey. They still kept most of their intelligence, but it was obvious that it was only a matter of less than five hours before they would become wild beasts. It meant that Xantros and Dante had to move and act quickly, if they were to achieve success in their mission.

Thus, they avoided fights as much as possible. However, due to increased numbers of the brutes, they had to kill two dozens of the hostile troops. Fortunately, thanks to cooperation, their efforts did not exhausted them before they arrived in the surroundings of the enemy camp.

Camp of the Scions of Cocytus, beyond the southern outskirts of Ohmen
The Dark Jedi split, as Dante moved towards the main entrance of the camp, while Xantros found his way to the area, where was located the Lesha's tent. They both had to avoid the patrols, but these were quite rare and consisted of two or three soldiers, as most of the Scions' forces had been sent to fight the Scholae Palatinae Armed Forces and the Dark Jedi in particular. Thus, it was rather easy, especially for the Krath Archpriest, who specialized in the use of illusions and mind tricks.

The tent of the Scions' lieutenant was located more or less at the mid of western border of the camp. It was close enough to the main entrance to allow Xantros notice the chaos caused by Dante and far enough to allow Xantros stay unnoticed by the hostile forces, which would react for Dante's attack. The Duro did not have a chance to get nervous, as just three minutes later sounds of an explosion and screams filled the air. Two more explosions killed five soldiers and damaged a large part of the entrance. Xantros could see the proud figure of the human, who stood at the entrance and kept his lightsaber in the right hand, like if he taunted the soldiers gathered in the camp.

„Dante is truly the Son of Palpatine. He is the embodiment of the Imperial ideals. Courageous, strong and daring.”

However, there was no more time to admire Dante. The Krath Archpriest was aware that he had to act quickly. He activated his lightsaber and cut through the wire and entered the camp. He moved slowly towards Lesha's tent. He hoped that the man was going to be alone, as it would be much easier to surprise and to influence the human. However, easy scenarios were highly improbable to happen. It was the same thing that time.

Lesha was alone, but he was also outside the tent. He was carefully observing the situation near the entrance of the camp from the safe distance. It would be difficult to get rid of him in the middle of the camp, where there might be so many witnesses. On the other hand, Xantros had to act quickly, as despite his proficiency, Dante would need to retreat or would get killed or caught.

He got just behind the human and focused the energies of the Dark Side to convince Lesha to come back to the tent, as the only safe place in the camp. The Krath Archpriest followed him and made him ignore the unwelcome guest for a while with the Force. He once again used the Force to make man's fear even stronger and make it cloud man's judgement. Then, he allowed the man to notice him, but not to recognize him as an enemy. Instead, he presented himself as an emissary of Zhan.

„The situation in the camp is pretty dangerous,” spoke Xantros.

„Yes, it is. I do not like it. It should not have happened,” replied Lesha.

„We need to solve the problem immediately. Otherwise, the Dark Jedi, who have attacked us, may turn out to be successful. Otherwise, they may prevent us from conquering the city of Ohmen. I believe that Zhan will not be happy, if you fail. Remember that you are the leader of the forces involved in the assault on the capital city of Judecca. You are responsible for its success or failure and if you fail, the consequences will be most profound.”

The man looked really frightened, as Xantros manipulated his feelings to cloud man's judgement.

„What should I do?” asked Lesha with panic in his voice.

„Call the mutated brutes. They are the only hope to defeat the Dark Jedi. They are strong enough to kill our enemies.”

„But they are needed in the city. They need to strike the Dark Jedi there!”

„Remember that there will be no good from them, if all people in the camp, including you, will get killed.”

„After my death, the brutes receive the order to carry out the last command. It overrides all possible instincts and thoughts, so they will follow their mission till their death or success.”

„Good. Then, command them to return to the camp and eliminate anyone, who poses any threat to it. They may be send back to the city later, when the situation is under control again.”

„It may take so much time that the brutes will be useless and may pose threat to us.”

„Do not worry, they will do their job. And you have enough men to strike the city without the brutes. Remember that the fear toxin have severely weakened the forces of the Empire. Your remaining troopers will easily defeat them.”

„You are right. I need to call them back. Give me a moment.”

