CHAPTER THIRTEEN
TATOOINE
SOUTHWESTERN EDGE OF THE DUNE SEA


Shadee finished securing the large crate’s seals as Rav secured the seals on his end of the crate. She glanced up quickly, her head canting slightly to the left as if she was deeply in thought.


“We have to go now!” Her commander spoke as he came into the room. “Flight will be here in two minutes.”

Rav and her Commander both looked at her oddly when she didn’t move from her spot, “Shadee, we have to go!” Rav exclaimed reaching out to take her arm.  

“He senses me.” Shadee said softly looking at her husband.


“What? Who senses you?” Rav asked.


“There is a Jedi with the assassins; I can feel his dark presence and he has detected mine as well.” Shadee spoke coming to her feet.

“A Jedi,” The Commander spoke surprised. “Here on Tatooine?”


“Are you sure?” Rav asked a slight tone of worry in his voice now.

“Skipper,” Kex’s voice echoed through their internal com systems. “That group just kicked it! They have increased their speed and they are moving across the last open area of desert before they get to the base of the ridge! They’ll be on us in two minutes!”


“Shabla!” The Commander swore. 


Shadee stood up and began to unlatch the seals for her armor quickly. “Take the crate and go to the ship!” She barked.


Rav looked at her with wide eyes. “What? We aren’t leaving you!”


“I will delay the assassins and their leader.” Shadee spoke calmly, beginning to pull her armor from her body. “Take off and wait for my signal, and then come and get me quickly!”


“Shadee what are you planning?” Rav asked his wife, knowing that she had a wild streak in her. It was one of the reasons he loved her so much, but it also was the main reason they argued often. He watched as she stripped off the custom built Mandalorian Protector armor to reveal loose fitting clothes beneath that allowed her the most freedom of movement, but did nothing to hide the fact she was definitely a female. Shadee was five foot seven and a hundred and thirty pounds, most of it well defined muscle, and she was in superb physical condition. Her obvious female attributes were what caught Rav’s eye at first, but her mind and who she was is what kept him coming back. Shadee was everything Rav had ever desired in a Mandalorian wife, strong and intelligent, and deeply rooted in tradition and honor. It was hard not to be these things when Rav considered who her brother was. 

Shadee took her utility belt from around the armor and buckled it around her slim waist and then lifted the cylindrical tube from her small pack. She popped open one end of the tube and turned it upside down and allowed the lightsaber to fall neatly into her hand. The pommel of the lightsaber was forged from Mandalorian Steel, slightly curved and intricately carved, as were the lightsabers of all the Mandalorian Jedi. The markings etched into her lightsaber were the history of her family, and her clan. “Shadee… I don’t like this. Every time you pull out that lightsaber, big trouble follows.”


Shadee smiled and looked at her husband, stepping over to him quickly, “Ganar o’r ni riduur.” She spoke softly before kissing him and then ducking out of the room. (Trust in me Husband.)

Rav shook his head and reached down to take one end of the crate while his commander took the other. “Ni or’parguur tion’tuur te Jetii eso ulur kaysh olaror dayn.” He barked as they carried the crate into the main room of the hut heading for the door. (I hate when the Jedi side of her comes out.)

The Commander grunted as they carried the crate towards the door, “As do I.” He spoke. “But it usually means she’s about to save our collective backsides.” He spoke.

Shadee Kelborne worked her way around the exterior of the hut, using her own natural quickness enhanced with the Force. She did not consider herself a muscular woman, more lean and defined as she was, but her body more than made Rav happy when curled into his loving arms. She simply adored stretching her body out alongside her husband’s sculpted steel hard muscular body, and it was Rav who was partially responsible for her superior fitness. He had developed the training regime for her that she followed religiously. She had Vaapad like reflexes even without her abilities with the Force, and all of it combined made her into one of the most deadly Mandalorian Jedi that Tokare and Mandalore had trained. She was able to cover the four hundred meters to where she wanted to be in just over thirty seconds. She came to a stop in the path of the landspeeders as they closed on her position quickly. Shadee reached out with the Force searching for what she wanted and found it one click north of her, and then she simply stood there waiting as the landspeeders slowed as they saw her.

The three landspeeders came to a stop in front of her forty seconds later. Shadee had lowered all of her Force barriers and opened herself completely. She could feel the power of the Force swelling through her, and she could also sense the dark aura of the lone unarmored man as he leaped nimbly to the ground from the closest speeder. This was no mere assassin she determined. This man was a Dark Jedi, a user of the dark side of the Force and a very powerful one from what she could sense. Master Tokare and Mandalore had educated all of them mercilessly in the differences of light and dark. While they were Mandalorians, and by their very nature they would never back down from a fight, Tokare and Javen had been very clear to all of them that they must never succumb to the temptations that their power could bring to them, as it only led to death and destruction, usually for those they cared for the most. They held up the example Lord Revan, a man honored among Mandalorian culture for his actions. He had allowed the temptations of the dark side to dictate his actions and because of that, no matter his ultimate goal, he became what he himself hated the most. It was only the love of a woman that eventually saved him, and returned him to the path of light. And he in turn had saved her when she herself surrendered to those dark passions. It was from that day forward that Lord Revan and Lady Bastila became immune to the temptations of darkness. It was this they imbued in their first born son, who though a Jedi himself, led the Clans for a short period of time during those dark days. These were the lessons and writings and holocrons all the Mandalorian Jedi had studied endlessly, committing it all to memory and to their hearts, never once asking why. Their code of honor and faith in the Force and their bloodlines had given all of them the strength and conviction to never be consumed by petty greed and grasps for power that wasn’t theirs. 

The Mandalorian Jedi all had strands of darkness in them, every sentient life form did, yet they were taught and trained to wrap those dark strands within the more plentiful strands of good in all of them. Using the darkness inside them in conjunction with the good formed a union between the two that could not be broken or separated. It was this belief and sense of purpose that Shadee fully embraced now as she stood in front of this man with confidence and a surreal sense of peace. 

The armored assassins swept around her, their weapons out and ignited; their silver lightsabers barely visible in the excessively bright sunlight while the lone man, a human from the looks of him, stepped in front of her only seven meters away.


“I thought to come out and give you a proper greeting.” Shadee spoke confidently, her eyes moving to look over the armored assassins, before going back to the lone dark Jedi. “I see that your manners do not extend to strangers however.”

The human laughed and his hand came up, igniting the crimson red lightsaber and brandishing it in a twirling flurry in front of him meant to intimidate an opponent. The action did not have its desired affect and simply bounced off of Shadee. “You are no match for my power wench.” He growled menacingly. “And you will not keep us from our destination.”


Shadee smiled sweetly and dropped into a Form V lightsaber dueling stance, triggering the activation button on her lightsaber as her hands curled around the pommel. The bright blue blade sprang from the elegant pommel with the usual snap hiss of an igniting lightsaber and hummed with strong clear power. “Oh… I think I will.” Shadee spoke.


“Take her!” The human snapped the order. 


The assassins rushed her at once from three sides, and Shadee cleanly out leaped them. She jumped almost straight up, allowing the Force to carry her, curving to her right and conducting a graceful flip to the side. Her lightsaber snapped out as she was upside down above the assassins and when she returned to her feet, the heads of two assassins were rolling in the sand, their bodies just getting the message that they were dead. Shadee held up her hand and let loose with a powerful Force wave that staggered the remaining assassins, allowing her to step in and snap out with her lightsaber three times in quick, lightning like succession, each time removing a limb from a different assassin. In the space of six seconds she had reduced the number of attackers almost in half.

Shadee nimbly leaped back and let loose a horrible screeching noise, turning to the Dark Jedi as he moved in to attack her.


“I am not these weak assassins Jedi wench!” He screamed, rushing at her and bringing his crimson saber down in an overhead smash.


Shadee grinned as her blade came up to meet the descending red lightsaber of the Dark Jedi. “And I am not a Jedi!” She spoke calmly, her left hand going to her waist in the blink of an eye and snapping out with the Rodian Razor Stick blade. The Razor Stick was a small double-bladed weapon, each blade forming an elongated S. The handle of the blade was attached perpendicular to the actual blades. Rav had this blade specially crafted for her just before she had gone to complete her Trials. It fit perfectly in her hand, and due to the shape and sharpness of the blades, it could caused massive blood loss in the hands of someone skilled in its use. Shadee was such a person. The human Dark Jedi was unprepared for her strength in holding back his lightsaber attack with only one hand and he was equally unprepared for the Razor Stick as it caught him by surprise, opening a nasty four inch long cut along his lower abdomen. He grunted in pain and stepped away from an unmoving Shadee, his hand dropping to his abdomen and coming away soaked with bright red blood. He looked at her with a new respect, a thin cruel smile spreading across his face as recognition came to him.


