I’ve combined Eleven, Twelve and Thirteen into one chapter.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
MANDALORE’S HONOR

ONDERON 

“They arrived in system nineteen minutes ago.” The sensor operator pointed to the four new contacts on his scopes as he told the senior bridge officer. “Two MEDIATOR-Class Battle Cruisers and two NEBULA III-Class Star Destroyers have taken up station just past the moon of Duxn.”


The Mandalorian Admiral nodded as his eyes went to the readout. He was the second in command of MANDALORE’S HONOR, and whenever Javen left the ship, he left knowing his ship was in very capable hands. Admiral Jagi Ordo was Javen’s oldest uncle, and the man who had spent countless hours schooling Javen in the way of star ship combat.


“Where is the FLAME OF ONDERON?”


“She is holding an ecliptic orbit over the western continent on the far side of the planet.” The sensor operator replied.


“What are the Onderonians doing?” Jagi asked calmly. “Surely they must see these ships and know something is happening.”

“From intercepted transmissions, it appears they are just as surprised as we are.” The sensor operator replied.


“Our trip here is no longer a secret it seems.” Jagi spoke nodding his head. “I want those ships tracked every second! No matter where they go or what they do. Are the sensor jammers active?”


The man nodded. “All pods at full power and radiating.”


Jagi smiled. “Good. Let’s see them try to penetrate our jammers. They will undoubtedly attempt to do flybys of the ship and scan us. No action is to be taken; no weapons will track them, no radars will lock them. Is that understood?”


“I will inform the Gunnery Leader.” The man spoke.


“Status of the missile bays?”


“The crews were conducting reload drills before Mandalore went to the surface by his order.” The operator replied. “He wasn’t happy with the last run of reload times.”


Jagi smiled at this news. “Excellent. Since the crews are already at their stations I want half the missile tubes loaded with DB19 Concussion missiles, and half loaded with the MM94 Ship Breaker. They are to stay loaded until they receive orders from Javen or me.”


“Understood sir.”


“Get me a secure channel to Javen. He needs to know what is going on up here. They should still be in the palace in their meeting.” Jagi spoke turning to walk towards the side of the bridge that housed his small Ready Room. Javen’s identical office was on the opposite side of the bridge to keep both of them from being struck in an attack. “I’ll take it in my office when you reach him. Make sure he knows it is important.”

MEDIATOR-Class Battle Cruiser

RESILIENT 


“…in a polar orbit Commander.” The sensor chief on the RESILIENT reported.


“Did we get anything from our initial scans?” The ship’s captain asked.


“Negative sir. The Mandalorian ship seems to have some very powerful sensor jammers active. Our low power scans could not penetrate them. Anything higher and it could be interpreted as hostile.” The woman answered.


“Launch a pair of Eta-9’s, and have them conduct converging flybys.” The Captain ordered. “Let’s get some close up pictures of that big puppy.”

“Aye sir.”

IZIZ ROYAL PALACE 


“… and this drug can only be made with the entrails of this Hssiss Dragon?” Penaria asked.


Daniel nodded. “The creature used to be very prevalent in the galaxy, but now their numbers are limited. It is a dark side creature, and if bitten by one or struck by one of its tail spikes, not only would the wound cause massive damage, it would also inject what we consider a dark side poison that would slowly consume the victim from the inside, destroying all organs and flesh.”


Penaria shuddered. “And this is what makes the drug so powerful?”


“One of King Renault’s medical doctors could probably explain it better, but essentially yes.” Daniel answered. “Once refined properly, it produces a vastly powerful narcotic, which is almost one hundred percent addictive. Even in small quantities.”


“The troops that attacked the Jedi Praxeum and the Temple on Rakata Prime all had high levels of this drug in their systems Madam President.” Alana spoke.


Penaria sat back in her chair. “And whoever has the facilities to make this drug are also the people who are attacking the Jedi.”


“It would appear that way.” Javen spoke now. “With the exception of several healing medications, drugs of this type are taboo within Mandalorian territory. Every world in our Parliament has voted to outlaw drugs of any kind. I can have the last decade of our court proceedings made available to you if you wish. There have only been two cases in that decade, and both of the individuals were Mandalorians. They were sentenced to fifty years on a prison barge; their families were stripped of their possessions and they were exiled from Mandalorian space. It is simply not something we tolerate; therefore it is not something that happens within our borders.”

Penaria looked at Javen warily. “That seems rather harsh. Exiling the families in response to something one individual did.”


“It may seem harsh to your way of thinking perhaps Madam President.” Javen shrugged rather noncommittally. “Not to Mandalorians.”


“Why attempt to use this drug angle against you then?” Penaria asked.


“I believe it is because we have remained outside the sphere of the Federation Alliance,” Javen said in reply. “I fear our enemies will attempt to make up anything they think will give them an edge. This illegal drug example is perfect. Nothing is known of the Mandalorian people therefore we must be bad. It reads very well on the HoloNet News channels.”


Penaria nodded. “Yes I’m familiar with how things play out on the HoloNews.” She said sarcastically. “I’m not exactly their favorite person either.”


“There is… there is also the situation with the Jedi.” Arnica spoke.


Penaria looked at her. “What do you mean?”


“There are very few who know Javen’s dual role within the larger picture.” Daniel spoke. “He has already been denounced by Undien in front of the Jedi Praxeum on Ossus. The events that happened there only solidify Undien’s position. I’m sure he will take it before the High Council on Coruscant at some time in the near future.”


“I’m not sure I understand?” Penaria said.


“Javen’s role as holder of the Heart of the Guardian entails not only protecting the Order and the Federation, but it also encompasses the protection of several secret locations that are storehouses of ancient Jedi knowledge,” Daniel explained to her. “It is knowledge and history that would be very harmful to Undien and the teachings of the current Masters if it ever became public information.”


Penaria looked confused and shook her head. “But… I thought… you are Grand Master of the Praxeum. Wouldn’t the teachings of the Jedi need to be approved by you?”


Daniel shook his head slowly. “Unfortunately… my role as Leader of the Praxeum has been severely limited in the last twenty years. The Council as a whole can overrule a decision I make even by verbal vote. Undien was very clever in who was chosen to sit on the council, and he was careful to allow only Masters he knew would side with him on most issues. As soon as Lowbacca’s term was ended, Undien pushed for him to be made Grand Master and given the position of Chronicler of the Praxeum. In this way, he removed a voice of dissent and did not make it seem so.”


“Why does he keep you in your position then?” Javen asked.


“My name.” Daniel replied. “A Skywalker has always headed the Praxeum Council. To remove me in any way would no doubt turn others against him. He has discretely removed any real power or influence I had over the years, so in this way he will not lose face and he keeps almost complete control.”

“That changed when Javen appeared?” Alana asked.


Daniel nodded. “I’ve thought this over for several days now, and discussed it with Tokare and we both agree. Javen is a threat to Undien. He is a link to a past the Jedi have long forgotten and do not want to recover. Javen controls the access to the sites that hold thousands of years of Jedi history, uncut and unaltered, every event from the end of The Jedi Civil War to The Battle of Ruusan. That includes nearly a thousand years of history that Javen’s ancestors and the Old Republic Chancellor purged from all data archives.”


“Why?” Penaria asked looking back to Javen. “I still don’t understand why. Why purge that period from history?”


Daniel turned to look at Javen. “Javen?”


Javen met his eyes then slowly turned to where Tokare sat at the table. The small green Jedi Master nodded his head slowly, closing his eyes.


“Time it is perhaps.” Tokare spoke. 


“Time for what?” Arnica asked, looking directly at him. “Why would Undien and the Jedi consider you a threat Javen?”

Javen took a deep breath. “The locations I am charged with protecting are storehouses of not only Jedi knowledge and history, but also thousands of years of Sith history and knowledge. When my ancestors defeated Amaurth at the end of the Pure Sith War, everything that had been his was captured. Holocrons, datapads, Sith data cubes. It was all stored within the archives. If Grand Master Undien was able to discover the location of the Rakata Prime Temple location, then he also knows what is in that Temple. Grand Master Luke Skywalker attempted to put the Jedi Order back on the road that my ancestors began them on after the Pure Sith War. For three hundred years after that war, Jedi were allowed to marry and have children. To have families. Part of that reasoning was to rebuild the Order yes, but the other part… the most important part was so that what had happened would never be forgotten. 

“The Jedi Order’s first and most important edict is the preservation of the Republic… now the Alliance. The Jedi Order up until the Battle of Ruusan had done just that. That was where their focus of direction was. They were Jedi in every sense of the word, yet when push came to shove, if a threat to the Republic or the Order was revealed, it was eliminated quickly and efficiently. No one hesitated, no one questioned. That is what my ancestors gave the Jedi Order. They no longer questioned their most important edict. After the Battle of Ruusan, when all that history was lost, when all those Jedi were killed, the Order changed. The Battle of Ruusan was the main reason Palpatine was able to cast a cloud of the Dark Side over everything hundreds of years later. That is what allowed Palpatine to manipulate and control and basically play them against themselves. It is the reason Grand Master Yoda and Master Windu were unable to penetrate that veil of darkness. And it is the reason that Palpatine was so easily able to turn Anakin Skywalker as he did. My ancestors did not get involved in the politics of things, as the Jedi of Master Yoda’s era did. I’m not saying that it was wrong, but it put the Jedi on a path they had not tread in nearly four thousand years. The Jedi Order lost their way, and while Anakin Skywalker returned balance to the Force when he destroyed Palpatine and himself, Master Skywalker was only able to draw on his immense inner compassion as he reformed the Order. He had no access to written history to follow for Palpatine had destroyed the Jedi Archives on Coruscant. With that history, Master Skywalker would have been able to solidify the path of the Order.”


“But… but why didn’t the Guardian of that time come forward?” Arnica asked. “With the knowledge you say these sites hold it would have been a simple matter for Master Skywalker to direct us.”


Javen looked at her for a moment before answering. “The Guardian of that time period was killed shortly after a meeting with Master Skywalker. This meeting took place prior to the signing of the treaty in 19ABY that ended the war with the Empire.”


“Killed? How?” Penaria asked.


Javen took another deep breath. “My ancestors knew that even a Holder of the Guardian was susceptible to the lure of the dark side, no matter how powerful they were. They put in place measures in case a Guardian ever did succumb to that temptation.”


“What measures?” Arnica asked now keenly interested. She shuddered inwardly at the thought of someone with the power of the young man in front of her falling to the dark side.


“That does not matter.” Javen spoke. “Those measures were why Master Skywalker was unable to actually view the history completely. He had met with the Guardian as I said prior to the end of the war, and shortly after that meeting something occurred and that initiated the measures. It also robbed him of the location of the sites and the history that could have helped him. As it is, he did an amazing job without the history. But now Undien and the others are turning away from Master Skywalker’s teachings and the values he founded the new Order on. And they have been for decades.”


“Then Undien sees you as a threat because of the history you could open everyone’s eyes too.” Penaria said.


Javen nodded slowly meeting her gaze. “He can not allow the history I protect to ever become public knowledge. It would change the very face of the Jedi Order and possibly even the Alliance itself. He has so involved the Jedi in the political spectrum that if the history I protect ever becomes public, all power that he has now will vanish. I fear he may use what knowledge he does have against us and make our job infinitely harder.”


“What do you mean?” Penaria asked.


“My ancestor Revan Panlie… he was a former Dark Lord of the Sith Madam President.” Javen spoke evenly seeing her eyes grow even wider than they already were. “One who was infinitely more powerful than Palpatine could have ever hoped to become due to where he learned about the Sith. The knowledge of Darth Revan is not secret within Jedi circles, but the circumstances of his redemption are. It was part of the history the current Jedi Order had refused to allow to be taught. The history and deeds of Anakin Skywalker are also very much common knowledge, but the redemption of Darth Vader is not. Again because it would challenge all that Undien and those who support him have taught for so long. And now that Alana is accompanying me, it will be much harder for him not to use this information.”

“How so?”


“The descendants of two exceptionally powerful Dark Lords, working together Madam President.” Alana answered the question for Javen. “And sharing an intimate relationship, with each other as well as another woman?” Alana reached out and took Runi’s hand in hers in an obvious show of affection, but also a show of confidence in what she had become. “Undien will know he can use this against us especially since Javen is also a Mandalorian, and once he discovers it, he will not hesitate.” Alana had spoken those words with the strength of someone very comfortable in her position. Penaria looked at her, and then her eyes went to Runi, who sat between Javen and Alana. Her glittering blue eyes spoke the same confidence and strength. 

“There is something else.” Javen told them softly. “There was a time many thousands of years ago when my ancestor Revan Panlie instructed Canderous Ordo to gather the Mandalorian Clans. To bring them together and make them strong for a war that would come. If not for those instructions the Mandalorian people would have faded into history long ago. Canderous Ordo did as Revan instructed him, and they played vital roles in the victory against Amaurth, yet I… I do not believe Revan meant that war. I believe he meant a war that has not yet happen.” Javen looked at Penaria. “I believe Revan Panlie intended the Mandalorians to be strong for a war that we are on the cusp of right now.” He saw Penaria’s eyes go wide, as well as those of everyone at the table. “A war that we will have to fight whether we want to or not.”
ETA-9 Y17

ETA-9 Y18


The pilot of the Eta-9 Interceptor banked his fighter over slowly as they raced along the starboard side of MANDALORE’S HONOR. The superstructure of the ship filled his cockpit, and he could make out the heavy turbo laser turrets, and the dozens of anti-air Quad laser turrets. The ship was sleek and deadly looking, and as he directed his fighter along the side of the three kilometer long ship, he could feel the sweat beginning to form on his forehead. The pilot, the RESILIENT’s senior fighter Commander, keyed his helmet mic.


