CHAPTER FOUR
JEDI PRAXEUM

OSSUS

They moved to the Archives Building and gathered in Master Lowbacca’s office, settling into the comfortable chairs while Lowbacca activated a very discrete masking shield around the office.

[We may speak freely.] He said finally, turning to Daniel.


Daniel turned to see Javen lean forward in his chair meeting his eyes. “What was your Jedi doing on Rakata Prime?” Javen asked him. “It is a forbidden world to Jedi and has been for centuries. Even I know that.”


“I honestly have no answer to give you Javen.” Daniel replied. “Knight Korr’s last report was from Nar Shaddaa. How she made her way to Rakata is not something I am aware of. As far as I knew she was still on Nar Shaddaa.”


“Find something on the smuggler’s moon she must have.” Tokare spoke.


“What was her mission then?” Javen asked.


Daniel looked at Alana quickly. “She was tasked with discovering who was behind the initiation of the hostilities on Ord Cantrell, and with finding the identity of the individual who was responsible for the murder of your Padawan Alana.”


“Why wasn’t I told?” Alana asked with a small degree of anger in her words. “I should have been told.”


“You were still recovering from your injuries when the decision was made.” Daniel answered.

“Why is this significant?” Javen asked.


“The body of Alana’s Padawan was badly mutilated.” Daniel replied. “It was done in a way that suggests someone was sending a message to the Jedi.”


“A message?” 


Daniel nodded. “Yes. Over the last six months there have been five incidents with similar meaning behind them.” He said withdrawing the data pad from his robes and holding it out to Javen. Daniel waited until he had taken it and begun to read before continuing. “A shuttle accident on Corellia claimed the lives of four senior Jedi Knights and three civilians. The shuttle’s engine core had been tampered with. On Coruscant, two Jedi were murdered in the lower city. Their murder was quite brutal and the bodies were delivered to the front of the rebuilt Temple, at least parts of the bodies.” He spoke softly. 
“Also on Coruscant, a measure was passed by the Alliance Senate, removing all Senate and Alliance security from within the walls of the Jedi Temple. The last incident took place three weeks before Ord Cantrell. One of the Jedi Masters from the Dantooine enclave was escorting six prospective younglings to Coruscant for Acceptance Rites. Their vessel supposedly suffered a cascade failure of its systems, and exploded as they were approaching the landing corridor to the Temple.”


“Believe this you do not.” Tokare said.


Daniel shook his head. “No. Master Ryman was an exceptional pilot as well as a very meticulous engineer. There is no way a cascade failure brought that transport down.”

“And the other Grand Masters don’t believe these events are all connected?” Javen asked looking up from the data pad.


“No. They are divided on whether or not someone is attempting to target Jedi or not.” Daniel replied. “Our numbers have increased to near the level they were seven hundred years ago. We have almost six thousand Jedi spread across the galaxy. And we are having our usual problems with the Alliance Senate. There are some Senators who feel the Jedi are more a threat than anything else.”


“He’s right.” Alana spoke now. “I have encountered quite a bit of hostility towards me when I am on Coruscant, even when I’m under the directive of the Chancellor or the Senate. All Jedi have, even those that remain at the Jedi Temple.”


“Who would have the authority to order Knight Korr to Rakata Prime?” Javen asked the question again.

Daniel shook his head. “I truly do not know. All orders issued by the Council must be cleared through the entire Council. No one is allowed to issue orders within consent of the others.”


“Someone gave her those orders, and the coordinates to get to the island. This island has been a closely guarded secret for millennia. Outside of Master Tokare, me and the Mandalorian Clan that protects the site, only four others know of its location. Only six others know it even exists.” Javen said. 
“Couldn’t someone from this Clan of yours have revealed this information?” Alana asked unable to stop the tone of suspicion in her voice.

Javen met her eyes with a look of disgust. “It is not marked on any map or chart. She had to have known exactly where it was. And samples taken from her remains indicate she was killed on this very island before behind dumped by the space port. She was killed with a Tremor Sword in a particularly brutal way.”


“You are sure of this?” Daniel asked.


Javen nodded. “The Journeyman Protector was positive.” He replied. “And the medical droid from his transport confirmed it.”


“How do we know that the Mandalorians on your island didn’t kill her?” Alana asked.


“Alana that is not appropriate!” Daniel snapped at her with more anger in her voice than she had heard from him in years.


Javen’s sapphire eyes flared slightly as he glared at her. “If they had killed her, believe me when I tell you her body would never have been found. Not even by the Jedi. I’m charged with protecting this temple sight, not bringing attention to it and you insult me by suggesting she was killed by Mandalorians given what my role is.”

Lowbacca looked at Javen. [You travel with odd companions Javen Panlie.] He said softly trying to deflect the tension that now hung in the air. As softly as a Wookiee could speak. [You are Mandalorian, and that would account for the lone Mandalorian soldier in your group, though he seems to be a bit more than one would expect. However, a Twi’lek, a Wookiee and a female Nagai warrior are also part of your group. I am curious as to how they came to be with you.]

“They are my friends and companions, and have been since I was a small boy. Where I go they go. What else is there to tell?” Javen replied.


[They are also trained in such a way as no single Jedi would pose a threat to any one of them, and even two Jedi would be hard pressed against one of them. How is it that they are trained in this way?]

Javen looked at Lowbacca, seeing not suspicion, but curiosity, especially since Jaarak was a member of his race. He saw that Alana and Daniel were also interested as well and were looking at him. “Walon is a Commander in the Mandalorian Crimson Guard.”


“The Mandalorian Crimson Guard?” Alana asked in surprise. “They… I thought they were the personal bodyguards of Mandalore?”


Javen nodded. “They are.”


“And you just happen to have one traveling with you? Fighting with you?” Alana said somewhat suspiciously once more. “How is that? I heard the two of you talking. What were you saying about Master Undien? What language was that?”


“I’ve known Walon since I was four years old.” Javen told her. “We were referring to Undien in some rather choice terms in our native language of Mando’a. Would you care to know exactly what we were calling him?”


That brought a chuckle from Daniel and Lowbacca and it caused Tokare to roll his eyes once more at Javen’s words and actions.


“That still does not explain how you have access to the most advanced warship the Mandalorians supposedly have, how you have a member of the Crimson Guard traveling with you and how you were allowed to come into Federation space.” Alana said crossing her arms over her very full chest.


Javen sighed heavily. “As I said earlier, the current Mandalore and I grew up together. We are as close as brothers.” Javen replied. “And I operate with his consent. That is all you need to know about that.” He said, looking directly at Alana. “Lunae Onasi is the daughter of a prominent Twi’lek on Ryloth, a member of their ruling parliament and a senior Senator within the Federation Senate. We have known each other since we were children since the names of Panlie and Onasi have been intertwined since the time of our ancestors. Neeria is the daughter of a Nagai warrior that went against his own people when they attempted to subjugate the Wookiee people.” He explained, looking at Lowbacca. “They were banished and now live on Kashyyyk. Her mother is a respected teacher, and her father is a respected engineer who has helped the Wookiees to strengthen their homes and the Wroshyr trees. She and Jaarak are… bonded.”

Lowbacca’s eyes flew open in stunned shock. [Bonded?] He gasped. [How… how is that possible?]

Javen looked at him and smiled. “You have not been back to Kashyyyk in many years Master Lowbacca. Much has changed. Your new Chieftain is very forward thinking, even while maintaining the traditions and honor of your people. Jaarak and Neeria have two children; Wookiees that were orphaned as babies. Both of their children are excellent students. Jaarak follows me because of a life debt and Neeria because she loves her mate. There is not much else to tell.”


[A life debt?] Lowbacca asked quizzically. [Javen there has not been a life debt honored among my people since my uncle Chewbacca lived. What life debt do you refer to?]

“The life debt sworn to my ancestor by a Wookiee Chieftain nearly five thousand years ago. A life debt that Wookiee Chieftain has passed down through his kin since the day he was taken into the Shadowlands.” Javen answered. “A life debt that I tried to release Jaarak from many years ago; but he would not have it, and he follows me now.”


Lowbacca looked at Javen with a new found respect in his eyes. [You know much of our honored traditions Javen Panlie.] He said. [There are not many who speak of the Shadowlands with such familiarity. Nor are there many who speak of Zaalbar in the manner that you do. You have been there? To the Shadowlands?]

Javen nodded slowly. “On many occasions.” He replied. “Jaarak’s first solo hunt. The burial of his father six years ago and I also attended the Centennial Celebration of Zaalbar’s returning as Chieftain of your people just last year.”


Lowbacca’s brown eyes were wide in astonishment at this. [You seem to be much more than you appear Javen Panlie. Much more. No one but a Wookiee would know of that sacred Celebration or the significance of it.] Lowbacca said his voice filled with respect now. [I would like to find out more if I could?]

Javen nodded. “I would be honored Master Lowbacca. You are spoken of very fondly on Kashyyyk. Your planet is like a second home to me after Ordo and Mandalore. And I can tell you that Mandalorians, my people, we know of the Centennial Celebration, and a Panlie has attended every one of these gatherings since their inception.”


Lowbacca’s eyes twinkled. [Then it was her?] Javen nodded slowly with a smile. He watched Lowbacca sit back in his chair. [I saw her and wondered why she was there, but I did not sense her within the Force. It was much like you were able to do within the Council Chambers. She was hiding her aura.] 


Alana watched and listened to the exchange between them with a great deal of interest and wonder. She had never seen Lowbacca so enthralled with any one person, and she definitely noticed the newfound respect and admiration in his voice and the fact that his usually stern and tacturian expression was gone when looking at Javen.

“And what of you Javen?” Daniel asked.


“What about me?” He said nonchalantly. “My parents are Mandalorians of Clan Ordo. They both died while I was still very young and Master Tokare has raised me.”


“Difficult job this has been too.” Tokare spoke now, causing the others to smile.


“Is it true that the current Mandalore is from Clan Ordo?” Daniel asked.


Javen nodded slowly. “Yes.”


“Why is it that they will not initiate talks with the Alliance to join the Federation?” Alana asked leaning forward. “Surely the Federation has much to offer your people. The protection alone that the Federation could provide must be enticing.”


Javen looked at her. “You… you will have to ask that of Mandalore.” He replied, gazing into her emerald green eyes. “Politics are not my strong point. They never have been.”

“Perhaps I will, when we discover who he is.” Alana replied not truly convinced he was telling them the truth.

