The Memory Remains





System: Kr'Tal


Planet:  Karufr





	The city was teeming with people going about their lives. Even after the silent take over of the planet it was flourishing and for many it was the first time since the Exodus that they had a place to truly call home. A place where life could go on without the constant worry of being hunted down like animals and chased to the ends of the galaxy. I'sia had only recently moved to the Central City a year ago and was out with his family in the market district. The fruits and vegetables offered there were some of the best in this reach of space. He and his wife had decided to move to Karufr a few years after the birth of their daughter, in which I'sia had left behind his life with the Galactic Empire in search of peace and solitude. He sifted through the fruit on display, checking for bruises and imperfections. He rubbed a type of apple against the dark brown jacket he wore to buff the shine of the fruit before exchanging currency with the Zeltron woman that ran the kiosk. He turned to his wife, Katrina. A long blond haired Corellian woman whom he had been married to for almost eight years now. “I've almost finished up with everything here love, are you ready to go?” he asked. She smiled and replied. “Yes, lets get Katie Scarlet and head home.” I'sia turned and look to where his daughter had been standing only to see she was gone. He quickly skimmed the crowed searching for her but could not see any sign of his daughter. Panic began to fill him and he could see the same was beginning to strike Katrina. He handed the bag containing the fruit he had purchased to his wife and said “Wait here while I search for her, she cannot have gone far.” She nodded and smiled, but an odd look of desperation was in her eyes.


�	I'sia began calling out for her as he pushed his way through the crowed of people. After a couple of times yelling her name he could faintly hear her to his right. “Daddy I'm over here! Come look quickly!!” she called out to him. He moved towards the sound of her voice but after several people he could not see her, so he began calling out to her again. This time he heard her from behind him. “Daddy over here!” I'sia turned quickly and pushed his way through the crowed, apologizing as he moved through them. But to no avail he could not find her. “Katie Scarlet! Where are you?!” As he began turning around he felt like the world was spinning almost as panic gripped at his heart. He finally saw her standing next to a large fountain displaying a robed warrior holding a sword up into the air. She had her hand pointed up towards the tip of the statue's sword, and her back to him. He pushed as quickly as he could to her and finally reached her. Kneeling down he grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around. “Katie! Never wander off on your own like that again! Do you understand?” She looked at him silently for a moment then replied. “I'm sorry daddy but you must look!” She pointed up again to the tip of the sword. I'sia turned his attention upwards and saw that she was not pointing at the sword but the silhouette of three star destroyers breaking through the clouds. “Look daddy! Do you see?!” she yelled to him. 





	I'sia's jaw dropped. He had seen this before, but not from the surface of the planet. Rather aboard the ship itself. It was an orbital bombardment about to reign hell upon the planet! He grabbed Katie Scarlet by the hand and stood quickly, snatching her up into his arms. “We have to go Katie!” and he turned to run. As he did he saw his wife approaching him. “I'sia dear, thank goodness you found Kat..” her words were cut short though by I'sia. “WE HAVE TO RUN! NOW!!” Before he could take the first steps though he saw the eyes of his wife glow a green tint. It was to late. A rain of massive turbo bolts hit the ground around them, and flames began to engulf the air around him, and in his lungs. He fell to his knees and held his daughter close beneath him, trying to shield her from the onslaught. The thunderous noise of explosions everywhere was all he could here. Even the screaming of the citizens around him was drowned out by it. Then suddenly everything was silent. Everything was dark. No doubt now, he was dead. His wife, his child, thousands upon thousands of innocents around him with their wives, their children were all now dead. Destroyed by the very star destroyers there to protect them. He opened his eyes to see he was not dead. He was still there. Kneeling in a city of wreckage. No one around him, not even the bodies. He could smell the scent of burning rock and wood, he could hear the flames burning what was left of the once beautiful city he lived in. He sat back a little bit on his knees. Looking around he saw nothing. Confused he called out yelling to anyone that would answer. “Hello? Is anyone still alive?!” He tried to stand but he felt like he was paralyzed. His knees stuck to the ground. As panic began to fill him again yelled. “What the hell!? HELLO!?!” struggling to make his body work. Finally he heard an answer. “Calm yourself child, you are not dead nor injured.” came the voice of an elderly woman. A figure cloaked in all black was approaching him from where the fruit kiosk once stood. “Who.. who are you? What is happening?” he asked her. “My name is all but forgotten, but you may call me Taldrya. A name, among others, you too have forgotten. I have brought you here so that you may see with the true sight of what is to come. Your family, everyone you know is in danger. Betrayal Is At Hand. BETRAL IS AT HAND! You must return to Kr'Tal and warn them all. Warn them of the betrayal that is to come. You MUST. You WILL.” stated the robbed woman who had at this point walked up and stood before him. She then dropped to a kneeling position to match I'sia's and pulled back to hood of her cloak. It was no woman, it was Jac Cotelin. His eyes burned of black fire. He opened his mouth and the voices of one million screams pierced into I'sia's soul, and as the sound began to echo his lungs filled with fire.





