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45 ABY, Clan Odan-Urr Headquarters, Kiast
Xantros was sitting in the lounge of the headquarters of Clan Odan-Urr. He looked at an empty glass in front of him and shouted, „Bartender, bring me another drink!”

„You have drunk enough today,” replied the bartender.

„It is just the sixteenth drink today. I will tell you, when I am done,” spoke the Duros angrily and the bartender served him.

It was not the first day like that. Actually, it was another day Xantros was binging large quantities of alcohol. He kept drinking heavily for last three years since he received the news about his race getting extinct. They were told to be casualties of the war the Galaxy waged against mysterious extra-Galactic species. However, the only surviving Duros suspected that it was a plot to wipe his race out from the Galaxy. Otherwise, how could a virus aimed to get rid of the invaders affect his species? It could not be an accident.

Xantros believed to be the sole survivor of his species because he was able to use the Force. He had sensed that his body had been attacked by the virus and healed himself with the Force. All others were not so lucky and slowly died out. He was the last member of his species, because he was special. It was the only thing that kept him alive – being aware that he was destined to achieve great things, but on the other hand, the sorrow and grief killed his desire to further the belief into the Unity all over the Galaxy. He only wanted to forget about extinction of his species. To forget about the fact that he was so lonely. He did not wish anything like that to happen even to his worst enemy.

Suddenly, someone approached him and whispered few words directly to his ear. Xantros raised his eyebrows and murmured, „I may be drunk, but I am not drunk enough to believe you.”

The man, whom he could not recognize, but who was wearing a uniform of the military forces of Clan Odan-Urr, replied, „Yes, you are drunk, but never accuse me of lying again. You would better come with me. The Consul requires your presence in his office at once.”

„Whatever,” said unconvinced Augur, standing up and following the man with difficulties in maintaining balance.

It took them quite a long time to reach the Consul's office, as Xantros was walking extremely slowly, in order not to fall on the ground. Finally, they got there and the military officer left the Duros and the Consul alone.

„You were drinking again?” asked Turel Sorenn.

„I have been drinking for last three months, since the planetary redecoration,” replied the Duros angrily. „I am the last of my species. What would you expect from me?”

„I have a news that might cheer you up a bit,” answered the Human without paying attention to Xantros' reply.

„I have heard it. Why are you lying to me?” asked the Augur.

„I am not lying to you at all,” spoke the Consul of Clan Odan-Urr and pushed a sheet of flimsiplast towards the Duros. „Read it.”

Trying to focus his sight on the letters, Xantros slowly read the text that was written in Durese.

To anyone in this sector. We are members of Kharini Expedition. Our ships have been damaged by a powerful ion storm on our route to the Wild Space. We have crash landed on an uncharted planet. Our long range communication systems have been badly damaged and we are unable to contact our homeworld. Anyone receiving this message, please, help us.
„Who has sent this message?” asked the Augur with a strange voice.

„I hoped that you would be able to tell me more,” answered Turel Sorenn. „I have only managed to learn that it was an expedition sent by the Duros government.”

„It was. Our leaders hoped to find a group of worlds in the distant areas of the Galaxy, where we could settle down and create an independent galactic government,” explained Xantros. „Officially, it was just another scientific expedition, but we had a hidden agenda in it. However, after initial successes of the mission, we lost the contact with the expedition. It all had happened more or less seventy years ago, just prior founding the Galactic Empire. Then, we were not in a position to take the efforts of looking for possible survivors.”

„So, is it possible that there are more Duros in the Galaxy?” asked the Human.

„Around eighty thousand members of my species were sent on the expedition, as they were supposed to found a colony on a hospitable planet and to let us know about it,” answered the Duros. „It should be enough to slowly return to our former state.”

„Then, I have a mission for you,” said the Consul. „You will go there with a rescue fleet and help the survivors move to a more suitable place near Kiast system. Just make sure that you will not meet them drunk. It would not mae a very positive first impression.”

„Gladly,” replied Xantros.

A week later, an uncharted planet, Wild Space
It was a tough week for the Augur. Despite the ability to use the Force to heal himself from the addiction, it was still difficult for him not to drink alcohol. At the beginning, he suffered from a terrible headache and his Force powers were quite limited due to the pain and lack of ability to focus. Fortunately, all negative effects of months of heavy drinking wore off before the rescue fleet arrived at the coordinations picked up by the scout of Clan Odan-Urr.

As soon as they got on the high orbit over the planet, Xantros ordered a shuttle to take him to the planetary surface, where the scanners of the fleet had located the source of transmission. Few minutes later, the shuttle landed and the Augur disembarked it just to face a small group of his species members, who looked suspiciously at him.

„It has taken you quite a bit to come here,” said a tall Duros, who seemed to be the leader of the group.

„We received your messages just a week ago,” explained Xantros. „We came here as soon as it was only possible to assist the survivors.”

„Why our government have abandoned us?” asked the leaders of the survivors.

„Soon after your crash on this planet, another war broke out. In its result, the Galactic Republic has been transformed into anti-alien Galactic Empire,” answered the Augur slowly. „Our government did not have an opportunity nor necessary resources to look for you, even after defeating the Empire by the Alliance to Restore the Republic over thirty years ago. We had to rebuild the Galaxy.”

„And then?” continued the spokesman of the survivors.

Xantros remained silent for a moment, as it was very hard for him to speak about the exctinction of his own species. Then, he had to share the news with his own people. He answered with trembling voice and a grimace of pain on his face, „The Galaxy has been invaded by a previously unknown race from beyond the Galactic Rim. It turned out that the only way to save the Galaxy was to produce a virus that would decimate the invaders. However, it wiped out not only them, but also our entire race. Me and the alive members of the expedition are the sole survivors.”

The Augur observed the faces of his interlocutors going pale. They were terribly shocked with the news and unable to speak for a moment. To comfort them, Xantros tried to smile and spoke, „However, with all members of the expedition, we will rebuild our race and make our plans come true.”

The survivors' faces went even more pale. One of the said, „It will not be possible. Most of the expedition members were killed in the crash. Most of the rest died while exploring the planet, due to unexpected circumstances like previously unknown predators, deadly allergens and natural cataclysms. Some others committed a suicide as they were unable to cope with our situation. Now, there are less than three hundreds members of our species alive. It is not enough to provide genetic diversity necessary for our survival.”

Xantros looked at them with horror. He hoped to rebuild his species, but his hopes got shattered with the news. It would have been better for him to never learn about the survivors of the Kharini Expediditon. He had to relive the fall of his own race again.

„Then, everything is lost,” he spoke with dull voice. Nothing really mattered to him in that situation. He just wished to die and suffer no more.

„We will not survive, but we may do something to be remembered by the Galaxy,” said the leader of the survivors.

„What do you mean?” asked the Augur.

„There is no future for us, but we can exert our revenge on the people, who are responsible for extinction of our race,” said the survivor with hatred and anger. „They must be punished and they will suffer for their crimes against our race.”

Xantros thought for a moment, glad that no one else was listening to their discussion. Finally, he nodded and said, „Very well, I can determine the identity of the company and its employees responsible for creating and releasing the virus. We will find them and destroy, if we get killed in the process.”
