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It has only been ten years since 
the galaxy last saw signs of the 
Great Galactic War, but tensions 

between the Galactic Republic and 
the Sith Empire are on the rise once 
more. Since the signing of the Treaty 
of Coruscant on Alderaan, skirmishes 
have surfaced across the galaxy along 
fragile borders. 

Threats to the Republic do not end 
with the Empire, as Republic forces have 
engaged separatists on Ord Mantell. 
Following the Treaty, the separatist 
movement escalated into a rebellion 
against the decisions made by the 
local government. Despite the official 
declaration of continued loyalty to the 
Republic, the instability of the already 
questionable governing authority has 
worsened since the guerrilla attacks 
had intensified. However, in face of 
this aggression, the Republic’s military 
have begun deploying elite units and 

defences, presumably to prepare for the 
Imperial threat.

The once symbolic Alderaan has 
withdrawn from the Republic, and 
is now embroiled in civil war. With 
the assassination of the crown prince 
and the death of the heirless queen, 
the void in power has ignited a feud 
among the noble houses. The Republic 
has channelled support to the House of 
Organa, though reports have suggested 
that at least one of the opposing houses 
has garnered Imperial favor. Although 
neither the Republic nor Empire have 
an official presence on the planet, this 
site of a major Republic victory in the 
War is now watched with anxious eyes.

Communications between Corellia 
and the Republic have mysteriously 
ceased, sparking voices of concern. 
Even more disturbing are the recently 
leaked images and holo-videos 

revealing Coronet City in fire and ruins. 
Speculations expressed by numerous 
sources include Imperial influence 
within the Corellian government and an 
act of terrorism. However, top officials 
have reassured that action will be taken, 
with no other official statement issued.

The long time ally, Balmorra, 
was once the Republic’s leader in 
the advanced droid and weapons 
industries, but it has now fallen under 
Imperial occupation. Prior to the Treaty 
and the end of the War, the strained 
Republic military began to withdraw its 
forces from the planet. Eventually, they 
were forced to officially remove their 
presence on the planet in accordance 
to the terms agreed upon in the Treaty. 
However, reports have shown that the 
Republic has recently begun to send 
reinforcements in face of the increasing 
Imperial presence on the manufacturing 
planet.

Even the capital of the Republic 
is not without danger years after the 
Treaty. Much of the city still lie in ruins, 
and remnants of the chaos from the 
Imperial attack still afflict its people. 
Crime is rampant in much of the lower 
city, forcing security officials to retreat. 
Despite efforts of the security force 
and senators, there has not been much 
progress in recent years.

These are only a few of many 
distressing signs of another war 
spreading across the galaxy. The 
Republic’s forces stand vigilant to 
defend it; but this gives many citizens 
of the Republic little comfort. Will the 
Republic be prepared to face another 
war?

Republic military bases on Ord Mantell (top left) are starting to see some activity again.  There they hope to stop the Separatist threat once and for all.  The chill-
ing image of Alderaan (top right) was taken during its invasion during the Great Galactic War.  We hope never to witness such devastation ever again.  
Even the industrial cities of Corellia (bot. left) have seen better days.  On Balmorra (bot. right), Imperial Forces are constantly bombarding the planet.A Cold War has erupted between the Galactic Republic and the Sith Empire! Tarion Seckel has all the details.

ORD MANTELL ALDERAAN

CORELLIA BALMORRA
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Vol. I : The Shadow (3 ATC)
Prologue

Saron Noko’s ship flew into the 
rainy Corellian night sky. His mind was 
racing.

“I expect your brother has a similar 
story. I didn’t see him amongst the 
captives we hauled back. And I’m fairly 
certain he’s not dead.” 

When he reached open space, he 
entered the coordinates for Coruscant; 
the familiar bright streaks indicating 
the entrance into hyperspace. He leaned 
back, closing his eyes. The day had been 
chaotic: he never revealed his lightsaber 
so openly, even on missions. On top of 
that, he had never met such peculiar 
people as he had today. But these 
thoughts were not on the forefront of 
the Shadow’s mind. 

The Jedi forgave her.

He couldn’t believe what he had 
heard just before he boarded the ship. 
Mercy and forgiveness in the wake of 
destruction and utter annihilation; 
would he have been able to show such 
virtues of the Jedi? Answers did not 
come easily. Had he been there to see his 
former master struck down, he did not 
want to think what he might have done 
if he was the survivor that had found 
the wounded Sith Sorceress. His mind 
began to wander in the darkness.

Mercy has no place in conflict.