“I wish you luck.” He told her, turning from her gaze before his face flushed at the thoughts coursing through his head when he looked at her. Holder of The Heart of the Guardian he may have been, but he was still a man and Alana Skywalker was every bit as beautiful as he pictured her to be; even more so, and it caused small ripples to pulse through his gut when he looked at her.

“Connected you believe these events are?” Tokare asked, speaking to Daniel.

Daniel nodded. “Yes. I have reason to believe…”

Alana watched Javen’s face as her grandfather spoke. His eyes when looking at her caused her stomach to do flips, and she had to admit, he was one of the most exceptionally handsome men she had ever met. Not in a pretty boy way as many of the men who showed interest in her were, but much more ruggedly handsome. He was comfortable with himself and his skills, and that confidence extended to his demeanor. He spoke intelligently and without arrogance and there was strength in his words. 
Alana also didn’t doubt that there was something that he was hiding from them. Something that he was not revealing.

“…Senate has agreed to allow us use of a ship for this operation.” Undien told them as they gathered back within the Council chambers the next morning. “A CALO-Class medium cruiser is leaving Mon Calamari within the hour and will arrive tomorrow.”

“I told you we already have a ship.” Javen spoke from where he sat. “There is no need for them to send a ship.”

“The Federation Senate was not happy with the fact you brought a Mandalorian warship into Alliance space without the proper credentials.” Undien said.

“They’ll get over it.” Javen spoke dismissively. “They allow ships from many non-members of the Federation to traverse their space. And they have no problems when our freighters enter Federation territory bringing them trade products.”

This bit of knowledge caused Alana’s head to tilt slightly toward Javen because of his tone of voice. He spoke with a possessive manner, as if somehow those ships belonged to him. None of the Masters on the Council detected this and Alana wondered if she was the only one who saw it.

“I’m only relaying to you what I was told.” Undien said with a small smile. It was a look that immediately made Javen uncomfortable. “The Alliance ship will transport you to Rakata Prime and take the lead in this mission.” Master Undien spoke. “You will be along only as advisors.”


Javen got to his feet slowly his face darkening with anger. “So the Jedi Council does take its orders from the Galactic Alliance Senate I see.”


“The Jedi serve the Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance Javen Panlie.” Undien spoke with smugness in his voice. “We do not operate without their consent in matters like this.”


“Investigating the death of a Jedi on a remote world is a matter that the Alliance Senate must approve?” Javen asked.


“No.” Undien replied. “However, when I told them of your claim about this temple, and the possible significance of it, they insisted they take part.”


Javen looked at his stunned. “You told them of the temple?” He asked incredulously.


“Wise this was not.” Tokare spoke now.


“Of course I told them.” Undien answered. “They have a right to know what is happening if it concerns the security of the Alliance.”


“They will not be allowed within the Temple or its grounds.” Javen said immediately.


“The Rakata system…” Grand Master Odan began.


“The Rakata system, while part of the Federation Alliance is still within the Unknown Regions.” Javen interrupted her. “Alliance law does not stretch out that far just yet, and regardless of what the Alliance Senate wants, I will not allow any Alliance personnel into the Temple, or onto its immediate grounds.”


“You have no say in this matter Panlie!” Undien spoke.


“Don’t I? The Temple disruptor shield is still active. How exactly will you penetrate it without me?” Javen asked him.

“You will hand over the codes.” Undien spoke as if this had already been determined and was quite simple.


“I will do no such thing.” Javen told him.


Undien got to his feet slowly, all but three of the other Grand Masters looking at Javen with surprised expressions. “You will do as the Alliance Senate and Jedi Council has ordered!” He nearly shouted.


Tokare shook his head slowly sitting on his hover disc. “Become you Undien, arrogance does not.” He said softly, only Alana hearing his words.


“I am not a member of this Order, nor am I a citizen of the Galactic Federation Alliance! You and they have nothing to say about what I do!” Javen countered.


“The remains in that temple are the rightful property of the Jedi Order!” Undien snapped. “As is the lightsaber you carry! You are ordered to surrender that as well.”

This pronouncement caused several of the other masters to look at Undien.


“Property?” Javen asked his face showing his astonishment. “The remains in that temple are my ancestors! And I will not allow you or anyone on this Council or in the Federation Senate to dishonor them by having your Jedi and Alliance monkeys stepping on sacred ground! Nor will I surrender my lightsaber.” Javen snapped right back.


“This is not proper Master Undien.” Daniel spoke now. “You do not have the authority to do this! And it is not something I will allow!”

“Proper or not,” Undien spoke. “It is the will of the Alliance Senate, and the majority of this Jedi Council. He has no right to carry a lightsaber, and certainly no right to carry the Heart of the Guardian.”


Daniel stood up and looked at the other masters in the room. “Is that so?” He asked.


“Grand Master Skywalker, surely you must see that we can not allow him to keep something as valuable as the Heart of the Guardian. He is not a Jedi, and he certainly has no right to claim its ownership.” One of the Twi’lek Masters spoke.


“This is not a matter of ownership.” Daniel said softly. “The Heart of the Guardian has been handed down within the Panlie family for millennia. It is they that are the holders of this crystal, and it is only they it will respond too. You seek now to end something which was decided by far wiser Masters than we who sit here today?”


“Revan Panlie and his son were monsters!” Undien shouted. “You saw for yourselves in the history cube what they did during that war. The brutal way they conducted that war. The lives that they forfeit! They nearly destroyed the Order and the Republic!”


“I did not support this decision.” Terena Odan spoke rising to her feet.


“Nor did I.” The Kel Dor Pon Tiian spoke.


Undien looked at Daniel. “There you have it Master Skywalker. The vote was clear, a nine to three majority. Javen Panlie, you will surrender the Heart of the Guardian, and the codes to enter the Temple and you will accompany the Alliance team to insure any on site defenses are deactivated.”


Javen turned slowly to look at Tokare, only Alana close enough to hear his words to the small green Jedi Master. “Master Tokare?”


“Wrong I was Javen.” Tokare said softly in reply. “Come here we should not have.”


Daniel shook his head. “Have we sunk so low as to conduct ourselves in this manner?” He asked. “Your actions this day shame the Jedi and the values we hold so dear.”


The doors to the Council Chamber opened, and half a dozen Jedi Knights entered, their lightsabers drawn and ignited.


“This is not right!” Daniel shouted looking at Undien. “Why have you done this? I will not allow this conduct to proceed!”


“You have been outvoted Daniel.” Undien spoke. “He will do as we instruct him, or he will be taken into custody.”


Alana looked around the room quickly, unsure of what to do. Her hand had dropped to her lightsaber hilt, as had Lowbacca’s, but she didn’t know what she was going to do. She looked at the small Master Tokare leap nimbly to the floor, his lightsaber igniting in his tiny hand, but no less deadly as he turned to face the Jedi Knights who had just entered.


“Time it is Javen. Leave we must.” Tokare spoke.


Undien smiled when he heard Tokare speak. “Where will you go? You are surrounded. There is no place for you to go. Surrender now and there will be no blood spilled here.”


“Fool you are Undien!” Tokare spoke again his words harsher than Alana had yet heard. “Against the Holder of the Heart of the Guardian none of you can stand.”


Undien brought out his lightsaber. “We shall see.” He said igniting it.


Javen shook his head. “No we will not. I have no wish to kill any of you. I only wanted your help in this matter. I thought perhaps you would see reason, even though I held little hope of it. I see I was correct. The Jedi Order has become nothing more than bully boys and girls for the Federation Alliance.”


“This is the last request I will make before I strike you down.” Undien spoke, moving closer to Javen. “Surrender now.”


“This… this is not right!” Alana finally snapped, igniting her own viridian lightsaber and dropping into a defensive stance. “This goes against all we have been taught!”


“And we hear now from another Skywalker; another member of the traitorous family who destroyed this order so many years ago.” Undien spoke.


Alana looked at him in shock at her words. “Anakin Skywalker was redeemed! He saved the Order and brought balance back to the Force!”


“He was a butcher!” Undien spoke, his snarl very evident. “Surrender now! All of you!”


Javen looked at him, his hands at his side, not even attempting to draw his lightsabers. “If you are with me stand ready!” He spoke, his words directed at Pon Tiian and Terena Odan. He watched them step down off the higher platform and fall in next to Daniel and Lowbacca, their hands bringing out their lightsabers.

“Ah… so now we have a full blown treason on our hands.” Undien spoke. “It will make this much easier.”


Javen looked at him and smiled the smile of a predator about to strike. “You think I am a fool?” He said. “I am a descendant of the greatest military tactician to ever serve this Order Undien. And believe me when I tell you, I plan for everything.”


“You are nothing more than a common thug!” Undien barked at him as he ignited his blue lightsaber with a cruel smile. “A thug who will now feel the bite of a true Jedi Knight.”


“A true Jedi?” Javen laughed out the words. “Gar Jetiise dar’manda!” Javen swore in Mando’a. (You are basically the lowest life form alive.)
Undien’s smile lessened as he looked at Javen. “You can not defeat us.”

“You mean defeat a Jedi without a clue of how to plan an operation like this. You don’t honestly believe I came to this party alone do you?” Javen declared.

Undien paused for a split second, doubt filling his face. “Your friends can not help you Panlie.” His said, his voice filling with confidence again.


“Really?” Javen said, crossing his arms over his chest. “Ke narir haar'ke'gyce ehn’eta sh’ehn!” (Execute Order Thirty-eight)

Undien’s smile faded when he heard the stealth shield generators deactivating all around him. His eyes darted back and forth as armored Mandalorian Protectors began to appear, their silver and blue armor unmistakable, their weapons out and leveled point blank at everyone in the room. He turned back to the chairs and saw the other Masters shoved roughly back into their seats, their attempts at using their Force powers wasted on these soldiers. He saw the attractive Twi’lek girl from Javen’s group in full armor leaning over the Master she was next to, the razor sharp blade extended from the housing on her forearm pressed against the skin of the Cerean Masters neck. Her stunning gold colored eyes batted twice as she looked at him, her Lekku draped alluringly around her neck. 

“They will be kyr’arn before you take your next step Master Bantha brains.” She spoke to Undien, the blade on her forearm pressing harder against the Cerean Master’s throat. (Dead) “Your powers have no affect on us. We have all been trained to resist Jedi powers. And if you prefer to attempt to match us physically, many of your Jedi will die. Including everyone in this room.”


Undien looked at Javen, rage in his eyes. “Does she speak for you Panlie?”


Javen smiled. “Lunae is my burc’ya Undien. My friend. And in this instance, I’d listen to her. They don’t take kindly to threats against me or Master Tokare.” 

