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Bitter revelations
Vanguard Xantros

11518
34 ABY, a camp in Blue Mountains, Kamuekiko continent
Vanguard Xantros led a small team of medics to help native tribes of Blue Mountains deal with a disease spreading along their members. It did not seem to be very serious, as it made people just laugh maniacally and prod others in their arms, but nothing that would be really dangerous. It was just annoying to all natives. Thus, Xantros and few medics were dispatched to help ill Haraokans.

They spent there several days, taking samples and analysing them. At one night, Xantros was meditating near the campfire, as he often did to rest and to think over various matters. However, he was not given an opportunity to medidate properly on that night, as one of medics approached him and started a chat.

„Sir, I see that you cannot sleep to,” spoke the human.

„I do not need to sleep that much,” replied the Jedi. „Meditation allows me to rest enough, while I can ponder about the wonders of the Galaxy.”

„I am sorry, sir, for the interruption,” apologized the medic.

„Do not worry, my friend,” said Xantros. „What does prevent you from sleeping?”

„Since last month, I have had a strange feeling, like if I did not belong to this world,” explained the human. „Do you know what I mean?”

„This feeling is something that happens to many people,” replied Xantros after thinking briefly about it. „They feel that they are needed somewhere else, as unimaginable fame, great adventures and noble deeds await for them out there.”

„Nah, it is not the issue, sir,” spoke the medic and remained silent for a moment. „All my documents state that I have been born here, on New Tython. Still, I do not know my true parents as I have been adopted. Also, I have noticed a person, who observes me, several times. It was not a human, but I cannot tell what is its race, as I could not see its face. This alien is always there, when I think about my origins.”

„Tell me more about this being,” ordered the Vanguard.

„It is relatively tall and always wears a robe with a hood,” answered the human. „It is all, I can say about this being, as I was too afraid to look at it for longer than few seconds.”

„So, when and where did you see it last time?” asked Xantros.

„It was two weeks ago. I was on a night shift at the industrial district of Menat Ombo. I was called to an accident, which resulted in two workers breaking their legs,” explained the medic.

Xantros nodded and thought for a moment in silence. Then, he entered his tent. After a minute, he walked out of it, wearing a robe with a hood. The human gasped and shouted, „It was you, sir!”

„Yes, it was me, but be quiet, as other members of our team need to rest in peace,” spoke the Duros. „It was me and I was not observing you. I often visit various places of New Tython, in order to help the ill, the wounded and all other beings in need. Your job requires you to do the same thing, so our paths have crossed on numerous occasions. There is nothing extraordinary in these accidental brief meetings.”

The medic sighed. „I hoped to be someone special, but it was just my imagination.”

„You are special, as you have devoted your life to helping other people,” cheered him Xantros. „Just do not let your imagination get you into troubles.”