But maybe mercy is what makes the 
Jedi stronger; given that she joined the 
Order afterwards.

 That won’t bring Aerith back. It 
could’ve been her that killed Aerith.

No. It doesn’t matter. They’ll all 
answer for it.

The console beeped. Saron opened 
his eyes. He realized he had been asleep 
for a while and sat up, running his 
scanners for a suitable landing zone.

----------

The cityscape hadn’t changed since 
he was last here, looking down on it 
from a great distance; the familiar 
warm, orange hue from the sunset, 
seeming to glow from the planet itself. 
As Saron’s ship descended, he noticed 
much of the planet had been restored, 
and admired the people that had worked 
swiftly to bring it to its current state. But 
the scars remained visible. Buildings in 
the lower levels remained charred and 
broken, places that were abandoned and 
haunted. 

He landed not far from the ruined 
Jedi Temple. Letting out a deep sigh, he 
got up and headed out. 

As Saron made his way towards the 
entrance, he tried to suppress the flood 
of emotions clouding over his mind. 
The temple, once a grand beacon and 
symbol of the Jedi, was now a shattered 
memory left to decay. Jumping up onto 
the debris, he looked around. He had no 
idea where and what to look for, but he 
had to start somewhere.

After what felt like hours of 
wandering and crouching among the 
ruins, he stood up and stretched. He 
settled himself on top of a large fragment 

of what had once been one of the pillars 
that stood inside the entrance. Looking 
outside, he noticed it had become night, 
and his frustration started to grow. 
He used to stare out at the endless city 
every night when he was a padawan, 
and those nights were among the most 
tranquil moments of his life. That sight 
had not changed, but it no longer gave 
any peace to his mind.

He was about to get up to renew his 
search, until he heard a familiar voice 
coming from the entrance. A woman.

“Saron?”

Chapter 1

The hospital was bustling with 
medical personnel walking back and 
forth past each other with urgency in 
their steps. Still, it was quiet; at least 
quieter than in the immediate aftermath 
of the Sacking of Coruscant. A nurse 
half-jogged down a hallway and turned 
to look inside one of the rooms, where 
another young woman was finishing up 
her treatment for one of the bed-ridden 
patients.

“Cara, we need more hands in room 
E-1. We’re also running a little low on 
hypo-syringes and disinfectant spray.”

“Already? I just came back from 
a supply run yesterday. I swear, this 
hospital treats me like a Hutt’s slave.”

The nurse simply smiled.

“Room E-1, now. You can take 
your complaints to one of the doctors 
afterwards.”
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She immediately left for her other 
duties, not waiting for a response. There 
were not as many patients as there were 
a few months ago, but the hospital 
staff was still severely short-handed. 
Fortunately, there was enough medical 
equipment for those in critical condition, 
even during the attack. Not surprisingly, 
supplies were spent quickly. Had it not 
been for the tenacious smugglers like 
the young woman, the casualties in the 
midst of the recovery would have been 
catastrophic.

Cara Pryde had done more than 
smuggling supplies. Her medical talent 
allowed her to stay at the hospital, 
tending to patients until the next run. 
She complained frequently, but she 
hated the sight of seeing people suffer. 
But she never would have been able to 
learn medicine had it not been for that 
pompous, Jedi noble from Alderaan. 
Cara nearly laughed just thinking about 
it, until the patient lying near her put 
his hand on hers. The young boy had 
suffered from severe burns on most 
of his body, but he had the strength to 
smile.

“I’ll be OK, thanks for changing my 
bandages, Cara.”

She smiled back.

“I’ll be back with the supplies before 
you know it, Terras. If you feel any pain 
again, just let one of us know, alright?”

For much of the day, Cara spent her 
time treating the patients in her newly 
assigned room. Most of the patients 
were taken care of for the time being, 
and the remaining doctor offered to 
handle the rest. She thanked him, and 
made her way outside to prepare for her 
next run.

It was already night, and the cool air 
felt refreshing. She stood on the edge of 
a balcony, looking out at the speeding 
traffic and bright lights emitting from 
every building as far as the horizon. 
And she loved everything the infinite 

city had to offer. Nar Shaddaa offered 
the same bright lights and the feeling 
of exhilaration of course, but she held 
more precious memories of the nights 
here.

What I would give to-

 She froze when she spotted a small 
ship near the Jedi Temple; the temple 
was not far from where she was standing 
and she didn’t see anyone going in or 
out. 

What in the hells does anyone want 
with that place?