Lesha took out a tool, which looked like a personal communicator. He activated it and said, „All troopers, come back to camp and defend it against the Dark Jedi.”

„I see that my job here is almost over,” spoke Xantros. „There is only one more thing that I need to do.”

„What is it?” asked Lesha.

„Making sure that you do not leave this tent alive,” spoke Xantros and grinned evilly. He activated his lightsaber again and beheaded the man with one gentle cut. The lifeless body of the human fell on the ground with an unpleasant sound. The Duro looked at the corpse for the last time and took out the communicator. He activated it and contacted Dante, „Man, the fun time is now over. I will cause the distraction to let you break off from the hostile forces.”

The Krath Archpriest was aware that his companion had no time to reply to his message. He was busy with fighthing the Scions of Cocytus, who kept him pinned down at the entrance of the camp. Xantros knew that he had to act quickly, as it seemed that despite his combat prowess, Dante was going to get overwhelmed soon. It was clearly visible that the human was tired and started to lose concentration. Wihout any help, it was just a matter of time that the Dark Jedi would get defeated by mere numbers of his enemies, as he would be unable to avoid or reflect all blaster bolts that came from the direction of the Scions of Cocytus.

Xantros still had thermal detonators, which he had taken with him for the mission. Now, they were going to be turn out to be extremely helpful. Very few terrorists were not involved in fighthing Dante, as they were aware that the Dark Jedi posed a significant threat to them. Many of the Scions of Cocytus were already heavily wounded or even killed by the reflected blaster bolts. Still, the remaining soldiers that were still capable of fighthing, made their best to kill Dante, though without any real success. They all were gathered near the entrance of the camp, but only few, who were guarding other areas of the camp.

The Krath Archpriest
immediately realized that it was a very favourable situation for both Dark Jedi. Though Dante was in danger, he also attracted the attention of the Scions of Cocytus on fighting him. They were so absorbed with shooting at him that they did not pay the attention to other events that took part in the camp. Xantros slowly moved towards them, using tents and other pieces of camp infrastructure as covers, which lowered the risk of getting noticed by his enemies. He stopped, when he was just ten meters from the main group of the Scions. He detached five thermal detonators from his belt and put them on the ground. He used the Force to push them on the ground towards the fighthing soldiers. He placed each of the thermal detonators every two or three meters, as he aimed to wreck as much chaos as it was only possible.

When all grenades were on their places, the Krath Archpriest used the Force to make them explode. Loud sound of multiple explosions was accompanied by screams of pain and fear of the Scions of Cocytus, who got in the range of explosions. Some of them were killed immediately, but many got knocked down by the wave, caused by the explosions. Many of them either suffered from burns or broken bones. These, who were still capable of fighthing, completely lost their spirits and started to run in panic. Very few were able to act reasonably, though even they retreated to the center of the camp, in order to regroup their forces.

The chaos caused by Xantros allowed two Dark Jedi to leave the camp relatively undisturbed, as the Scions of Cocytus were too busy with licking their own wounds and regrouping for further combat. Just few terrorists attempted to attack them, but their efforts were very faint, as the Scions were affected by great stress due to the situation. Most of their shots were highly accurate and those, who  would hit Xantros or Dante were easily reflected by the Dark Jedi, who did not bother themselves  with returning fire. They were aware that the brutes called back to the camp by already dead Kelan Lasha were going to the rest of their job as soon as the mutated soldiers would turn into animals. It was not going to be a difficult task to wipe out the remaining forces of the Scions of Cocytus, if anyone in the camp would stay alive after the battle with the brutes.

Few hundred meters away from the camp of the Scions of Cocytus, Xantros noticed that Dante limped. The human turned out to be wounded in his right thigh and the wound caused pain and made it a bit more difficult to continue the run. The Krath Archpriest offered him help.

„You do not have to suffer any longer, Dante. I can heal you,” spoke Xantros.

„Do not worry, I will be fine. I can heal myself too,” replied Dante.

„I am aware that you can. I have studied dossiers of all members of the Imperial House, when I was the Aedile of the House. However, you are particularly exhausted by the long fight with the Scions of Cocytus at their camp. You have displayed great courage and combat prowess, but the efforts to distract out enemies, while I was dealing with Kelan Lasha, consumed most of your energy,” explained the Krath Archpriest with patience and surprising compassion in his voice.

