The Tragedy of Darth Panda the Pantsless

Zoron 13820
Prophet Howlader Taldrya woke up with start, shaking at the flood of anguish washing over him as the last of his nightmare hit him. He wiped away the sweat coating his face and threw off his covers before padding over to the nearby bar, grabbing a bottle of the latest micro-brewery ultra-distilled uber-beer and downing it instantly. Tossing the bottle into the recycler, he grabbed a second bottle and sat down heavily into an armchair and nursed this one more slowly as the images from his nightmare flashed through his mind, reminding him of that terrible day many years ago that led him to swear off the wearing of any pants.

“Admiral, we have a positive sensor lock on the convoy, they have entered the system and are broadcasting Emperor's Hammer authentication codes.” The ensign manning the sensor watch station turned to ensure that Howlader had heard, turning back to his station after a dismissive wave from the ornery man.

Howlader steeped his hands together in front of his face to hide his excitement over the incoming shipments. He had commissioned, at no small expense, an entire convoy of freighters to visit his favourite planet, Nando, to seize and “re-purpose” their largest brewery facility, The Pant's Hem. His crack team of engineers had dismantled the entire plant and were bringing it back to Howlader's homeworld. His mouth was already salivating at the prospect of turning on the taps and simply guzzling down the alcohol straight from the source – no more waiting for it to be bottled and shipped to him.

Without warning, a series of red lights began flashing in the bridge and proximity alarms began blaring. Howlader's eyes snapped to his display in horror as he saw dozens of small sensor contacts pop into existence around the convoy. 

“Sir! There's a massive number of small craft jumping into the system around our freighters!” The sensor watch's voice cracked as he relayed information that Howlader already knew.

Howlader's finger jabbed down onto a control on his command chair and he snapped out, “Launch every TIE we have.” Turning back to his bridge crew, he nearly yelled out the next command. “Close on the enemy at maximum speed! Tell all our escorts that their sole priority is defending those freighters at all costs!”

Even with those commands, Howlader feared the worst.

“Admiral, the new craft appear to be almost exclusively small civilian transports, barges, and pleasure craft. Not a single warship among them. I..” the sensor watch stammered, “I don't know what they're planning on doing.”

As Howlader watched, the enemy's plan became clear. The ships all turned toward the freighters and Howlader could see their speed vectors increasing. A glance at a separate screen on his display confirmed that they were all accelerating as fast as possible, bypassing their safety limits, and all were aimed for intercepts with the freighters.

Howlader watched in horror as one by one, the entirety of The Pant's Hem brewery was blown into its composite particles. Tears began flowing at the loss of such a treasure. He remained frozen, watching the expanding dust clouds.

The comms watch called out to him. “Sir, they sent us a transmission before the last ship was destroyed. I can patch it through.” 

Howlader nodded and listened to the message.


“Imperial scum. If you think we'd lay down and let you take this, you're wrong. You'll 
never enjoy The Pant's Hem again, just like we won't.”
Howlader came back to reality, realizing he was crying in tandem with his memories. He looked over at his closet, remembering that last curse, and saw it was devoid of pants, just as he had sworn it would ever be from that terrible day.