Cara didn’t hold any deep resentment 
towards the Jedi, as much of the people 
did after the Treaty of Coruscant; but 
she did hold them largely responsible 
in her mind, for the siege on Coruscant 
and the devastation and suffering in its 
wake. Her right gloved hand clenched 
tightly into a fist on top of the railing. 
Then without a second thought, she 
stormed towards the temple.

As she neared the ship, Cara checked 
her heavy pistol one last time and held it 
ready in her hand. She cautiously circled 
the ship until she reached the entrance 
ramp; it was closed and locked. Seeing 
as how the engines were cool, it seemed 
that the pilot had been probably absent 
for a while, and wasn’t expecting to 
make a quick escape anytime soon. She 
took a deep breath and slowly made her 
way to what had been the entrance of 
the temple.

Placing her back against the wall, she 
slowly slid her head to get a peek at what 
was inside. She spotted a dark-robed 
figure, and it appeared to be a man.

Damn, one of the Sith came back? 
Probably to salvage what he could.

Cara aimed at the figure’s head, 
still peeking around the corner and 
using her left hand for support. She was 
about to take the shot until the man 
jumped up and sat on one of the debris. 
Immediately, she spun back to complete 

cover. She felt like the wind had been 
knocked out of her.

No, it can’t be him!

She had not seen that face for almost 
three years. Calming herself down, 
she quickly regained her composure, 
Stepping out of cover, she faced the man 
and holstered her blaster.

“Saron?”

----------

Saron snapped his head towards the 
direction of the voice. He had believed 
he would not see anyone he knew here 
anymore, and had painfully accepted 
that thought as best as he could; but the 
woman was real enough. He got off his 
seat, and walked towards her, grinning.

“Cara! What are you doing o-”

She thrust her left fist into his gut, 
leaving the Jedi to double over, holding 
his stomach and fall on one knee. 

“That’s for not taking me back to 
Alderaan and leaving me here.”

Saron gasped, and caught his breath 
just enough to speak, wincing from the 
pain.

“I didn’t kno-”

“Don’t even try, you filthy kath 
hound! I know your parents told you to 
take me back to the Aldera Medcenter!”

The Jedi slowly rose to his feet, still 
holding his abdomen with one arm and 
grunting. 

“You weren’t needed there. There 
was a shortage of staff at that hospital 
over there, and from the looks of it, 
there still is.”

Cara was about to hit him a second 
time, but restrained herself. Instead, she 
was almost visibly fuming.

“You left me here and you knew that 
I would find my way back. So you told 
them to refuse!”

Fatigue started to affect her mind, 
and much of her initial anger had been 
vented.

“You...when the Sith...”

“I know. I’m sorry. And you can’t 
imagine how relieved I am to see you 
alive. But Kodai was here when it 
happened, and I need your help.”

Reported by Rrorohrror

WAR?

No word should strike dread into 
one’s heart so permeably as that one. 

The Republic’s politicians and the 
Sith Empire’s repersentatives praised 
the Treaty of Courscant, brought into 
“effect” almost ten years ago. They 
heralded it as an end to dread and the 
beginning of peaceful coexistence. It 
seems to have only put off the inevitable. 
What is the Republic’s response to the 
growing tension we all see, hear, and 
feel? More importantly, in a democratic 
tone I ask, what are the people of the 
Republic doing? What will they do?

To shed light on these matters I’ve 
invited Dasha Belos, for some questions 
and conversation. She’s experienced at 
least a couple of these growing tensions 
first hand, and lived to tell about them. 
Further, she did something about them.

Lieutenant Dasha Belos’ dwarved, 
translucent, blue hologram forms above 
my holo emitter. It rests on my desk 
which I sit before in my small, humble 
Corellian office. Her hologram sits on 
what appears to be a cot in a cramped 

officer’s quarters. The Lieutenant speaks 
up first, her greeting the first of several 
indications of her friendliness.

A Wookiee, hey. Okay, you have a 
translator I hope!

Her form wavers and shakes as 
the call takes a few moments to gain a 
smooth connection.

“Wyaaaaaa. Ruh ruh?”- My 
translator, connected to the holoemitter, 
kicked in late. It missed my greeting, 
“Hello. How are you?”, and miss Belos 
only heard it in my Shyriiwook. After it 
begins working she hears a mechanical 
voice, much like a droid’s, over my 
growls. I chose this voice to keep fresh 
in each interviewer’s mind that I do not 
speak basic or similar languages. This 
is because, as with all naturally formed 
Wookies, my throat and mouth are not 
built for the sounds common to most 
languages, but for howls and growls.