“RESILIENT actual this is Surgeon Flight Leader, standby to receive transmission.”


“Copy that Surgeon Flight.” The reply came from the Battle Cruiser. “Captain wants a verbal as well. Tell us what you see.”


“I see one very large and tough looking ship RESILIENT. I count twenty-four heavy turbolaser turrets on the starboard side alone, and what appears to be at least another three dozen quad laser turrets for air defense.” Surgeon replied.


“Are you being tracked?” The voice asked.


“Negative. No tracking radars and no visual tracking that I can tell either.” Surgeon answered. “I’m seeing what appear to be eight torpedo launchers along the aft quarter. Stand by, I’m swinging around.”


The flight of two fighters performed an expert loop and roll that took them onto the port side of MANDALORE’S HONOR.


“RESILIENT, I’m seeing the same on the port side, and if I’m not mistaken, another eight torpedo launchers in the forward quarter. I’m also seeing some strange indentations along the hull on both sides.”


“Explain.”


“I don’t know.” Surgeon replied. “I’ve never seen anything like it, and our scans are still not penetrating the hull itself. They got some serious jammers working here, if they can still scramble our sensors at this range.”


“Can you determine the composition of the hull?”


“Stand by.” Surgeon spoke as he adjusted his scanners and waited for the readout. His eyes grew a little wider when the results came back. “The hull is composed of Mandalorian Steel, Impervium and… you have got to be kidding me!”


“Say again Surgeon! Say again!” The RESILIENT’s bridge officer spoke.


“RESILIENT, I am detecting Quantum armor embedded in the superstructure of the ship. It appears to be layered over the entire hull.” Surgeon reported.

MANDALORE’S HONOR


“We have allowed them to see enough.” Jagi spoke from his position on the bridge. “Do you have their channel?”


“Yes sir.”


“Tell them.” Jagi ordered.

ETA-9 Y-17

SURGEON FLIGHT LEADER


“…Alliance fighter craft, this is the Combat Control Officer of Mandalorian Defense Forces Vessel MANDALORE’S HONOR. Pursuant to established Federation safety protocols, your craft are violating established procedures when maneuvering within five hundred meters of capital class vessels. You are also violating Alliance guidelines by operating within five thousand meters of ships outside the order of the Alliance Fleet. You will pull your craft back to established minimum distances immediately.”


“Whoa Colonel! Did you copy that?” Surgeon’s wingman asked excitedly.


 The voice had erupted over his internal com, shocking him out of looking at the massive dreadnought he and his wingman were circling.

“I heard it!” The Colonel spoke. “To the Combat Control Officer of MANDALORE’s HONOR this is Colonel Dol Grenn, Federation of Free Alliances. We just thought we stop over to say hello.”


“Colonel Grenn, your craft have been tracked for the last seven minutes conducting overt scanning sweeps of this ship.” The voice told him. “This action by itself is in violation of your own Alliance regulations regarding conduct with unknown forces. You are ordered to re-establish Alliance distance protocols immediately.”

“Combat Control officer, we are conducting military maneuvers in Alliance space.” Grenn told him. “We have every right to be here.”


“Colonel, your ships are violating Alliance regulations, your own regulations. You will pull your fighters back immediately.”


“I’ll think on that Combat Control.” Grenn answered with a grin as he turned his fighter over to head back at the Mandalorian ship.


“Colonel we should turn back! They’re right!” Grenn’s wingman spoke. “We have violated half a dozen close quarter regulations in the last ten minutes alone!”


“Stay on my wing.” Grenn ordered, “One more pass and we’ll leave! Just to show them we aren’t scared of them.”

MANDALORE’S HONOR


“He isn’t turning away sir.” The officer told Jagi.


“It is a show of bravado or just plain stupidity.” Jagi spoke. “Has this been going out on an open channel?”


“Yes sir. Four Onderonian networks have picked it up, as well as two HoloNet News channels.”


Jagi nodded. “Good.” He folded his arms across his chest and grinned. “They are not the only ones that can manipulate a situation to their favor.”

IZIZ ROYAL PALACE  

Penaria looked at Javen wide eyed, as did everyone else in the room. “What leads you to this conclusion?” She snapped.


Javen shrugged. “Nothing really leads me to that conclusion. It is just a feeling I have.” He replied.


“Would you care to explain that feeling?” Penaria asked, her tone softening. She always had to watch her tone of voice around this Javen Panlie. She had to remember that this was a man who was not a member of the Senate, and was in fact a very respected and intelligent leader of his own democratic Alliance that was even larger than the Hapes Consortium was. 


“My ancestor directed Canderous Ordo to rebuild the clans on Duxn. He did this, gathering thousands that had been scattered across the galaxy after the end of the Mandalore Wars.” Javen answered, leaning forward in his chair. “Canderous built a great fleet, and that fleet helped the Republic win the Pure Sith War. But it was still only a fraction of the entire Republic military at the time. Once Revan Panlie had gained the support of the Chancellor and the Senate, the Republic was able to turn their full attention to winning the war. The surviving Mandalorians played a large part in the war, but when factored into the entire picture, it was small. And there was something else that Canderous Ordo passed on to his son many years later. He told his son, who by then was married to Revan Panlie Juniors daughter Kara, he told his son that he was visited by a Jedi ghost in the middle of one of those battles of the Pure Sith War. That ghost told Canderous Ordo that what he did then would shape what would happen in the future. He was told that the Mandalorian people would rise once more after millennia to prominence and greatness. He was told that two Jedi would come together thousands of years in the future and they would write the final chapters of the war he was fighting then. He was also told that one of those Jedi would bear the standard of Clan Ordo.” Javen looked at everyone in the room. “I have the blood of both Revan Panlie and Canderous Ordo in my veins. And it is I who bear the standard of Clan Ordo.”

“Know this I did not.” Tokare spoke after a long moment.


Javen looked at him. “No one did. I shared it with no one. Until today.”


“So… so how do we proceed?” Penaria asked. “Considering everything we have just found out, whatever we do will need to be in the shadows for the moment.”

The senior officer of Renault’s security detachment turned to the large door and pulled it open, allowing Penaria’s senior aide to walk in quickly. He moved immediately to where Penaria sat and whispered in her ear. Her eyes grew a little larger and she looked at him. “Put it up! Quickly!”


The aide went to the wall panel and worked the console, and they watched as the large monitor dropped from above and came alive. On it was the attractive face of a young Twi’lek reporter.

“…see behind me is the Royal Palace of Iziz on Onderon, where at this moment Chief of State President Penaria Oslam is currently meeting with King Renault and the new Mandalore. Channel 176 has obtained exclusive information from confidential sources of secret trade agreements between Onderon and the Mandalorians, to include the purchase of over sixty new Mandalorian warships.”


“Secret trade agreements?” Renault laughed. “I’d love to see these secret agreements. Everything we have is public knowledge.”


“It appears that those who oppose you are announcing them as something other than public knowledge.” Daniel said.


“It is not known why President Oslam has returned to the planet of her birth, but there is speculation she is here to direct any damage control within the heads of three governments.” The reporter continued. “President Oslam has been the target of several corruption probes in the last three years, and while no charges have been brought against her or anyone within her administration, there appear to be ongoing investigations still underway.” The young Twi’lek nodded her head to someone off camera. “What you are about to see is the ship that the new Mandalore arrived in. It is currently in orbit around Iziz, and just a few minutes ago had an encounter with two fighters from the Alliance cruiser RESILIENT. The fighters were flying in formation during training maneuvers and reports indicate when they passed the Mandalorian ship, they were locked on to with tracking radars and ordered to leave the area. The brave Alliance pilots, threatened though they were, remained calm and returned to their ship safely.”


“It’s starting.” Penaria spoke softly.


“Four Onderonian networks and two HoloNet Channels intercepted the transmissions between MANDALORE’S HONOR and the Alliance fighters.” Penaria’s aide told them. “They were not threatened in any way, and were simply asked to follow Alliance regulations in close quarters with capital ships. The Alliance fighters blatantly ignored the established rules in doing flybys of the Mandalorian ship.”


“Yet that is not what is being reported.” Penaria said. “This is Kenirr’s doing. It stinks of his hands.”


Renault got to his feet. “I will handle the HoloNews people.” He spoke. “I suggest everyone take a break. I have arranged quarters for everyone in your party Javen; I would be honored if you accepted.”


Javen nodded. “That would be very pleasing.” He replied. “We should continue this conversation at a location that will not garner so much attention however. And it also leaves us quite vulnerable to attack. Whoever our enemy is, they do not hesitate to attack Jedi openly, and there is no way to know when they will decide attacking the Chief of State of the Alliance is in their best interest.”


“They’ll follow me wherever I go.” Penaria spoke.


Javen looked at Tokare who had sat quietly through most of the meeting. “See to it I will.” He said.


Javen nodded and turned back to Renault. “I’d like to visit the ruins of Duxn with your permission.”

“Your history lays there with ours Javen. Of course, that is a request you will never be denied.” Renault spoke.


“I suggest we all get some rest this evening, and then we can meet again in the morning.” Penaria told them.


There were nods all around the table and the assembled men and women began getting to their feet.

ONDERON
IZIZ ROYAL PALACE COURTYARD


Javen sat in the center of the courtyard the following morning. All around him were exquisitely kept floral gardens. Flowers from every part of the known galaxy filled the air of the courtyard with sweet smelling blooms. Javen was in a restive pose, sitting lotus style on the small bench, his eyes closed as he allowed the Force to swirl through him unchecked. He wore dark gray pants and boots, but his chest was bare, revealing his Clan tattoos and the powerful build of his body. At a discrete distance all around him were six Mandalorian Protectors in full armor, their eyes sweeping the courtyard for any signs of a threat to their leader.


The balcony above the courtyard led into the main bedroom of where the Chief of State always stayed whenever she was on Onderon. Penaria stood on the balcony now in her bed clothes and sipping from the large mug of Onderonian tea. Her eyes were focused on Javen in the courtyard, and she let her eyes travel over the muscular arms and shoulders. She heard the door chime sound and she turned.


“Enter.” She called.


The protocol droid moved quickly to the door, unlocking it and allowing the man and women to enter. Penaria turned and saw Jamus and Arnica Solo enter and she waved them out onto the balcony.


Jamus stepped out first. “We have arranged for two transports to take us to the ruins on Duxn.” He spoke coming up next to her. “Mandalore has agreed to allow us limited access to the secure…”


Penaria held up her hand, silencing his words and she motioned into the courtyard below. “He’s been like that for two hours.” She said softly, as if her very voice would make him move. “I’ve been awake since 0500, and he was there. He hasn’t moved a muscle. I don’t believe I’ve even seen him breath.”


Arnica looked at Javen, feeling the power of his Force aura radiating from the courtyard like a pulsing sun, so brilliant and pure. “It is a Jedi Meditative Trance.” She said quietly, her face clearly showing that she was very impressed. “It allows us to center ourselves and draw energy from within the Force.” Arnica felt the presence of two others within the courtyard, their own Force auras surprisingly burning nearly as bright as Javen’s. Her eyes could not detect anyone physically within the courtyard near him and her eyes swept across the other balconies that looked over the courtyard, coming to rest on one. Her eyes grew slightly wider when she saw Alana and the red haired Mandalorian female called Runi sitting on the balcony almost directly behind and above Javen. They too were sitting lotus style on the floor of the balcony, the shorter Mandalorian woman sitting directly in front of Alana, her hands holding Alana’s hands as they faced one another. Neither of them wore very much in the way of clothing, just long shirts that were obviously night clothes, further reiterating the show of affection Alana displayed for the young woman the day before. They were obviously very much involved in a relationship together, and by Alana’s own words, both of them shared a bed with Javen Panlie. Arnica had questioned Daniel Skywalker about this after they had adjourned from the meeting yesterday, asking him if it was wise for Alana to be involved emotionally within the obvious love triangle given her name and how emotions had played such a drastic role in the fall of The Chosen One. Daniel had simply smiled and told her to trust in the will of the Force. That answer had worried her to some extent, yet now, looking at the two of them together, and reaching into the Force to see how tightly they were woven together with Javen’s aura from the courtyard, Daniel’s words made sense.


Javen was obviously the more powerful of him and Alana, though her aura was nearly as brilliant, and the young Mandalorian women was also exceptionally attuned to the Force for a non-Jedi. Yet as her senses detected the way the tendrils of the Force intertwined them together she was amazed at the power and sense of calm they projected. She had never seen two people, let alone three, whose auras were so intricately and completely tied together. Just being able to detect it caused a soothing peace to envelope Arnica herself and spread through her. 


Arnica could detect the emotions raging unchecked in all three of them, but they were focused and directed. She could detect the shards of darkness within all of them, but the darkness was woven together tightly with a blinding light, as if it was one. Arnica’s eyes went a little wider when she realized that Javen and Alana had somehow transcended the barrier between light and dark, and had embraced the Force more completely than any Jedi she had ever known. Arnica felt a wave of emotion and peace fill her, and then suddenly a wall came up, blocking her perceptions. She reached out deeper into the Force trying to reestablish that connection, but found her attempts deflected or absorbed in such a way that no matter how hard she tried, she could not penetrate the wall that had dropped into place. Arnica then realized that the three of them had allowed her to experience their bond in a fashion, however briefly, and now an impenetrable wall had been erected to shield them and their thoughts. 