Undien took a step toward Javen, but froze when the air in front of him began to ripple as the stealth generator deactivated. His eyes grew wide as the figure of the monstrous two and a half meter tall rust colored droid appeared. It was unlike any droid he had ever seen, the two glowing red eyes focused on him, as was the unmistakable Mandalorian D9 Assault rifle barrel now jammed into his chest.


THREATENING STATEMENT: You are a threat to my master Meatbag. Assassination protocols have been activated. Would you care to experience the effect of a D9 energy bolt through your squishy parts from close range? The splatter is quite fascinating.

Javen stepped up to Undien, his face in a hardened expression. “I came here peacefully, helped you defeat the threat that attacked your Praxeum, and offered my assistance. This is how you pay me back?” Javen shook his head. “I did not want this. You brought this event upon yourselves.” He looked at the wall of the Council chamber that faced the mountains below. “I understand this chamber is made from reinforced Neutronium, and impervious even to lightsabers.”


“You will never escape!” Undien snarled. “You’ll have to kill every Jedi within these walls!”


Javen shook his head. “Thankfully, no I will not.” Javen turned to the wall and all the Jedi present felt the massive wave of power build within him. He lifted his hands and directed them at the wall of the chamber. Sixteen pairs of Jedi eyes in the chamber went wide as that power was directed at the wall of the chamber, and the four foot thick and heavily reinforced Neutronium wall was blown outward with barely any effort. The pieces of combined stone and metal fell the hundreds of feet to the forest below leaving only a gaping eight foot wide hole in the wall. A hole that now filled with the bulk of a Mandalorian M21A-T Krayt gunship and a ramp extending into the chamber itself.

The Mandalorian soldiers ushered the captive Jedi to the opposite side of the chamber, taking their lightsabers from them and tossing them out the gaping hole to fall to the forest floor below. They started backing towards the hole, their weapons still leveled at them. Javen looked at those behind him, his eyes focused on Alana and Daniel and Lowbacca most of all.


“I did not wish a confrontation, and I will not take the life of any Jedi, but I can not allow myself to be treated in this manner. You are welcome to come with me, or stay here. The decision is yours, but you must make it now.” Javen spoke, moving to the gaping hole in the wall.


Tokare had already made his way across the ramp into the transport, and the Mandalorian gunner helped him up into the seat directly behind the pilot. Daniel had already made up his mind and started for the ramp, Lowbacca on his heels with Pon Tiian and Terena Odan. Javen looked at Alana, who still stood in her spot.


“I can not do what we must without you Alana Skywalker.” He said softly, holding out his hand. “This is as much your task now as it is mine.”


Alana didn’t hesitate any longer and took the hand he offered. He directed her across the short ramp and then followed her across the ramp into the gunship. Javen turned as the last soldiers and the red droid backed across the ramp. He looked at the massive rust colored droid standing next to him.

“HK, why did you not follow orders?” He asked, as the gunship reached for the stars.


CORRECTIVE STATEMENT: I did follow your orders Master.


“You appeared after the others. My orders were to appear all at once.” Javen replied.


EXPLANATION: I adjusted my timing by several seconds Master to obtain a desired effect.


“And what effect was that?” Javen asked.


JOYFUL STATEMENT: To once more see a Jedi meatbag lose control of his bodily functions.


Javen couldn’t help but grin as Walon and the others burst into laughter. “HK were you always like this?”


GLEEFUL STATEMENT: Oh yes Master, though my original master’s organic mate did not appreciate my existence.


Javen put his hand on the droid’s metal shoulder. “Right now HK, I appreciate you a whole lot.”


AFFIRMATION: Of course you do Master. I just saved you and your fellow meatbags from certain death.


Javen shook his head as the others laughed even harder.


The CONCORD DAWN-Class Strike Cruiser was called MANDALORE’S HONOR and now, as Javen entered the bridge of the ship, they were fast leaving Ossus behind them. Several officers turned as Javen and the others came onto the bridge.

“Ma— Admiral Panlie, we have jump to hyperspace as you ordered and will arrive in the Rakata system in 56 hours present speed!” The senior man spoke, handing Javen the data pad.


“Thank you Admiral Ordo. Please arrange quarters for our guests if you would.” Javen told him, his eyes glancing over the data pad.


“Of course sir.” The Admiral spoke, his eyes passing quickly over the five new Jedi passengers they had acquired. “Deck Nine, sir?”


Javen looked at him. “That is fine. Insure they have complete access to all but the most sensitive areas of the ship. And make sure they are shown where the meditation rooms are.”


The Admiral bowed his head slightly and hurried off to fulfill his orders. Javen turned to Daniel and the others and saw their questioning looks. 
“You hold the rank of Admiral?” Pon Tiian asked.

Javen smiled. “It is only honorary really. Admiral Ordo is the one who truly commands this ship. He is my uncle. My apologies Masters; what happened at the Praxeum is not what I wanted or hoped for.”


“You planned for it though.” Pon Tiian said.


“You will find Master Tiian; there is little I don’t plan for.” Javen replied.

“They will follow us Javen.” Daniel said.


Javen nodded. “Let them. This ship is faster than a CALO-Class
 light cruiser by a factor of three. We’ll be on the surface of Rakata and at the Temple before they even reach the system.”

“We had heard reports of this class ship, but no one has ever seen one before.” Terena spoke now.


“You are free to explore the ship as much as you like. You heard my orders to Admiral Ordo. All but the most sensitive areas are open to you. Deck nine is central to the ship and you will find meditation rooms and lounges scattered throughout the deck.” Javen told them. “If you wish to see something that is off limits, please bring it to my attention and I will see what we can do. I hope you understand there are some items that I can’t share with you due to the nature of relations with the Alliance.”

“The Mandalorians have no relations with the Alliance.” Alana said, looking at him.


Javen nodded. “Yes, and there are reasons for that which I will not go into at this time. Only Mandalore knows why he does what he does.”


“How many of these ships do the Mandalorians have?” Terena asked.


Javen looked at her for a moment. He could sense no duplicity within her, and he made a decision he hoped would not come back to bit him in the backside. “The Mandalorian Defense Fleet Forces, metric ton for metric ton, matches the entire Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance fleet.”


This bit of news came as quite a shock to all of them. The system controlled by the Mandalorians was not large, with only a dozen planets in it. It was however, next to impossible to get any kind of intelligence out of the system, as every agent, whether Alliance or Jedi, in the last one hundred and twenty-five years had been quickly identified as an agent somehow and firmly escorted to the nearest border and booted out. MandalMotors was the only ship building company used by the Mandalorians, and had returned all of its ship building facilities to the area in and around the planet Mandalore where the company was based. When Boba Fett assumed the title of Mandalore just before the Yuuzhan Vong war, he had petitioned the owners of MandalMotors to return to the planet of their headquarters and help him rebuild their people. They bowed to Fett’s request, and no ship bearing their standard had been seen since the end of that war.

Until now. 


“The Alliance fleet is several thousand ships strong Javen.” Daniel said. 

Javen nodded at him. “Yes I know; roughly in the number of five thousand or so.” He said evenly. “That number does not include the odd transport and freighter however.”


“You… you seem to be very well informed Javen.” Daniel said.

“I am.” Javen replied. “However, we have no intention of invasion or war with any species that does not first attack us. We have devoted much of our recent technological gains to improving the standard of living for all Mandalorians, and forging solid relations with our neighbors.” Javen motioned to the door, and the female standing next to it. “Please, we have two days to talk about whatever you wish before we reach Rakata Prime. I need to report to Mandalore. This officer here will escort you to your quarters.”

The woman wore the crimson tunic and black jacket and pants of a Mandalorian Crimson Guard, her long shiny rust colored red hair tied into a loose pony tail that was wrapped in what appeared to be a silver/gold color of silk. A crimson sash was tied around her waist and bore distinct markings on it that could only be something written in another language. She stood almost as tall as Alana, and her physical proportions were quite prominent, from her high firm breasts to her long muscular legs. Her cerulean blue eyes looked alert and while not overtly friendly, they were not hostile either. She motioned with her hand toward the bridge door. 

“This way.” She spoke, her voice soft and holding no hint of hostility in it.


Alana looked around the quarters that would be hers. They were spacious and held some very comfortable looking if very practical furniture. There were paintings decorating the walls, some of landscapes, some of star nebulas, and others of moments in Mandalorian history. She turned back to where the Crimson Guard officer stood in the doorway.


“They are… they are very spacious.” Alana said.


The young woman smiled warmly. “This is Mandalore’s flagship Lady Skywalker. He would want his guests to be comfortable.”


“And Mandalore just allowed Javen to use his flagship?” Alana asked walking over closer to her. Alana had always been able to use her height to her advantage, but this young woman was only a couple of inches shorter than her and infinitely more capable than most men and women Alana had dealt with in the past. Her height would play no role in any information she might obtain. The young woman’s eyes were that unique cerulean blue color Alana noticed before and they shone with intelligence and confidence. Her lightly tanned skin was flawless, her lips moist and full. The uniform did nothing to hide the very feminine figure it contained and Alana found herself blinking, surprised that such thoughts were actually going through her head.


“Mandalore and Javen are very close friends and have been for many years.” The young woman replied in an even voice and with a warm smile. “They… grew up together actually.”

Alana nodded. “Yes, that is what Javen said. They must be very close.” Alana stared into the young woman’s eyes for a long moment. “You wear the uniform of a Crimson Guard. May I ask your name?”


“Runi’BeTracyn.” She answered quickly.

“Does that name mean something in your language… in Mando’a I believe you call it?” Alana asked.


“It means Soul of Fire.” She replied. “Most everyone just calls me Runi and that is what I prefer as well.”


“That’s a very beautiful name, Soul of Fire.” Alana said turning and taking a seat at the small table. “I assume it fits as a Crimson Guard? How many of you are on board?”


“Crimson Guard?” Runi asked moving further into the quarters.


“Yes.”


“Three.” Runi answered. “Myself, Walon and one other.”


“Just three?”


“There is no need for more.” Runi answered. “There is also an entire company of Elite Mandalorian Protectors onboard. And I believe there is at least one Journeyman Protector as well. They come and go as they please and it is always hard to determine where one has been or is going. Are you contemplating taking over the ship perhaps?” She asked with a smile and a twinkle in her eye.


Alana found herself smiling quite easily. “I apologize. I’m just a naturally curious person I suppose.”


“Yes, most Jedi are.” Runi said. “Can I get you anything before I leave you so that you can meet with your companions?”


Alana looked at her surprised. “You… how…”

Runi smiled again, and once more Alana could detect no malice in that smile or in her eyes. “May I suggest you pass on to your companions not to use the standard Jedi hand signals? We are well aware of them, and what they mean.”


