Ryan's hands surged upward, stabbing his brilliant blue lightsaber into the sky and catching the armory saber of the Satele Shan journeyman on his crossguard as the rains of Daleem fell around them, dripping down Ryan''s soaked hair and down his nose and neatly trimmed beard. Snapping upwards and driving the journeyman's saber offline, a quick smash of his pommel into the unknown journeyman's face dropped him dizzily to the ground, unconscious. While Ryan's saber was modified in lethality for these war games, a paranoia for injuring others and respect for the deadliness of any weapon made him reluctant to simply hew and bludgeon the less experienced Jedi into submission. 


Ryan surged forward as blaster fire opened up around him, diving and sliding along the muddy ground in his heavy armor until he slid behind a plascrete barrier as stunning bolts hissed through the air. Some Jedi could become veritable whirlwinds as their lightsaber met every blade with skill and aplomb. Ryan was not one of them. Careful use of cover under the covering fire of supporting elements was Ryan's best shot at seeing the end of today's war games in one piece. Ryan peered over the barrier as heavy automatic blaster file proceeded to lance towards the position of still surprised Satele Shan defenders. The cover of the storm had enabled to raid to go off with surprise and violence and enabled the Hoth forces to close with the enemy to inflict maximum damage from ranges where accuracy was all but assured, even as the driving rain and darkness made visibility uncertain. 


Channeling the Force through his muscles, Ryan sprang forward under the covering fire, forcefully hurdling stray pieces of cover and whipping around a forward-facing energy shield employed by two Shan affiliated riflemen mounting a solid defense against advancing Hoth forces. Ryan torqued his hips bringing his leg around like a baseball bat which cracked against the nearest soldier's helmet as he turned to face the brilliant blue glow appearing beside him. The soldier crumpled as his team mate let off a point blank shot that collided against Ryan's armored left shoulder causing it two whip backwards from the force and go slightly numb and sending his lightsaber flying. Ryan shot forward, wrapping his assailant's arms in a tight Wruushi hold and hyperextending both of his elbows to the point of near breaking and causing him to yelp and drop his weapon and scream in submission. With a shove, Ryan shoved the soldier to the ground enough to clear him from the fray, trusting in his honesty as part of the scenario to not simply shoot him in the back. Were this an actual battlefield, he would most certainly be asleep next to his companion.


The road to the space elevator was slick with rain and debris as Hoth forces continued to leap frog forward in support of one another. Ryan had little to do with this part of their training but was nevertheless proud as lightning flashes exposed men advancing bravely even through simulated fire to show the prowess of the House. The Colonel's plan was going off brilliantly at least where Ryan was. As long as the other teams performed and attacked with similar elan, victory was assured. Ryan closed his eyes and called on the Force again as covering fire from the advancing Hoth soared over him like a meteor shower towards Shan's makeshift firing line and cover. Ryan dove to a nearby log and peered around, observing a squad of Shan defenders... no two squads in an inverted V. Their positions, behind barrels and plascrete, were not only difficult to assail, but had formed an almost makeshift maw which despite covering fire was beginning to stall and chew up assaulting Hoth forces. The experience of the Shan defenders was assuring that the initial advantage of the surprise was wearing thin as enfilades had pinned down one Hoth sapper squad and had decimated another now either unconscious or too pinned to cover to advance. Ryan did his best to clear his mind.


The road was the only easy route to the elevator. Woodlands off to the side provided cover but would likely bog down and slow the attack enough that the relatively small Hoth force could then be defeated in detail. Ryan reached out to any nearby Hoth soldiers, a meditative calm falling over him as he began to feel their breathing and nerves. He felt fatigue fall over him as he attempted to drive their fire home more accurately and disrupt the enemy's fire all the same. This meditative technique was something he had only begun to study, but he hoped that the tides would remain in Hoth's favor as he leaped out from cover with the Force crashing through him like a wave, landing  near the pinned down sapper squad with a splash as puddled water sprayed to either side of him. His now muddied pure white armor was lit in the brilliant sapphire of his crossguard saber's glow as Ryan bore it back over his shoulder in a position his fencing master long ago had termed the “Wrath Guard” Ryan nimbly wove through the flashes of enemy fire, picking up his feet like a dancer as he rushed towards the Shan position. His reflexes were certainly an admirable trait, but his right hip and thigh swept from under him in a conflagration of pain as he went tumbling to the ground, landing face up and half submerged in a puddle and shaking in pain and has his nerves fired rapidly in response to the stunning effect of the blasters. Hoth sappers raced past the fallen Jedi as they took advantage of the temporary distraction of Ryan's recklessness and lack of tactical acumen. A shaped charge was answered by yelling Shan fleeing from one of the barricades amid a loud pop and spirited assault. Everything darkened as Ryan drew on the force to shrug off the wounds and regain his feet. 


He was always one to take pain and drive on. He had suffered through life and like scar tissue being tougher than unblemished skin had come back stronger for it. Pulling himself to his feet, drenched and pained but unbroken, he launched forward to the second defending element swinging his saber in a wide arc from the Wrath Guard in a strike worthy of the guard and sending one Shan guardsman stunned to the ground and causing others to scramble backwards as his blade whirled through the air with a hiss. Not wanting to give them space to employ their blasters as fellow Hoth troops rallied to aid in the assault he slammed forward, driving a powerful left cross into the face of one soldier, cocking Ryan's hip to one side to deliver a powerful right horizontal elbow to the jaw of the next. Ryan was no slouch at pugilism, as he proved to many who had initially thought him a fop. His saber still in hand, he swung hard for anyone wearing the uniform of House Satele Shan. Sensing a weapon pointed at him through the Force, Ryan whirled and delivered a spinning hook kick to the temple of a blaster armed soldier behind him. 


Raising his saber over his head Ryan roared and stumbled on his injured leg as he turned around only to see Hoth forces continuing their advance as enemy fire grew less and less frequent. The base of the elevator would soon be in their hands and enable other squads to access and capture the Satele Shan command post. As the fire died down, Ryan remained alert as he scanned for threats, his saber humming softly over his head. Although resistance had been overcome the Shan counterattack could be fierce. The rain was almost lulling as it drenched Ryan's skin and splashed under his feet, bu the thunder punctuated the sounds of distant battle. In peace, vigilance.