“Master Solo is something wrong?” Penaria’s voice pulled Arnica back.


Arnica turned to look at her slowly. “No... not at all.” She said softly. “Look to the balcony above Javen.”


Penaria and Jamus did so and saw Alana and Runi together. Penaria turned back to her. “What are they doing?” She asked.


“They are meditating together.” She said softly. “It appears that the three of them are not just bound by physical actions. They are also bound emotionally and tied together by the Force in a way I have never seen before.”


“Is… is that a bad thing?” Penaria asked quickly.


Arnica turned back to the courtyard and a small smile split her face. “No…” She said softly. “I don’t believe I’ve seen anything so beautiful before.” 


“So you sense no deception from Javen then?” Penaria asked.


Arnica turned back to her fully now. “Deception Madam President?”


Penaria nodded. “Yes. I need to know if I can trust him.”


“Madam President, your experiences within your government have made it very hard for you to see things as they are.” Arnica told her. “Instead you search for plans and deceits that do not exist. That is your greatest weakness.”


Penaria met her eyes. “I have come to learn that if I do not look for these things, then more often than not they come around to bite me in the backside.”


Arnica nodded. “Perhaps in the men and women you are used to dealing with yes.” She answered calmly. “Do you conduct yourself in a similar manner when dealing with Jamus or the King?”


“Certainly not!” Penaria answered indignantly. “I trust them completely.”


“May I suggest that you open yourself to exploring an alliance with Javen and the Mandalorian people?” Arnica said. “He and his people are not the brutes that many within your administration are making them out to be. That tact will certainly come to light in the near future, but the question remains as to how you want to proceed.”


Penaria looked at her. “He… he frightens me.” She said finally.


Arnica smiled in such as way as to allow Penaria to relax somewhat. “Yes… he frightens me as well.” She replied. “However… there is some fear in everything we do. How we handle that fear is what defines us as human beings.”


“What do you council Master Solo?” Penaria asked.


“He has come here in good faith to discuss recent events with you.” Arnica spoke. “When we travel to Duxn today I suggest you learn as much about him and his bloodline as time and opportunity permits. If he is anything at all like the history I have read of his ancestors, I think you will find a powerful ally and friend.”


Penaria nodded slowly. “Thank you for your candor Master Solo.” She said to her. “I will surely consider what you have said.”


Arnica nodded. “If you’ll excuse me Madam President, I had made arrangements to meet with Master Skywalker and Master Tokare for breakfast before we depart.”


Penaria nodded and watched the Master Jedi walk confidently from her personal quarters. She turned when the door slid shut and looked at Jamus. “Jamus… what are your thoughts?”


Jamus shrugged noncommittally. “It is your decision Penaria.” He answered. “I think I understand what Master Solo is saying, but considering I have been a politician all of my life, I would say use caution. My respect for her not withstanding, the Jedi Order has never fared well in politics.”


Penaria nodded in agreement. “That is my view as well.” She said. “I find myself wanting to trust him completely, but something holds me back. I can’t put my finger on it… but…”


The commotion outside in the courtyard caused them to move to the balcony railing. There were shouts and yells and they both could see what appeared to be dozens of HoloNet News reporters outside the rear entrance into the courtyard and all of them were shouting out questions to where Javen was sitting. Penaria noticed one of the Palace security guards standing with three of the Royal Guards in front of the gate, while another Palace security guard was standing inside the gate house. She saw him reach out as if to warn the others, and then the gates opened and the reporters poured forth through the gate. Penaria glanced to where Javen still remained seated, as the reporters made straight for where he was. She and Jamus both nearly jumped out of their clothes as a long burst of blaster fire echoed within the courtyard, the red bolts of energy smashing into the stone at the feet of the reporters, bringing them all to an immediate halt as half a dozen Mandalorian Protectors appeared as if out of thin air, their wicked looking assault rifles leveled at the civilian reporters, as they formed a tight protective circle around Javen. 


Penaria glanced up quickly to the balcony where she had seen Alana and Runi, and noticed that the balcony was now empty. She turned to Jamus. “Hurry Jamus, we must get down there!”


Javen remained in his position as the reporters shouted questions around the bulk of the Mandalorian Protectors, their arms outstretched with mini holo cameras and microphones. No one could understand what any of them were saying as their questions trampled the questions of the others. Javen opened his eyes and with an amused expression he turned his head to look at the reporters. They were only ten meters away and all of them became immediately silent as they saw Javen’s sapphire eyes and the way he unfurled himself from his position on the bench. There were nearly two dozen men and women all pushing and shoving to get a better position, but no one wanting to bump into one of the fully armored Mandalorian Protectors. All of them watched as the massive bulk of another armored Mandalorian walked into the tight circle around Javen, his crew cut hair and stern eyes giving him the look of one supremely capable of cutting all of them down without a blink.


They watched as the rather diminutive red haired female dressed in what appeared to be robes similar to a Jedi enter the courtyard in measured paces, the assault rifle dangling from quick release straps in front of her, and the T9 blaster secured in the holster on her thigh. Holo images were being taken at a near record pace, of the Protectors, of the female and of Javen himself.


Runi stepped up to where Javen stood beside Jaiin. None of the reporters missed Jaiin bowing his head at Runi’s presence, or the quiet confidence she exuded in her walk and her own presence. They all took in the red sash around her waist, and the streaks of red that adorned her robes on the shoulders. They could also see much of the Palace Royal Guard beginning to enter the courtyard, and none of them looked at all happy.


Runi looked at Javen. “This is not wise Ner Kar'taylir Darasuum.” She spoke softly, so that only he and Jaiin could hear her. (My Love)

“I agree Mandalore.” Jaiin said. 


Javen nodded. “They are no different than the News reporters on our own planet, and you both know that.” Javen looked at Runi.


“Yes… but unlike the reporters on Mandalore, we have no information on these men and women Javen.” Runi spoke softly. “Any one of them could be an assassin or a spy.”


“Are you worried for me Ner Cyare?” Javen asked. (My Beloved, in Mando’a)

Runi’s dark eyes narrowed. “Don’t be such a Meer Sheb Javen.” She snapped at him with a smile. (Smart Ass) 


Javen grinned. “I have all of you and King Renault’s Royal Guard to protect me. I will allow them to ask a few questions.”


Runi looked at Jaiin and motioned with her head. He nodded and turned to the Protectors. “Morut’yc Har Ay-so!” He barked. (Secure the Flank)

The reporters had seen the exchange but not heard anything except for some Mandalorian words that not one of them could understand. They noticed that the diminutive red haired female was obviously someone of stature, as the much larger Mandalorian deferred to her, and barked out an order to the others.


They watched as Javen pulled on the shirt that was lying on the bench and turned to them. He stepped forward between the two Mandalorian Protectors and looked at the men and women. “I will answer one question for each of you as well as I am able, provided you do not talk over one another. I will start over here and move across.” Javen pointed to the young man on the far left. “You may go first.”


“It is being widely reported that you are in fact the new Mandalore and you were elected fourteen years ago. Can you confirm that?” The young reporter asked.


“Ascension to the role of Mandalore is not something done with elections, but yes I have held the title of Mandalore for the last fourteen years.” Javen replied.


“Can you…”


Javen held up his hand. “You had your question sir.” He spoke. “You will find I am not like the Senators and politicians you are used too, and I’m sorry. I told you one question apiece. You’ve had yours.”


The reporters were somewhat taken aback by the bluntness of Javen’s words and no one spoke right after his statement. Javen looked at the next reporter in line. It was a Bothan female. “Your question?”


“Can you comment… or will you comment on the recent action by Alliance warships in destroying six Mandalorian freighters that were carrying a new and powerful drug through Alliance territory?”


“The destruction of the Mandalorian freighters is currently being investigated by both my people and the Alliance. I will say however, the Mandalorian culture purged all types of non-medical drug use from our society roughly a hundred and twenty years ago. Recreational drug use is not allowed by our laws and nor is it accepted. We have had two instances in the last fifty years in regards to non-medical drug use. Both men were Mandalorian and they were seized transporting illicit material, including what you call Death Sticks through Mandalorian space. They were arrested, their merchandise destroyed, and both men received fifty years of hard labor on board one of our prison ships.” Javen answered the question calmly. He smiled at the assortment of astonished looks from the men and women. “As I said… we do not tolerate drugs in our society or culture. Had the men been convicted of distributing these Death Sticks, our laws indicate a minimum sentence of death. My people do not look favorably on drugs or those who traffic in drugs. In answer to your specific question… again I will not comment on an ongoing investigation by both the Mandalorian Defense Forces, and the Alliance military. President Oslam and I will continue to work together on this issue until all the facts are in.” He looked at the next reporter. “Next question.”


“Is it true that you are the descendant of a fallen Jedi hero that lived almost five thousand years ago and was also known as Darth Revan?” The human male asked Javen.


“Darth Revan was in fact a Jedi known as Revan Panlie.” Javen replied almost casually. “He was once a Dark Lord yes, but he was later redeemed and led Republic and Jedi Forces in ending the Jedi Civil War. And yes he is my ancestor.”


“So he was a Sith?” The next reporter asked.


Javen looked at him. “Is that your question?”


“Yes.”


Javen nodded. “Yes he was Dark Lord of the Sith, until he was redeemed and saved the Republic and the Jedi. He then became a member of the Jedi High Council and sat on that Council for over half a century. Next question?”


“Are you a Jedi?” The Twi’lek reporter asked.


Javen shook his head. “No.”


“But you can use the Force?” The next reporter asked.


“Yes.”


“How can you not be a Jedi then?” The next question came.


“I believe there are many species who are able to use the Force but do not subscribe to the Jedi way of life.” Javen answered.


“Did you attack the Jedi Praxeum on Ossus as it has been reported?”


“No.”


“Are Grand Master Skywalker and Jedi Knight Alana Skywalker accompanying you?”


“Yes… they have been traveling with me since leaving Ossus.”


“They are not prisoners?”


“They most certainly are not prisoners. They are… honored guests.” Javen answered.


“Do the Mandalorians intend on attacking the Galactic Alliance?”


Javen couldn’t control his laughter at that. “What exactly would prompt me to declare war on the Galactic Alliance?”


“You do not consider the attack on your freighters an act of war?” The same reporter who had asked the question answered.


“As I stated earlier, the attack is under investigation by both our governments. I will not comment further beyond that, but no… I do not regard it as an overtly hostile act of war.” Javen replied.


“There are reports that many of your trade agreements with King Renault and the people of Onderon are on the very low end of the profit scale for the Mandalorian government.” The female reporter asked. “Is there any truth to the rumor that MandelMotors is going to be supplying the Onderonian Navy with new and more advanced warships? If that is the case… why?”


“The full extent of all trade agreements with the Onderonian people and the Mandalorian people is very public information.” Javen answered. “Every trade agreement is there for all to see. I challenge any of you to find anything illegal about our agreements. The Mandalorian people and the Onderonian people share a very long and fulfilling relationship. It was not always that way, but we have been strong allies for the better part of four thousand years now, since the time of Canderous Ordo, another ancestor of mine. I have absolutely no intention of changing that in any way, regardless of what you or some Senators within the Galactic Alliance might think. As for the arrangement for the sale of new warships, that is also public knowledge and therefore you are quite able to access the particulars of the deal on your own. The Mandalorian Parliament reviewed the transaction, approved it, and then I signed it. I will not explain the details to you since they are readily available, and I don’t have the time or patience. Next Question.”


Penaria, Jamus and Renault stood in the conference room listening to the broadcast of the question and answer session Javen was currently holding. Renault smiled and nodded his head at Javen’s answer to the last question.


“Thank you Javen Panlie.” He said to no one in particular.


“He’s handling himself quite well.” Jamus spoke now.


Penaria nodded slowly. “Surprisingly well, but he’s no politician.” Penaria said.


“A politician Javen will never be.” The voice spoke from behind them. They turned to see Master Skywalker and Master Tokare enter the small conference room.


“We were told you wanted to see us.” Daniel said. “Then we heard about this impromptu press conference that Javen started.”


“I want the Security officer who let them into the courtyard taken into custody.” Renault spoke. “They could not have opened the gates without his help.”


They all turned when they heard the next question.


“What have the Mandalorian people been doing for nearly three hundred years?” The young man asked. His voice was neutral and held no overt hostility in it. “With the exception of today and the few trading ships coming and going inside Alliance territory, there has been no contact with the Mandalorian people since the days of the Bounty Hunter Boba Fett. What have your people been doing?” 


Javen looked at the young man carefully. He was human, of average height and build with a very honest face. “I would appreciate in the future if the name Boba Fett was spoken with more a little more respect. You know him as one person only, and while he may have been a Bounty Hunter at one point in his life, but he also held the title of Mandalore. It was Boba Fett that set my people on the course Clan Ordo, my clan, now continues. We’ve been building and shaping the future for our people and the Mandalorian Union ever since.” He answered.


That one direct statement got everyone’s attention and the next reporter kept up this line of questions. “The Mandalorian Union; what do you mean? What is that?”


“That means exactly what the definition of Union means.” Javen answered with a grin. “I don’t need to explain that do I?”


“Galactic Alliance Intelligence says that the Mandalorian people live on five sparsely populated worlds along the Outer Rim.” The next reporter continued. “Are you saying that is not accurate?”


“I would imagine much of what Galactic Alliance Intelligence knows of my people is not accurate.” Javen answered. “But in answer to your question, yes, their information is wrong.”