<Sorry, is this thing on now? 
Yes. Hold on a moment, waiting for 
encryption. . .there we are. Thank you 
for taking the time to talk with me, 
Lieutenant Belos.>

No problem, as long as it doesn’t 

take the whole day, we’re very busy 
here.

<I understand, my apologizes 
for the late connection today. Well, 
let’s get started, shall we? How are 
things going wherever “there” is? I 
understand some, or even a lot of 
secrecy may be needed.> 

Yes well, secrecy is the way we have 
to go unfortunately, in a lot of things 
nowadays. It’s the only way to protect 
the people sometimes. Eyes and ears 
everywhere, you know.

<I understand, well I hope things 
are going well there. I’m glad to see 
your holo image looks healthy, at 
least. May I ask about your past, your 
upbringing? How were you raised? 
No details are needed if you feel they 
aren’t.> 

My upbringing? Okay well, a whole 
lot of time on a ship. Oftentimes 
hiding, for my “own good.” Yeah, my 
own good. She was right though, the 
proof is I’m still here to talk about it. 
My mother that is, my “safety” was her 
priority. Can’t blame her for that. She 
was a smuggler, if you haven’t guessed 
already, a darn good one. Until...
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<Well, it’s good to see you an alive 
and able-bodied adult. She “was”?...> 

Killed, one of many I know, but... 
I was only eleven...hard times. Got 
myself to Bela Vistal after that. She 
had always told me to go there if... She 
had a “friend” there who could help 
me. He did. I spent some years there. 
Memory lane,  fun place...

<I’m very sorry Lieutenant, that 
must have been a horrible experience. 
She sounds like an amazing woman.>

Yes, she was, tough but loving you 
know, be prepared for anything she 
always said; and when you do what she 
did, you have to or you don’t make it 
far.

I smiled warmly at the Lieutenant’s 
last comments. <Yes, I suppose so. So 
you grew up in Bela Vistal, wonderous 
views I might say, under the care of this 
friend of your mom’s. How did you go 
from there, to being a trooper?> 

Bela Vistal is a beautiful place, yes. 
You know, in a way I prepared for this 
life, pretty much since I’ve been a kid. 
Which wasn’t what I wanted really, 
thought I’d follow in mom’s footsteps.

<Prepared you for being a trooper? 
Or for conflict? Or both?>

But what I did and saw on that ship 
has a lot to do with being a trooper 
somehow. I see you know what I mean. 
Dealing with all kinds of people, 
guns, secrecy... and helping others, 
my mother often took shipments of 
medical stuff to places others wouldn’t 
go. Smugglers often have bad reps, but 
a lot of them do a lot of good. And of 
course always be prepared is also part 
of a trooper’s life.

<I guess some of us have an awful 
lot to thank her for.> 

Yeah, but most never knew where 
or how things got where they got. I 

found my own way of helping with the 
troopers. More on the up and up, you 
know. Plus you get a lot more backup 
this way. Good bunch of people, those 
troopers... so brave... Always welcomed 
by citizens, they know that line is thin 
and we’re the only thing standing 
between them and those monsterous 
sith.

<I’ve experienced that bravery first 
hand.> I said with a small, rumbling 
chuckle.

 You have?

<Yes. On Sullust, long story. I’ll 
have to tell you about it some other 
time.>

I look forward to it, I love a good 
trooper story.

<Me too, I love story telling. Let’s 
fast forward a little bit, don’t want to 
keep you from protecting our hides for 
too long. Could you tell some of your 
life as a trooper?>

Hmmm, yeah my life as a trooper, 
let’s see. Okay, enlisted the second I was 
allowed to. Training was a breeze, but 
don’t tell any of the others that, cause 
most of them found it quite tough. 
Trooper training does not compare to 
life as a smuggler or what I did later, 
that’s for sure. My “tutor”, for lack of 
a better word, had already taught me 
pretty much all they were teaching me.

<Your mother’s friend who took 
care of you?>

Yeah, so promotions came so fast, 
the others’ heads were spinning. But 
after that, it got tougher. Training is 
one thing, actually being a trooper 
is another. You get shipped here and 
there at a moment’s notice. Some 
places, well, are not easy to live in. You 
get to know some guys, then never see 
them again...Might as well not bother 
after a while...  Then they say you don’t 
open up!!!! I spend a great deal of time 
by myself so that’s no biggie for me. 

Others need that camaraderie, I don’t, 
that’s all.

<That must be a difficult way to live. 
You sound like a great person though, 
so you must enjoy spending time with 
yourself.> I lightly chuckle again.

But I’d give my life for any one of 
them, don’t get me wrong, I would 
without hesitation.