Alana got to her feet again and her eyes held a little more respect for the young woman. “What exactly are your duties Runi?” She asked.


Runi bowed her head. “If there is nothing else, I will leave you. Should you be in need of anything, feel free to use the com panel and request what you would like.”


Alana watched her as she bowed her head slightly again and backed out of the room, the door closing in front of her. Alana did not see her turn and walk down the corridor to where the two armored Mandalorian Protectors appeared out of the locked security room.


“They are to be afforded every courtesy.” Runi told them. “Whatever they request they get. Within reason.”


“Should we monitor the rooms Commander?” One of them asked.


Runi thought about that for a second before shaking her head. “No. In fact deactivate all security cams and microphones in their rooms. They are guests, and Mandalore hopes they will be allies. We need to treat them as such.” 


“As you order Commander.”


“Is Jaiin ready for his promotion ceremony tomorrow?” She asked.


“He is undergoing the Rights as we speak Commander.”


Runi nodded. “We have been together a long time haven’t we?” She asked looking at the two hulking men.

The two Mandalorian men smiled and nodded their heads. “He has learned well. He will lead us as you and Walon once did. With honor.” One of them spoke.


Runi nodded. “Remind the men to use care when speaking with the Jedi. They must not find out our secret before we are ready.”


“We will tell them.”


“Then continue with your duties and I will see you in the morning.”


The five of them sat in the quarters given to Daniel, and they waited while Lowbacca swept the room with a small box like transceiver. He stopped after a few moments and turned to look at his companions.


[I have detected three separate receivers and two cameras.] He spoke. [None of them are active however.]

“So they have the ability to monitor what we discuss, but have chosen not too.” Daniel said. “This is very interesting.”


Lowbacca returned to the couch and settled his bulk into it as they others found chairs. [I find him to be respectful and true to his word.]

Pon Tiian nodded. “I as well. He deliberately went out of his way to keep from harming our students or other Jedi outside the Council Chamber.”


“Something tells me even all the Padawans and Knights in the Praxeum would not have stopped him or his friends had they wanted to leave. His power is incredible Daniel.” Terena said. “I’ve felt only two or three others with his potential in my life. And two of them are in this room. You and Alana.”


“Master Odan, I…” Alana started.


[She is right Alana.] Lowbacca said, cutting off her rebuttal. [The Force has always been stronger in the Skywalker and Solo lines. You are simply the latest. The potential is there for that kind of power.]

“Our larger concern is why Undien and the others acted as they did.” Daniel spoke.


“He has never accepted Alana’s abilities.” Terena said. “And he has always held a great deal of distrust in her.”


“I never did anything to deserve that!” Alana snapped.


“On the contrary you did.” Daniel spoke. “Until you gained Knighthood, Undien was the ‘Poster boy’ of the Jedi if you will. He was renowned for his abilities in combat as well as mediation. After you became a full Jedi, you began to take that luster from him with your talents and achievements. This action however is not related to your skills. Of those of us who knew of Javen’s existence, Undien was the only one who discounted the meaning. And twice before he has attempted to have the Council discover where Javen was, and take the crystal from him by force if necessary.”

“He is tied too closely with many Senators in the Alliance.” Tiian said. “There have been many occasions where I have accompanied him to Coruscant and he has met with senior officials of the government.”


“I did not believe the Alliance would take an interest in this expedition.” Daniel said. “It does not fit with their pattern of late. They have been cutting the Jedi out of important decisions and suddenly they take interest in what amounts to only a legend outside of the Order itself.”


“There is something larger at work here.” Terena spoke now. “I did not think the other Masters would kowtow to Undien so easily. Only Pon and I voiced any objections to his plans.”


[Do you think Javen knows who attacked the Praxeum Daniel?] Lowbacca asked him.


“I believe he has an idea, yes. His purpose in coming to Ossus was to secure Alana’s help. The attack was something I don’t believe he was aware of, but I do believe he may know who the attackers were.” Daniel replied.


“The dead that we identified were from different species all over the Alliance. All of them were Force sensitive, but none of them displayed any ability to use the Force aside from exceptional skills with lightsabers.” Terena said.


Alana looked at him. “Why would he come for me?”


“The dreams… the visions… you have been having these last few months. I believe Javen is responsible. He was trying to reach out to you. When you did not come in search of him, he came in search of you. I don’t believe he was aware of the mission you were injured on, and the logical place to look for you was at the Praxeum.” Daniel said.


“But why not the Temple on Coruscant?” Pon asked. “Most who are not Jedi would go there to look for someone first before coming to the Praxeum.”

“I believe there is more to Javen than meets the eye.” Daniel said. “There is something he is not telling us.”


“I was hoping I wasn’t the only one who sensed this Grandfather. Is it something that we should be concerned about? A danger to us?” Alana asked.


Daniel shook his head. “No. I don’t believe it is a matter of danger to us, but I do believe it is one of the reasons he did not go to Coruscant to search for you.”


“Taking this ship to Coruscant would have been a risky option in and of itself.” Pon said. “A first line Mandalorian warship coming into Federation Alliance space and then traveling to Coruscant completely unopposed? That would not have gone over well in the least.”


“Yet according to Javen, Mandalorian freighters often frequent Federation space on trading runs. That is something I was not aware of.” Daniel said.


“The Mandalorians still control the largest source of Phobium Ore in the Galaxy.” Alana spoke now. “Perhaps this is what he meant. I remember reading once that most of the Ore is brought to Onderon and then separated into shipments and moved to other planets within the Federation.”


Daniel nodded. “That may well be part of it, but there is more still he is not telling us, or so I believe.”


[He does not trust us completely.] Lowbacca spoke.


“He seems to trust you without question Master Lowbacca.” Terena said.


[Javen Panlie knows more about my people and their customs and rituals than even the historians and professors at the universities of Coruscant.] Lowbacca said. [You do not obtain this information from data pads and scrolls. You only obtain this information by doing these things he speaks of with such knowledge. I can count the number of non-Wookiees who have gone into the Shadowlands on one hand, yet he speaks as if he has been there on numerous occasions. And what he knows can only be discovered by going there as I said.]

Alana got to her feet and paced the room. “How is it that a Mandalorian holds the Heart of the Guardian? There is no recorded history of any Mandalorian Jedi. They are all soldiers and mercenaries; scum of the galaxy!”


“You are wrong on both counts.” Daniel spoke softly looking at her. “I ask you, since the end of the Yuuzhan Vong war, have there been any sightings of Mandalorian mercenaries or bounty hunters? Any sightings or reports at all?”

 
Lowbacca was the one to shake his head. [None.] He answered.


“And you all saw the history cube I presented. None of you noticed the young man in the silver blue armor that fought beside the son of Revan Panlie? He carried a silver lightsaber. He bore Mandalorian tattoos on his neck and face.”


“I… I did not notice that.” Alana said.


“Nor did I.” Terena spoke.


“From the very end of the Jedi Civil War until the beginning of the Pure Sith War, Revan Panlie and his wife Bastila and their friends trained and lived among the Mandalorian clans on the Onderon moon of Duxn. They essentially became Mandalorian, most especially their first born son Revan Junior. The first of his seven children with his wife Anja, it was a daughter, and her name was Ka’ra BeTeVen.  In Mando’a her name translates to Stars of the Future.” 

Alana looked at him stunned. “Grandfather I… I didn’t know you spoke their language?” She said.

Daniel smiled knowingly and continued. “According to classified holocrons, a member of Clan Ordo, Javen’s Clan as we all now know; a Canderous Ordo I believe his name was, had assumed the role of Mandalore and following Revan’s instructions he rebuilt the Mandalorian clans on Dxun. He survived the Pure Sith War, the clans were all but wiped out but he held those that survived together on Duxn for decades afterwards. Among those that remained on Duxn with him were the children of Revan Panlie and Bastila Shan. Slowly, over the millennia, they have been forging their return again. Together.” Daniel looked at them.


“This was not in the history cube that we saw.” Tiian spoke. “Where did you acquire this information?”


“It was passed to me within a holocron left by my ancestor Luke Skywalker, and he learned it from Master Yoda.” Daniel replied. “The holocrons I speak of are secure within the Jedi Temple on Coruscant, hidden in among holocrons that no one would ever think to look among.”

[Then it stands to reason that Javen’s ancestors are descendants of Jedi and Mandalorian genes then.] Lowbacca said looking at Daniel. [In fact if what you say is true Master Skywalker I would guarantee it.]

“We’re getting off track here.” Alana spoke. “We’re going to Rakata Prime to investigate the murder of a Jedi and the breaking into of a temple none of us knew existed before today. Not to mention that the Jedi High Council had a major coup like event happen only a few hours ago, that basically turned us all into fugitives. Can we stick with that please?”


Daniel shook his head. “Undien will not inform the Alliance of what transpired in the Council Chambers.” He said. “And I doubt he will inform the Master’s on Coruscant. There is more to his actions than what we have seen. The Alliance ship will arrive on Rakata Prime after we are already at the Temple. We can deal with them at that time.”


“Grandfather, Javen was clear about what he said. And if we have learned nothing about him in this short time span, we have learned that he does not mince words. If he says that no one will be allowed to enter the Temple, he will not allow anyone to enter the Temple.” Alana said.


Daniel looked at her oddly. “What makes you say that?”


Alana stopped for a moment and thought about what she had just said. Her emotions were very confused right now, and she honestly did not know why she stated Javen’s intentions so unequivocally. “I… I don’t know.” She replied finally. “It’s just a feeling I suppose.”


Daniel looked at her for a long moment before nodding his head. “Quite a bit has happened in the last few hours and we all need time to absorb it. I suggest we try and get some sleep and meditate on what we have learned.” He got to his feet. “I also suggest we use the freedom Javen has given us and explore as much of this ship as possible. We can meet back here tomorrow evening.”


They all nodded and got to their feet, leaving Daniel’s quarters and heading for their own. 

“…she the one Javen?” The female voice asked softly.

Javen sat on the foot of his bed in his quarters. He wore only a loose fitting pair of black pants, his clan tattoos very prominent even in the dim light of the room. He lifted the glass of Mandalorian wine and drained the last few drops from it.


“Javen?” Runi asked sliding toward the end of the bed, one hand holding the sheet around her naked form, the other grasping a similar glass of wine as she leaned up against Javen’s broad back. Her red hair hung wild about her shoulders, extending to the middle of her back. Her shoulders and arms also bore the tattoos of her clan, though they were much more feminine in nature. She rested her chin on his shoulder. “Javen?”