Aboard the YT-2000 Ancient's Pride





	Destavol rolled out of his bunk, landing hard of the floor. He was in a cold sweat, doing his best just to breath. Dazed, confused, the nightmare was so real. After a few moments he had finally found his center and was able to think and stand. His equilibrium was still off balance causing him to step drunkenly down the hallway towards the lavatory of the ship. The short walk seemed to take a life time but he finally made it. He placed his head down to the sink and placed his hand over the sensor and turned on the cold water. For several seconds he rubbed the water onto his face, trying to snap out of whatever this feeling was and it finally worked. He moved his hand to the off sensor and grabbed the towel next to the sink, wiping the water from his face. He stared into the mirror. His long hair and beard still soaked from not only the sink but the cold sweat he had been in. His jade green eyes seemed to be glowing almost. He had seen it before in himself in the past when he had encountered strong surges in the force, or been to close to one of the Grandmasters when they demonstrated their in depth knowledge of the force. His bloodline made him a natural talent for the force, but it also made him far more sensitive to it than others. He asked himself “What the hell was that Dest?” in the mirror. He half hoped the reflection would answer him, but in his heart he knew what he had seen. Jac Cotelin, one of the greatest sons of Taldrya was going to destroy his home. His family. The vision did have some odd twists, but he knew why he was I'sia. It was a code name he had gone under for some time during his time as an Imperial BlackOps Trooper. But his wife and child, were they truly going to die? He had left the service of Clan Taldryan on good graces, became a married man and lived a normal life. To think that was all about to be snatched away was unbearable. He was still unsure, but he was confident enough that if after five years of having nothing to do with the force and a vision this powerful had stricken him he had to act. He threw the towel onto the sink and quickly made his way to the cockpit. The ship was being piloted by the family droid, Arr-Exx AyTe(RX80). The stars twinkled brightly, with only the void of space in its backdrop. The droid spun its head to face Destavol. “GOOD MORNING SIR! I do hope you rested well!” stated the droid in an enthusiastic manner. Destavol grunted his reply. “I've had better nights Arr-Exx. How far are we from Kr'Tal?” he asked as he began clothing himself in a pair of black spacer pants, white tank top and dark brown jacket. 


	Arr-Exx replied in a joyful manner. “Sir! We are approximately six hours from the Kr'Tal system. Shall I plot course for home?” Destavol shook his head. “No, I am going to hand it manually Arr-Exx. No offense intended old friend but I think I can get us there a little faster.” he replied. The aging man was not a spry Dark Jedi Knight in his twenties anymore, but he had become much wiser. Charting hyper routes that had yet to be taken was one of his hobbies. He plopped down into the upper seat and waved his hand from left to right on the windshield of the ship thus bringing up the holoprojection images of nav routes. He quickly moved his hand from left to right looking for prior charted courses and sure enough he found one that was faster. He selected the course and strapped in. “Hold on to your boots Arr-Exx” he stated and began flipping the switched and turning the dials. Arr-Exx replied in a confused manner. “But sir I do not have boots.. or feet for that manner..” and in that instant the stars before them began to stretch like blaster bolts around them. Within seconds everything began to glow blue and they were traveling at lightspeed.





System: Kr'Tal


Planet:  Karufr





	After about four hours the Ancient's Pride exited hyperspace. He quickly opened up his scanners to search for the nearby ships and see what was around. To his dismay there were over three hundred ships in the nearby area. He began sorting through them all, narrowing his search down to capital class vessels. After a moment his heart sank. He could see them. Three star destroyers on the scanner, in low orbit of the planet. This vision was real! “Arr-Exx open the comms channel to any nearby Taldryan ships and stations!” he yelled to the droid. Arr-Exx immediately opened the com channel to open frequency and replied. “Ready to transmit sir!” Destavol began his warning. “This is YT-2300 Ancient's Pride, transmitting code Alpha-Octo 3329. Does anyone copy?!” A static filled reply came from one of the orbiting space stations. “Alpha-Octo 3329 we copy, running your tag.. Welcome back to Kr'Tal Battlemaster Gin are you seeking..” began the voice. Destavol interrupted. “Shut up and listen to me! Those star destroyers are about to attack! You must advise all fleets to converge on them! Repeat those star destroyers are about to atta..” -BEEP BEEP- 