“You are a Mandalorian?” He spoke almost casually, sweeping his lightsaber in front of him defensively, “A Mandalorian Jedi? Now that is most interesting. Why would a Mandalorian Jedi be here on Tatooine? I was under the impression the Mandalorians hated the Jedi, and were hated by them in return.” He spoke, his voice dripping with sarcasm as he attempted to goad Shadee into some reckless action.

Shadee grinned. “You lack insight as well as intelligence if you attempt to use Don Moch on me dark one.” Shadee taunted the Dark Jedi in return. “Perhaps if you spent more time studying and learning you would have better skills.”


The smile disappeared from the Dark Jedi’s face and his eyes grew narrow. “She is mine!” He screamed as the remaining seven assassins had regained their footing and were closing in on Shadee. They backed off at the Dark Jedi’s command.


“Now would be a good time husband!” Shadee barked loudly as if speaking to thin air as she felt the presence of the animal she had signaled.

The sound of screaming engines erupted overhead and drew the attention of the Dark Jedi and the assassins alike as the modified INTERDICTOR-Class Pursuer Enforcement Ship dropped straight down from the skies above them in an extraordinary display of engine power and piloting skills, its ramp extended and two tall figures waiting on the edges of the ramp. The Dark jedi looked back to Shadee who wore a large smile.


“You think to escape wench!” He barked.


“Did you know it’s mating season here on Tatooine.” Shadee spoke her voice carrying over the noise of the engines and then she leaped straight up using the Force to carry her.


The ground beneath the Dark Jedi and the assassins surged upward and from the sands beneath their feet came the gray brown scaly skin of the head of the Greater Krayt Dragon. Like behemoths that they were, the Greater Krayt Dragon came out of the sand, its maw fully open, exposing the hundreds of razor sharp teeth that were easily a meter long each. The Greater Krayt Dragon was a rare sight even on Tatooine due to their size, and to see one so close to the edges of the Dune Sea was even rarer. They were lone creatures except during mating season, and this male dragon was looking to meet a mate. Shadee’s call had summoned it from its location over the sand ridge, and Rav and his commander could only watch in awe as the massive jaws of the dragon came together, scooping up two of the landspeeders and five of the assassins in a single gulp. Their screams filled the air even over the sounds of the Pursuer’s engines, and they watched as the entire creature came out of the sand now; one hundred and ten meters of muscle and teeth, with ten obscenely wide legs to support its massive bulk. The four horns protruding from its speeder sized skull were each six meters in length and ended in needle sharp points. One of these horns impaled the stunned Dark Jedi through his chest with an amazingly fast whip of its huge head. His red lightsaber deactivated and slipped from his grasp and Shadee, kneeling on the ramp now and watching the events unfold, held out her hand. The lightsaber leaped to her outstretched grasp before its owner’s body was ripped in half by one of the Krayt Dragon’s clawed feet coming up and tearing his body from its horn.

“I’ll take this.” Shadee said softly as the lightsaber slapped into her open palm and she stood up on the end of the ramp and turned to look at her husband and commander. They had removed their helmets and their faces showed their astonished gazes.


“You… you called a Krayt Dragon?” Her husband almost yelled at her, half in relief and half in anger.


Shadee grinned, “A Greater Krayt Dragon.” She corrected him. “He was very hungry from mating with two of the three females in the area. I just told him where to come and get his food.”


“Shabla Ni!” Her commander swore, his eyes still on the destruction and carnage being wrought below by the huge creature. “You could have told us!”(I’ll let you guys figure out the interpretation on this one.)

Shadee smiled. “And ruin the show? Not a chance.” Shadee looked towards the cockpit of the Pursuer, “Flight!” She called out. “Target the hut and fire two torpedoes; full yield!” She yelled. 

The pilot turned to look at her and nodded, his hands moving over his instruments, “Torps away!” He replied.

Shadee watched as the blue oval shaped Proton torpedoes sped from under the belly of the Pursuer and impacted the top of the hut with astounding accuracy. The small hut and everything within a hundred meters was obliterated, leaving nothing but a smoking hole in the sand and rock where it had once stood. She felt saddened at the order she had just given, as scores of historical holocrons and data cubes had just been destroyed, but they had accomplished the mission Mandalore had sent them on, and the most important items were safe once more.


Her commander turned from watching the destruction of the hut and the entire hill top and looked at her. “The room was not empty Shadee.” He said.


Shadee met his eyes and nodded. “I know. I was able to retrieve everything Mandalore requested and deemed most important.” She told him. “Our mission was successful Commander.”


“Can you tell us now who this hut belonged too?” Rav asked her. “And why we came half way across the galaxy to Tatooine in order to obtain a few items.”


Shadee looked at her husband. “The hut was once the home of Jedi Grand Master Obi Wan Kenobi.” Shadee answered him, seeing the looks of recognition from both her Commander and her husband. “For the last two hundred and thirty-nine years it has been used as a secret redoubt of incredible knowledge by the Guardians before Mandalore and now Mandalore himself.”


“What knowledge Shadee?” Her Commander asked.


“All I know is that it is knowledge we will need to fight the war that Mandalore knows is coming Commander.” Shadee answered. “I must contact him and report on our progress.”


Her Commander nodded and she moved forward toward the cockpit as he brought the ramp up. He looked at Rav, “War?” He spoke softly.


Rav moved closer to his Commander and the man who had stood beside him at their marriage as his Second. “I learned long ago to never question her Varn Bralor; she is far too much like her brother.” He said softly.

Varn nodded slowly. “I’ve only met Mandalore twice, at official functions. I never spoke with him, but his presence was… inspiring.” The man spoke in reply. “She has never used the knowledge that Mandalore is her brother even during her training or even afterwards to gain status or special treatment. That has earned her the respect she now has.”

Rav nodded. “It is not something either she or Javen would tolerate.” 

“Is he much like Shadee?”


Rav smiled. “You have no idea.” He answered softly. “They are very close Varn, as close as I have ever seen a brother and sister. Part of it is due to their connection to this Force they both feel, but there is also something else, something even deeper. I have asked Shadee about it, but even to this day she will not give me an answer. Yes… they are very much alike.”
Varn nodded. “Good, that makes me feel better.” He turned his head forward. “Flight, take us to the rendezvous with the GARGON.”


“I hear and I obey!” The pilot echoed, his hands adjusting his controls and pointing the Pursuer at the stars and engaging his main engines.

CORUSCANT

JEDI TEMPLE


Undien sat with three other Jedi Grand Masters in the Council Chambers as they listened to the report from the Jedi Knight. “There is not much in the way of information to be gathered on this Telan Onasi Master Undien.” The Jedi reported. “I did as you instructed and retrieved what information I could find on him however.”


“Go on.” Undien spoke.


“He apparently was orphaned at three years of age and then quickly adopted by the Twi’lek Vao’Onasi Tribe of Ryloth.” The Jedi said. “He was raised among the Twi’leks until he came here to Coruscant six years ago and became a journalist with Channel 94. That same network also is funded and backed by Senator Vao’Onasi and holdings in his family’s name.”
Undien sighed. “As an orphan how did he end up on Ryloth? Were his birth parents living there?”
“That information wasn’t available Master.”

“Very well what else?” Undien said.


“We have his address here on Coruscant where he lives with his wife and four year old daughter.” The Knight replied. “His wife is a Kiffar by the name of Seena Vel. She holds a simple job as an office clerk for the Kiffar Ministry.”


“And there is no mention of where he was adopted?” Undien asked.


“No Master. The Ryloth Adoption Ministry has sealed its records regarding his case.” The Jedi replied. “No access is allowed to anyone unless first given authorization from Senator Vao’Onasi.”

“I find that very strange.” Undien spoke. “Why would a Twi’lek Senator adopt a human child and then seal the records?”

“Senator Vao’Onasi is one of the staunchest supporters of President Oslam.” The Zabrak Grand Master spoke from next to Undien. “And one of the more well known and well liked members of the Senate. He has donated millions of credits to the needy across the galaxy on many different worlds. Perhaps it was his way of endearing himself to humans on the Senate.”

Undien nodded. “Perhaps. What do we know of Senator Vao?”


“Again Master Undien there is not much besides the normal public relations file.” The Knight answered. “He is married with six children. Five sons, all of whom work within the Ryloth based offices of his family’s holdings, and one daughter, the youngest of his children. Her whereabouts are unknown.”


