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The price
Vanguard Xantros

11518
34 ABY, Menat Ombo, Visulu Marketplace
Xantros was sitting in one of café at Visulu Marketplace. He was talking with a Quarren, whom no other Jedi would agree to talk with. It was Lexiconus Qor, the Aedile of House Imperium of Clan Scholae Palatinae, the Clan, which the Vanguard had been a member of before he abandoned the ways of the dark side, in order to join Clan Odan-Urr. The Duros tried to convince his interlocutor to do the same thing, to revoke his ties to the dark side and join the Jedi in their quest to bring peace and prosperity to the Galaxy. Still, it seemed that the Quarren was not yet ready to make such decision, as it was against his nature. However, he agreed to accompany Xantros in the search for a legendary planet, which the Vanguard had heard about and had had visions about.

Suddenly, the Jedi received an urgent message. Wondering what could it be about, he took his commlink out of a pocket in his robe. His green face went pale, as he read the message. It was a warning that the fleet of the Grand Master was going to attack New Tython within few hours with the purpose of destroying Clan Odan-Urr no matter of the cost, including countless victims among the civilian population of the planet.

„Lexiconus, you need to leave New Tython at once,” spoke Xantros.

„Why? We have not finished our talk yet,” replied the Quarren.

„There is no time to lose and I am urgently needed somewhere else,” explained the Duros. „The Grand Master has issued an order to bomb New Tython, in order to wipe the Jedi out.”

„What?” asked Qor with shock. The decision of the current Grand Master was in complete opposition to the policy of the former one, who had allowed the Jedi to remain safe among the members of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood for the reasons, which had remained unknown to other people, including the Jedi themselves.

„You need to immediately leave New Tython, if you want to survive,” answered Xantros. „I would suggest doing it even faster than immediately, because if you are found in close proximity to our planet, you may be considered to be a traitor and it would led you to even worse fate than death.”

„Agreed,” nodded the Quarren. „I hope to meet again under more beneficial circumstances and to proceed with our small journey.”

„I hope so too,” replied the Vanguard. „However, I need to go now and oversee the evacuation of our forces and the civilians. In the meantime, I will make sure that you will receive the top priority, when leaving New Tython.”

„Thank you,” spoke Lexiconus and left the café just after Xantros.

The Duros took out his comlink and contacted the other members of the Clan Summit, in order to coordinate his work with them. Despite the obvious threat from the fleet of the Grand Master, he decided to remain loyal to his strong belief that fighting was not a good choice for him and decided to organize evacuation of the civilian population of the planet and gathering resources necessary for the survival. He saw it necessary, as he was aware that the fleet of Clan Odan-Urr was not strong enough to repel the attack of Grand Master's forces. To abandon the planet and retreat to safety was the only way to save the Clan and as many civilians as it was only possible. Xantros was eager to utilize every single second that remained to the attack, in order to help the innocent people.

It was probably the most exhausting, both physically and mentally, time in last months of Vanguard's life. After consulting with A'lora Kituri and Turel Sorenn, he took over the command of local garrison in Menat Orbo and started to choose the most resourceful civilians in the city, because the Clan Summit decided to take people with useful skills at first. Scientists, doctors, mechanics, architects, agriculture specialists and others people, who might help Clan establish new headquarters in a more safe location were granted the top priority in the evacuation process. When they embarked the ships, there was little room left for other people to be evacuated.

Led by a feeling, the Duros looked up. He could notice faint blinks of light, which suggested the arrival of the Grand Master's fleet. Soon, the battle over New Tython began. Some of the turbolaser beams hit the planetary surface, causing mass destruction of buildings in Menat Ombo and resulting in deaths and wounds of countless victims.

It almost led Xantros to tears, when he watched thousands of civilians swarmed the spaceport, as people tried to escape from the planet in panic. Despite his efforts to allow as many people aboard the ships as it was only possible, countless civilians were going to die in the result of the orbital bombardment, which was to commence very soon according to the warning the Summit had received from Vorsa, the Herald of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood, as the Grand Master's fleet almost defeated the KDUF navy. Their fate was inevitable and they all were aware of that. The Duros was also well-aware of what was going to happen and that the inhabitants of New were completely helpless. Those, who would be forced to stay on the planetary surface, were going to face obliteration and nothing could have been done to avoid that.

Finally, Xantros sighed and ordered to close the gates of the temporal fence. He could almost feel his heart broken, when he issued the order, but he was aware that it was necessary. The evacuation ships were already full of useful specialists and wounded civilians. There was no more that could have been done to prevent the slaughter of millions of innocent people. The ships had to set off at once, if any of them was to leave New Tython safely. He gave out the last orders and went aboard the Pride of Owyhyee, in order to join the rest of the Clan Summit. As the ship jumped into the safety of the hyperspace, a lone tear appeared on the face of the Jedi, as the shock and despair broke his mental barriers, which he had subconciously created, so that he could have been capable of managing the evacuation process.

So many people died. All that members of Clan Odan-Urr had been building was destroyed. The fleet was crippled. Everything was lost. Everything. Or...was it? Almost all Jedi of the Clan were alive. Many specialists and other civilians were wounded, but they were alive too. They managed to survive. They managed to escape. They could find a new place to start from scratches. They could rebuild the Clan. They could grow stronger and once again protect the innocent from the oppression of the dark side and its followers.
