



Combat Writing: Collective Strike against Sencara A’theri
    My name is Maximus Alvinius, a Jedi and a member of Clan Odan-Urr. I have chosen to defend my Clan from any harm, and this is a story of how one day I fought Sencara A'theri for the sake of my community. The fight against the Collective is a multi-faceted assault, but the Technocratic Guild's strength remains because of continued funding from Capital Enterprises. This organization provides the tactical and financial support to the Collective, although the two bodies have different goals. Ghafa Ordam, a field commander in Capital Enterprises, hired Sencara A'theri to attack our clan. When we heard about this news, I and twenty other members of my clan decided to organize preemptive attacks to mitigate the threat.
    The fact that Ghafa hired Sen to spearhead the retaliation was an indicator that Capital Enterprises were keen on making the mission a success. The thing is that Sen charges high prices, and hence the organization could have hired other operatives for this task. I had heard stories about Sen's conquests from my fellow Jedi. She was regarded as an elite soldier among other mercenaries. Jona, one of the twenty individuals that joined us in preparing for the battle against Sen, highlighted that she was calculative. He said, "Max, we cannot attack Sen using simple strategies. Every possible plan we can come up with, she has already thought of it and made countermeasures. To win this challenge, we need something too impossible and crazy to be considered." Jona's words were not the usual motivational talk given to warriors before battle, but he was right in highlighting that our opponent was no ordinary mercenary. As the leader of the twenty Jedi, I agreed to come up with a strategy that everyone including Sen would consider impossible for us to achieve or even conceive. Among my peers, I was regarded as the best strategist because I always ensured I was several steps ahead of our enemies. However, I was now facing an opponent who applied the same strategies, but with more finesse. 
    After our third meeting, I retreated to the library to read anything I could get on Sen's past victories. Previously, I had been accused of goofing and making decisions based on fun, but this time I could not afford to be that person. The records I read indicated that Sen could deploy within short notice based on her instincts. This attribute meant that if she got wind of our preemptive assault, she could attack first to destabilize our unit. Nonetheless, I believed that every individual's greatest strength is also his or her greatest weakness. Sen was instinctive, professional, and calculative, and this made her over confident. I was ready for the match with her because I realized she could predict everything except her own shortcomings. 
    "We must protect this clan because we are what stands between an independent society and the Collective," I said to my warriors as we set out to attack Sen. I had prepared strategies and counter-strategies, and even those had contingency plans for any event or reaction that we might experience. We ambushed Sen in the rough terrains of Nancora, but as we attacked, I realized she had considered the possibility of such an assault. As the other nineteen warriors engaged Sen's mercenaries, I found my way through the battlefield to where she was standing. I knew she had consciously remained behind her warriors to draw out our team's leader. 
Additionally, I had read this was one of Sen's tactics to draw her enemies into a trap or an area favoring her fighting skills. However, during my preparations, I factored in that I might have to fight at a disadvantage. She drew out her weapon slowly as I approached. I have to admit that the few meters I crossed before getting to her felt like several kilometers; at one point, I even considered that I had taken on an opponent I could not defeat. The love for my clan and the need for its continued sustenance overcame any fear or doubt within me. I was ready to go back home a victor and to beat Sen at her own game.
    When my lightsaber crashed into her blaster fire, I knew I was about to engage in the most vicious fight in my career as a warrior. Sen drew the first blood when her vibroblade knuckler tore into the side of my arm. I could see her smile as my face clenched in pain. I wanted to hide my emotions and act as if the wound was inconsequential; however, I knew that I needed to make Sen believe she was winning so that she would be over confident and make a mistake. Previously, my friends argued that I had a martyr complex. I knew Sen might be aware of this weakness and so she was keen on letting my zeal interfere with my concentration. 
Nonetheless, as her tiny body slipped in and out of my lightsaber attacks, I knew this match might be my last. I tried to draw her out each time she dazzled around different object taking multiple blaster shots in my direction in the hope that Sen's concentration was on my lightsaber. With each failed attack that I made it became clear as if she knew where I would strike. Once again, she smiled maliciously having thwarted one of my tricks. By now, my wound had healed, so I could wield a lightsaber and a blaster in each hand. I followed this using the Force cloak with disappearing and reappearing behind Sen in the hope that I could aim and shoot at her. She quickly jumped to another ridge, which disrupted my plan. The material I had read was correct that Sen was a great warrior. Her agility and quick reflexes during our fight were making any tactic I applied ineffective. Each time I tried a trick and it failed, Sen smiled and mocked me. She called me an amateur and a worthless Jedi. My plan was working as her pride affected her concentration. When Sen swung around and shot her blaster fire caught a piece of my clothes, I knew it was time to attack her with all I had. I jabbed at her with my lightsaber, followed by a saber throw, and then shot at her. She missed the saber throw; however, she did not notice me wearing the knuckle-plate vibroblade on my wrist. 
As she attempted to dance around the Jedi the distance was close enough that Maximus was able to thrust the 20 centimeter triangular blade into her abdomen followed by a a blaster shot into her shoulder. We had been fighting for several minutes before Sen staggered and winced in pain for the first time. Before she could recover, I landed a kick on her pelvis and was about to stab her with my lightsaber when two of her mercenaries came to her rescue. I was overpowered by their strength in numbers at this point and had to retreat as the two dragged Sen to safety.
    I hoped to be the Jedi that stopped the renowned Sen, which I believed would make the Clan safe for many years to come with one less Collective in the picture. I did not get to kill her, but my Clan celebrated my victory. For now, they were safe from Capital Enterprises. After the celebrations, Jona and I headed to the local tavern to have fun and share our experiences of the day. The battle was won, and it was now time to be jovial and goof around.