“Unknown?” The yellow Twi’lek Grand Master said from his chair, turning to look at the Knight. Vol Mateil had served on the Coruscant High Council for six years now, and like Undien, had been trying for years to ostracize Daniel and many of the older Jedi. “How could the whereabouts of a Rutian colored Twi’lek female be unknown? Rutian is second only to Lethan as the rarest skin colors among my people. Rutian colored females are still prized possessions on many Outer Rim worlds.”


“There are no records of her anywhere within the family holdings or anywhere on Ryloth for that matter Master Mateil.” The Knight answered.


“Could he be shielding her from slavers?” Undien asked Vol.


“It’s possible.” Mateil answered. “But the laws have changed over the last two decades, and slavery within the core worlds and outlying mid rim worlds has been outlawed since the passing of the Second Ryloth Accords. Only in the Outer Rim is it still in abundance. Why would he need to hide her?”

“Does she have a name?” Undien asked.


“Birth registry lists her as LunaeVao’Onasi.” The Knight replied. 


Undien’s eyes widened, “Lunae?” He said. “I’ve heard that name before.” Undien closed his eyes and brought forth his memories of recent events in his mind, and after a few moments his eyes popped open, “Of course!” He exclaimed. 


“What is it Undien?” Vol asked.


Undien was pressing the controls on the arm of his chair. “I knew I had heard that name before.” He said. “And I’ve seen her before as well. A Rutian colored Twi’lek female is not often forgotten.” He touched the panel once more, bringing up the holoimager in front of their chairs. “This is security footage taken from the Praxeum on Ossus the day Javen Panlie burst through our front gate.”


They turned and watched as the images flashed by quickly until they stopped on the clear image of Lunae, gripping the bloody sword and standing next to the Nagai female who wielded an equally bloody sword. “That is the one Panlie called Lunae.” Undien spoke. 


“Her age looks correct.” Vol spoke gazing at the image. “And she definitely has the Rutian coloring, but why would the daughter of a Galactic Alliance Senator be traveling with Javen Panlie, who we now know is Mandalore? That doesn’t make any sense.” He leaned forward in his chair. “And it is very strange to see a Nagai and a Wookiee traveling with him as well. I was under the impression they were not fond of each other.”

“Perhaps not,” Undien spoke. “I intend to find out however. I want the images of everyone accompanying Panlie at the Praxeum put through our database here. I want to know everything there is to know about them if at all possible.”

“We should tread carefully where Senator Onasi is concerned Undien.” Vol commented. “He has great influence on Ryloth. Not to mention across a dozen other worlds. He has been at the forefront of every movement by the Ryloth Ruling Parliament to change the laws in regards to Twi’lek slaves, and his name carries great weight even here on Coruscant for some reason. He is a powerful figure.”


Undien nodded. “We’ll be careful, but if there is a connection between this Senator and Panlie, it is something we can use to do great damage to both of them.”


“Do not underestimate Panlie or this Twi’lek Senator Undien.” The third of the Jedi Masters with him spoke now. He was also human like Undien, but looked to be at least a decade or more older. “We can not afford to…”

The holoimage of the young female Jedi shimmered into life on the small table next to Undien’s chair. “Master Undien, please forgive my intrusion but we have detected something you and the other Masters should see.”


Undien nodded. “Very well Terena, you may route it here to the chambers.” 


They watched as the attractive female Jedi adjusted the controls she was next to and the image of Javen and Alana appeared as they were fighting the Massassi Dark Jedi. All four of them leaned forward in their seats.


“We intercepted this from Alliance Military Channels Master Undien.” Terena’s voice came over in the background. “It apparently just recently took place and is now being distributed to all HoloNet News channels for reporting. It is my understanding that Panlie and the President were joined by the King of Onderon at a previously unknown Temple site on the moon of Duxn where they were attacked by these…” Her words came across as disbelief at what she was saying, “By these Dark Jedi and the same assassins that attacked the Praxeum. The entire footage is being sent over via secure transmission now. It shows quite an extensive battle on the ground, with Grand Master Skywalker, Grand Master Lowbacca and Grand Master Tiian clearly involved. There is also another Jedi I do not recognize… an older human female.” 

The picture changed to a moment after the fight when everyone was gathered near the edge of what appeared to be some sort of ledge and Undien saw the female Jedi Terena was referring too. “Arnica Solo,” He said softly. “I should have known Daniel would have brought her into this.”


“Arnica Solo, isn’t she caretaker of the Archives Enclave on Dantooine?” The Zabrak asked.


“Yes she is.” Undien replied.


“Grand Master…” Terena’s voice spoke. “Those… those are clearly Dark Jedi. The first Dark Jedi anyone has seen in nearly three hundred years. Knight Skywalker and Panlie are clearly fighting them and winning. Every Jedi across the galaxy will be witness to this in a few hours. What do you want me to do?”


“You said they are on Duxn?” Undien asked.

“Yes Master. It appears to be some sort of temple that is previously unrecorded.”


“Find out where they are!” Undien spoke quickly. “If this is one of the locations that Panlie is tasked with protecting we can act on it! It is within Alliance space and we can use our influence with the courts to gain entrance to what is inside.”


“Yes Master.” 


Undien looked at the others. “I want every bit of information we can gather on Senator Onasi and his children, specifically his daughter. And find out all you can on these others that came with him to Ossus.” 


“What of this Telan Onasi?” Vol asked.

“Place a Jedi Watch Team on him for now. I want to know where he goes and what he does every minute of every day. And discover as much as you can about his wife and child. Vol use your contacts within the Ryloth government to procure any information you can on him and where he came from.”


Vol nodded. “It will be done.”


“Where are you going Undien?” The Zabrak asked as Undien got to his feet.

“I’m going to Onderon. I want to be there when the courts grant us access to the treasures that must be inside that Temple.” He replied. “Panlie made a large mistake hiding away his secrets within Alliance territory. I intend to be there to see his face when that happens.”

DUXN

FORMER TOMB OF FREEDOM NADD


Alana led the wide eyed group into the main Temple Chamber and heard the gasps of awe from even her Grandfather. The main chamber was very well lit with illumination globes scattered all over the massive room. Nine sarcophaguses rested side by side in the center of the room, surrounded by benches on either side. There were thirteen doors lining the walls of the main chamber, all of them open and unsealed at the moment.


“Daniel do you feel it?” Arnica gasped.


Daniel Skywalker nodded slowly as he let his eyes wander over the room. “It’s a Force Nexus.” He stammered.


“A Force Nexus,” Penaria asked. “What is that?”


Daniel looked at her. “It is a place unusually strong in the Force.” He replied. “The Temple on Coruscant sits on such a Nexus, the Temple that Javen showed us on Rakata was also such a place. This is the first such place I have ever experienced so close to Coruscant though.”


Renault had moved around to the other side of the sarcophaguses and now stood in front of the first one from the left, his eyes wide and tears beginning to streak down his cheeks. Penaria saw this and moved towards him. “Renault what is it? What…”


Penaria stopped when her eyes went to where he was looking and she saw the plaque at the head of the gold plated tomb and her hand went to her throat in shock. “This… this can’t be.” She gasped.

Renault dropped to his knees in front of the tomb, unable to stand any longer, his head dipping to his chest in obvious reverence to what he saw. Penaria reached out to touch the plaque, tears now clouding her own eyes as she read what was inscribed on the face of the silver encased stone.


Let It Be Known To All Who Read These Words And Stand Before This Sacred Tomb, 

Here Lie The Remains Of One Who Shall Never Be Forgotten,
Loving Wife of Clan Ordo, Devoted Mother of Clan Ordo, Defender Of The Jedi, Savior Of Onderon, Guiding Hand To Us All,

She Rests Now In Death With Those She Loved And Honored In Life,
Talia Kira
Wife of Kalen Ordo,

Fourth Queen Of Onderon

Ke barjurir gar'ade, jagyc'ade kot'la a dalyc'ade kotla'shya.
Kote Darasuum 
Penaria could barely finish the inscription she read as the tears flowed freely from her eyes now, and her hands trembled. She looked at Alana who stood near by. “I… I don’t know what this last part says. It’s… It’s written in Mandalorian.” She spoke softly.

Alana came over to her and looked at the words that were written in Mando’a. She squeezed Penaria’s arms and smiled gently. “It is a Mandalorian Proverb.” She replied softly. “It means ‘Train your sons to be strong, but your daughters to be stronger. Glory Eternal’

Penaria sank next to Renault on the stone floor and they clutched each other as they both put hands on the tomb and lowered their heads.
Arnica and Daniel moved over to Alana as she stepped back. “Talia Kira is considered the most beloved Queen in Onderon history.” Arnica spoke softly. “It was she who led them through the Onderon Civil War and the Pure Sith War. She married a Mandalorian, a nephew to Canderous Ordo I believe and had four children. Two of her children and her husband were killed in the occupation of Onderon during the Pure Sith War. Canderous Ordo personally led the assault that freed the planet once more. She never remarried after the death of her husband and devoted the remainder of her life to strengthening the already deep ties to the Mandalorian people. Her marriage began the foundation for the solidarity between the people of Onderon and the Mandalorians that lasts until this day.”