Javen turned his head slightly. “I’m sorry… what?”


“You left me Javen Panlie.” Runi said tracing her warm, moist tongue along the tattoo on his shoulder and neck.


“I’m sorry Runi.” He said, reaching back with one hand and stroking her hair. He turned his head even more and kissed her lips softly.


“Is… is she the one?” Runi asked again.


Javen smiled softly and wrapped his arm around her slender waist, pulling her around into his lap until she was facing him. She draped her arms over his shoulders, the sheet falling away as they shared a deep and passionate kiss. A kiss that was much more than that of simple lovers. Their lips parted after a moment and Javen reached up to brush some stray strands of her silky red hair from her face. “Runi… I…”


Runi brought a finger to his lips silencing the words she knew he was about to speak. “Javen… I have shared your bed for seven years now. No one else has had that experience. It has been mine. You have never given me hope that what we share could be anything more than what I know it to be.”


Javen looked into her soft blue eyes and shook his head. “Runi you are wrong.” He said. “No one has shared my bed but you, because you are all I have wanted. You hold the half of my heart that is Mandalorian. No one else could fill that void were I to lose you. I love you Runi’BeTracyn, with everything Mandalorian that burns in my blood.”

Runi looked at him with a surprised expression, her eyes wide. “Javen… you have never said these things to me.” She said, her fingers caressing his face, and her own face becoming flush with warmth.


Javen nodded meeting her stunning eyes. “I know. I should have Ner Runi, but I didn’t speak them and for that I am truly sorry. You need to hear them now though. No one can take your place in my life and my heart Runi, ever! But my heart is not wholly Mandalorian. It is also… it is also Jedi.” (My Soul)

“And Alana Skywalker is meant to fill that part of your heart.” Runi said softly.


Javen shrugged. “I don’t know. She is different than I expected her to be.”


“You mean she is exceptionally more attractive than you thought.” Runi said with a smile. “She stirs the Jedi blood in you. I know. I can see it in how you look at her. It is similar to how you look at me before you bed me.”

Javen looked at her in surprise. “Runi!”

“What? You don’t think I look at you with the same hunger and desire Javen. You don’t see the passion in my eyes whenever you touch me? I am not afraid to say I share your bed Javen Panlie, and you have made your claim on me many more times in public. Don’t you dare change who you are to simply win her heart. Allow her to accept you, for who you are, not who you think she wants. If it happens, it happens. I have seen her eyes, she is a mysterious one. And buried under all that false di’kutla Jedi doctrine is a woman much like me I imagine.” Runi spoke.

“No one is like you Runi.” Javen said leaning forward and nuzzling her soft throat and neck and spreading soft kisses along her shoulder.

Runi purred like a content kitten. “I don’t know. Looking at her today… she stirred my blood, and I am a woman.”


Javen glanced at her. “You are a very bad girl.” He said.


Runi held out her glass of wine and let it drop from her fingertips. Javen watched as she lowered it slowly and gently to the floor, coming to rest with nothing spilled from inside it, before looking back to her face and seeing her smoldering eyes gazing at him.


“You are getting better.” He said.


Runi placed her hands on either side of his face and kissed him gently. “I think you should punish me now.” She whispered in his ear, her tongue tracing the edges of his ear lobe.

She squealed delightfully when Javen quickly spun them around and he was on top of her on the satin sheets. She could see the fire and desire for her in his sapphire eyes and feel his reassuring weight above her. She took his face in her hands again and kissed him tenderly.


“You will always have me Javen Panlie. I could ask for nothing more than what I have now. Half of your heart is more heart than most men have, and even half sates me completely.” She spoke softly.


Runi groaned as his lips covered hers, and she pulled his muscular body tighter against her, relishing the feel of his arms encircling her and pulling her tight. Her words to him were the truth she had long known. She loved him with all of her being, and knew that even with only half his love, it was more than she would ever know in her lifetime, for she had a hole in her heart as well that even Javen did not know of, and so far no one had been able to fill that.


As was usually the case, Alana was up very early. She used the refresher to shower and stepped out feeling alive and alert again. As she walked into the bedroom area of her quarters she spotted the additional clothes piled neatly on the end of her bed. On top of the pile was a small data pad and she lifted it, as she expanded her senses throughout the room. She detected no one, but could faintly feel the lingering presence of the Crimson Guard officer Runi. Alana swore she could feel the Force coursing through the young woman, but something was keeping her from sensing it completely. She glanced at the pad.


I BROUGHT A CHANGE OF CLOTHES FOR YOU SINCE YOU DID NOT HAVE TIME TO PACK. I SUGGEST WEARING THESE, AS YOUR JEDI ROBES WILL DRAW ATTENTION TO YOURSELF THAT YOU MIGHT NOT NEED WHERE WE ARE GOING.


RUNI
 


Alana looked at the clothes, seeing the tunic and pants, as well as the lightweight boots. She looked around the room once more before dropping the towel around her to dress. Surprisingly the new clothes fit her like a glove, as if they had been made especially for her. The dark blue tunic folded in the front and fastened with quick clasps, the black pants conforming to her long legs and enhancing her figure more than she would have liked, but the clothes were comfortable and allowed her great freedom of movement. She buckled the utility belt around her waist, tied her long jet black hair into a tight pony tail and left her room heading for where she could get something to eat. She had memorized the plans for the ship, and quickly found the mess lounge three decks up and filling with Mandalorian troops. She stepped to the side just inside the door, her eyes sweeping the room.


“Looking for someone?”
The voice asked.

Alana turned and saw Lunae standing just behind her to the right. She hadn’t sensed her approach within the Force and it unnerved her. “No… no… I was just seeing if Master Skywalker or the others were present.”


“We had an eventful day yesterday Jedi Skywalker, perhaps they are sleeping in.” Lunae said cheerfully. She no longer wore the armor Alana had seen her in, and was dressed in a casual outfit, with a Mandalorian T9 Heavy blaster strapped to her right thigh. Alana’s keen eye detected the heavy modifications to it with a simple glance.


“Yes we did.” Alana said with a nod.


Lunae took her arm gently. “Come… I’ll show you what to eat that won’t make your guts churn.” She said.


Alana allowed Lunae to lead her to where the line was forming, but was very aware of several pairs of eyes that were watching her closely. Alana heard Lunae chuckle to herself.


“You are in no danger here Jedi Skywalker.” She said. “Unless you count being undressed by five pairs of eyes in danger.”


Alana looked at her as they approached the line. “Why would you think I considered myself in danger?”


Lunae smiled. “You’re a Jedi. All of you think like that.” She answered.


“You presume much.” Alana said.


“Not really.” Lunae told her. “I’ve just had lots of experience with Jedi; some good and some bad. Pretty much all of you walk around with a holier than thou attitude, you can’t help it. It comes from the training you get.”

Alana looked at her. “You don’t seem to fit the normal stereotype of a young Twi’lek female.” She said.


Lunae laughed. “You mean I’m not a slave or dancer somewhere?”


“I meant no offense.” Alana replied quickly.


“No… I know that. I’m not the usual Twi’lek, in that you are correct.” Lunae handed her a tray and motioned to the two rows of food in front of them. “Stick with the boiled Boma eggs and the Dewback steak strips. They cooked them just right on this ship. Stay away from the Sweesonberry Rolls and Vagnerian Canap, as they’ll rot your stomach lining from the inside if you aren’t Mandalorian.”

Alana gave a small smile and nodded her head. “Ok.” She spoke. She was beginning to like this young Rutian colored Twi’lek woman, who she knew to be quite deadly as well as extremely beautiful. 

They moved to a table near the back of the hall and settled in to eat. Alana looked at Lunae. “How does a Twi’lek have a human last name, and find herself in the company of Mandalorians?”


Lunae looked at her, chewing the last bit of food in her mouth. “Pretty odd isn’t it.” She said with a smile. “Let’s just say that I am proud of my family name and wouldn’t change it for all the Alliance credits in the galaxy.”


“Onasi?” Alana said thoughtfully. “I seem to recall that many of the classes at the Alliance academy are based around tactics pioneered by an Admiral Carth Onasi nearly five thousand years ago.”


Lunae nodded. “That is true.” She said. “His oldest son was a Jedi; Dustil Onasi. He married a Twi’lek Jedi by the name of Mission Vao. I’m one of their descendants.”


“And I also recall that this Admiral Onasi fought beside Javen’s descendants during that same time.” Alana said.


“Again all very true.” Lunae said sipping her caffa.


Alana shook her head. “It’s almost as if…” She stopped when the Mandalorian tech burst into the lounge speaking in Mando’a. Nearly every officer and tech got to their feet and hurried for the door. She looked at Lunae. “What’s going on?”

Lunae was choking down some food as she got to her feet. “C’mon. The senior Mandalorian Protector is undergoing his Promotion Rights. It’s a day of great honor for all Mandalorians!”


Alana followed Lunae as they exited the lounge and fell in with the stream of men and women heading for the repulsorlift. The elevators were crammed and opened onto deck nine where Alana had come from, but they went in a different direction. Lunae pulled her down a separate corridor. 


“This way! I know a short cut!”


Alana followed her through a maze of short corridors and finally up two flights of stairs. They came out on the catwalks above the massive training gym. Alana could see all sorts of training equipment lining the walls, as well as what appeared to be hundreds of Mandalorian crew members. There were two rows of ten Mandalorian Protectors in full armor in the center of the room, all of them holding short wooden staffs. At one end of the two rows was a grizzled Mandalorian Captain, his dark hair cut short, and at the other end of the two rows of Protectors stood Runi in full battle armor. Alana’s eyes went a little wide as she took in the armored form of Runi. Her armor was completely silver, with crimson streaks across the chest and shoulders, denoting some form of rank no doubt and a crimson colored sash was tied tightly around her waist.


“What’s happening?” Alana asked.

“It’s the Ceremony of Promotion Rights for the senior Mandalorian Protector.” Lunae explained. “He must walk down the row of Protectors you see lined up, and each one of them will hit him with a shock stick. If he makes it to the end he faces Runi, and she decides his fate.”

“Runi?” Alana exclaimed. “He is twice her size!”


Lunae laughed easily. “Don’t let her size fool you Jedi Skywalker. That red haired vixen is probably the deadliest person on this ship after Javen and yourself.”


Alana chuckled. “You must be joking.” She said in a manner of disbelief and nothing more. She saw the look in Lunae’s golden colored eyes. “You aren’t joking.” She said finally. “What do you mean?”