	His com began beeping and his transmissions were cut. “Arr-Exx whats happening?!” he demanded in question of the droid. Arr-Exx ran a scan of the equipment. “Sir our communications equipment is at 100%. It would appear we are being blocked from the planet. Namely those star destroyers.” replied Arr-Exx. Destavol slammed his fist against the arm of his seat. “DAMNIT! We have to get to that planet! NOW!” he yelled. Arr-Exx replied, this time in a sincere and morbid tone. “Sir.. look..” Destavol's eyes widened in horror as he watched the the flashes of green light emit from the hundreds of turbo lasers. Explosions from the space stations erupted making flashes of blinding light cast at him. “Argh!” Destavol yelled, holding his hand out to block the light as he turned his head. Upon the dimming of light he watched the star destroyers begin the barrage of cannon fire onto the planet. This was it. He was to late. The betrayal was at hand! Arr-Exx asked him. “Sir what should we do now?! Those ships will have surely intercepted your transmission!” Destavol thought for a moment then replied pointing to the star destroyers. “Take us in closer to those destroyers. We'll latch on, and descend to the planet when they dump their garbage. Its an old trick, but it will work. The force is with us.. I can feel it like I once did. Their cannons are focused on the ground assault, and their sensors will be tracking for life on the planet. Add in the fact there are still so many ships around here that have yet to be identified friend or foe they won't know what to make of us yet.” Without question Arr-Exx took control's of the ship while Destavol stood from his seat and walked towards the rear of the ship. His mind was not there, in the moment. It was on the planet with his wife and child. Fear gripped him like the very gauntlet of that warrior statue holding the sword in his vision. He could feel the pain and woe filling within him. It was all feelings that he had not felt in some time. 


	He entered the living quarters and walked to the wall where his closet was. He ran his hand downwards across the scanner and a thin green line followed it, reading the hand print. A couple of short beeps came from the device and the smooth hissing sound could be heard from a secret compartment door opening next to the closet. Two dim red lights lit the contents. A suit of light black armor designed with various sithic runes and molded to look like a demon in a mans form, garbed with a tattered and torn cloak. Clasping the cloak together was the Seal of Taldryan. He stared at the armor for a moment. Memories began to flood back to him. In this very suit of armor he had slaughtered hundreds in the name of his clan, without mercy, without regret. He feared for the lives of his wife and child – but more so he feared what he may return to upon placing the armor on. His eyes moved downwards below the boots. A second hissing sound came from another much smaller compartment at the foot of the armor. Up came a pedestal of sorts, holding two lightsaber hilts. One quite plain wrapped in leather wraps. The other designed with teeth like designs all over it and a blood red crystal at the bottom of the hilt. With these instruments of destruction he had laid siege, defended brothers, and fell the blood of the guilty and innocent alike. It did not matter to him back then. Only the goal at the end mattered. Was this what he wanted to become again? He knew in his heart there was no choice. To save the ones he loved, he would have to become a demon once again. A soulless beast, to save the only things that gave him a soul. He sighed as he closed his eyes, thinking only of his wife and daughter for a moment.. then he began to place on the garbs of the Demon, and arm himself with the Demon's fangs. As he finished garbing himself the demon once again, a single tear fell from his eye, rolled down his cheek and hit the floor as if the one shred of humanity he had clenched to had left him. He finally slid down the helmet and it sealed. He placed the lightsaber hilts to his belt and looked through the helmet, the technology that was state of the art back then was still incredibly advanced to this day. The computer was already beginning to link to the various clan's units in the area.





	Was anyone even left alive? Would anyone still be there to return the fight to the betrayer? It did not matter. The cold shrill fingers of the force dieing from thousands at a time rushed upon him. The pain stabbed into him as if thousands of knives were piercing his very flesh. He allowed it to. He knew that he would need this pain. He knew the pain lead to fear, the fear lead to hate, and the hate lead to the true embodiment of the Dark Side. He would need it all if he was to face what was to come. Fancy armor and a couple of old lightsabers would not be nearly enough to defeat Jac Cotelin. No he would need Taldryan, and Taldryan would need him. He could feel that. He knew it. The betrayal was now over.. the Revenge of Taldryan was now at hand. Destavol walked back up to the cockpit where Arr-Exx was sitting and piloting. “Welcome back sir!” the droid said cheerfully. Destavol hated to reactivate the droids former programing but he would need a war droid, not a butler in the days to come. “Arr-Exx.. activate protocol TKD-11-M” the droid gave a very violent shake and the voice changed from a happy go lucky butler, to a stern killbot's. “Protocol TKD-11-M activated.. Link to the ships weaponry complete.. arming warheads.. … … complete. All programs running, ready for battle master Gin. What is our first target.” Destavol nodded. “The plan is the same as before Arr-Exx, we wait till they dump their trash and we'll fall to the planet's surface with it. Once we are into the atmosphere we should be safe enough to activate navigation to glide in to the Capital City. We will be looking for my wife and daughter. Any threat to us dies, without question.”





The ship then clamped to the bottom side of the rear most Star Destroyer where Destavol watched the Iron Fleet destroy his home, kill his friends and family. He allowed this to fuel him. He allowed it to become his ally. Soon.. soon he would unleash.