“Are you saying that The Mandalorian Union is larger than five worlds?” The next reporter asked.


Javen nodded. “It is much larger yes.” He answered.


Many of the reporters glanced at one another quickly before turning back to Javen. The next reporter stepped a little closer. She was a Twi’lek female with light blue skin and bronze colored eyes. “How large is the Mandalorian Union then?” She asked in a curious voice, with no hostility in her tone.


“Let’s just say we grow larger every year.” Javen answered.


“If you are not a Jedi, then why do intercepted holo transmissions from the incident on Ossus show you carrying a lightsaber? Two light sabers in fact. Did you kill a Jedi to obtain them?” This question came from a reporter with slicked back dark hair, and his voice did nothing to hide his distaste for Javen.


Javen looked at the man. “I will not dignify that question with an answer.” Javen replied calmly.


“The Jedi claim you have in your possession hundreds of artifacts and data cubes that in fact belong to them.” The next reporter asked. “Do you intend to return them to the Jedi?”


“I’m sure that is not all the Jedi Order claims I have. The items in my possession do not belong to the Jedi, so the answer to your question is a very emphatic no.” Javen answered.


“Does the Mandalorian Union have a large space fleet?” The next question came.


“We are capable of defending ourselves.” Javen replied. “And no… I will not reveal numbers.”


“Why have you rebuffed repeated attempts by the Chief of State to include the Mandalorians within the Galactic Alliance?” The next question was asked by a male Kiffar. 


“I have no intention or desire to subject my people to the ramblings of Galactic Alliance Senators on Coruscant who do not have the good of their people foremost on their agendas; that is why.” Javen answered. “I believe most of them to be corrupt and arrogant individuals with no other desire than to line their pockets with credits at the expense of the people they were elected to serve. I’m sure there are exceptions to that rule… but I have not seen any.”


“Are you saying there is no corruption within the Mandalorian Union?” The next reporter asked with a smile.


“There isn’t.” Javen replied matter of factly. “It’s something else we don’t tolerate.”


“So you have a dictatorship then?” Came the obvious next question.


Javen chuckled. “Quite the contrary, the Mandalorian Union is a very stable democratic form of government. We have no corruption, no back door deals, no behind the scenes schemes. It is simply not tolerated as I said. I am Mandalore yes, but we also have a Parliament, a Prime Minister and several hundred elected officials.”


“We are supposed to believe that?” The man who asked about Darth Revan blurted out in a sarcastic tone.


Javen turned to the man. “I don’t particularly care what you believe.” He answered. “Your hatred for what you know nothing about comes out quite clearly in your words and your tone of voice.”


“As Mandalore then, you have the final say on what the Parliament does then?” Another reporter asked.


Javen chuckled. “If only that was the case.” He spoke. “I have veto power yes, but the Parliament has the authority to override my veto if enough Parliamentary members vote a certain way. That has happened seven times since I have been Mandalore.”


“What were the vetoes in regards too?” Came the next obvious question.


Javen chuckled again. “The last one took place…” He turned back to look at Runi. “Six years ago?” He asked.


“Seven.” Runi replied with a smile.


Javen nodded his head. “Ah yes, seven years ago. I believe it had to do with atmospheric processors or something like that.” He spoke turning back to the reporters. “So you see… the Parliament and I are very close on our beliefs.”


“Who is the young lady?” The question came from the back ranks of reporters. “Is she you aide or something?”


Javen smiled and turned to look at Runi again. He watched as she crossed her arms in front of her chest. “This beautiful young woman is Runi’BeTracyn; she is the Commander of the Mandalorian Crimson Guard.”


“Intercepted holo transmissions and Jedi sensor logs from Alliance long range relay posts have the ship currently in orbit above Onderon positively identified as the ship in orbit of Ossus when the Praxeum was attacked. You say you are not the one who attacked the Praxeum, but if you are not responsible for the attack on the Jedi Praxeum; then who is?” Another reporter asked. 


“I don’t know?” Javen spoke honestly. “I am currently working on finding out however.”


“How many planets within the Mandalorian Union you describe have been conquered by the Mandalorians?” A human female asked the question.


Javen turned his head slightly and met the blond woman’s bright sky blue eyes even as Runi was seen scowling in her direction and letting out a disgusted snort. “Every planet within the Mandalorian Union has joined without persecution or even the threat of persecution. Unlike the Galactic Alliance, the Mandalorian Union does not force its laws on those who do not bow to their will. 

“The Galactic Alliance’s problems began with the Second Corellian Crisis. This conflict paved the way for Darth Krayt to conquer the Alliance in the Sith Imperial War of 127 ABY and reestablish the Galactic Empire. It took you until almost 151 ABY before the Alliance was able to regain control, and even now, almost three hundred years later, the Alliance has not learned from its mistakes. Every world within the Mandalorian Union, since the days of Boba Fett, has joined willingly, and the Union has prospered because of it. We don’t need to conquer anyone.”


Javen my love, President Oslam and King Renault request that you end this impromptu press conference before the questions become too difficult. Alana’s voice sounded in his mind through his bond with her.


I am perfectly capable of answering some simple questions Ner Ka’rta. Javen replied. (My Heart)

It’s not your answers they are concerned about Javen. It’s how the press and our unseen enemies will twist them into something they are not.


The reporters saw Javen’s head cant slightly to the side and he nodded to no one in particular. Point taken. 


Javen turned fully back to the reporters. “I’m sorry to have to end this, but I have other affairs to attend too. Thank you all for your time.”


And with that, the first press conference with the Mandalorian leader in known history was concluded. The reporters began to shout questions as Javen turned and began to walk away, the Protectors falling in behind him, while keeping their eyes on the mass of men and women now being ushered out of the courtyard by King Renault’s Royal Guard.

Penaria looked at Javen as he entered the small lounge area within the palace. She acted quickly, thinking she had insulted him.


“Please forgive me for asking that you end the press conference.” Penaria spoke. “I do not want to seem overbearing, but the media has a way with twisting what is said.”


Javen smiled and shook his head. “If you are concerned about offending me Madam President you need not be worried. It was the correct move to make at the time.”


Renault stepped forward. “We have two transports ready to take us to Duxn Javen. We can leave whenever you are ready to depart.”


Javen nodded. “Now is as good a time as any.” He spoke with a smile.


Renault motioned towards another corridor and fell in step next to Javen as they walked. Penaria turned to Jamus with a surprised expression as they began to walk. “I… I thought for sure he would be insulted.” She said softly.


“Hard it is to insult Javen Panlie.” Tokare’s voice sounded from behind them. They turned and saw the small Jedi Master sitting on his hover disc. “Like his ancestor he is, thick as Boma hide his skin is.”



Penaria couldn’t help but smile at Tokare’s words. “Thank you Master Jedi.” She said softly.


“Trust in the Will of the Force you must.” Tokare spoke softly.


“I am trying Master Tokare.” Penaria said. “It is difficult with all I have experienced in the last few years.”


Tokare nodded. “Understand this I do. Mistakes of the past we must not commit. New things our minds must be open to if succeed we will.”


“On that we totally agree.” Penaria said.

DUXN

Javen squatted on the ground staring up at the long overgrown ramp and forty meter high concrete and Mandalorian iron walls that made up the entrance into this sanctuary. The ramp was overgrown with jungle vines and reeds that had extended from the small lake nearby. The two transports had landed in the massive clearing and their passengers were slowly exiting the two craft. Javen’s eyes traveled up the long ramp carefully, oblivious to Penaria and the King moving from the rear of the second transport flanked by a dozen security troops. 


This was the first trip to Duxn for both of them and they looked on in awe at the old but obviously still intact structure.


“I… I never knew this was here.” Renault spoke softly, his eyes traveling up the ramp. “I’ve been to the Mandalorian compound, the museum there, but that is on the other side of the moon. I… no one knew this existed.”


Tokare glided up on his hover disc, Daniel and Arnica walking with him. Lowbacca and Pon Tiian came up behind them, their eyes just as wide as the others except for Tokare.


“Tomb of Freedom Nadd this was, Dark Lord of the Sith.” Tokare spoke. 


“Freedom Nadd was buried here? On Duxn?” Penaria asked in stunned surprise, turning to face him.


Tokare’s large eyes focused on her. “Student of history you are? Know this you did not?” He asked.


Penaria shook her head slowly. “Much of our history has been lost Master Jedi.” She replied. “We learn about Freedom Nadd in school, but no mention of where he is buried is listed anywhere in our records.”


Tokare nodded looking at Daniel. Daniel met his eyes then turned to Penaria. “I believe that is the fault of the Jedi.” He replied. “When Master Arca Jeth moved Nadd’s body here to Duxn, we attempted to keep it as secret as possible to avoid Onderon becoming the focus of future attacks by the Sith. We released information that we destroyed the body and all remains.”


“You brought them here?” Penaria asked.


Daniel nodded. “Master Jeth did yes. It was Nadd’s spirit that corrupted Exar Kun and led to his demise. We had thought Nadd’s spirit destroyed by Kun then. Roughly 3951, during the Onderon Civil War, the Jedi Exile Dacen Vorsut came to Duxn. Here he discovered Canderous Ordo, Javen’s ancestor, rebuilding the Mandalorian Clans as per the orders of Revan Panlie before he departed for the Unknown regions. The Sith were using this tomb as a base of operations against Talia, the ruling Queen of Onderon at the time. Those were perilous times for the Republic and the Jedi…”


Arnica nodded and stepped closer to Daniel to continue where he had stopped. “Master Vorsut dispatched two of his apprentices here along with Canderous Ordo and a detachment of Mandalorians. One of those apprentices eventually became his wife. They attacked this tomb and the Sith occupying it. The battle was vicious, as they were heavily outnumbered, but they prevailed. When they conquered this tomb, it freed…”


Penaria held up her hand. “Yes… this is where our friendship with the Mandalorians began. Master Vorsut led another force to Onderon and he was instrumental in helping Jedi Master Kavar and the Queen defeat General Vaklu for control of Onderon’s future.”


“We only recently found out what I’m about to tell you.” Daniel spoke. “It appears this information was among that which was purged from Jedi archives so long ago. Revan Panlie and Dacen Vorsut returned to this moon and purged the dark energies from this tomb. They destroyed and burned the mummified remains of Nadd, and used this tomb as a major command center for decades, to include the time during the Pure Sith War. Duxn is where Revan’s sons raised their children, brought up as Mandalorians. Over the years, as the number of warrior Mandalorians dwindled and the members of the Panlie family died, they moved away from this place until it was almost abandoned. It was not rediscovered again until a thousand years before the Great Jedi Purge by a Sith Lord called Darth Bane. He apparently discovered some secret rooms that even Revan and the others did not, and he found a Sith holocron. He remained here for a time studying this holocron before moving on.”


Penaria looked at them. “But I thought this place was a sanctuary with lost Jedi artifacts.” She said. “How could a Sith Lord have not found them?”


Tokare smiled a funny smile. “Know Revan Panlie you did not.” He said.


Alana had stood quietly to the side listening to the history lesson and now broke away to look at where Javen still squatted on the ground, looking up the overgrown ramp. She turned to Runi who was also studying Javen and moved over next to her.


“Runi?” She asked softly.


“Something is wrong.” Runi answered in a whisper, turning to face her.


Alana trusted Runi’s instinct without questioned, especially after what they had shared and continued to share with one another. She turned to look at Javen’s broad back.


Javen my love, what is wrong? She reached out through their bond.


Jaiin had picked up on Javen’s apprehension almost immediately, and his combat senses were on full alert, his eyes sweeping the area around them slowly and carefully. He watched Alana and Runi move up next to Javen and squat next to him on the ground as his hands tightened on his assault rifle.


Alana could feel Javen searching for something, reaching out with all his senses as well as the Force to detect something.


“Javen?” She spoke softly, touching his arm.


His head turned toward her slowly. “Something is not right.” He spoke quietly. 


“What do you feel Javen?”


Javen shook his head slowly. “I… I don’t know… it’s just beyond my perceptions. I feel… I feel a presence; a dark presence that has been here recently.


Alana’s head came up slowly and her eyes scanned the area all around them, doing what Runi’s eyes had been doing for several moments. She reached out with her own senses, breathing slowly and easy, mingling her aura with Javen’s to attempt to sense what he was. Her eyes went a little wide when she found it. It was just as he had described; the bare remnants of a dark presence just on the edge of their perceptions.


I feel it Javen. She told him. Alana turned to Runi quickly just as the others finished talking and looked at them. That something was not right was evident immediately. “Runi… to ti cuun to.” Alana spoke to her in Mando’a. (Join with our connection)

Runi didn’t hesitate and took a deep breath, closing her eyes. She reached out with her own mildly trained but still strong connection to the Force and found Alana first and then Javen as Alana had showed her. In several moments she was feeling what they were feeling and her eyes opened slowly. 


“Ciryc.” She spoke softly. (Cold) “It is a ciryc werde.” (Cold darkness)

Javen nodded. “Someone very strong in the Force was here recently, someone filled with the power of the dark side.” 


They turned as Jaiin came up to them casually and knelt down on one knee, pulling a blade of grass from the ground. “Ni mirdir mhi ja’hailir Mandalore.” (I think we are being observed) He spoke softly. “They are wearing stealth generators, and watching us from the top of the wall and ramp.”


“Assassins.” Runi whispered.


Javen nodded. “Like the ones at the Praxeum and on Rakata. And we have only a few Protectors and Jedi, and too many under trained Onderon Royal security and civilians.” He spoke. 