Alana looked at her. “Then she is why the Mandalorians have such close ties with Onderon. They… their histories intertwine.”
Arnica nodded. “Their very bloodlines intertwine.” She said. “They…”

“Daniel!” Pon Tiian hissed from where he stood by the last three sarcophaguses.

 The three of them moved to where Pon Tiian and Lowbacca were. Lowbacca’s eyes were wide as they looked at the names inscribed on the plaques of the tombs and they watched him drop to one knee in front of the last sarcophagus, the sounds coming from his throat ones they had never heard before, and even his small translation droid, hovering just over his shoulder was silent.
They Were Together At The Beginning,
They Were Together At The End,

Their Love Faced Many Trials And Heartbreaks,

Yet Their Love And Friendship Never Faltered Through It All,

You Will Live On In Us, This We Swear,

We Love You Mom

We Love You Dad

We Love You Uncle Chewie.

There Is No Death, There Is Only The Force

Arnica Solo was unable to keep her feet under her and only Pon Tiian’s quick action kept her from completely collapsing. He lowered her gently to her knees next to Lowbacca, and looked at Daniel and Alana who had tears in their eyes, Daniel’s hand resting on Arnica’s shoulder as she reached out to touch the tombs of her ancestors.

“I… we… we never knew where they were laid to rest.” Arnica spoke softly. “Six generations of Solos have searched for them. We were never successful.” She spoke. “We thought Corellia, Coruscant, even Ossus… but… but never here.”


Lowbacca raised his head slowly. (I have… I have visited the Memorial Tree on Kashyyyk honoring my Uncle many times.) He said. (I… I did not know of this.)

“No one did.” Javen’s voice filled the room.


They all turned to see Javen slowly enter the Main Chamber, Runi just behind him. He had changed into a new tunic that was dark gray in color with black pants and combat boots. His utility belt was cinched around his waist, his lightsabers clearly evident next to the two pouches. He still wore the gauntlets on his forearms, the Mandalorian Steel plating and the intricate engravings clearly more visible. The blood red sash was tied tightly around his waist. Runi had changed from her armor into more a comfortable tunic and pants very similar to Javen’s with her lifemate sash and identical armored gauntlets.  


Arnica got to her feet quickly. “Javen… how… how is this possible?” She asked, “The remains of Han Solo and Leia Organa-Solo? Here on Duxn?”


Javen smiled gently and came to stand in front of her. “There was a time during the reign of the Sith Lord of Darth Krayt when several of the Imperial Moffs got it in their minds to pillage the tombs of the Skywalker and Solo families. The Guardian Holder of that time made the decision to remove their tombs and any items from their resting place and bring them here. It is my understanding that one of Han and Leia Solo’s requests upon their death was to have a Memorial sarcophagus built for Chewbacca out of part of the wood from his Memorial Tree on Kashyyyk. The Guardian Holder of that time discovered this and moved all three of the sarcophaguses here.”


Arnica could only stand there and look at him wide eyed. “I never… no one ever thought to look here.” She said.


“The remains of every Skywalker and Solo, as well as the Memorial sarcophaguses for Obi Wan Kenobi and Master Yoda were all secured and moved to locations that were under the Guardian Holder’s watchful eye during the first months of Darth Krayt’s rule. That happens to be me now.” Javen spoke.

Penaria and Renault had gotten to their feet and were listening to what he was telling them. Renault stepped forward. “Javen… the remains of Talia Kira and her family have been missing for over a thousand years. Her… her tomb was plundered and…”


“Since the day Revan Panlie Junior passed on the title Guardian of the Jedi Order to his oldest daughter Ka’ra BeTeVen, the Guardian has always been a Mandalorian; a Mandalorian from Clan Ordo. Ka’ra BeTeVen married Canderous Ordo’s only son when she was seventeen and they had six children, and the cycle began with them.” Javen explained softly. “Queen Talia married Canderous Ordo’s nephew and Talia Kira was then and will always be a member of Clan Ordo, my Clan. Any Mandalorian from our Clan would die before allowing the remains of anyone considered honored members of our clan to be pillaged.”


“Javen… Darth Bane spent considerable time here… how could he not have discovered this chamber?” Daniel asked.


Javen shook his head slowly. “I don’t know how the Guardian at the time of the Battle of Ruusan discovered that Bane was moving for Onderon, but he quickly came here and removed everything from within these walls.” Javen looked at Renault. “The Guardian knew that Bane would attempt to come here to this place because it was the former tomb of Freedom Nadd. He was concerned that if Bane was able to resurrect anything of Nadd, he would discover that Talia’s remains were on Onderon. Talia Kira was a direct descendant of Nadd’s and he feared Bane would attempt to siphon off any Force energy that Talia’s remains produced.” Javen turned to look at the tombs. “Her remains, as well as the remains of her husband and children were moved secretly to Gargon within Mandalorian space, until such time as the Guardian determined it was safe to return. When that was decided… the Guardian brought them to Duxn, back to this tomb. He purged the residual dark energy left behind by Bane and reestablished this Temple as a place of light. And this is where he left their remains for their protection and peace.” Javen looked at Arnica. “Many years later, as per their request, Han and Leia Solo’s remains were brought here with Chewbacca’s Memorial sarcophagus. Leia Solo had obtained the rank of Master within the Jedi Order, and could have easily joined her brother and father in the Netherworld of the Force. Instead… she chose to have her remains interned with the man she so loved.” 

“If what you say is true Javen that would mean…” Daniel began to speak.


Javen nodded his head with a small smile. “There has always been a member of the Jedi Order who has known of the Guardian’s existence. They have known how to reach them in times of need or peril, or simply to access the information we have always protected. You would be surprised at how often the Guardians before me have been called on to assist the Jedi Order through the millennia. At least up until Krayt’s reign.” Javen looked at them with a smile. “Even Master Yoda once called upon the Guardian, though it was only at the end when he knew without question they could not stop what was happening.”


Daniel met his eyes, recognition blossoming over his face. “To assist in safeguarding the Chosen One’s children?” He said.


Javen nodded seeing Alana’s eyes turn to him with a great deal of interest. “Grand Master Kenobi knew he could not keep watch over Luke Skywalker all of the time as he had other duties as well. Master Yoda informed him of the Guardian’s existence and when Obi Wan left Tatooine to assist other Jedi that had survived the Great Purge; the Guardian went to Tatooine to assume his place until he returned.” Javen moved over and slowly placed his hand on the tomb of Leia Solo. “The Guardian has not been called on since the fall of Krayt’s Empire nearly three hundred years ago, and that has troubled both me and the Guardians that came before me. The Jedi Order has changed greatly in that time and I fear that Boba Fett’s prediction of the Jedi so long ago will come true and we will not be able to rely on them for what is coming.” He said softly.

“What prediction?” Pon Tiian asked.


Javen looked at them. “Boba Fett was in his early seventies when he made the prediction that in his opinion there was no distinction between the Jedi and the Sith. And he predicted the Jedi would destroy themselves.”


“Do you believe that?” Daniel asked.


Javen turned to meet his eyes evenly. “If I believed that… I would not be here.” He replied. “I would have remained in Mandalorian space and watched as the Alliance tore itself apart from the inside. Unfortunately… unfortunately what I believe may not be able to help us. Whatever is going on is rapidly expanding, and the persons or person directing it all are still safely anonymous. That is what we need to discover.” Javen looked at all of them. “I encourage all of you to spend as much time here as you like. There is a wealth of knowledge and history here for those that will truly appreciate it. And I believe those of you in this room will appreciate it the most. The arrangements to remove everything from the Temple are nearly complete, and we will be leaving Onderon in three days for Nar Shaddaa.”

They watched Javen turn and make his way out of the main chamber as Runi stepped up next to Alana, her hand sliding into hers discretely. Alana smiled at her in a loving manner, squeezing her hand as she did.

“That young man bears a heavy burden on his shoulders.” Arnica spoke softly. “A burden most should not have to bear.”


Daniel nodded. “Yes he does.” He agreed. 

“Javen Panlie does not consider his responsibilities a burden Master Solo.” Runi spoke from her spot next to Alana. All of them turned to look at the diminutive red haired young woman. They all knew who she was, and what she was capable of. “He is honored to have the burden as he has told me many times in the past. To honor his bloodlines and serve the Jedi is all he has ever wanted. And he has proven to be a far nobler Mandalore than Tlon Fett could have ever been.”