<Troopers give a lot, innumerably, 
for the citizens of the Republic.>

Yes, and we’re glad to do so. It’s the 
life we’ve chosen, and most love it, even 
if it’s not easy. When you save a village, 
a person, makes it all worthwhile. 
When a kid looks at you as if you were 
some invincible giant, yeah, that feels 
great. Makes up for a lot of tougher 
situations we find ourselves facing.

<Again, remembering needed 
secrecy, have you seen much sacrifice 
in recent years? Since the Treaty of 
Coruscant?> 

Sacrifice is part of everyday 
life for us, troopers sacrificing for 
citizens, parents for their children. It’s 
heartbreaking, all this because these 
monsters want to rule everyone’s lives, 
as if it as their right. Whole planets 
have been sacrificed, even if those 
planet’s inhabitants don’t realize 
what’s happening until it’s over.

<It’s absolutely insane; but they 
don’t see that way, of course. I’ll just 
right out ask you what I’m getting at. 
Have you seen combat with the Sith, 
or their Imperial minions? Since the 
Treaty of Coruscant?> 

The Sith... those... monsters... so 
many killed, so many tortured... you 
face them cause you’re trained to and 
it’s your job to but. . .thank the Force 
for those Jedi. Without them, I’m not 
sure we’d be talking right now. The 
Sith destroyed my whole life... been 
trying to find one in particular, how 
many are there anyway? It’s never the 

right one. Never the right one... that 
face... it’s been in my dreams for a long 
time... way too long.

<This Sith? How’d he destroy your 
life?>

He’s the one that killed my 
parents... my mother and stepfather, 
killed because they were in the wrong 
place. That’s a good reason to die, right? 
Right?? As good as any other I suppose. 
Do they need reasons anyway? Killing 
is what they do... That’s why I fight, get 
it!?.. Sorry...

<No apologies needed, it’s a heavy 
weight to carry. The galaxy would 
be safer and better without such a 
thing as those Sith roaming around. 
I have to ask again though, have you 
seen or experienced combat with the 
Sith or their empire, since the Treaty 
of Coruscant? Have the Sith broken 
the treaty? Officially, it has been 
completely denied by the Republic and 
the Sith Empire.>

Yes I have experienced combat 
with them. And yes they have broken 
the treaty. Official or not, I saw them, 
they have broken the treaty. You can 
tell people I said so, no more hiding 
the facts. The treaty has been broken... 

We are at war.

<Three last questions. On what 
scale has this been? And, do you expect 
it to continue, to expand?>

Expand? They will not stop until 
they control everything. Where I was 
posted before, entire battalions were 
sent fighting, not many came back.  
We tend to forget how little civilians 
are aware of the war when the fighting 
is not on their home planet. Imperial 
agents do their job too well, controlling 
information. Entire planets and 
systems are under their influence now. 
Bela Vistal, on my dear Corellia, how 
long will it stay as beautiful?...

<Yes it’s quite disturbing how well 
they control the information. This is 
the last question. I’ve also heard that 
you’ve been in contact with a, let’s call it 
a certain group of Republic allegiance. 
No need for trouble inviting details, 
but are you ‘in League’ with this group? 
Last question I promise.>

Yes, there is a group, I recently 
joined them, we are preparing to 
fight back.  People from all walks of 
life joining, we will take back what is 
ours... No matter the odds.

<Thank you for your time and 
sharing with us, the citizens of the 
Republic. Good day to you and, on 
behalf of us all, I wish you safety and 
the opportunity to live your life. You’re 
quite the interesting person, we should 
stay in contact. Here’s my personal 
comm channel.> I Transmit my 
personal comm channel. I then turn off 
the translator and give her a traditional 
wookie farewell “Grrrowwlll!”

She waves farewell to me and 
shows a small, but warm smile, before 
disconnecting and returning to her 
harsh reality.

How long before it becomes ours as 
well? 

What can we do about it? What can 
I, Rrorohrror, do about it? What can 
you do about it?

Be vigilant against Sith lies and 
agents. There are trooper ranks to be 
filled. If you have the gift for it, learn to 
use the Force. Even if you’re not a Jedi or 
a Trooper, you can still train to protect 
yourself and your fellows. Lastly, don’t 
forget that some, even though they don’t 
always follow all the rules, are our allies; 
as Hylo Visz showed us.
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While the dust has long since 
settled since the strife that ravaged the 
Republic, having weathered several 
years of tenuous peace under the 
auspices of the Treaty of Coruscant, 
it appears such peace is a luxury of a 
select few.  My investigative series has 
turned a watchful eye on the very real 
evidence of Sith corruption throughout 
the Republic, and for all of my dutiful 
readers the truth shall both illuminate 
and terrify.