“Jedi Skywalker, Runi’BeTracyn is the Mandalorian Crimson Guard Commander. I thought you knew that. I saw you talking to her when she showed you to your quarters last evening.” Lunae said.


Alana shook her head in shock. “I asked her what she did, but she avoided the question. The Crimson Guard Commander?” Alana gasped.

Lunae nodded. “She has held that position for the last seven… no… eight years now.” She told Alana. “Don’t let her size fool you.”

“This… this ceremony… it seems barbaric.” Alana spoke.

“This ceremony is one of the most sacred ceremonies in Mandalorian culture. To achieve the rank of Commander of the Mandalorian Protectors carries with it a great deal of honor and respect.” Lunae told her.


The first scream caused Alana to look quickly at the scene below. The Mandalorian soldier had been hit twice already, screaming out Mandalorian words as each man in the line brought the shock stick down on his exposed unarmored body, leaving massive welts. She winced after each blow, almost feeling the pain it inflicted on the man.

“What is he saying?” Alana asked.


“Verd ori’shya beskar’gam.” Lunae spoke in Mando’a. “A warrior is more than his armor. Dha Werda Verda a’den tratu, we are the rage of the Warriors of the Shadow…” 
“Vode an, Ka’rta Tor, Brothers all, one heart of justice, Motir Nau Mandalore Ti Kote Par Mando’ad, to stand before Mandalore with glory for all Mandalorians is honor above all.” Alana finished the words and phrases as Lunae looked on with surprise in her eyes now. 
“That is excellent Jedi Skywalker.” Lunae said with a smile. “I didn’t know you could speak Mando’a.”

Alana met her eyes. “Neither did I.” She spoke softly.

Lunae turned back to the sounds of the man screaming again. “He’ll repeat them until he succeeds or passes out.”

Alana couldn’t help but be riveted to the scene below as the Mandalorian endured what had to be the most excruciating pain she’d ever witnessed a man endure willingly. By the time he had reached the end of the twin lines, he was barely able to pull himself from the floor of the training area, huge red welts and some splotches of blood crisscrossing his back, chest, and arms. He remained on the ground at the end of the twin lines, his breaths coming in huge gasps, the words still coming from his lips. He pulled himself to one knee and then the other, rising slowly until he staggered to his feet. No one made an attempt to help him as he swayed drunkenly for a moment before taking a deep breath and walking the ten paces to where Runi stood.

“I… I am Jaiin Ordo of Clan… of Clan Ordo!” He shouted out as spittle flew from his bruised and bloody lips. He had bitten deeply into his lips to keep from crying out in pain, the blood and salvia splattering Runi’s armor and face. She didn’t flinch in the least.


“And what do you claim Jaiin Ordo of Clan Ordo!” Runi’s voice carried over the entire training room.


“I… I claim the leadership of the Mandalorian Protectors Al’verde Runi’BeTracyn!” Jaiin shouted as strength returned to his words.

“For what purpose?”


“For the honor of Mandalore!” Jaiin screamed. “And the benefit of our Clans!”


Runi looked around the training room, her cerulean blue eyes going to where Alana saw Javen watching the ceremony from behind her. He wore Jedi style robes similar to what she had seen him in on Ossus only this time she saw a crimson sash tied around his waist. She saw Javen nod to Runi and she turned back to the man who appeared ready to drop.

“Then know this all! Jaiin Ordo of Clan Ordo has completed the Rite of Leadership! By order of Mandalore himself, he will now be known as Protectorate Jaiin, Commander of all Mandalorian Protectors! So say we as Mandalorians! As brothers! As Clan Mates!” Runi’s voice echoed in the training room.

“So say we as Mandalorians! As brothers! As Clan Mates!” The words rang out from every gathered man and woman in the room.


Runi stepped to the side as Javen came out onto the floor and walked slowly across the space until he stood in front of Jaiin. Alana watched as every Mandalorian present dropped almost reverently to one knee, her eyes wide.

Javen looked around the huge room. “Jaiin Ordo has fought and led well these past years! He has earned this new position he now accepts! Let no one ever doubt that! For if you challenge this man… you challenge me and all of Clan Ordo as well!” Javen’s voice carried over the room, and Alana could almost feel the surge of pride throughout the room at his words. Javen looked at the gathered Protectors standing expectantly behind Jaiin, as Alana’s eyes took in everything that was happening. “Protectors! Welcome your new Commander!” He shouted.


Javen stepped back as the gathered Protectors behind Jaiin and on the sides of the room rushed him screaming in wild battle cries. They practically buried the man before lifting him upon their shoulders and beginning to march around the room as someone began the words to an old Mandalorian Battle song, and the words began to drown out everything else.

Lunae looked at Alana who was still wide eyed. “Pretty cool huh?” She asked with a smile. “You have to admit, the Mandalorians know how to conduct a ceremony.”

Alana met her eyes and nodded slowly. “Yes.”

Lunae took her arm quickly. “Come on, we’d better get back to the mess lounge and save our food. They’ll take everything in sight for the celebration.”

Alana allowed Lunae to pull her away from the edge of the catwalk, and the last thing she saw was Javen standing next to Runi watching the beginnings of the celebration with a smile on his face. She saw another officer approach Javen from behind and bow his head as he handed him a data pad. Then Lunae had pulled her away and headed back for the mess lounge.

Alana found the others in the same mess lounge she had been in earlier when Lunae and she made it back. They all sat together at a table in the back. The trays of food they had left had already been picked clean by the Mandalorian troops now filling the lounge. A handsome Mandalorian soldier grabbed Lunae’s arm as they tried to make their way through the mass of bodies.

“Lunae, come celebrate with us!” He said, holding a cup of wine out to her.


Lunae looked at Alana. “Sorry Jedi Skywalker, I can’t turn down this offer.”


Alana smiled, and watched as she took the glass of wine and allowed the Mandalorian to wrap his arm around her waist and pull her towards a small group of soldiers. The man’s arm around her waist was possessive in a way and Alana saw Lunae lean deeply into the man’s embrace. Alana made her way to the table where Daniel and the others sat, and she settled into the chair as they looked at her.


[What is going on?] Lowbacca asked.


“There was a promotion ceremony of sorts.” Alana explained slowly as she looked at them. “A new commander for the Mandalorian Protectors was chosen. It was… it was barbaric in one way, but…”


“The Mandalorian people are still quite a mystery to many in the Federation Alliance.” Daniel spoke sipping the mug of caffa. “Their ways are steeped in tradition and honor, but considered cruel and barbaric by many who don’t know them.”


“The young woman who escorted us to our quarters?” Alana told them. “She is the Commander of the Mandalorian Crimson Guard.”


Pon Tiian leaned forward. “Are you certain? I was under the impression the Crimson Guard Commander never left the side of Mandalore.”


Alana looked at him. “What do we know of the current Mandalore Grandfather?” She asked.


“Not much is known at all I’m afraid.” Tiian answered her question. “He is from Clan Ordo, the same as Javen and many of those on this ship it appears, roughly your age, perhaps a few years older. The only thing Federation Intelligence could find out about him was that he was able to unite more Mandalorian clans than any before him.” Tiian replied.

“We should ask Javen.” Terena said looking at them. “He said he grew up with the new Mandalore. Perhaps he can give us some more details.”


Alana looked at her. “I think… I think Javen Panlie is Mandalore.” She blurted to the surprise of the others. Daniel was silent as he gazed at her.


[What makes you say this Alana?] Lowbacca asked.


Alana shook her head. “A feeling. Nothing more.” She answered. “I have no proof.”


“We should just ask him.” Terena said again. “He has gone out of his way to show us what his intentions are. He avoided harming any of our students and Knights on Ossus. He has given us near unlimited access to this ship.”


“Runi also told me this was Mandalore’s flagship.” Alana said.


“Runi?” Daniel asked.


“The young woman who showed us our quarters; her name is Runi’BeTracyn. It means Soul of Fire in Mando’a. She is the Crimson Guard Commander.” Alana said.

“It appears you have gathered more information in a shorter period of time than all of us put together.” Daniel said. “What else have you learned?”


Alana looked at him. “She is different.” She said. “I think she is Force sensitive but I could feel nothing but a bare aura around her.”


“Which means nothing really, based on how completely Javen was able to mask his own Force aura, even from those of us on the Council.” Tiian spoke. “And we know all those that travel with him have been trained in some fashion to fight Jedi, or at the very least resist our powers.”

“If the holocrons in the Jedi Temple on Coruscant are accurate, the Mandalorians were tied very closely with Javen’s ancestors as we have spoken of. It stands to reason that the holder of the Heart of the Guardian could be Mandalorian.” Daniel said.


[This ship has an extensive library.] Lowbacca told them as he leaned forward now. [Javen has given me permission to do some research. I can try to uncover more information about him.]

“He gave you access to their library files?” Tiian asked with some surprise.


Lowbacca nodded. [The Wookiee that travels with him, Jaarak, he follows because of a Life Debt that his ancestors swore to Revan Panlie millennia ago. That would mean Jaarak is a descendant of Zaalbar, the Wookiee Chieftain that swore this Life Debt to Revan Panlie.]

“Lowbacca is that not unusual? To have a Life Debt passed down through thousands of years?” Terena asked.


Lowbacca nodded. [Yes, but if you know the history of the Life Debt, it makes much more sense. Revan Panlie saved my people. He helped us to destroy the slavers who were persecuting my people. A corporation called Czerka. He was instrumental in assisting Zaalbar in making sure the rightful Chieftain, Zaalbar’s father Freyyr was put back in power, and he helped us to liberate our planet. For decades after this, only this Revan Panlie and those who traveled with him were allowed to set foot on Kashyyyk. When Freyyr passed into the Shadowlands Zaalbar took his father’s place as Chieftain of my people. You all saw the history cube Daniel presented to us. Kashyyyk was a forward Republic base during this Pure Sith War. I recognized where that young reporter was when I saw the cube.]

“He trusts you more than the rest of us.” Alana said, causing everyone to look at her again. “He knows what a Life Debt means to your people and their tradition, and he knows you will not dishonor the trust he has placed in you by giving you access.”


Lowbacca nodded slowly. [Yes.]

“You seem to know a great deal more than us as well Alana.” Terena said looking at her oddly.


Alana shook her head. “I don’t know what it is.” She told them. “I can almost… feel his emotions. And… and the young woman Runi as well. It’s all very unnerving.”


Daniel looked at Alana carefully as she shook her head slowly. He turned back to the others. “Perhaps it is time we discussed this with Javen himself.”


[I will continue to research the library files on this ship.] Lowbacca said. [Much of what I saw in a cursory look is not recorded in any Alliance or Jedi archives that I recall.]