Daniel looked at her sensing an opening to discover more of Javen that they did not know. “You mentioned something similar to that on MANDALORE’S HONOR when we first began this quest Runi’BeTracyn.” He said. “What do you mean by that?”


Runi looked at him and shook her head slowly. “Meaning no disrespect Grand Master Skywalker, as Javen’s lifemate I would be doing him a disservice by speaking of it outside his presence.”


“He does not allow you to speak of him when he is not present?” Penaria asked, clearly surprised at such a strong young woman being subservient to a man.


Runi smiled almost dreamily. “I could speak of Ner Cyare all day Madam President, especially in regards to what he makes me feel when…” 

“Runi!” Alana interrupted her, causing the others to smile knowingly at her reaction.

Runi looked at Alana, a sly smile on her own face. “He does the same to you Alana!”

“I don’t think it’s something we need to share with everyone else though.” Alana told her, clearly embarrassed by Runi’s openness.   

“We will have to discuss your tentative nature Ner Ka’rta.” Runi said looking at her seductively; obviously not at all ashamed of neither her feelings for Alana, nor the relationship that everyone now knew they shared with each other and with Javen.
“Can we discuss it some other time please?” Alana asked her face turning a deep shade of red.

“Very well Ner Ka’rta,” Runi spoke with a glint in her dark eyes, eyes that Alana knew promised pleasure, passion and love. Runi turned back to Penaria still holding Alana’s hand. “You misunderstand the meaning of my words Madam President. The events that took place between Tlon Fett and Javen are a matter of high honor, and held very personal among all Mandalorians. As Javen’s lifemate, his wife if you prefer that term, I must and I do honor that very deeply. I witnessed what transpired that day, I was there. That Tlon Fett still lives is a true testament to Javen’s code of honor and his ideals as a Jedi. Master Tokare I’m sure would tell you what happen that day if you asked him, I will not out of my devotion and love for Javen.”


“Forgive me Runi, I…” Penaria started.


“There is nothing to forgive.” Runi spoke with a smile. “He is a very difficult man to understand at times, I will admit that. Alana has helped me to understand him more due to the bond she shares with him. I have found through time though; the simplest things give him the most joy.”


“Do you know the significance of these tombs to the people of Onderon Runi?” Penaria asked.


Runi nodded once more. “You might be surprised at what I know about the people of Onderon Madam President.” She answered honestly and with no trace of sarcasm. “However these tombs are not here for Javen to use as a political tool. They are here because Talia Kira is considered a member of Clan Ordo, and since the time of Canderous Ordo, our clan mates who have passed into the next life have always been honored and protected. It is Javen’s way. It is our way. Please do not look at this as something other than what it is.”


“I assure you we will not.” Penaria spoke. “It’s just that… it’s not often that something you thought lost for so long is suddenly returned to you.”


Runi smiled. “Rest assured Madam President… the history of Onderon and her people will never be lost. Not while a Mandalorian still lives. The history of our two peoples is deeply interwoven, and has been for millennia. I can only hope one day the people of Onderon will do the same for us.” Runi bowed her head. “I must return to my duties, but Javen asked me to express to you that should you need anything, do not hesitate to ask.”


Runi turned and looked at Alana for a long moment before smiling and heading out of the chamber. Alana watched her as she left and shook her head.


I will get you Runi’BeTracyn. She thought in her head. Alana’s eyes grew wider when she heard Runi’s soft laughter within her mind. 


I look forward to that Ner Ka’rta. It has been several days since I’ve had the pleasure of you in my arms. You may have to defeat Javen however, since he has plans for both of us tonight. Runi’s voice replied as clear as if she was standing next to her.


Alana was successful in keeping the look of shock from her face as she turned back to those in the chamber with her, but she was unsuccessful in the embarrassed smile that creased her face at Runi’s words or what they meant. Alana knew then their bond had grown stronger, as this was the first time that they had been able to communicate through the bond. Until now… they had been able to sense each others emotions and feelings, but now it seemed their bond and their relationship had exceeded that. Alana had to admit to herself, it was something she was going to look forward to exploring.


Penaria’s voice brought her focus back to those in the chamber with her. “…have two days, perhaps three before news of this Temple brings the Jedi here Master Skywalker. I will not allow them to desecrate what is within these walls.”


Daniel nodded. “You will get no argument from me.” He spoke. “I sense that Undien is already moving on the knowledge that this Temple now exists, and I sense he is also coming here himself.”


They watched as Renault started for the exit, “Renault where are you going?” Penaria asked.


He stopped and turned back to them. “Mandalorians have protected Queen Talia’s remains for centuries with no thought of reward or recognition. I will not allow whoever is bringing these events down upon our heads to have what is held within these walls Penaria. Regardless of what the Alliance courts will say.”

“What do you plan on doing?” Penaria asked concern in her voice.

“For your own protection and to divorce yourself from my actions, you do not want to know.” Renault spoke firmly before turning and heading out of the chamber.


“He is right Madam President.” Arnica spoke. “It is happening just as we said it would. If you side with him, the Alliance Senate will undoubtedly move to dissolve your government.”


“What can we do?” Alana asked.


“Two can play this game.” Penaria spoke firmly. “And I intend to do just that.”

CORUSCANT
OFFICE OF TWI’LEK SENATOR VAO’ONASI

Senator Vao Onasi was the senior Senator from Ryloth and a very influential member of the Alliance. His Lekku were draped over his shoulders wrapped around his neck, the length of his Lekku granting him great respect among his people. He was considered wise and very well liked on Ryloth, and those feelings extended here to Coruscant. Vao lifted his eyes from the data pad he was reading when the door to his office opened and his most senior and trusted aide walked in.

The younger Twi’lek male was dressed quite similar to Vao with long flowing dark blue robes, but he wore a white tunic as well indicating his status as the Senator’s senior aide. Vao noticed immediately that he was troubled and he set the data pad aside as he came up to the desk.
“What is it Taal? You look as if someone has stolen your most prized possession.” Vao stated.


“I just received a message from your son Pol Senator.” Taal spoke. “He asked me to inform you that he has a Level One priority problem with the shipyards.”


Vao remained outwardly calm, and leaned back in his chair. “Is that why you look so distraught?”


“An issue with the shipyards would not be good for us Senator. You are coming up for re-election, and even though you have a thirty-eight point lead in all the polls, a major problem is something our opponent could seize on.” Taal replied.

Vao looked completely relaxed. “It’s nothing like that.” He spoke with a smile. “A Level One priority is my son’s way of getting my attention in regards to a promotion he has questions on, nothing more. Rest easy my friend.”


The relief on Taal’s face was evident and he smiled. “Shall I contact him for you?”


Vao shook his head. “That isn’t necessary. He can wait a few more hours. What I would like however, is the file we have on the upcoming Hapes Trade Summit.”


“I’ll have to go to the archives for that Senator.” Taal spoke.


Vao nodded, “As long as I have them before the end of the day that’s fine.”


 Taal bowed his head. “I’ll see to it right now.”


Vao watched his aide leave the office and then got up from his desk and went to the door. He initiated a secure lock on the door and then moved back to his desk and pressed the COM panel. The holo image of the E-3PO protocol droid in the outer office appeared.


“How may I serve Senator?”


Vao had purchased this particular droid forty standard years prior ago. The E-3PO series of droids had been state of the art and very much in demand during the time of the Galactic Empire due to their unique ability to interface with undocumented or rare technologies. When they had first come out they were outrageously expensive, though Vao had gotten this droid for a very sedate sum of credits. His son had discovered and re-activated all of the droids former circuits, as well as adding many new and very illegal modifications. “R nine please patch through a secure and encrypted channel to my son Pol, route it through the usual sources and then inform everyone I was feeling tired and wanted to rest for the remainder of the day.” Vao spoke.


The silver/gray protocol droid nodded his shiny head, “As you request Senator. The transmission is coming through now. I’ve routed it through the normal channels.”

“Standard securities please R nine.” Vao spoke. “I see no reason to break protocol.”


“Security grids are activated Senator. Shall I delete this from memory?” The droid asked.


“Please do.” Vao spoke as the holo image of his son appeared, “Thank you R nine.”


“Father,” The younger version of Vao spoke calmly. “I believe we may have a problem.”


“I’m listening Pol.” He replied.


“I was contacted by the Assistant Director of the Ryloth Adoption Ministry.” Pol spoke. He was very similar to his father in many ways, mainly due to the fact that not many things could rattle him. His voice was calm as he spoke, but Vao could just detect a hint of indecision in his tone. “It appears that two inquiries have been made in the last two hours in relation to Telan.”