“Not to mention the reporters.” Runi said.


“No one but those in this group knew we were coming here.” Alana said.


Javen nodded. “Yes… and that means that someone among the King’s party, or someone on the President’s staff is working for our enemies.”


“We should order everyone back onto the transports” Runi said softly. “We can not fight effectively trying to defend those who are not as skilled as we.”


Jaiin nodded. “Runi is correct Mandalore.” He echoed. “The six of us and the other Jedi can fight as one, but these security personnel would only get in the way and many may die.”


Alana turned to look at where her grandfather stood. She watched as his hand came up to scratch the side of his face almost as an afterthought. She caught the same motion from Lowbacca and Pon Tiian, and saw Master Tokare’s small green hand resting on the outside of his robe over his lightsaber.


“The others have sensed them.” She spoke softly.


Javen’s eye went to Renault whom, though he was King, Javen knew had seen many battles through the years and was not as easy a target as many thought he was. He watched as Renault’s hand casually dipped inside the cape he wore.


“The King senses them as well.” He spoke softly.


Jaiin looked to where Penaria was completely unaware and listening to Arnica in rapt attention. “The President is blissfully unaware of the death all around us.” He said with a shake of his head.


“Yes… well Jaiin… that will be your duty.” Javen spoke with a smile.


Jaiin looked at him. “Mandalore?” He asked.


“Protect the President!” Javen hissed loudly as his hand closed around his lightsaber. All heads turned to him as the words left his mouth and eyes went wide when the blazing bronze Guardian lightsaber blade ignited with a snap hiss and Javen left his feet in a Force assisted jump, Alana and Lowbacca following him not three blinks of an eye later. Lowbacca’s howl of battle filled the area all around them as four other lightsabers ignited and burned brightly in the damp morning air.


The battle was joined.


Penaria had no time to contemplate what was happening as a large hand shoved her to the damp jungle earth and a massive armored figure dropped to one knee next to her. She winced and screamed in stunned surprise, bringing her hands to her ears as Jaiin brought his assault rifle to his shoulder and let loose with a sustained burst.


“What are you doing?” Penaria screamed, rolling to her side and looking up at the stern faced Mandalorian. Jaiin’s face was almost set in stone as he methodically picked out black armored figures and fired.


He turned to face her quickly. “What I was ordered to do!” He shouted back.


Penaria’s eyes were wide as in the split second she had to look around, she saw dozens of the armored assassins appear as if from thin air. Two of the King’s security detachment already lay on the ground unmoving, and she couldn’t tell if they were dead or not. Penaria was no stranger to combat, and she reached up to Jaiin’s waist, yanking the Mandalorian T-9 Heavy Blaster from its holster. Jaiin smiled as she got to one knee and brought the blaster up to fire.


Javen landed near the top of the ramp, his Guardian lightsaber coming down in a powerful over handed blow. The bronze colored lightsaber passed directly through the upper body of an assassin before he even was able to lower his stealth generator completely. On both sides of him landed Alana and Lowbacca, and with an uncharacteristic howl of glee, Lowbacca waded into a group of three assassins, his blue beam of energy a whirling blur of death. Alana’s beautiful face was deep in concentration as her own blue lightsaber came up to meet two silver lightsabers. She deflected one sideways attack with her blade and stuck out with her hand, sending out a devastating Force wave that smashed into the second attacker sending him flying ten meters through the air.


Javen willed his shorter amethyst blade into his hand, igniting it as he turned to face four of the armored assassins coming at him from behind. He could just make out Jaiin and Runi far down the ramp, Jaiin kneeling next to the Alliance President, while Runi’s Force Pike was twirling in her hands with beautiful and lethal grace. Daniel, Pon Tiian and Arnica Solo stood back to back in a small triangle, fending off four attackers as well. Javen smiled at the sight. He may have been nearing a hundred and seventy years of age, but Grand Master Daniel Skywalker was no easy kill. His sky blue lightsaber moved with the precision born of decades of training and use, and the assassin still could not break the defenses of the Jedi Grand Master. Arnica Solo and Pon Tiian were working as a team, their blades covering each other as well as Daniel, as they fended off the other three attackers. Javen knew they were heavily outnumbered and he activated a beacon on his right forearm before turning.


Javen brought his attention fully back to the four assassins that circled him and he did the only thing someone outnumbered four to one could do. 


Javen attacked.

MANDALORE’S HONOR


Jagi Ordo sat in his command chair enjoying a mug of steaming Mandalorian tea and reading the evening reports. He sipped the tea and closed his eyes as he let the warmth flood him. Jagi Ordo had never tried drinking tea before taking this post. It was his wife who had introduced him to the soothing affects of the special blend that she made. He shook his head with a smile, knowing it had to be an inbred trait among Mandalorian women to be able to produce the finest tea in the universe. This was his morning ritual, and had been ever since Javen had made him an Admiral and given him command of MANDALORE’S HONOR. It had actually been Javen who first got him to drink tea. It was nearly a decade ago, and Jagi would go to Javen’s home every morning with military reports to go over with him. Javen had been barely twenty, and Jagi had never seen a tactician the likes of Javen. Runi was with him then, and though he knew they were sharing a bed, she had not yet become his lifemate. Runi had gotten Javen to drink tea in the morning, and it was a habit that Jagi had picked up as well. 


Javen’s father was Jagi’s youngest and dearest brother, and when he had died, it was Jagi who had stepped forward to claim guardianship over Javen. He had also sworn to his dead brother’s spirit that he would insure Javen fulfilled his destiny as both Mandalore and the Holder of the Heart of the Guardian.

Jagi Ordo was the epitome of a soldier, always alert for trouble that might arise. When the alarm began to sound from the empty console on the bridge, Jagi’s head snapped around instantly and he came out of his chair. The station was reserved for only one purpose and that was to monitor Javen’s location whenever he was off the ship. And there was only one reason the alarm would activate. Javen needed to press a button on his forearm command pad, and Javen had done that only three times in the past. It meant that he was in trouble.


“Buurenaar a’den! Buurenaar a’den!” Jagi barked loudly across the bridge. (Storm rage! Storm rage!) “Mandalore calls for support! Barycir te Oribru Ol’averde! Contact Walon! He has three minutes to launch!” (Deploy the emergency company)

“Powering weapons and shields!” A bridge tech yelled out.


“Bringing main engines to full power!”


Jagi went to another station. “What is Mandalore’s location?” He asked the technician.


“Duxn! Outer limits of the sanctuary!”


“Transfer the coordinates to Walon’s Krayt gunships! And get me the commander of THE FLAME OF ONDERON on the emergency frequency!”


“Admiral THE FLAME OF ONDERON is powering their weapons and shields as well! They are turning towards Duxn!”


“Helm! Execute a full power thirty degree turn! Put us in a defensive position off THE FLAME OF ONDERON’S port quarter!” Jagi barked.


“I have Admiral Kira!”


Jagi turned to the holo imager as Penar Kira’s figure came into focus. “Admiral Ordo, have you received a message from Mandalore?” Penar asked.


Jagi nodded. “Yes, it is an emergency beacon that Javen only activates when he is in over his head! I am launching our Ready Company now. I see that you are moving the FLAME into an overwatch position. I will adjust our orbit and put MANDALORE’S HONOR on your port quarter to provide support!”


Penar nodded quickly. “I have a full security detachment launching as we speak.” He spoke. “We also received an emergency call from the President! We detected no ships entering the system. Do you have any idea what they could be facing?”


Jagi shook his head. “I know this though. There is not a Mandalorian alive that could defeat Javen in single combat. If he has called for backup, then he is in trouble.”


Penar looked at Jagi for a silent moment. “I was afraid you would say something like that.” He said. “I’m contacting the Royal Security forces on Onderon. King Renault is with them as well, and Duxn is in its summer season apogee and they can put ground forces on the moon almost immediately due to its proximity.”


Jagi nodded. “My Ready Company will be launching within ninety seconds! I will contact you if we hear anything!”


Penar nodded. “I will do the same!”


Jagi turned to the technician. “Status?”


“Walon is launching now!” The chief replied.


“Inform him that there will be Alliance and Onderon support!” Jagi said. “Tell the lead pilot he will be the only air support they have and he will provide necessary cover. And find me the shabla ship that brought them to that moon!”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE

Undien stood in front of the entrance to the New Jedi Temple on Coruscant, the mass of HoloNet reporters all around him. The entrance to the Jedi Archives and several meditation chambers could be seen behind him, as well as dozens of Padawans and Jedi walking through the huge doors and inside along the expansive corridors. The new Temple was built by the Alliance Reconstruction Authority after the Yuuzhan Vong war. It was distinctly different than the Jedi Temple of the Old Republic with its high triangular design, though the interior of the Temple was almost an exact copy of the original Temple. It had been taken over by Darth Krayt’s followers after the Sith Imperial Wars and occupied until the Jedi retook the Temple with the collapse of the New Sith Empire. The Temple on Coruscant was nothing more than a training academy now, with all of the decisions and guidance coming from the Praxeum on Ossus, however it was used as a conduit for communication with the Galactic Alliance government. The Jedi archives and the most important Jedi artifacts and relics were now kept at the more secure Praxeum as well, with access granted from within the Temple here on Coruscant, but not stored here.


Undien had seen the interview given by Javen and immediately called a press conference of his own in the hopes of creating more distrust and confusion of Javen and the Mandalorians. He also wanted to manipulate as much public opinion as he could and pressure Javen into turning over access to the sights he was charged with protecting. The holocrons and artifacts stored in those secure sites held many secrets that Undien and certain others wanted to get their hands on. He had successfully pushed Daniel Skywalker from any real power within the Jedi Order using political and subtle uses of influential power to effectively give him almost complete control of the Jedi. What he did not have, and was well aware of, was Daniel’s name and the ability to motivate others.


Undien knew, as did many others, that Alana was without question the most powerful Jedi within the Order. They could no longer deny that her power and connection to the Force increased as each day passed and she grew older. The events with her Padawan were the perfect means to finally be able to control and monitor what she did, by confining her to the Praxeum. Undien and the others had seen the self destructive path she was on and it pleased them to see she was rapidly following in the footsteps of her ancestor Anakin Skywalker.


That was until Javen Panlie showed up and ruined everything. Undien knew well the history of Revan Panlie and all the others that fought in the Pure Sith War so long ago. He was also well aware that Revan Panlie was considered without question to be the most powerful Jedi to have ever lived until the Chosen One came of age. It was no coincidence that both Revan Panlie and Anakin Skywalker were two of the most powerful Dark Lords of the Sith to have ever lived, and it was this power that allowed them to conquer the Dark Side in the end and become even more powerful. Javen Panlie had this same power within him, and it burned within his Force aura as brightly as any sun. Now that the ancestors of two such potent lines in the Force had come together, he would have to tread carefully.


“Grand Master Undien, have you seen the interview given just recently by the new Mandalore?” The reporter asked. “I’d like to know what your comments are in regards to his stance that he will not return what you claim to be artifacts of the Jedi Order. And in follow up… could you please tell us what your actions will be now that he has refused.”


“First let me state that regardless of what Javen Panlie tells you, he is in no way affiliated with the Jedi Order. He is not a Jedi in the eyes of the Grand Masters, and he never will be.” Undien spoke. “As for the Jedi artifacts he has in his possession, all of them belong rightfully to the Jedi Order. They are our property and he is required by Alliance law to return them to us.”


“He stated this morning that he had no intentions to return anything to you Grand Master Undien.” The reporter spoke. “Will this effect how you negotiate with him?”


“I have no intentions to negotiate with him.” Undien replied calmly. “He is a disgrace to all those in this universe that feel the Force. He is the leader of a renegade group of people. A race of people I might add that has a long history of being hostile to the Galactic Alliance dating back nearly five thousand years. The Clone Troopers that Emperor Palpatine had his scientists make were based on a Mandalorian bounty hunter named Jango Fett. We all know the history of the Fett Clan. That is all part of history, and I find it hard to believe that the President of the Alliance is consorting with him.”


“Are you saying that President Oslam should not be involved in discussions with the Mandalorians?” Another reporter asked.


“I’m saying she needs to be very careful in her dealings with the Mandalorians.” Undien replied. “As you know Alliance ships have already destroyed Mandalorian freighters in Alliance space carrying a new and deadly drug.”


“ This Javen Panlie has stated that his ships were not carrying drugs and in fact that the Mandalorians have purged any kind of illicit drugs from their society.” Another reporter spoke. “He said he is participating in an ongoing investigation with the Alliance government in regards to this incident.”


Undien smiled. “Yes well, that is what he said.”


“Are you implying that the new Mandalore is lying?” A male reporter asked from the edge of the gathering. He was a lean young man with dark hair and penetrating dark green eyes.


Undien looked at him. “Not at all… I’m suggesting that we do not take at face value everything that is told to us by the leader of a rogue Alliance.”


“But little if anything is known of this Mandalorian Union?” Another reporter spoke. “How can we know it is hostile to the Galactic Alliance?”


“Why has he not joined the Galactic Alliance?” Undien asked the question. “President Oslam has approached him or his representatives on at least three occasions that I know of, in regards to merging with the Galactic Alliance. He has chosen not to do so, and that begs an answer as to why? The Galactic Alliance is prosperous and stable, with hundreds if not thousands of species and races that contribute to its prosperity. Why would a leader not want that for his people?”


“So you are implying that he is lying?” The dark haired young man spoke from the edge of the gathered reporters.