Daniel nodded and got to his feet. “I want to talk with Master Tokare before we speak with Javen. Alana will you accompany me?”


“Of course grandfather.” She replied getting to her feet.


“They have a unique model of starfighter on board and I would like to speak with the Mandalorian engineers and perhaps a pilot or two.” Pon Tiian said.


“I will see what I can discover in regards to their basic engineering skills.” Terena said.


Daniel nodded. “Remember we have been given a great deal of trust and freedom on this ship. As Jedi we must honor that.”


They all nodded before making their way of out the throngs of celebrating men and women.


Master Tokare’s quarters were small, though no less comfortable. Like Master Yoda before him, he had no need for large comfortable furniture though there were round cushion like chairs with no arms. He sat on one of the small round cushion chairs, the white streaks of stars reflecting off his back from the view window behind him. Daniel and Alana sat in front of him, Alana sitting lotus style on another cushion, while Daniel sat in the chair in a regular fashion.

“Seek information you do.” Tokare said looking at them. “Always seeking answers to questions we must be.”


“Master Tokare is Javen the new Mandalore?” Alana blurted out.


“New he is not and the answer you already know Alana Skywalker.” Tokare replied. “Or ask the question you would not. Mandalore he has been for sixteen standard years.”


“How is that possible? He is a Jedi? The most powerful Jedi I have ever felt in my life.” Alana asked.


“A Jedi Javen Panlie will never be, as his ancestors before him were never Jedi.” Tokare said softly. “A Jedi Javen does not wish to be.”

“Master Tokare… Revan… Revan was a Jedi Master. His wife Bastila Shan was a Jedi Master. This is information that we all now know.” Alana said. “How could Javen not wish to be a Jedi?”

“Seven hundred years I have. Know the Chosen One I did.” Tokare said. “Always seeking knowledge he was. Knowledge that led to his fall. And his redemption. Much of him in you I see. Equal to Javen you are Alana Skywalker, in every way. The first to tell you this he would be.”


“Me?” Alana asked stunned.


Tokare turned his little head to look at Daniel, his ears going back. “Told her you have not?”

Daniel shook his head slowly. “No.”


“Told me what?” Alana asked her eyes going back and forth between the two.


Tokare shook his head. “Know she must, in order to understand.”


Alana looked at each of them, exasperation on her face. “By the Force, tell me what?” She barked.


Tokare looked at her, his eyes wide. “Like the Chosen One she is.” He said. “Willful. Restless. Arrogant.”


“Will someone explain to me what is going on please?” Alana said. “I truly hate being referred to in the second person.”

“Bonded you are Alana Skywalker, with the holder of the Heart of the Guardian.” Tokare said meeting her gaze.


“Bonded?” Alana asked confused. “What do you mean?”


“Your dreams these last few months?” Daniel explained more. “You’ve had these dreams because Javen has been trying to contact you through the Force.”


“You said something about that before Grandfather. That he was trying to contact me?” Alana said. “Perhaps you should explain it a little better.”

“Linked you are with Javen.” Tokare said. “Stronger the link will grow as you travel with him.”


“I don’t understand.” Alana said. “Are you saying he can read my mind?”


“It’s called a Force Bond.” Daniel said. “Similar to the bond that forms between a Master and Apprentice during training. This is different however.”


“Different how?” 


“Only four Jedi have ever had this type of bond in the entire history of the Order.” Daniel said. “This bond… it allows you to experience the emotions of another person. The memories. It allows you to communicate through the bond over great distances. And it allows you to…”


“To what?” Alana asked.


“It is a rare ability, but this bond allows you to speak with those who have become one with the Force.” Daniel said.


Alana’s mouth opened slightly. “What? You mean like… like ghosts?”


“The Living Force.” Tokare said thoughtfully. “This ability Daniel has; and myself. In Javen manifesting it is.”

“You… you said that only four others in the history of the Order have had this type… this type of bond? Who?” Alana asked.


Tokare lifted his three fingered clawed hand and Alana watched the small holo emitter lift from the table near the window and move over to her. She took it from the air and looked at Tokare. “On you must turn it.” He said.


Alana activated the emitter in her palm and it flashed to life, showing the faces of two men and two women in five second intervals. She looked at Tokare. “Who… who are they?”


“Saviors of the Order and the Republic they are. Jedi Masters in another life. Javen’s ancestors. Know already who they are Alana. Within yourself you must only look.”


Alana stared at the images as they flashed on the emitter feeling a sense of peace and serenity wash over her as she did. “They are… Revan Panlie, Bastila Shan, their son… they called him Rev, and his wife Anja.” Alana’s words were spoken softly and with a small amount of awe in them. She shook her head quickly as a warm sensation filled her and she shut down the emitter quickly her emerald green eyes going to Tokare. “How did this happen?”

“Unknown that is.” Tokare replied.


“This bond was triggered in Javen’s ancestors by very traumatic physical events. Bastila Shan saved her husband’s life, and their son saved the life of his wife when she was very young. They apparently reached so deeply within the Force to heal them, the bond was formed.” Daniel told her.


“But… but I’ve never met Javen before these past three days.” Alana said.


“That is why it is unknown.” Daniel said.


Alana looked at her great grandfather. “You appear to know far more about the history of Javen’s ancestors than you have let on grandfather.” She said softly.


Daniel nodded. “I have been studying the Panlie family for some time. As well as their connection to the Mandalorians.”


Alana looked at him now her eyes going a little wider. “I… the words that Mandalorian was speaking during his ceremony. I understood them. I spoke them just as he did. I don’t know how to speak Mando’a, yet I knew the words and their meaning.”


Daniel and Tokare looked at each other briefly and then back to her. “A sign that grows stronger the bond does.” Tokare told her. “A threat comes.” Tokare spoke. “To the Order. Unknown what it is, but face it you must beside Javen.”


Alana looked at him wide eyed. “The Sith?” She asked.

Tokare shook his head. “Destroy the Sith your ancestors did. Unknown this threat is. A comeback they could be making. Answers we seek on Rakata.”


Alana looked at him. “Master Tokare… what exactly is your part in all this? You are of Master Yoda’s species, yet you do not sit on the Jedi Council. Why?”


“Trained I have… the last four holders of The Heart of the Guardian. My place that is.” Tokare spoke. “The wishes of Yoda and Master Windu I follow. The Will of the Force is my guide.”

“Why didn’t the Holder help during the Great Jedi Purge?” Alana asked. “Surely that was a threat to the Order. Palpatine destroyed the Jedi.”


Tokare shook his head. “Destroy the Jedi he did not. The children of the Chosen One were safe. Lived on the Jedi did. Endangered had they been, the Holder would have acted and destroyed Sidious and the Chosen One.”


“But… but if he… or she had that power?” Alana asked.


“The power to destroy Sidious she had.” Tokare said.


“Why did she not act?” Alana asked.


“Only the Holder can say.” Tokare told her. “Know Javen does. Ask him you can.”


“Will he tell me?” Alana asked.


Tokare smiled, his ears standing straight up. “Ask him you can Alana Skywalker. Hold many things sacred Javen does. Things he has learned from his ancestors and from yours.”

“Learned from them?” Alana gasped. “How is that possible? My ancestors have been dead for hundreds of years. His for thousands.”

“Time holds no sway over those in The Netherworld of the Force Alana Skywalker. Commune with them you can if you truly believe as Javen does. Answers he may not reveal to you, but only to you will he give this knowledge. Only Javen will say.”


Alana left Daniel with Master Tokare to discuss other matters and was making her way to the bridge of MANDALORE’S HONOR deep in thought. She did not notice the shadows of the three Mandalorian soldiers that followed her at a distance. She came around the corner towards the elevator and came to an abrupt stop as she slammed into the large figure in her path. She stepped back quickly looking up.


“Excuse me! I wasn’t looking where I was going. I…” Alana stopped when she saw the four Mandalorians in front of her. None of them had friendly looks on their faces. She turned quickly and saw the three that had been following her come up behind her.

“So this is the Jedi witch Mandalore is so interested in.” One of the men spoke.


“She’s a looker for sure.” Another commented.


“You don’t want to do this.” Alana spoke confidently, her hand dropping to the hilt of her lightsaber.


“You think you can get all of us before we get you?” The apparent leader of the group spoke. “Your Jedi powers won’t work against us witch! We’ve been trained to resist them!”


“I do not want to hurt any of you.” Alana said, bringing out her lightsaber. “I will if you continue along this path.”


The man laughed again. “Go ahead. Light your toy.”


Alan depressed the button on her lightsaber, and nothing happened. Her eyes went wide and she looked at where the blazing blue shaft of energy should have been. The man held up the power emitter from her lightsaber.


“You should learn to lock your quarters and not sleep so heavily.” He said. “Hold her!”


“No!” Alana barked, throwing her lightsaber viciously at the man behind her, clipping him in the face and causing a nasty gash that immediately gushed blood. As he reached up to cover the wound Alana spun gracefully and hit him with a Force assisted front kick that snapped his head back and sent him flying down the corridor. She whirled, ducking the large punch that would have connected with her jaw and snapped out with a ridge hand, driving the knife edge of her hand into another Mandalorians’ throat, bringing the man up short gagging for air.


Alana rolled quickly on the floor, coming up further away from the men in front of her, but almost on top of the two still behind her. She snapped out a spinning low kick that swept the legs out from one of her attackers and started to rise, bringing the heel of her palm up ramming into the chest of the lone Mandalorian left behind her. The blow carried enough power to bring him up short, sharp pain spreading out from his chest, and causing him to stagger back. Alana turned quickly, in time to see the enormous fist directed at her face, but unable to stop the blow from connecting. Stars flashed in her head and her legs folded under her as she fell to the deck.

“Hold her down!” She heard one of the men snap, as hands grasped her arms and legs.


“No!” She gasped. “Please!”


“The witch begs! I love it!” The gruff voice of the leader came to her ears. Alana felt hands fumbling at her belt, but she had no strength in her arms to fight.


Alana tried to focus her eyes on her attackers, but the leader of the group was already on top of her. She could smell his foul breath, and hear him laughing. Using the last reserves of strength she had, she was able to wrench her right arm free and slam him in the face. His weight on top of her was suddenly gone, and his body flew violently against the bulkhead. Alana tried to understand how she had hit him so hard, and then she heard the roar of the Wookiee. The hands holding her were gone and she pushed back against the wall, taking in what was happening.