Vao became immediately alert. “Go on.” He said.


“The first request came from the Jedi Temple on Coruscant. It was from a Twi’lek Jedi Master named Vol Mateil.” Pol spoke.


Vao nodded. “Yes I know of him.” He spoke, “He is a tool of Grand Master Undien; a lap dog, an enforcer if you will and nothing more.”


“Yes well he also inquired as to Lunae father.” Pol spoke. “He asked of her whereabouts and her relationship with you and the family.”


Vao’s eyes narrowed, “Lunae? Why would a Jedi Master inquire about Lunae?” He asked. “What did the Director say to Master Mateil?”


“Exactly what we requested he say to anyone who made inquires.” Pol answered him. “Telan’s adoption records are sealed and need your approval to have them opened, and that he did not know where Lunae was at the moment, but he would be happy to let her know he was interested in talking with her.”

“And what was Vol’s response?”


“He said it was nothing important and he only wished to inquire of how she was adjusting as the daughter of a Senator now that the Second Ryloth Accords are fully in effect.” Pol answered.


Vao chuckled. “Bantha Poo Doo! He does not lie well does he Pol?”

Pol shook his head. “No he does not father. Should we be concerned?”


Vol was silent for a long moment. “I believe the time is coming for many things to be revealed Pol. You know where Lunae is?”


Pol nodded. “She’s on Onderon with Javen.”


“Contact her. Tell her what we know. Advise her that she must have been recognized by someone when they were on Ossus, or they remembered her. If Undien saw her, it was probably him. Who made the second request?”


“The second request came from the office of Senator Kavalian.” Pol replied.

Vao’s eyes grew a little wider with interest. “Senator Kavalian?” He said as he leaned further back in his chair. “That is odd. Why would he have any interest in Telan?”


“The Director told me he was quite forceful in his requests. He did not want to take no for an answer.” Pol explained. “The Director told me Senator Kavalian was not pleased that the information was not public knowledge considering Telan’s choice of profession.”

“Why would Kavalian be interested in Telan?” He spoke to no one in particular.

“Telan was very blunt and disrespectful to Master Undien during the interview Undien gave the other day.” Pol replied with a smile. “We got a great deal of amusement from watching that here in the offices.”


Vao nodded with his own smile. “Yes… I saw the interview. He held his own against Grand Master Undien very well indeed.” Vao saw the COM panel next to him begin to blink. “Hold on Pol.” He said and reached forward to switch the channel. “Go ahead R nine.”


“Senator I apologize for disturbing you, but Senator Kavalian is on his way to your office. He was quite insistent that he see you immediately.” The droid said.

“Thank you R nine; please escort him in when he arrives.” Vao replied and switched the channels back. “Pol… it appears Kavalian was not satisfied with the information given to him by the Director. He is coming here to meet with me.”


“Father…” Pol started to speak.


“Our families’ decision was made centuries ago Pol, you know this. It is a task we have honored for millennia.” Vao spoke softly. “I have no intention of deviating from that in any way.”

“I do not question what was decided then father. I never have and I never will. I too know the significance of the names we bear.” Pol answered. “I was going to ask if I should put our contingency plans in motion. Javen always told us to be prepared.”


Vao nodded slowly. “Yes… I believe events will begin to shape our future, and we will need to act. Activate our safe houses Pol and inform our mutual friends to be ready to move on short notice.”


Pol nodded. “Consider it done father. What about Lunae?”


“Lunae is more than capable of taking care of herself. You have seen those she travels with and calls friend. She would be the last one I worry for, but do advise her of what actions we are taking nonetheless. She will also have the hardest task among all of us, for once Javen discovers what she will tell him she knows she will be hard pressed to rein him in.” Vao said.
“Have faith in Lunae father.” Pol spoke. “She has traveled with Javen far longer than any of us. He trusts her wisdom.”

Vao nodded. “I will.” He answered. “Contact me when everything is ready.”


Pol nodded. “I’ll talk with you soon father.”


Vao had no sooner deactivated the COM panel when R nine’s image came into view. “Senator Kavalian has arrived Master Onasi.”


Vao nodded. “That certainly was fast. Show him in R nine.” He spoke calmly as he moved to the elaborate wet bar on the side of the office. He poured two glasses of the blue liquid and turned just as his protocol droid led Kavalian into the office. “Ah… Victor.” Vao said. “It’s a pleasure to see you again.” He held out the glass to him. “Corellian Merlot if I’m not mistaken.”


Victor took the glass with a smile. “I’m surprised you remember.” He said.

Vao nodded. “You might be surprised at my memory.” He said motioning to the chair. “Please make yourself comfortable. To what do I owe this unexpected visit?”


Victor settled into the chair. “I was on my way to another appointment and decided to stop to see you first. I’ve come to discuss your son; your adopted son Telan.” Kavalian spoke, getting right to the point.


Vao smiled. “What has Telan done now?” He asked in a relaxed voice. “The boy is always getting into some trouble.”

Kavalian was caught off guard and sipped the glass of Merlot. “You do not seem surprised that I know of your son Vao.” He said.


“Why should I be surprised?” Vao asked. “I’ve made no effort to hide Telan’s adoption from anyone. He has made me very proud in fact. He is well established, married to an intelligent young woman and he has given me a beautiful granddaughter. Something my other sons are still working on I might add.” He finished with a smile.


“He is a HoloNet Reporter.” Kavalian said. “For a News Organization that your family funds.”


Vao nodded. “Yes, Channel 94 is one of Pol’s ventures if I’m not mistaken. Why should that be of any significance to me? I decided long ago not to interfere with my children’s chosen profession.”

“Channel 94 is a staunch supporter of President Oslam and many of her more liberal policies that the Senate considers dangerous.” Victor spoke. 


“I also made the decision not to enforce my own views on my children Victor.” Vao spoke calmly. “Why should this be of any concern to me? If I’m not mistaken, Telan’s own organization has not been kind to me or what I support in the past.”


“I requested his adoption records from the Ryloth Ministry and was told they are sealed by your own order.” Kavalian said. “May I ask why?”


“Has Telan done something Victor?” Vao asked, feigning concern now.


Kavalian shook his head. “Did you see the interview given by Master Undien of the Jedi Order yesterday?”


Vao shook his head. “I was in committee all day, no.”


“He handled Master Undien rather roughly and with a great deal of disrespect. He also had some information that is not common knowledge outside of Jedi circles. Master Undien contacted me and asked if I could provide him with any information.” Victor spoke. “I told him I would look into it since you were his father. I should have come to you first before contacting the Adoption Ministry, my apologies.”


Vao waved that off. “No apologies are needed.” He said quickly. “I had the records sealed because of the circumstances of how I discovered young Telan. I just never bothered to unseal them to be honest with you.”


“How did you discover him?” Kavalian asked, “If I may ask?”


“He just recently turned twenty-eight so he was almost three when I found him.” Vao said. “I was making a trip to one of Ryloth’s colonies when we received a distress call from Roon. When we arrived we found Telan among a crashed transport. His family… I assume it was his family… had been butchered by smugglers and he was barely alive. It was a very traumatic experience, and I had the records sealed so that Telan could eventually forget and move on with his life.”


“Your other children accepted him?” Kavalian asked.


Vao nodded with a smile. “Oh yes… they were very protective of him from the very beginning, especially my youngest Lunae.”


“How is your beautiful daughter?” Kavalian asked, seeing the opening. “I haven’t seen her on Coruscant in many years now.”



Vao nodded. “You have a daughter my friend and you know how trying they can be.” He said feigning exasperation. “She comes and goes with a group of Twi’lek archeologists, flitting from planet to planet. I’ve only seen her myself three times in the last year. My wife speaks with her monthly, but other than that… she is strong willed and independent… and I see her when she decides.”

Kavalian nodded as he finished his drink. “I do indeed.” He said. “I did not mean to trouble you Vao.”


“It is no trouble Victor. I will talk with Telan. Regardless of his position, he should be more respectful of the Jedi and his seniors.” Vao answered.


Victor got to his feet. “That is all I can ask. I will take my leave of you, as I was on my way to another meeting as I said.”


“I was hoping you might find some time to sit with me in regards to the new Military Appropriations Bill submitted by President Oslam.” Vao spoke getting to his feet. “I believe I have devised a way to lessen the cost on several of the items she has listed for cuts, thereby keeping them in the Bill.”


Kavalian nodded. “I will instruct my protocol droid to set up a meeting later this week.” He said.


“Excellent.” Vao answered as they walked to the door. “Go with peace Victor.”