Dante looked at his companion with slight surprise in his eyes, raised his eyebrows and confirmed, „Indeed, you are correct.”

„While my part of the mission was also important, it has not been so demanding and I am much more rested than you. I should be able to heal you quickly. Your wound does not seem to be a serious and dangerous one, but definitely makes you suffer. If we encounter any obstacle or danger on our way back to our outpost, I would prefer you to be as much ready for the fight as it is only possible under the current circumstances.”

„As always, you pay attention to efficiency,” smirked Dante, though it was obvious that there was something more behind Xantros' desire to heal the human. It seemed like if that the Duro felt compassion towards his comrade, which was an unusual thing for the Dark Jedi.

Still, despite noticing a visible change in Xantros' motives, the Obelisk Primarch allowed his companion to heal him. The Krath Archpriest focused the energies of the Force on Dante's wound and significantly increase the speed of healing. Few minutes later, the skin in place of the wound was a little bit more delicate, but it did not cause pain or any other troubles to Dante anymore. The two Dark Jedi could continue their march back to the area of the city of Ohmen, which was under the control of the Imperial forces.

„Thanks, though you still owe me a drink or two” spoke Dante with a smile.

„You are just like your father,” replied Xantros with a smile too, quoting what he said earlier that day. „Now, we would better go. We are still close to the camp of the Scions of Cocytus and the brutes are on their way down there. Actually, I would prefer to avoid them and the longer we stay here, the greater risk of meeting them is.”

„Agreed.”

Fortunately, though they encountered several brutes on their way back to Ohmen, the fights turned out to be rather short and easy, as their enemies were not a match for two Dark Jedi, even if the members of the Imperial House were a bit tired with their mission in the camp of the Scions of Cocytus. It gave Xantros an opportunity to think his own situation over.

Definitely, the mission was successful. Kelan Lasha was dead and the threat posed by the brutes significantly reduced. In cooperation with Dante, he managed to achieve more than he expected to do. However, the mission made him once again feel that the Imperial House was no longer his home. He attempted to pretend that killing the enemies of Scholae Palatinae brought him the satisfaction from his service to the Empire.

Still, the truth was that he was fed up with killing and the teachings of the Dark Side. Though he never really enjoyed fighthing, he understood the need to get rid of anyone, who dared to oppose the Empire and himself. He often took part in battles and missions, which involved killing other beings, and he usually felt satisfaction, when he did the job well and successfully accomplished the tasks, which had been assigned to him.

However, the assassination of Kelan Lasha did not bring him any joy nor satisfaction. He felt empty and dirty, like if he did something wrong. Certainly, he felt it in a similar way for several months, as the Dark Crusade and the fights against the One Sith continued. When felt both physical and mental fatigue, he thought that it was the effect of too much fighting. He expected that it would vanish one day, if only he had an opportunity to spend enough time for rest.

However, as the time passed, he realized that there was no actual way to rest. The Dark Side and its power were fueled by anger, violence and conflicts. Through the fights, the Dark Jedi grew in power, displayed their abilities and strengthened their position. Every single event, behaviour, word or gesture was a good reason to start another fight. Who was the enemy and why, where and when the fight took place, were just minor factors that did not play a vital role in the life of the Dark Jedi.

Xantros realized that he was just fed up with the state of permanent conflict. His brief leave for personal studies was just the first sign of the desire to find an alternate way to utilize his gifts, abilities and knowledge. He sought for a higher goal, which was truly worth of devoting whole life to achieving it. Two years spent on the campaign against the One Sith made him tired not only with the fighting itself, but also with the Dark Side itself and the eternal quest of power.

Now, he had to answer few more questions, before he would be able to make a correct decision. Where to look for a goal that would be great enough to make him decide to devote his whole life to achieve it? Where could he find the place to rest? What could free himfrom the nightmares of the past? What did he need to do, in order to find his place in the Galaxy?

He was aware that the answers to his questions and doubts were just outside his reach. He required just some more time to find them. He hoped that when he would start a new chapter of his life, he would also find a goal that would make his life senseful.