The massive Wookiee had hold of two of the Mandalorians, pinning them to the bulkhead of the corridor, his furry paws crushing the life from them. She saw the Nagai female locked in a furious hand to hand fight with another Mandalorian, and each blow she landed was inflicting great pain. Then she saw the long red hair, and the small figure of Runi. At her feet already lay two Mandalorian troops, her face a mask of murderous rage as she had the leader of the group pinned against the bulkhead slamming blow after blow into his body with speed Alana had never seen before. Alana recognized that Runi was using the Force to increase the speed and power of her blows. The man’s face was bloody already, one eye swollen shut. Runi drove the heel of her palm up into his face at the base of his nose and Alana saw the man convulse as pieces of his nose cartilage were driven deeply into his brain. Runi stepped back, allowing his body to slump slowly to the deck, and she turned to where Alana sat. She came to her side quickly.

“Alana?” Her hands went to her face, gently touching the area where she had been punched.


Alana’s eyes went wide as she felt soothing warmth spread through her jaw, and she reached up to touch Runi’s hands. She looked into Runi’s blue eyes and saw her smile. “You… you can use the Force.” She gasped.

Runi nodded slowly. “Not as you can, but yes, I have abilities. I am Force sensitive as you call it and Javen and Master Tokare have instructed me in some minor skills.” She responded. She lifted her hand away. “Better?”


Alana nodded and struggled to get to her feet. She grasped Runi’s arm and pulled herself up completely, looking at the carnage around her. Jaarak and Neeria stood nearby, holding the two surviving Mandalorians, though they looked thoroughly beaten to a pulp.


“Who are they?” Alana asked.


“Not members of this crew I assure you.” Runi said bending over and pulling aside one of the shirts. “From their Clan markings, I’d say they were from Clan Fett. Javen will not be happy.”


“Runi… he is the new Mandalore isn’t he?” Alana asked.


Runi looked at her quietly for a long moment and then nodded her head slowly. “Yes he is.”


“I thought he had united the Clans.” Alana said.


“He did. But there was one faction of Clan Fett that did not approve. They have been causing trouble ever since Javen took the role as Mandalore.” Runi replied. “But they have never been this bold.” She looked at Alana, her eyes bright and very interested. “You did very well Alana Skywalker, standing your ground against seven Mandalorians. I’m very impressed.”


Alana grinned bringing her hand to her face. “Doesn’t feel like it.” She said. “They… they would have…”


Runi shook her head. “I would not have allowed that.” She spoke softly.

Alana looked at her. “You were following me?”


“I saw you exit Master Tokare’s quarters and you appeared deep in thought.” Runi explained. “I assumed you were going to speak with Javen and followed you. I called Jaarak and Neeria when I saw the three trailing you. They acted more quickly than I thought and were able to proceed beyond what I should have allowed.”


“Jumping in before the others came would have gotten you injured as well.” Alana said. “I’m rather glad that did not happen.”


“I assure you Jedi Skywalker; this is not something that Javen will take lightly.” Runi said.


“I think after what has transpired you can drop the Jedi Skywalker thing and just call me Alana.” She told her. “Coming from you that does sound better.”


Runi smiled and bowed her head slightly. “You honor me.” She said.


Alana found herself gazing at Runi in a different light now, taking in the contours of her face and the curve of her jaw and neck. If she had been a man, she would swear that Runi had struck a very provocative pose just now, her lips slightly open and her eyes almost seductive in nature. Alana shook her head to clear those thoughts, amazed that she had even considered it. “Thank you.” She said finally.

“You are welcome, though I would prefer if you allowed me to sharpen your unarmed combat skills.” Runi said.


Alana shook her head. “I have the Force. That…”


“Will do you no good against anyone trained or equipped to resist Force powers as those who follow Javen are.” Runi told her. “And the rabble and scum on Rakata are exactly that kind.”


Alana looked around at the bodies on the floor and strangely felt no remorse for those that were now dead. “I see your point.” She said.


“Good. I will meet you tomorrow morning in the training room on deck six.” Runi said.

“We will start with some advanced hand to hand since you seem to have a grasp of basic combat moves, and perhaps we can build on that. For now, let’s get these two slugs secured and we can speak with Javen.”

Alana and the others sat in the large officer’s lounge listening to Javen rant at the officer that stood in front of him. Daniel sat next to Tokare, while Tiian and Terena occupied two chairs to his right. Javen was livid and his face and manner showed this easily. Alana watched him closely, watching how his body moved, how his muscles flexed under the odd robes that he wore. Jaiin and Runi stood next to one another, all signs of Jaiin’s promotion ceremony gone.


“…to know how those aruetyc hut’uun chakarryc got on my ship Haar’chak!” Javen raged. “You are in charge of port security Lieutenant Commander! Can you explain that to me?” (Traitorous cowardly low life scum. Damn it!)

“Nakar’mir Mand’alore!” The man answered. He was obviously in a very bad situation and knew it, but unlike centuries past he knew this Mandalore would not butcher him for making a mistake. It was one of the reasons that every man and women within the MDF would die without hesitation for Javen Panlie. He cared about his men and women under arms, and he would not ask of them something that he would not do himself. “They had all the proper credentials, and training certificates Mandalore!” (I don’t know Mandalore!)

“And no one knew they were from Fett’s faction?” Javen said.


“I will find out Mandalore! Ner de ijaat nee mahv mar’eyir dayn!” The man said. (By my honor I will find out!)

Javen looked at the man, his anger bleeding off quickly at the man’s words. “Your honor is not now and never has been in question Commander.” He reached up and put his hand on the officer’s shoulder. “Begin your investigation Commander and use HK47 as a means to get what you need. Bring your findings directly to me. Interrogate those utreekovs that Runi left alive until you have every last bit of information out of them.” (Idiots)

“And then Mandalore?”


Javen paused for a moment, moving to view window in the lounge. Jaiin watched him closely seeing the turmoil within the friend he had known since he was seven years old, and he stepped forward. 
“Mandalore… they would have raped Jedi Skywalker given the chance, had Runi and Jaarak not intervened. That is a crime that can not go unpunished.” Jaiin spoke.

“Javen he’s right.” Runi said moving closer to him. “You…”


Javen held up his hand to silence them and took a deep breath. These were the moments he detested so much, where the position of Mandalore conflicted with the ideals of a Jedi. There were times when he just wanted to be one or the other. That was not something he was destined to have though and he accepted that long ago.


“Jaiin, when the Commander is done with them, file the appropriate charges against them, record it in the library archives, and then vent their pathetic carcasses to space.” Javen said.


Terena opened her mouth to speak but stopped when Daniel’s hand closed around her arm. Her eyes looked to him and she saw him shake his head.


Jaiin bowed his head. “It will be done Mandalore.”


He and the officer turned and departed the lounge, and Javen looked at the men and women sitting at the table. He sighed and took a seat across from Alana, who was watching him intently.


“I must apologize for what took place Alana.” Javen said with more sincerity in his words than Alana expected. “It is a crime that will not go unpunished.”


“You have done what you needed to do.” Alana replied after a long moment meeting his sapphire blue eyes. She detected shame in those eyes, and felt her heart do small flips.


“Why did you not tell us you are the new Mandalore?” Terena asked.


Javen looked at her evenly. “What would that knowledge have changed?” He asked. “The Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance and the Jedi both hold great mistrust of my people and while some of it is earned most of it is not. Would you have sided with me in the Council Chambers three days ago if you knew I was the new Mandalore?” Terena was silent for a long moment. Javen nodded. “I rest my case in that regard.”

“How long have you been Mandalore?” Pon Tiian asked.


“Since I was fourteen.” Javen replied as he moved back to the table and took a seat in the high backed chair at the end.


“So it is you who have denied the Federation Alliance’s many advances and overtures of peace.” Terena asked.


Javen nodded. “The Galactic Federation and Democratic Alliance is a joke!” He told them. “Your own history should tell you that. The Alliance has had four civil wars since the end of the Yuuzhan Vong war; four civil wars in just under four hundred years. The corruption of your government is what allowed Darth Krayt to take power and nearly destroy the Jedi. I find that very disturbing. There has been only one civil war among my people in our entire history, and that extends back nearly seven thousand years. I wish to have no part of the Alliance or its meddling politicians. I will decide what is best for my people, not some simpering idiots on Coruscant who could not dress themselves if it weren’t for the aides they employ.”


This caused Alana to smile, and Daniel to chuckle. “You do not mince words Javen.” Daniel said.


“I speak bluntly and expect to be spoken to in the same manner.” Javen replied. “I will not apologize to anyone for hiding that I am Mandalore. There are times when it gets in the way of things as a Jedi.”


“But you have said yourself you are no Jedi.” Pon said.


“I said I do not subscribe to the Jedi doctrine that you currently instill in your students at the Praxeum.” Javen told him pointedly. “That does not mean I do not follow the way of a Jedi to a degree. As I said in the chambers, I do not believe in the light and the dark sides of the Force. It is not you as a person, but your actions which will determine your course and the path you follow. It is the same way Revan Panlie and his son… my ancestors… it is the way they thought, and the way they taught the hundreds of Jedi they trained.” He looked at Alana. “How many people have you killed in your duties as a Jedi?”

“What? I… I don’t keep track Javen.” She spoke, calling him by his first name. This did not go unnoticed by those in the room. “I’ve… I’ve had to kill, but only in defense of others and it is not something I enjoyed in any way.”

“And I admire you greatly for that Alana, I truly do.” Javen told her, his words full of emotion and heartfelt sincerity. “I on the other hand have had to kill hundreds. Thousands. Whether by my own hand or by the orders I give, hundreds have died. Does that make me a follower of the dark side? Does it?” He pulled out his lightsaber and ignited the dark orange blade, causing Terena to flinch at the sound. “Would I still be able to wield this blade if I followed the dark side?”


“No. Never.” Pon spoke with hesitation.


Javen deactivated the lightsaber after another moment and looked at him. “And there you have the answer to the question that runs through the minds of all of you. I may be Mandalore, and while violence is part of my people’s nature, our very blood, I have spent the years since becoming Mandalore slowly and surely pulling them into a future that is much brighter than the one we left behind.” He said softly. “However… do not think for an instant I will not utterly destroy a threat to my people or to the Jedi Order in any way that I am able.”

The room was silent as the meaning of Javen’s words sank into them. He got to his feet and looked at them. “We will arrive at Rakata Prime in thirty-two hours. I wish to find out as much as I can about those who attacked you Alana, and how they got on my ship. If you’ll excuse me.”


They watched as Javen left the lounge without another word.


Lowbacca looked around at his colleagues. [Uncharted waters we have entered my friends.] He said.


Daniel nodded. “Yes Indeed.”