Kavalian nodded. “And you as well my friend.” He turned and followed R nine from the office. 


Vao watched until he had left the office and R nine returned to his spot next to him. The silver droid looked at Vao almost oddly. “Is there something wrong Senator?”


“What are you up to Victor?” Vao spoke in almost a whisper.

“I’m sorry Senator; my audio receptors did not recognize your request.” R nine spoke.


Vao looked at his protocol droid. “R nine, I want you to initiate Level Two Security Protocols for my office and my residence here on Coruscant.” He said calmly. “And then activate your Ghost Encryption Program and access the Senate’s main background files, specifically Senator Victor Kavalian. Use a public terminal and cover your tracks well.”


The droid nodded, “As you request Senator.” 


The droid moved out of Vao’s inner office and headed for the door to comply with his new directions. Vao returned to the high backed chair behind his desk and turned the chair to look out the large window into the Coruscant skyline.


In the docking area five levels below Vao’s office Victor Kavalian climbed into the Senatorial Gaba-18 Airspeeder and settled into the plush couch while his pilot ascended into the repulsorlift corridor. He keyed in the transmission code and saw Undien’s figure appear.

“Where are you?” He asked.

“On my way to Onderon,” Undien answered. “I should arrive late tomorrow. The documents from the Alliance courts should be nearly complete by then, and we’ll force Panlie to release the contents of the Temple to us.”


“I have just met with Vao Onasi.” Victor said.


“What were you able to discover?”


“I discovered that Vao Onasi isn’t what he appears to be.” Victor spoke. “His adoption of the human is a ploy of some sort to cover what Telan Onasi is really doing. Trust me… he has ulterior motives for keeping this man’s background secret. He also told me he hasn’t spoken to his daughter in some time. That she is off doing some sort of archeological work.”

“I may be able to discover what his involvement in all this is.” Undien spoke. “I received a coded message from one of the Jedi traveling with Panlie and Skywalker. He says that Lunae Onasi is traveling with them and definitely not doing archeological work as her father told you. She is no ordinary Twi’lek female Victor. I witnessed her skill on Ossus. I did not put her name to the face until earlier today.”


“Find out what you can.” Victor spoke. “I’m beginning to think that we might have an unknown adversary in Senator Onasi. It remains to be seen what his motives are however.”


“Where are you going?” Undien asked.


“I have a meeting with someone that might turn out to be a thorn in Panlie’s side.” Victor replied. “I’m meeting him on Nar Shaddaa.”


“You’re going to meet Fett?” Undien asked.


Victor nodded. “Yes.”


“The man is driven only by hate and greed.” Undien spoke. “Be mindful of what you tell him.”

Victor chuckled. “Yes I know, he sounds like just the person we need.” He said. “Contact me on the secure channel when you gain access to the Temple.”


Victor killed the transmission and settled back in the soft couch, his thoughts turning to his upcoming meeting.

DUXN


Daniel and Arnica walked into the small room where Tokare was sitting and talking with Walon and Jaiin. They had spent the last four hours in the main chamber of the tomb, sifting through the myriad holocrons and data pads of history they had never seen or heard before; history that had been expunged from history cubes and even books at the order of the Supreme Chancellor and Jedi High Council of that time.


“Impressed you are.” Tokare told them when he gazed into their faces, causing both Jaiin and Walon to smile.


Daniel nodded his head slowly as Arnica took a seat opposite Walon. “Impressed is a word that does not come close to what I feel.” He said.


“See now you do the reasons for keeping this history from our enemies we must.” Tokare said softly.


Daniel nodded slowly. “Yes I do. If the information contained here ever fell into the wrong hands it would change the balance of everything we know.” He replied looking him.

“Saw this knowledge Yoda did.” Tokare said softly, looking at them. “Against revealing it at the time he was. A mistake I thought this was.”


“Why?” Arnica asked softly.


“If this knowledge the Jedi had,” Tokare replied. “Fall perhaps the Jedi would not have. Sensed Palpatine sooner through the veil of darkness they could have. Ended his deception and manipulation, and avoided the Clone Wars would have been.”

“Would have? Could have?” Daniel said softly, “So many ifs and maybes. We will never know Tokare, what would have happen. Perhaps the war could have been avoided, perhaps not. Palpatine was very powerful, and a master at deception.”


Tokare nodded. “True this is.”


Daniel settled next to Tokare. “I have a question for you.”


“Ask you may.”


“It concerns Javen.” Daniel said looking at Arnica before continuing. “Outside the Temple you told us the dark side held no sway over Javen, and that he had taught Alana this skill. It has something to do with this Tlon Fett doesn’t it? Runi would not discuss it and after seeing some of the history beneath us I’m not sure I believe it to be possible myself.”


Arnica saw Tokare look to where Walon and Jaiin sat and she leaned forward in her chair. “We have a right to know Tokare.” She said.

Tokare’s eyes grew wider at her statement. “Right you say!” He spoke. Arnica and Daniel leaned back surprised at the force of his words. He actually sounded angry. “Have a right you do not!”

Walon remained silent, his eyes wide, but they saw Jaiin come to his feet in obvious anger at Arnica’s words, “Your right?” Jaiin questioned her. “What gives you that right Master Jedi? That is what I find so distasteful about the Jedi! You walk around like the universe is beneath you, and everyone and everything in it answers to you! What have you done that earned you the right to know what is regarded extremely personal by Mandalore! You…”


“Jaiin,” Tokare’s voice rose causing the broad and now angry Mandalorian to look at him. “Seek only to understand Javen they do.”


“Perhaps Master Tokare… but to reveal to them what Mandalore regards as so personal?” Jaiin spoke.



“You want to know why this dark side of your Force has no sway over Mandalore. Why Javen he will never be corrupted; and why now Alana Skywalker will not travel the path that her ancestor once did? This is what you want to know?” Walon asked them, leaning forward in the chair he occupied.


“To understand him better, I believe it is essential.” Arnica spoke.


“Do not insult my intelligence Arnica Solo.” Walon spat the words. “You no more wish to understand Javen than you wish to understand me. Perhaps Master Skywalker is true in his words, but you reveal what is in your heart through your eyes. I saw the way you looked at them on the summit this day. I saw terror in your eyes at the power they wield.” Walon got to his feet and went to the door to the room. He secured it with a wave of his hand and then entered a code, locking the door. “I will tell you what you want to know, not because you think it is your right… you have not earned that right! I will tell you because it will ultimately protect the most important and honored friend that I have ever known. Six people outside this room know what really took place between Javen Panlie and Tlon Fett.”

“Walon… are you sure this is right?” Jaiin asked.

“He is not just Mandalore to you and I Jaiin. He is our friend. Cuun Vod. You know this will only serve to better protect him in the end.” Walon spoke softly.

Jaiin nodded his head slowly. “You are right.”

Walon turned back to Daniel and Arnica. “You saw the Intelligence report Master Skywalker, the one on the bridge of MANDALORE’S HONOR when Fett’s son attempted to destroy us. Do you remember it?”


Daniel shuddered inwardly at the memory of what he saw on that monitor. “Yes I remember, all too vividly.”

“It has always been reported that Javen’s parents died when he was very small in a shuttle accident and that Jagi Ordo, his father’s brother raised him along with Master Tokare.” Walon said. “Only part of that was true.”

Walon returned to his seat across from them and took a deep breath. “Javen’s parents were killed when he was a small child. He was only eight at the time. They did not die in a shuttle accident however. Master Tokare had been instructing Javen since he was two. His mother and father knew of the role Javen played, and that he would be the next Guardian. They would travel to Ordo from Mandalore weekly to see him and allow him to visit with his sister.”


“Sister!” Daniel and Arnica gasped simultaneously. 


Walon nodded. “Shadee is two years younger than Javen, though she is just as stubborn and hard headed.”


“He… he never speaks of a sister.” Daniel said. “He never even mentioned her.”


“Her identity is not secret, but they don’t flaunt who she is.” Jaiin spoke.  


“As Javen’s sister she must be Force sensitive.” Daniel spoke looking at Tokare.


Tokare nodded. “Powerful Jedi she is.” He told them, seeing their stunned expressions.


“You… you trained her?” Arnica asked.


“Train her I did.”


“Shadee’s existence is not important at the moment.” Walon said causing them to look back to him. “It was on one of these trips to Ordo that Tlon Fett attacked their ship. Javen’s father was able to evade them for a time, but their shuttle sustained heavy damage and crashed on Ordo. Javen felt the presence of his family and rushed to the crash sight to find Fett already there. Tokare was returning to Ordo at the time after arranging for additional training with the Wookiees on Kashyyyk. Fett’s men subdued Javen when he arrived, placing a Force inhibitor on him and then Fett proceeded to torture and murder Javen’s parents in front of him. He disemboweled Javen’s father before his eyes, after torturing him for three hours!” Walon took a deep breath, his emotions beginning to get the better of him. “Then he forced Javen to watch as he and his men had their way with his mother before cutting her throat and forcing him to watch her die.”