For this article I turn my focus to 
Corellia, a founding member of the 
Republic and an undisputed center 
of industry and commerce.  Having 
suffered greatly during the Great War, 
it is no secret that Coronet City still 
endures frequent Sith incursions and 
street gangs vie for territory.  But this 
reporter believes that the Sith threat to 
Corellia goes far deeper, and perhaps 
this shadowy presence within Coronet 
City is a portent of dire things to come 
for the Republic.

While officials within the Republic 
will rebuke these claims, and while I 
admit to having no firm evidence at this 

time, circumstances have arisen that I 
must bring to light.  

A group of resistance fighters 
has apparently established a base of 
operations within the Selonian tunnels 
beneath the city, and this group has been 
gathering intelligence and conducting 
discreet missions to undermine the Sith 
presence within the city.  Under normal 
circumstances, these activities would be 
dismissed as local miscreants banding 
together for some self-serving purpose.  
However, my sources inform me that 
this group, working under the moniker 
of The Corellian League is being led 
by several Jedi, officers of the Republic 
military, and smugglers.  

What could possibly compel Jedi 
to defy the Order’s mandate to return 
to Tython, for officers to risk court 
martial in refusing their orders, or for 
generally self-serving smugglers to aid 
the endeavor?  What indeed…

To close this article, I draw your 
attention to a recent infiltration of the 
Coronet City Municipal Complex.  
While the official account of the event 

is that of major system malfunctions 
leading to the explosions and destruction 
witnessed by many of the city’s residents, 
this reporter has discovered evidence 
quite to the contrary.  For all intents 
and purposes, it appears that this so-
called League came into possession of 
evidence linking purported government 
corruption to Sith actions within the 
capital.  While details of this incursion 
are not available, it is known that two 
Jedi Masters were lost, as were a handful 
of Republic troopers and a myriad of 
Sith forces. 

Considering that such a Sith 
presence on Corellia would be deemed 
a significant threat to the continued 
security of the Republic, this reporter 
must ask why the incident is being 
contained in this manner.  Could the 
Sith infiltration and manipulation 
represent a far deeper…perhaps a far 
higher reaching threat?

What is certain, is that the Corellian 
League is very real, and as their battle 
continues this reporter will do his 
utmost to bring their campaign to light.  
Until next time, stand ever vigilant.
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The great engines of the Republic cruiser flared brilliant-
ly, rings of blue fire lifting the vessel from the starport.  The 
cruiser lumbered across the Coruscant skyline, the dusk hues 
of crimson and gold shimmering upon its metallic surface, 
the deafening roar of the engines trailing in its wake.

Five Jedi stood upon an observation terrace of the Jedi 
Temple, long shadows cast behind them into the now vacant, 
and still ruined halls of the temple.  A pall of solemnity hung 
over them, forlorn gazes sharing the image of the cruiser now 
growing distant upon the horizon.

“I never thought this day would come,” one of the Jedi, 
Tormax Drayson, said at last.  He was a young Jedi Consular, 
a tall human of slight build and fair complexion.  His blue 
eyes bespoke a measured countenance, a balance of intellect 
and wisdom. He shifted uncomfortably beneath his robes 
and slipped several fingers beneath his utility belt.

The eldest among them and master to Tormax, Noval 
Colton smiled at his once Padawan.  “Never is a bold and 
unyielding word, my friend.  It should be stricken from the 
vernacular of a Jedi, particularly a Consular.”  The aged Jedi 
Consular stroked his beard, looping several silver-gray ten-
drils about his finger.  “But it is not of Coruscant or empty 
halls that you should concern yourself with now.”

Of course…Corellia.  Always Corellia. Tormax smiled; 
his master was right, of course.  

 “Yes, Master.” He said at last, conceding the point.

With the signing of the Treaty of Coruscant a great im-
balance had weighed upon political boundaries.  Both the 
Republic and the Jedi were now unable to afford the proper 
security to those in need. Tormax’s home planet of Corellia, 
one of the great industrial centers of the galaxy and a found-
ing member of the Republic, was in duress.   

A quiet, discounted murmur found their ears.

“Something to add, Jedi Rone?” Noval asked without 
turning to regard the Jedi Knight behind him.  