Undien’s jaw twitched ever so slightly. “I’m not accusing him of anything.” He said testily. “The fact of the matter remains that he has refused the olive branch of peace on at least three occasions and he has in his possession Jedi artifacts that do not belong to him. The Jedi Order wants them back.”


“Will the Jedi Order use force to recover these alleged stolen artifacts?” The young man asked the question.


“We are not soldiers.” Undien answered almost too smoothly.


“Is there any truth to the rumor that Jedi Intelligence was planning an assault on one location that held these artifacts even though it was guarded by over a hundred Mandalorian men, women and even children?” The young man continued, stepping forward and around several of the other journalists in the front row.

Undien glared at the young reporter. He was a tall human with dark hair and green eyes. “I have not heard that rumor, but the Jedi Order would certainly not consider such an action.”

“Grand Master Undien, can you tell us what the Heart of the Guardian is?” The young man pressed on with his questions.

Undien looked at him, unable to keep the surprise from his face. “Where… where did you hear that?” He asked.

“Grand Master… is it true that the Heart of the Guardian is an extremely rare lightsaber crystal that can only be wielded by a Jedi pure of spirit?” The young man pressed forward between two colleagues as he asked the question, finally working his way to the very front of the knot of HoloNet reporters and journalists. “A lightsaber crystal so rare in fact, that only one exists?”


The question caught many of the gathered reporters by surprise as none of them had ever heard that before. Many heads turned to look at the young man, and dozens of pairs of eyes focused on him. They looked at his HoloNet Press credentials, seeing that he worked for a relatively unknown organization. How exactly was it that he had this kind of information? The gathered reporters looked at Undien, his face now tense.


“May… may I ask where you got your information?” Undien asked him.


“Is it also true that when inserted into a lightsaber power matrix, the blade becomes almost bronze in color? Is it not true that the blade color of this particular lightsaber is in fact supremely unique and can not be duplicated, and it is nearly twice as powerful as a normal lightsaber?” The young man pressed. 


Undien nodded slowly, his mind racing for a way to attack the young man’s information. “Your information is… it’s not completely accurate.” Undien said.


“What isn’t accurate about it Grand Master?” The young reporter asked confidently.


“It… it is true that the Heart of the Guardian is a very rare lightsaber crystal.” Undien answered. “However… that crystal has been lost for many millennia.”


“Then how do you explain that Javen Panlie… the new Mandalore… seems to have this unique and lost crystal in his possession; and in fact has it installed within the lightsaber he has used on a number of occasions by all accounts, since entering Alliance space.” The reporter continued his line of questioning. “And how do you explain that according to Jedi legend, this crystal when fitted into a lightsaber will only activate when wielded by one particular Jedi. Only one Jedi. A Jedi pure of spirit?”


“There is absolutely no way to determine what crystals Javen Panlie has equipped within his lightsaber.” Undien snapped. “He is using a lightsaber he did not earn the right to carry I might add, and there is the question of how he obtained it.”


“Isn’t it true that a lightsaber can only be wielded by someone trained in its use and the use of the Force?” The young man asked.


Undien nodded. “It would be exceedingly dangerous for someone other than a trained Jedi to effectively wield a lightsaber as a weapon, yes.” Undien replied. “However, simply because the new Mandalore fights with a lightsaber means nothing. In my opinion he either found it somewhere or he took it from a Jedi he encountered.”


“So you are saying then that the new Mandalore stole these items? Or that he killed a Jedi to get this lightsaber?” The reporter asked.


“He has many items of Jedi property in his possession.” Undien spoke, his voice rising in frustration. “Items that the Jedi Order now demands he returns to us. Javen Panlie is no Jedi Knight! His blood ancestor, Revan Panlie, was a Sith Lord infinitely more powerful than even Palpatine!”


The other reporters were silent except for a few murmurs at the last bit of information, as they listened to the exchange between the upstart young man and the Jedi Grand Master. None of them dared to interrupt for fear of ending this conversation. Though many had seen this young man at other HoloNet functions, no one had given him any extra thought due to his age and the fact that the HoloNet Channel he worked for was very favorable towards President Oslam. Whoever he was, this tit for tat with the Grand Master was going to bring millions of viewers to their respective Holo networks.


“As I understand it Master Undien, Revan Panlie was redeemed by the very same Jedi High Council that first exiled him; and it was he that led Old Republic and Jedi forces in defeating Darth Malak at the end of the Jedi Civil War.” The young man spoke. “Do you now dispute your own Jedi history?”


Undien’s face remained outwardly calm, but inside he was seething. This reporter had access to information that was available only in Jedi Archives and precious few other sources outside the temple here on Coruscant and the Praxeum on Ossus. Undien was certain he did not obtain this information from any that he knew of.


“May I ask your name young man?” Undien asked, smiling for the benefit of the other reporters gathered.


“You may ask Grand Master…” The young man replied. “I do not have to answer however.”


“You are obviously an excellent journalist with access to information the others do not have, as well as quite the historian.” Undien spoke calmly. “I think I and your fellow colleagues deserve the respect to know who we are addressing.”


The young man chuckled softly. “You may dispense with the false pleasantries Master Jedi; they do not work on me. Out of the utmost respect for the Jedi Order as a whole and not for you specifically, my name is Telan Onasi Master Undien. I work for Channel 94 HoloNet News.”


“It is a distinct pleasure to meet you.” Undien spoke.


“Will you answer the question Master Undien, or will you avoid the facts as you have up until now.” Telan asked. “Do you dispute your own chronicled Jedi history?”


Undien smiled at Telan, but the smile was anything but friendly. “Let’s just say that history is usually written by those in power.” He spoke. 


“Are you saying that chronicled Jedi history is inaccurate?” Telan asked.


“I’m saying that his actions at the end of a war he started do not, in my opinion, atone for his actions as perhaps one of the two or three most powerful Sith Lords to ever exist.” Undien replied. “He came within a hair’s breath of conquering the Old Republic and destroying the Jedi Order completely. That is not something I believe is forgivable.”


Telan smiled. “The Jedi Grand Masters of that time did not agree with you Master Undien.”


Undien nodded. “Yes… well it was another time. Had they looked at what Revan Panlie had done overall as opposed to what he did during the end of the Jedi Civil War, things might have been different.”


“So in your expert opinion then, as the new Mandalore and leader of the Mandalorian Union, Javen Panlie should be considered a threat to the Alliance?” Telan asked.


“We must not dismiss that possibility.” Undien spoke. “He has refused to join the Galactic Alliance, ships under the Mandalorian flag were destroyed for transporting illegal drugs through Alliance space, and any attempt to enter Mandalorian space is met with warships. What exactly are we supposed to assume from these actions?”

“We are not to assume anything Master Undien. Nor should we insinuate that something exists when there is no information to support such a claim. And since there is absolutely no physical evidence to support the Supreme Commander’s claim in regards to the Mandalorian freighters transporting drugs, due to the glee his ships used in blowing those same freighters out of the stars, we are left only with the word of Admiral Kenirr, who has been known to provide false information in the past.” Telan replied confidently. “The new Mandalore has openly stated that he has not joined the Galactic Alliance due to the corruption in the government that he feels is rampant.”

“Yet he gave no examples of this so called corruption.” Undien spoke.

“He was not asked to give examples.” Telan spoke.

“It is very easy to hide behind claims of corruption when your own actions are not in the best interests of all those involved.” Undien said.

“Perhaps because his best interests and those of his people come before what he considers being outside influence.” 

Undien nodded. “Perhaps he has ulterior motives?” Undien asked.

“We have seen nothing that provides any substance to your argument Master Jedi.” Telan told him.

Undien nodded. “Indeed. And we have seen nothing that indicates it is wrong.” He replied. Undien turned towards the other reporters now. “If you will excuse me, I have duties to attend too and I must cut this gathering short. I thank you all for your time.” Undien spun quickly on his heels and marched towards the large doors into the New Jedi Temple before any of the other reporters could fling out a question at him. Two younger Jedi Knights that had been standing to one side behind him immediately fell in beside him. “I want to know all there is to know about young Telan Onasi.” Undien growled as he walked. “And I want to know the information yesterday.”


One of the senior Knights nodded. “As you order Master Undien. I will make the requests as soon as we are finished.” He spoke.


“Whoever this Telan Onasi is, he knows far too much Jedi history to be just some reporter. Jedi history that is not readily available to just anyone. Have all archives access terminals swept for remote connections, and then go over the logs of all visitors for the last two years.” Undien spoke as he walked briskly. “I want to know who this upstart is, and what his connection to Javen Panlie is.” 


They did not turn to see Telan still standing there and watching as they moved back inside the massive doors of the Temple a small grin situated on his face. Twenty-nine year old Telan Onasi fingered the data pad he held in his hand one last time before tucking it into his dark brown jacket. The pad had been delivered by a private courier from the Twi’lek embassy to his personal quarters only the night before, and he had remained up all night delving into history that he had never seen before. History he was quite certain was not common knowledge. The pad had come from a source he trusted beyond reproach, and he never questioned the content. And after seeing the way Grand Master Undien reacted, he was further convinced that the information given to him was accurate.


“Was Lunae’s information correct?” The female voice asked from behind him.


Telan smiled and nodded his head without turning. “When has anything Lunae sent to me been wrong?” He asked softly.


“The truth will eventually become known Telan, you must know that? Now that he has your name, the Jedi will discover who you are my love.” The young blond haired woman said. “Even Lunae will not be able to keep the information silent long.”


Telan turned to look at the raven haired humanoid Kiffar female standing behind him. He nodded his head slowly in agreement. “No… I don’t suppose she will be able to.” He replied. “Are you concerned for our welfare?”


The young woman chuckled. “Not from the Jedi.” She replied. “However there are others who could pose a threat to us. Some of them right here on Coruscant.”


Telan nodded. “Yes… but the Bounty Hunter that took that job would have to be either extremely stupid or very desperate.”


“I never said they would succeed Telan.” She said with a smile stepping closer to him.


“You are worried about something? What is it?” Telan asked.


“I am worried for our future and the future of our child.” Seena Vel answered.


“That is not something you need to worry about Seena. Our future… regardless of where it may be is just another woven strand in the larger picture. We will be fine.” 



“And then what happens?” Seena Vel asked stepping closer to Telan. “I see the path you intend to walk on this my husband.” She spoke softly. “What happens as a result of your… of our actions?”


Telan took her hand. “Then we will accept the outcome of our actions and the actions of our ancestors and we will go on with our lives.” He told her. 

“Just like that uhu?” She asked him with a smile.

Telan nodded and pulled her close, staring into her glittering dark eyes. Her face bore traditional Kiffar markings passed down to her from her mother. “Yes… just like that I imagine.” He smiled at her.

“Our lives will change dramatically Telan, you know this.” Seena told him.

“It will not change my love for you or our child.” He spoke in reply. “Nor will it change the fact that we are married.”

“The history behind a union like ours is not the most promising.” Seena said.

Telan nodded. “Perhaps… but it will be up to us to change that won’t it?”

Seena pressed her tall lithe body against her husband’s lean muscular form. “Yes I suppose it will.”

 Telan kissed her softly. “Come… we need to get this back to the office and process it so we can report it as soon as possible. We do have a job to do you know. I have a feeling the President will need our help before too long.”

DUXN


At the present time the President of the Galactic Federation was not in the most pleasant of circumstances. Penaria was tucked up against the landing strut of the destroyed Presidential Alliance transport that had brought her to Duxn. A missile launched from far above had slammed into the transport’s unarmored side and effectively wiped out their hope of escape. The blast had shredded the five remaining members of her security detachment as well as two of King Renault’s four member security team. The concussive force had tossed both her and Jaiin aside like two rag dolls even though they were a hundred meters from the transport. The only thing that saved her from being peppered with lethal flying fragments was Jaiin grabbing her unprotected body and wrapping her in his arms as they were tossed through the air forty meters. They had landed with loud grunts of pain near the edge of the small lake, Jaiin’s armor smoking from three different locations.


Penaria had been momentarily stunned until the sound of Jaiin grunting and ripping at his armor returned her to the present. She gazed up to find him stripping off the chest and side plates of his Mandalorian armor, some sort of acid from the explosion eating away at even the hardened Mandalorian armor. It had to be liquid plasma from the destroyed transport that had splashed across Jaiin’s armor as they were thrown through the air. Penaria reacted quickly, struggling to her feet to help him pull off the sizzling pieces of damaged armor until he was stripped down to the undershirt he wore. Penaria was taken aback at the sight. The shirt was scorched in three places, exposing the tanned skin, blood leaking from the wounds, yet what caught her attention were the incredibly sculpted definition of the muscles on his arms and shoulders. Penaria shook her head quickly, snapping herself out of the moment just as Jaiin looked up and let out a howl and sprang to his feet, pulling the vicious looking vibroblade from the sheath on his leg. He buried the blade into the armored chest of the black assassin that had been running directly towards Penaria, the lightsaber raised above his head to strike. Jaiin rammed the blade home with such force it penetrated the chest plate of the assassin and stopped him dead in his tracks. Jaiin’s attack carried enough power to physically lift the assassin off his feet and drive him into the ground.


Jaiin had screamed something in Mandalorian at the now dead assassin before turning to grab Penaria’s hand. He guided her to the now ruined landing strut of the transport to take what little cover it provided while he once more lifted his assault rifle to his shoulder and with a grin of satisfaction began to drop more of the assassins. Penaria had managed to hang onto the T-9 Heavy blaster and began to join him in dropping more of the assassins.