Daniel and Arnica sat in horrified silence as Walon took another deep breath before continuing. “Master Tokare got there then, just before Fett was to kill Shadee by feeding her to Venom Lizards. While Tokare dealt with Fett and his men, Javen rescued his sister and held her in his arms protecting her while the venom lizards attacked him instead. Fett fled and when Tokare reached Javen, he was near dead from over a hundred bites, but he had not left the ground or uncovered his wailing sister and exposed her to the animals.”


“By the Force,” Arnica spoke softly, her hands going to her shoulders as she shuddered in revulsion.


Walon nodded at her reaction. “Yes. Horrific isn’t it.” He spoke. “Tokare called Jagi Ordo then and told him what had happened. Fett had done this because Javen’s father was Mandalore, and Fett coveted that title. He figured that if he killed Kal’Panlie Ordo and his family, there would be a power play and he could challenge for the title of Mandalore. Jagi was enraged at the murder of his brother and wanted to call a Blood Hunt for honor. All of Clan Ordo prepared for war, including me, and I was only fourteen.”


“What happened? What stopped this civil war?” Daniel asked enthralled in the story.


Walon looked at him. “Javen happened.” He spoke. “I don’t know exactly what took place, but Tlon Fett’s brother came to Ordo and met with Javen and Jagi. After that meeting Clan Fett banished Tlon and all those who followed him. They swore loyalty to Javen until his coming of age, at which time he would battle for the right to replace his father. Jagi acted as steward of the title Mandalore until that time.


“When Javen turned fourteen, he had a choice to make, fight for the right to take the title of Mandalore, or forfeit the title and according to our law anyone could then challenge for the title. Up until this time he had continued with his training under Master Tokare, and Jagi had schooled him mercilessly for the day he could avenge his parents and Jagi’s brother.” Walon continued. “Javen was going to forfeit the title, much to Jagi’s disgust, until he discovered that Tlon Fett had returned from banishment and was going to challenge for the role.”


Arnica shook her head. “I don’t understand. Javen was only fourteen, how could anyone expect him to be able to defeat a man like Tlon Fett. He had to be nearly three times Javen’s size, with decades more experience.”


Walon smiled. “Yes he was, and ironically that is where Runi’s father comes into play. Runi’s father is Gustav Fett, Tlon’s brother, and the one who went to see Javen and Jagi after the attack.” Walon saw their stunned looks and smiled. “Unbeknownst to all of us, Gustav Fett had been training Javen in secret in a very ancient form of unarmed combat. Apparently Gustav felt much more dishonor at Tlon’s actions then he ever publicly displayed, and this drove him to train Javen. Gustav apparently learned this from his own father which was passed down through their bloodline for generations. It was forgotten for a time, until Boba Fett learned it from Gustav’s great Grandfather. It is an ancient Echani fighting art, called the Darasuum Ka’rta, The Eternal Heart. It blends speed, power and balance into a form that is perhaps the most deadly of all unarmed arts. It took Gustav twenty-three years to master it to its full potential, which tells you how difficult it is, for Gustav holds the Title of Mandalorian Weapon Master.” Walon looked at them with a knowing smile. “It took Javen five years. In the middle of the sixth year he used it against Tlon Fett.”

“So Javen met this Tlon Fett in combat?” Daniel asked.


Walon nodded, “On his fourteenth birthday, the day of his coming of age ceremony.” He said. “Javen was gifted with the tattoos of his Clan and met Tlon Fett in battle. We all knew Javen could use the Force, Tokare told us that he had never trained a more gifted student, so we all knew how deadly Javen was. On that day he stood in front of Tlon Fett and swore an oath to not use the Force against him. He told Tlon Fett he was going to beat him as a Mandalorian should, with brute force. Fett began laughing at him, laughing at him until Javen hit him the first time. Those of us who were there and witnessed what took place next; well let’s just say I have never experienced anything more brutal and violent as the beating that Javen gave Tlon Fett.”

“Fueled by anger and hate Javen was.” Tokare spoke softly. “Lost him to darkness I thought I had. Everything taught him I did, wasted I thought it was, until the end.”


“What do you mean the end?” Arnica asked, now thoroughly focusing her attention on Walon just as Daniel was.


“The fight last almost two hours,” Walon spoke. “Javen beat him with no regard for anything or anyone. The crowd had nearly tripled by now, and every Mandalorian channel was carrying it, broadcasting it across the Union. In the end, Tlon pulled a blade from one of the Protectors that were standing nearby and before Javen or anyone could react he had plunged it into Javen’s chest. As he stood there laughing and proclaiming himself Mandalore, Javen reached up and pulled the blade out of his chest. When Tlon turned around Javen struck, driving the bloody blade into Fett’s neck with such force it drove them both to the ground and actually pinned Fett to the surface. Javen ripped a vibrosword from someone and stood above Fett, preparing to shove the blade through his chest and he stopped. Everyone could see his eyes had changed to a yellow red color; they had become something from a demon in our dreams. His entire being was pulsing with evil; all of us could feel it saturating the very air we were breathing. I have never been more frightened of anything in all my life as I was of Javen Panlie that day. Our people hung on the cusp of one event that would shape us for the future. We would have followed him anywhere that day… regardless of the evil that pulsed through his being. And then Javen just stopped, the tip of his sword about to plunge into Fett’s chest and shred his heart, and he just stopped. He stared at Fett for nearly a minute, as if he was seeing something that no one else could, and in an instant his face changed again, returning to the Javen we all knew. He tossed the sword away and looked at Fett telling him he would not become like him, like a butcher of innocents. He pulled the blade from Tlon’s neck and healed him with the Force, and as he stood above him he spoke these words. I remember them exactly as he spoke them, burned into my mind as everything that day was.

“I claim leadership of all Mandalorians by rite of combat. I claim the title of Mandalore, and I will lead our people with honor and hope into the future. I…”


“I will honor the path begun by Canderous Ordo and continued by Boba Fett.” Jaiin picked up the words now as well. “Let all who hear my words know what I speak this day. Never will I betray the honor or code of our people, and always will I seek to lead all Mandalorians to the day when we will all know peace in our hearts and in our lives.”


Arnica and Daniel sat there silently as Jaiin and Walon finished reciting the words. They were unable to respond or even form any clear thoughts in their heads. Walon looked at them and smiled.


“Now you see Master Solo, Master Skywalker. The dark side of your Force, the side you fear so much, Javen Panlie met the dark side of your Force that day so long ago, and he spit in its face, rejecting it completely. That is what he has given to his lifemate Alana Skywalker. And make no mistake; Alana is just as much his wife now as Runi has been these last years. Nothing will ever come between them now. They complete each other.” Walon spoke. He got to his feet and moved for the door, Jaiin following him. He paused and turned back when the door opened and looked at them a snarl of anger on his face. “Never doubt for an instant that every breath Tlon Fett takes, every day he opens his eyes and sees the sun, never doubt that it is a gift from Javen Panlie.”

Arnica and Daniel watched them walk out of the room before turning to look at Tokare. The small green alien looked upon them with something akin to sternness. A look neither of them had received since they were both Padawans.


“Know you now do.” Tokare spoke. “No sway over Javen Panlie does the dark side have. Passed this to Alana and Runi he has within their bond and their love. Enough I hope it will be for the battle that comes to us.”


“But Tokare… surely you can feel as we feel… the dark strands within Javen.” Arnica said.


“Within us all they are Arnica Solo.” Tokare said. “Learned to harness them Javen did that day. To wield both sides of the Force equally. Unable to accept this, the Jedi Order is, and this is why feared Javen is, and now Alana.” Tokare went to the small table and took the holocron from a small stack of others that were there. He moved back to her and held it out to her in his hand. “Study this I suggest.” He said. “Understand better you will.”


“What is it?” Arnica asked taking the holocron.


“Teachings it is of Vandar Tokare.” He answered. “My ancestor. Thought like you he did, until fought beside Revan Panlie he chose to. Chronicles of his life after the Pure Sith war this holocron holds. Read it Yoda did in his exile on Dagobah. A clearer understanding you will have if read it you do.”


Arnica nodded slowly. “Thank you.”


Tokare shook his head. “Together the Force has brought us. Members of all the most powerful Force families we are. Discover the reason for this we will, and battle evil we will, for that is our destiny.”