Jaxon Rone stiffened, unaware his ruminations could 
be heard.  “Apologies Master Noval…I meant no disrespect.” 
Jaxon’s thin lips twitched beneath his neatly manicured goat-
ee.  He was tall and well built, his muscles honed from years 
of physical training.  “Though not all of us find abandoning 
Coruscant so simple a task.”  Jaxon Rone was, in fact, the only 
Jedi among them who did not hail from Corellia.  

“This temple…this planet.  They are the only home I have 
ever known.” Jaxon was a young and stalwart Jedi Knight, but 
the sadness welling beneath his piercing blue eyes betrayed 
his convictions, even if for but a moment.

The other elder Jedi among them, Bel Drayson, finally 
spoke.  “It is an admirable thing you do, Jaxon.  Korah Vorn 
was as much my friend as she was your master.  I can think 
of nothing more keeping with the Jedi code that aiding us in 
protecting her home planet.”

Jaxon nodded silently.  The notion offered little consola-
tion and bitter comfort, yet he accepted it none-the-less.  Ko-
rah had fought valiantly during the sacking of Coruscant, and 
like so many Jedi, so many of their brothers and sisters, she 
had died at the hands of the Sith Empire’s treachery.

“It is no easy task to deny the council’s orders,” the last 
of the young Jedi, Perth Colton, added.  Perth was a brilliant 
young Jedi Consular, once Padawan to his second Uncle, Bel 
Drayson.  The glimmer of exploration never escaped his eyes, 
whether it be for knowledge within the Jedi Archives or on 
missions of discovery with the master he referred to simply 
as “Uncle.”  

“Nor should it be,” Bel offered stoically.  “If Noval and I 
have instilled anything in you young ones…it is to challenge 
yourselves, your preconceptions, and those mandates you 
believe in your heart to be questionable. “  Perth had heard 
similar philosophical musings from his Uncle many times 
before, from their days spent with the ExplorCorps to long 
hours of study and discussion in the archives aboard the great 
praxeum ships.

Noval nodded approvingly. “Feel the force in all things…
even in the decisions that may seem dubious, decisions that 
may come to define your very existence.”  He looked to each 
of them in turn, reassured in the steel of their gazes that upon 
this path they would be vindicated.  “Now my friends…we 
return to Corellia.”

END OF CHAPTER ONE

The ruins of the Jedi Temple on Coruscant.
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A pall of acrid smoke still clung to the shopping plaza, 
choking out the sunlight and obscuring the view of 

fantastic storefront façades and brilliant neon signs.  This 
had been one of Coronet City’s more prosperous districts, 
but now it devolved into an urban warzone contested by 
rival street gangs.  The Corellian government seemed unable 
or unwilling to address the civil unrest, and thus it was left to 
what remained of the CDF to deal with the problem.

Two troopers walked amongst the smoke and rubble, 
barrels of their blaster rifles still smoking from the recent 
gunfight.  Their battle armor bore the scars of dozens of 
combat engagements, the insignia of their Republic regiment 
that had been stationed on Coruscant, and the more recent 
markings of their return home to the CDF.  

“Looks like we ran them off, Lieutenant.”  Breaking the 
silence was young Dresage Connor, a young corporal but 
already a veteran, like so many others, of The Great Galactic 
War.  “Too bad.”

Lieutenant Theydon, a distinguished officer and hero of 
the Sacking of Coruscant, was not amused.  “The day is ours, 
Corporal.  Be thankful for that and stay focused.”  Theydon 
had seen much in his relatively short life, the depravity of his 
youth quite similar to young Dresage.  But where vengeance 
managed to take root within Dresage Connor, no doubt the 
result of the visceral memories of his parents being gunned 
down before his eyes on Nar Shaadda, Theydon attuned 
himself wholly to the rigors of the Republic Trooper.

 “Yes sir,” Dresage said with a nod yet far from appeased.  
“But sir, aren’t you tired of these give and take firefights?”

“It’s not a troopers place to question the tactical 
objectives placed before him.”

“What objectives might those be, sir?”  Anger was flaring 
at the corner of the young corporal’s eyes.  Theydon had 
seen it before.  Whether it stemmed from the murder of his 
parents or watching hundreds in their battalion cut down on 
Coruscant by the Sith, Theydon could not be sure.  What he 
did know is that this deeply rooted angst had forged a steel 
edge within Dresage that was deployed with deadly acumen 
on the field of battle.

Theydon removed his helmet.  The trooper’s face was 
etched in stone, his angular cheek bones, jaw and chin covered 
in two-day old stubble.  Theydon’s eyes were impossibly 
dark, the pupils dilated from the sudden exposure to natural 
light.  “Careful, Corporal. We have a responsibility to the 
CDF.  That should be enough for you.”