“They keep coming!” She screamed. “There must be hundreds of them!”


“Let them come!” Jaiin screamed right back. “Their death will be enjoyable to watch!”


“I would prefer to stay alive!” Penaria yelled as she snapped off two shots from the T-9 and watched as the bolts burned through the back of an assassin about to attack Renault and his remaining detachment. 


“You will not die this day! Ib'tuur jatne tuur ash'ad kyr'amur”(Loosely translated in Mando’a, it means today is a good day for some other bugger to die)

Penaria stared open mouth at Jaiin as he blasted another group of assassins. “You are crazy!” She finally screamed. Penaria knew enough Mandalorian to understand what Jaiin had just said.


“And you are mesh’la, now keep firing!” (Beautiful)

“We can’t win!” Penaria yelled at him as a grenade explosion nearby hid her blushing cheeks at Jaiin’s compliment. “We are outnumbered ten to one!”


Jaiin smiled. “No we aren’t! Listen! What do you hear?”


Penaria stared at him as if he had completely lost his mind. She opened her mouth to speak until the sound caught her attention. It sounded… that couldn’t be… Penaria turned to look back across the lake and she saw the four Mandalorian gunships throwing up sprays of water on all sides as they skimmed across the surface of the lake at incredible speed. She turned back to Jaiin.


“I told you my children were coming!” He yelled. “May I suggest your instruct your military officers to purchase a few dozen of our gunships. They are faster than yours by a factor of five!”


“I don’t think so!” Penaria yelled back pointing to the sky to their front and the five Alliance troopships that screeched in at high speed from above the jungle.


Jaiin laughed again. “Still think we are going to die this day! Our people are here and to say they are upset is putting it mildly!”


Penaria couldn’t help herself and grinned, flashing her perfect white teeth against the blackness of the dirt and soot staining her cheeks.

(Music I envision playing in the background should be Rage of The Shadow Warriors. In the Yahoo Group.)


Walon’s long black hair whipped back alongside his face and shoulders as he gripped the hand hold above his head. He saw the approaching clearing in front of them, the crisscrossing of blaster fire, as well as the lightsabers clashing.


“Dragons Two and Four break for the Temple pinnacle! That is where Mandalore fights! Ba’slanar naasad oyayc!” (Leave none alive!) “The Alliance gunships are heading for the main clearing and their President! Devol take us in directly over where Jedi Master Skywalker and the others are fighting!” 


Walon watched as almost instantly after his order two of the Krayt Gunships peeled up and away. He grinned savagely and looked to the back of the pilot’s head. “Devol drop us right on top of them if you have too! I do not care in the least! Master Skywalker and the others are too important to Mandalore’s plan to be killed by these incompetent assassins!”


“Alliance transports are off loading troops! They look like Galactic Free Alliance Commandos!” The co-pilot barked, turning to look at Walon.


“They are the Alliance President’s personal shield!” Walon replied. “Well trained and armed. Good… then they can handle the main clearing!” Walon exclaimed. “Devol… sound the charge!”


The co-pilot’s head turned to look at him with a wide grin. “Verd ori'shya beskar'gam Ner vod” (A warrior is more than his armor my brother)

Walon nodded. “At Cuy’val Dar.” He replied. (To Those who no longer exist)

“Ten seconds!” Devol snapped. “Say hello you shabla dogs!” (The “F” word in Mando’a)


Daniel and Arnica Solo looked up as the deafening roar sounded overhead. Daniel and Pon Tiian recognized the Mandalorian gunships immediately, and they watched as the pilot of the nearest Thud Bug looking craft brought the huge gunship down directly on top of half a dozen black armored assassins, crushing their bodies into the blood stained ground. Arnica was aghast at this display of indifference for life, yet what happened next shocked her even more. 


Walon led a charge of twenty Mandalorian Protectors from the Krayt gunship, moving in precise and methodical patterns, their weapons cutting down assassins like harvesters in the fields of Telos collecting Telosian grapes. The music that played in the background must have been coming from external speakers on all the gunships, as it permeated the very air around them and seemed to incite the Mandalorians into a killing frenzy.


Daniel had seen many battles in his 170 years of life, yet nothing he had seen compared to the surgical like precision that the Mandalorian Protectors unleashed on the black armored assassins. Walon led a charge directly into the ranks of the assassins surrounding the three Jedi, assault rifles and vibroswords singing out pain and dismemberment with nearly every strike. The assassins that had been attacking them suddenly turned their full attention to the new and more lethal threat, and it was there that Walon and the Mandalorian Protectors beat them into the earth without remorse or hesitation. The twenty Protectors, trained for years to work together moved in two separate waves through the ranks of the assassins, splitting them into two groups and then effectively beginning to kill them without pause.

Daniel turned and gripped Arnica’s arm in his non-lightsaber wielding hand. “Quickly Arnica… get the King and move back to the destroyed transport. The Alliance and Onderon Security forces are arriving as well!”


Arnica turned and saw the half dozen Galactic troop carriers already on the ground and offloading fully armed troops, quite unlike the bold and deadly landing that the Krayt gunship had executed not thirty seconds before. “We should stay together!” She snapped.


“Time to argue we have not.” Tokare spoke loudly.


The three of them turned to look at the diminutive Jedi of Yoda’s species. His face was ever calm and relaxed as he deactivated the green lightsaber in his small hand and turned his face up to look at them.


“What is it Tokare?” Daniel asked.


“Sense something I do.” Tokare spoke. “A powerful presence it is.”


“A Jedi?” Arnica asked.


Tokare shook his head. “Flowing with the dark side this presence is! Very powerful.” Tokare told them. “Sensed this presence before I have.”


“I’ll go Daniel.” Pon Tiian barked. “Go! You and Arnica are stronger with the Force than I. I will secure the King and the President. Javen and Alana may need your assistance! Go!”


Daniel nodded as the attention of all the black clad assassins had suddenly turned to the Mandalorian Protectors and the newly arriving Alliance forces. “We must move quickly!” He said before sprinting for the ramp as fast as he could channel the Force into his old legs.


Javen brought his shorter lightsaber across the front of his body in a vicious cross swing and watched as the amethyst colored blade lopped off the unprotected arm of the assassin directly to his left front. The silver lightsaber immediately deactivated and fell to the duracrete below as the assassin screamed while reaching for his newly severed arm. Javen did not give him the chance and snatched the assassin up in a Force choke, the assassin’s lone remaining hand going to his neck, and then Javen used the Force to fling the assassin’s body over the edge of the upper Temple Mount. His screaming voice echoed as he plunged the hundred meters to the jungle floor below.


Javen spun quickly, deflecting a lightsaber thrust by the next closest of the remaining five assassins. He sent out a mild Force wave, staggering them back and allowing him to take in what was happening. He counted nearly two dozen dead assassins strewn at the feet of Master Lowbacca, Alana and Runi. Runi had fought her way up the ramp to the Temple Mount, leaving a trail of dead and twisted bodies along the way from savage Force fueled blows with her Force Pike, and now she stood back to back with Alana, Master Lowbacca a slight distance away on the other side of them. He could feel the tremors in the Force as Daniel Skywalker and Arnica Solo were rushing up the ramp towards them, and he reached out to Alana and Runi. He smiled inwardly when he felt their presence.


Alana’s heart was racing with exhilaration at the ongoing battle, but she was calm and in control. Runi was ever the picture of calm within the storm. She was a Mandalorian, and battle was not something that caused her to worry. They were drawing strength from each other, and it was then that Javen realized they shared a bond between each other. Perhaps a bond not so powerful as the one he and Alana shared, but a powerful connection none the less. He did not reach out to Alana within their bond so as to not distract her. These assassins were much better trained than those on Rakata, and he could sense the Force radiating from some of them, though it was unfocused and not trained.


Javen quickly centered his attention on the five remaining assassins near him as they struggled to their feet. He stepped towards them quickly, driving his Guardian blade through the chest of one of the assassins before they fully regained their senses. The smell of burnt flesh was strong in the air on the Temple Mount, and Javen leaped ten meters back from the four assassins just as the roar of two Krayt Dragon Gunships filled the immediate area. Javen watched with pride as the side gunner on the first gunship opened up with his auto turret and the green bolts of energy chopped the remaining four assassins into bloody chunks. His head turned as the huge gunship began to settle to the duracrete, the twenty Mandalorian Protectors beginning to leap out of the ship when it was still four meters off the ground. The second gunship spun gracefully in the air above where Alana and Runi were, its backwash staggering the unprepared assassins, allowing Alana to strike down two more before Master Lowbacca stepped up to her and Runi and scooped both of them into his huge hairy arm, and began pulling them back towards the ramp. The gunship settled quickly to the duracrete and offloaded its own force of Protectors and they immediately began to lay down a murderous field of concentrated heavy blaster fire.


Javen pulled back himself to the top of the ramp and felt the tremors in the Force of Master Skywalker and Master Solo moving up the ramp with Master Tokare. Lowbacca guided Alana and Runi over to where he stood as the Protectors began to take the battle to the assassins, just as Daniel and Arnica met them at the top of the ramp. Tokare leaped nimbly from Daniel’s shoulder where he had scampered in their dash up the ramp.


“Javen!” Daniel gasped, gripping his lightsaber tightly and bringing it up in front of him in a defensive Makashi stance.


“Master Skywalker. Master Solo.” Javen spoke with a small smile as he deactivated his shorter blade and returned it to his belt. “Welcome to the party.” 


Arnica looked at the carnage the four of them had wrought on the Temple Mount and turned to Javen. “I hardly think this qualifies as a party.” Arnica stated calmly.


Javen smiled at her words. “Come now Master Solo, this is not how you had planned to spend your day?”


Arnica glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and saw his mouth curl into a smile. She couldn’t help but smile as well. “Jedi do not go out of our way to find trouble Javen.” She spoke, as if she was lecturing students.


Javen nodded. “No… but it always seems to find you does it not?” He answered.


“Talk you should not Javen.” Tokare spoke with a roll of his large green eyes. 


Arnica had to agree with him. “I must say, the names Solo and Skywalker seem to be a great attraction for trouble yes.”


Javen grinned and twirled his Guardian blade in elegant sweeps. “I do know the feeling Master Jedi.” He spoke. “The names Ordo and Panlie are synonymous with trouble it seems. I have tried to deflect this over the years.”


“Have you been successful?” Arnica asked.


Javen shook his head. “Not to date, no.”


“Try very hard you have not!” Tokare scolded him.


They both heard Daniel chuckle beside them. “It seems that all three of our bloodlines are meant to be at the forefront of most conflicts. Perhaps something within the Force guides us.”


“Yes… well I wish at times it would guide me to a peaceful life where I can simply forget everything else around me and play with my mates and my children.” Javen said.


Arnica’s head turned slightly and she looked at him. She had detected the slightest hint of sadness in his voice when he made that statement and it surprised her. Perhaps there was far more to Javen Panlie than she had first realized. She turned as Alana jogged up quickly with Runi and Lowbacca directly behind her. She watched as Alana and Runi fell in on either side of Javen easily, and without any conscious thought on their part it seemed.


The pinnacle of the Temple Mount was littered with the bodies of the dead assassins, and Arnica for the first time realized that the four of them had killed or incapacitated nearly fifty assassins before they had arrived. Some had carried lightsabers, while others gripped vibroswords or blasters in their now dead hands. The continuing fire from the Protectors swept across the Temple and drew their attention.


(Your troops are well trained Javen.) Lowbacca stated.


Javen nodded slowly, his face changing as he felt something new within the Force. Something very dark and very sinister that felt oddly familiar. His eyes grew wide as he remembered where he had felt this before. His head snapped to where Tokare stood beside him, his eyes closed in concentration. “Master Tokare!” He barked.


“Sense them I do Javen!” Tokare spoke softly.


“We killed them! Six years ago!” Javen hissed.


“Killed them we thought we did.” Tokare spoke looking at Javen. “Not the case this is apparent.”


“Javen…” Alana questioned feeling the sudden surge of dark emotions in Javen through their bond. “What’s wrong?”


Javen lifted his wrist to his lips and stabbed the button on the small control panel there. “Protectors… mhi ganar ol’averde!” Javen bellowed. (We have company!) “Morut’yc gar esos!” (Secure your flanks)

“Javen what is going on?” Daniel asked. “What’s wrong?”


Javen did not have time to answer the question as they all heard the rumble of the massive doors into the tomb opening. All heads went to the two three meter thick doors of Mandalorian iron and duracrete as they swung slowly open. They all saw the two lone figures standing in the open doorway now clad in dark robes with the cowls drawn up around their heads.


Javen heard the others gasp as they felt the full spectrum of the auras radiating from the two individuals standing by the entrance to the tomb. The rage and hatred filtered through the Force like the currents of a raging river, all of it directed at them.


“Javen!” Alana gasped, her hand tightening around her lightsaber hilt and igniting her unique blue blade.


Javen fell into a defensive stance and turned quickly to Daniel. “Take the others and go!” He ordered. “Do it now!”


“Javen… they are… they are dark jedi!” Daniel announced in disbelief.


“Master Skywalker… Master Tokare… take the others and go now!” Javen spoke again. “Only Alana and I need face them! We are the only ones with the necessary lightsaber skill! Go now!”


“We will not leave you!” Arnica gasped.


“Leave we must!” Tokare spoke quickly. “Runi’BeTracyn, your assistance I need!”


Runi didn’t hesitate and bent over to lift Tokare onto her shoulder. “We go now!” She barked at Arnica and the others. 


“We can help!” Arnica cried.