“But don’t you get the feeling there is something more 
to these random encounters with smuggler enforcers and 
gang bangers?  I mean that Bounty Hunter we took down 
practically admitted that he was taking orders from someone 

off-world?”

Theydon looked at his subordinate with a grim 
expression.  “Your point, Corporal?”

Beneath his helmet, Dresage rolled his eyes in 
exasperation.  “The Coronet municipals seem unable 
to do anything and the possibility that these attacks are 
coordinated...”  His voice trailed off for an introspective 
moment.  “What if the Sith are behind this?”

Theydon’s entire body snapped toward Dresage.  
“You’d be wise to stow those notions, Dre.  Implications 
of government corruption could land us both in a heap of 
trouble.  And don’t be so quick to think the Sith would violate 
the Treaty.  Corellia is still controlled by the Republic.”

“For now,” Dresage countered quickly and decisively.  
“There are already underground movements forming.  The 
Jedi are even looking for answers.”

“What Jedi?”

“I only have two names...Noval Colton and Bel Drayson.  
Maybe we should try and find them.”

A subtle, nearly invisible smile formed at the corner of 
Theydon’s mouth.  “I know these Jedi...if they need our help, 
Corporal, they’ll find us.” He pointed towards the rubble 
ahead.  “Let’s finish our sweep.”

END OF CHAPTER TWO
Chapters 3 and 4 will be available in our next issue!
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My fellow citizens of the Republic, 
I come to you with news of the 

direst proportions.  There lies within the 
ranks of the tyrannical Sith a Dark Lord 
whose malevolence far exceeds even 
the most depraved members of their 
evil Order.  This maligned individual 
goes by the appropriate title of Darth 
Malgus.  Many of you may not know his 
name, but you all know his detestable 
crimes.  It was Darth Malgus who 
instigated the surprise recapture of their 
ancient home world, Korriban, which 

initialed the Great Galactic 
War and the many decades 
of suffering that followed.  It 
is he who led the invasion of 
Alderaan and despoiled that 
world of unparallel serenity.  
It is he who led the attack 
on the Jedi Temple during 
the Sacking of Coruscant 
and slew many noble 
members of the Jedi Order.

     Born within territories of 
the Unknown Regions controlled by the 
Sith Empire while it was still in hiding, 
Malgus began his decent towards 
villainy at an early age.  As a young 
boy, Malgus mercilessly murdered a 

helpless Twi’Lek slave owned by his 
adoptive father purely for the 

sake of proving that he could 
take a life.  From that moment 
on, Malgus’s dark journey was 

assured.  Rising quickly through the 
ranks of the Sith, Malgus’s veracity 
earned him recognition even 
among the already bellicose Sith.  
During the retaking of Korriban, 
Malgus dispatched his own 
master, Vindican, who he 
saw as weak because he 
had been bested by Jedi 
Master Kao Cen Drach 
during the course of 
Master Drach’s selfless 
sacrifice in defense of the 

Republic outpost above 
the planet.  Even in defeat, 

Malgus was undaunted in his 
desire for unbridled bloodlust, 
as, instead of immediately 
retreating after the lost battle 
of Alderaan, Darth Malgus 
took the time to delay his escape so 
that he could slaughter two brave 
Jedi defending the planet from the 
Sith.  And the most blasphemous 
of this actions occurred when he 
murdered countless Jedi within 
the hallowed halls of the Jedi 
Temple itself during the Sith 

betrayal on Coruscant.

     Darth Malgus is 
a creature of such 

unbridled ambition that he would see 
the entire Galaxy burn in order to fulfill 
his dreams of utter conquest.  Even the so 
called “treaty” between the Republic and 
the Sith Empire will not tame his desire 
to subjugate all sentient beings within 
his iron grip. Even allies and members 
of the Empire itself are not spared 
Darth Malgus’s wrath.  There have been 
unconfirmed rumors that high-ranking 
officials within the Sith Empire who had 
been known rivals of Darth Malgus have 
disappeared, never to be heard of again.  
If the Empire cannot control their own 
self-created abomination, how can the 
Republic dare hope to defend itself?

     It is because of threats such as Darth 
Malgus that we must be ever vigilant.  
Should we let our guard down, even for 
an instant, monsters such as this will 
exploit such an opportunity to strike at 
the heart of our Republic.  I implore all of 
you to join with me in the struggle against 
evil machinations of the SIth Empire.  
We must resist them and their dark 
minions at all cost….no matter the odds!

-- Anonymous 
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