Daniel took her arm and motioned at Lowbacca with his head. “No! Can you not feel it Arnica! We would only hinder him! Alana is the Order’s finest duelist, and you have witnessed Javen’s skill with your own eyes. We do not even come close. This is a battle we can not help in.”


Arnica met his eyes and nodded slowly seeing the truth in Daniel’s words. “We must get the President and King off the moon!”


Tokare looked into the mid day sky over Duxn. “Too late for that it is.” He spoke. “Shown their hand our enemies have!”

MANDALORE’S HONOR


“What do you mean they just appeared?” Jagi screamed.


“Affirmative Admiral,” The sensor operator spoke turning to look at him. “I’m detecting fourteen hyperspace reversions within Onderon’s local system! We can’t determine ship type or configuration!”


“Well find out Haar’chak!” Jagi barked. (Damn It!) 


“They match nothing in our databanks Admiral! Displacement is roughly the same as the old Alliance DREADNOUGHT-Class Star Cruisers!”


“Send out a hail!” Jagi scampered to his command chair. “Charge all weapons and raise defensive shields!”


“Admiral we’re inside Onderon’s jurisdiction!” His executive officer exclaimed.


“I shabla know that!” Jagi barked. “Advise the Onderon Navy we are responding to hostile action by these ships that have entered the system and launched an attack!”


“Admiral! The unknown ships are launching fighters! Class unknown!”


Jagi got to his feet. “That does it! Go to battle stations! Scrambled all ready alert fighters and get them in the stars! We have a hostile force closing on us! Get me the FLAME OF ONDERON!”


The bridge of MANDALORE’S HONOR went red and crew members sprang to their stations with well trained ease. 


“Admiral Ordo I have Admiral Kira!”


Jagi turned to the holo image disc transmitter just as Penar’s figure came into focus. He was obviously issuing combat orders as well, as the bridge of the FLAME OF ONDERON had gone red and was very active.


“Admiral Kira… I’m guessing you have detected the unknown ships entering the system as well!” Jagi spoke.


“Indeed! We’ve also detected the fighters heading our way!” Penar answered. “Our leaders are still on the surface under attack Admiral Jagi! I haven’t received confirmation that my people have secured the President’s safety.”


Jagi nodded. “I have received no such message from Mandalore or any senior Protector on the surface either. I will take MANDALORE’S HONOR and greet our unwelcome guests Admiral! One of us needs to remain here and cover any sort of retreat or call for support that comes from Duxn!” Jagi turned his head to the holo graphic board and could see at least four squadrons of the unknown fighters closing on his ship. 


“You trust me in that regard?” Penar asked clearly shocked.


“Penar Kira… we are soldiers you and I! Our sole purpose for being here is we protect the honor and safety of two leaders that we both care a great deal for.” Jagi spoke. “We are not politicians, and that is why I trust you! Either one of our ships is the equal to the scum moving to attack us now. I just happen to be closer!”


Penar smiled in the holo vision and he nodded his head quickly. “Then I will leave you to that task and rest assured I will secure Mandalore and my President until you return.”


Jagi nodded. “And I will insure you have the time you need Ner Vod.” Jagi said. “MANDALORE’S HONOR out!”

FLAME OF ONDERON


The Senior Chief turned to look at his Admiral when the transmission ended. “What did he call you Admiral?”


Penar looked at him and smiled. “Ner Vod. It’s the Mandalorian term for My Brother.”


“You speak Mandalorian sir?” The Chief asked surprised.


“Only a smattering of words and phrases. There aren’t many people in the universe who can speak Mandalorian.” He answered. “But I understand enough to get my point across.” He turned to face his executive officer. “Colonel… I want five squadrons of Eta-9 Actis-Class Fighter/Interceptors launched and chopped to the Mandalorians! Activate perimeter point defenses and get me a status report from our units on the ground!”

MANDALORE’S HONOR


“Fighters are away!” The sensor operator called out as Jagi returned to his command chair.


Jagi nodded. “Helm come to course four nine seven mark three! Maximum power to sub light engines! Move us to within range of point defenses! Let our fighters handle theirs and we’ll engage the first group of unknown ships!”


Jagi grinned as his helm officer reacted almost before the words were completely out of his mouth. He felt the massive bulk of MANDALORE’S HONOR execute a gut wrenching turn to port for a ship of its size.


“Our fighters are engaging by echelon!” His executive officer called out from the sensor station he was standing by. “Five squadrons of Alliance Actis-Class fighters are moving to intercept from the starboard flank. The flight commander is asking our Group Commander where he wants them!”


Jagi nodded. “I love military men who have the kebise to act without regard for political fallout!” He spoke with a grin. (Basically Mando’a for ‘balls’) “I will have to buy Admiral Kira a case of Mandalorian whiskey!”

“Enemy ships are breaking into two squadrons!” His XO called out. “One is breaking for us; the other is going for the FLAME OF ONDERON! Enemy missiles are inbound!”



“Are we in range?” Jagi asked.

“Turning to starboard… and we are now in range!” The XO reported turning to look at Jagi.


Jagi’s smile was that of a man about to unleash a living hell onto other living breathing people that were trying to kill him. He came to his feet.


“Enemy suppression barrage! All Batteries! Lock on with every missile tube we have! Fire!”

MANDALORE’S HONOR


The immediate space around MANDALORE’S HONOR flared brilliantly as every port side battery on the enormous flagship opened up at the same time. Point defense batteries of turbo laser turrets began to pour out a savage barrage of intense fire that reached out for the unknown ships that had just launched the anti-ship missiles. The twenty odd missiles that had been targeted on the Mandalorian flagship disappeared in a maelstrom of smaller explosions as they were obliterated from the stars. The turbo laser fire was so thick it appeared as if there were long strands of green and red connecting MANDALORE’S HONOR and the new ships together. The closest enemy ship died almost immediately as its entire port side bore the brunt of the first barrage from the much larger Mandalorian Heavy Cruiser. 


Heavy turbo laser turrets mixed in with the smaller turrets gouged great swatches of superstructure from the smaller ship until its shields collapsed entirely and its engine core was struck. The ship flared briefly before erupting in a blinding explosion, the concussive force from its destruction slamming into two other nearby ships sending them spinning out of control, only to be peppered by turbo laser fire along their own superstructures, blasting huge holes into their hulls. Large sections of these ships could be seen falling away as one of them surrendered to the incredible destructive force of the concentrated barrage and was ripped asunder. The entire forward three sections of the unknown ship tore away from the rest of its smoking hull structure, beginning a long dive into the atmosphere of Onderon.


“Three ships destroyed and two more seriously damaged Admiral!” His XO called out. “The second group is closing on the FLAME OF ONDERON!”


“Helm… adjust course to six four seven mark eight!” Jagi barked. “Starboard batteries released as they come to bear! Hammer them! Keep them away from the FLAME OF ONDERON!”


“Admiral… there are Onderonian frigates approaching from behind Duxn and Onderonian Venom fighters coming from the surface!” His Xo snapped. “Flight commanders want direction!”


“Tell the frigates to sweep in and engage the first group of enemy cruisers while they are disoriented!” Jagi barked. “Give the Onderonian fighter commander the frequency to Captain Jerred and have them come up underneath where our fighters are engaged!”


“Admiral the other Alliance warships in the system are just sitting there!” The XO spoke, looking at where the three cruisers were sitting just outside the battle area.


“That tells us they are no friends of either their President or us!” Jagi spoke quickly. “If any of them so much as twitches the wrong way, unload an entire volley of Mark Nines at them!”


The Xo nodded. “Understood!”


“We are in range of the second group moving for the FLAME OF ONDERON!” The sensor chief called out.


Jagi nodded. “Suppression barrage once more! All starboard batteries! Launch port side missiles into the group we already hit!”

FLAME OF ONDERON


“Gawd Admiral,” Penar’s executive officer exclaimed. “Let’s buy a couple of those ships!”


Penar grinned. “They are very impressive!” He replied. “But so are we. Are the enemy ships in range?”


“In range Admiral! MANDALORE’S HONOR has already begun another suppression barrage!”


“Excellent! Let’s make sure they know that the FLAME OF ONDERON is not without its own teeth! All portside batteries fire! All odd missiles tubes target and fire!”


As with MANDALORE’S HONOR, the immediate area around the FLAME OF ONDERON erupted in a display of turbolaser batteries and missiles leaving their tubes as Penar cut loose with the awesome firepower of his own ship. 


The unknown enemy ships were caught at the intersection of the suppression barrages from the two massive command cruisers and were obliterated from the stars without being able to maneuver or fire their own weapons.

DUXN


The clearing by the small lake was quickly brought under control and secured by the combined Mandalorian Protectors and Alliance Commandos. Runi led the others down from the base of the ramp, dropping Tokare from her shoulder as she moved to where she saw Walon. Daniel stepped up to Tokare quickly.


“We should not have left them!” He exclaimed.


“We need to go back and help them!” Arnica spoke.


Tokare shook his head. “Help them we can not.” He spoke. “Weaken them we would.”


“Who were those two dark Jedi Tokare?” Daniel asked. “Javen… Javen said you thought you had killed them six years ago! I… I was unaware of any Sith Jedi still alive.”


Tokare looked at him as he settled onto the hover disc with a sigh. “Leftover from Darth Krayt’s teaching they are.” He spoke softly.


“You knew about them and didn’t tell us?” Arnica asked surprised.


“Not seen them in nearly six years we have.” Tokare replied. “Defeated we thought they were.”


“What aren’t you telling us Tokare?” Daniel asked. “You look more worried now than at any time since we began this adventure. What is going on?”


“On Korriban met them we did.” He spoke. “Gain access to a Temple site they did.”


“You… you have a Temple on Korriban?” Arnica asked shocked and horrified.


Tokare shook his head. “Returning from Rhen Var they were. To Korriban their path led us. Confront them we did.”


“You have a Temple on Rhen Var?” Daniel asked curiously.


Tokare nodded. “Home it was to Nomi Sunrider for many years. Laid to rest there she was with her daughter and Ulic Qel Dromma.”


“Ulic Qel Dromma?” Arnica asked, again in surprise. “Master Tokare… forgive me… but there is a very strong relationship between you and Javen and many fallen Jedi Knights. It is disconcerting.”


“Touched by the dark side you think Javen is?” Tokare spoke. “Written on your face it is.”


“It is in his blood.” Arnica replied. “I… I fear that if Javen ever… he if ever falls to the dark side he will take Alana with him. If that happens, the Jedi Order will never recover. They are infinitely more powerful than any Jedi alive today. No one would be able to stand against them. And given the blood that runs in their veins… the galaxy would be thrown into chaos and war.”


“Heart of the Guardian Javen is Holder of.” Tokare stated. “Wield the living Force he does. No power over him does the dark side have. Extinguish it he would. Taught Alana Skywalker this skill he has.”


“How can you be so certain?” Arnica asked.


“Show you I will when return to Onderon we do.” He answered softly.


“Master Tokare… who exactly did we leave Javen and Alana to confront?” Daniel asked.


Tokare met his eyes. “Remnants of a lost race they are.”


“Tokare?” Daniel asked again.


“Found the tattoo we did.” Tokare told him. “The first clue it was that alive they were.”


Daniel’s eyes grew wide and he couldn’t help but draw in the breath. Arnica looked between them. “Daniel what is he saying? What tattoo? Who are you talking about?”


Daniel met her eyes. “We discovered a tattoo on one of the dead assassins from the Rakata Temple.” He told her. “An ancient tattoo with archaic writings that we thought you might be able to translate.”


“What writings?”


“We found Massassi writings on this tattoo.” Daniel replied.


“Massassi?” Arnica exclaimed. “The Massassi have been dead and gone for thousands of years! That’s not possible. You…” Arnica stopped speaking when she saw that Daniel was still staring at her. “You’re serious?”


Daniel nodded. “Yes I’m afraid so.” He answered.


“How is that possible?” Arnica asked in exasperation.


Daniel looked at Tokare. “And these two dark jedi up there?” He asked.


Tokare nodded his head slowly. He reached down and slowly pulled aside his cape and then lifted the light brown tunic covering his frail green body. Daniel and Arnica both winced slightly when they saw the jagged scar across the small Jedi Master’s lower abdomen.


“Massassi warriors they are.” Tokare told them. “Power of the dark side they are filled with.”


“And no Jedi alive today has ever fought a dark Jedi before.” Daniel finished the statement.


Tokare nodded. “A reason they came here for. Disturb them we did in their actions.” He spoke.


“What actions?” Arnica spoke. “What is so important within this old Temple that they would come here?”


Tokare looked at them. “Charged with protecting this Temple Javen is.”


“Yes we know.” Arnica spoke. “There are many locations he is charged with protecting. You have told us this before. What is so important about this particular one?”


“Many artifacts and holocrons stored here.” Tokare spoke. “Dating back to the Pure Sith War they do.”


“And what do these holocrons and artifacts hold within them?” Daniel asked feeling a sickening sensation in his gut.


“Hold the teachings and records of Amaurth the tomb does.” Tokare spoke.


“Amaurth?” Arnica asked. “Who is that?”


Daniel looked at her, his face suddenly holding a very worried expression on it. “Amaurth was … Amaurth was the leader of the Pure Sith Dark Lord that attacked the Old Republic nearly five thousand years ago.” He told her. “He is the same Amaurth that came far closer to destroying the Jedi then Palpatine ever accomplished. The last of his species.”


“No.” Tokare spoke softly looking at them. “Not the last.”  

