CHAPTER SEVEN
RAKATA PRIME
TEMPLE OF THE ANCIENTS

Alana stood on the extended patio just across from her room in the Temple. There were four rooms on her side of this level of the Temple, all of them facing into the small courtyard below. She could see the dark green oceans where they met the pale blue morning sky off in the distance, outside the shield and perhaps half a kilometer away, not a single cloud marring the rise of the sun. She had not been able to sleep very much the night before, her encounter with Runi still fresh in her mind. To make matters worse she had felt the desire in Runi as well as Javen, for each other and for her, and it peaked last evening. Her bond with both of them was growing stronger she had no doubt because for four hours last night she had felt their passion as they made love in their quarters. Made love with an intensity and passion that she had never experienced before in her life and it had taken her breath away. The turmoil she felt inside her was buried deep within her now for she had spent the early morning hours doing something she rarely did. Alana Skywalker meditated. She couldn’t allow Javen or Runi to feel it raging within her through their bond. She couldn’t allow them to feel the desire and passion for them that coursed through her out of control. Runi’s kiss had awakened in her emotions and sensations she never thought she could feel. And as with the kiss she had shared with Javen, these new sensations and emotions were racing through her unchecked and they thrilled her like nothing she had ever experienced.


Alana sipped the mug of caffa she held with both hands slowly, dressed in the loose fitting tunic and pants, her weapons and equipment on the bed in her room. Her eyes went to the two figures in the courtyard below her, and she became more attentive as she watched. It was Javen and Runi, and they were standing side-by-side in the morning sun. They both held strange looking short vibroswords with wickedly curved blades and spiked hand guards. They were going through the motions of what appeared to be some sort of ritual fighting practice. Javen wore only a loose fitting pair of black pants with no shoes, the sun reflecting off his skin, his Mandalorian Clan Tattoos standing out in dark contrast against the deep tan. Runi wore an extremely tight pair of black shorts and a tight half shirt with thin straps that left her shoulders and abdomen bare. Her rust colored red hair was tied into a tight pony tail, falling to the top of her perfect buttocks. There were portions of her Clan tattoos that could also be seen, though they were much more feminine in contrast to Javen’s markings. Alana detected several waves of the tattoos that were identical to Javen’s and some that were not, and she assumed the different markings were from their individual clans. Alana watched as their movements became faster and more precise, the short swords spinning and chopping at the air in crisp movements of their hands and feet. She watched as other Mandalorian troops gathered to watch them on the ground, some of them squatting and others settling to the ground completely.

The door opening to her right caused her to turn quickly and she saw the Twi’lek female Lunae and the Mandalorian soldier she had seen grab her after the promotion ceremony. Lunae wore an oversized shirt that hid her skin but did nothing to hide the fact she was very shapely, her Lekku curled seductively around her neck as the larger man pulled her closer for a blistering kiss that Lunae returned with equal fervor. He lifted her lithe frame off the floor for several moments before they parted and he set her down. Their actions were something that did nothing to help Alana’s own predicament. The Mandalorian glanced at Alana before turning, whispered something to Lunae and then began moving down the corridor. 
Lunae turned with an almost shy smile and saw her standing there. She boldly walked towards her, heedless of her own state of undress. Apparently Mandalorians and those that traveled with them cared little for the stuffy and restrictive tradition of modesty.

“Good morning Jedi Skywalker.” Lunae spoke cheerily.

Alana returned her infectious smile. “Hello.” She glanced back at the retreating officer. “Your husband?” She asked.


Lunae smiled and glanced back at the Mandalorian’s broad back while she leaned against the railing. “Maybe someday.” She answered wistfully turning back to meet her eyes. “We’ve been together for a year now and I like how things are progressing. He’s very good to me.” 
“He’s a member of Javen’s Clan I take it?” Alana asked.

“What makes you say that?” Lunae asked.

“I… I just assumed. It seems that most of those that Javen surrounds himself with are members of his own Clan.” Alana spoke.

Lunae smiled. “It does appear that way doesn’t it.” She said. “Most of the security he has around him is from Clan Ordo… but there are contingents and men and women from all the clans on MANDALORE’S HONOR.”

Alana stood up slightly. “How many Clans are there?” She asked genuinely interested. “Most of the Federation’s information and intelligence on the Mandalorians is incomplete, and we are only aware of five clans.”

Lunae laughed softly, an almost musical tone to her laughter. “Incomplete and no doubt totally inaccurate.” She said with a friendly smile. “As of late last year there are seventeen Mandalorian Clans total. Not every member of the Union is a Mandalorian or has been adopted by a clan, remember that.”

This got Alana’s attention. “I thought… I thought the Mandalorian Union was all Mandalorian.” Alana said.

Lunae shook her head. “No… but I should probably let Runi or Javen fill you in on that little surprise. That’s one I’m pretty sure the Federation and the Jedi don’t know and it will be a very big surprise. There are five original Clans, Clan Ordo, Clan Fett, Clan Beviin, Clan Bralor and Clan Skirata. There are twelve others that are now recognized and have been promoted to full Clans because of they have grown in size and status. Javen has recognized five of those. The most since Boba Fett if I’m not mistaken. Two of the newer clans are actually families that were once under the flag of Clan Ordo. The senior members of both of these clans, Clan Kelborn and Clan Davrel petitioned Javen for full Clan status because they had grown so much over the last years. Javen granted it immediately and without question. Most of them had followed his clan since the time of Canderous Ordo. The Mandalorian people have prospered and grown quite a bit under Javen Panlie Alana. Kumas is actually from Clan Beviin.”
Alana looked at her. “Do you belong to a clan?” She asked.

Lunae nodded. “I and my entire family have been adopted members of Clan Ordo for going on three thousand years now.” She answered with a smile.

Alana’s eyes grew wider at this and she looked at Lunae. “Then… that means that your father…”

Lunae nodded once more. “Yes… my father is a member of Clan Ordo. That bit of information is not well known and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t say anything to anyone. It probably wouldn’t go over well with the other Senators in the Federation if they knew my father is considered a member of a Mandalorian Clan.”

Alana nodded quickly. “I will say nothing.” She stammered. Her emerald eyes narrowed slightly. “But… Tlon Fett is…”

Lunae nodded. “Yes… he’s a Mandalorian, but he was banished from his Clan because of a rather nasty and cruel incident many years ago. Runi’s father Gustav is the head of Clan Fett. He’s the one who banished Tlon from their Clan.”

“Runi is from Clan Fett?” Alana asked.

Lunae nodded. “Yes.”
“How many followers does Tlon Fett have?” Alana asked.

“That is something we have never been able to get an accurate count on really.” Lunae answered. “Several thousand at least… from different clans. Most of them are just outcasts who he accepted into his twisted group once he and his sons were banished and exiled. They are scum really, men and women that no other clan would adopt. Many of them are not even Mandalorian to be honest.”

“Javen is the one that exiled him isn’t he?” Alana asked. “That is why Tlon Fett hates him so?”

Lunae nodded. “Kind of hard to get over the fact that a fourteen year old boy beat the poo doo out of you.” Lunae said.

“There’s more to it than that though?” Alana said.

Lunae met her eyes. “I am bound by honor as a member of Clan Ordo to never speak about what happen between them Alana.” Lunae said. “It’s a very taboo subject within our people. If you wish to discover that part of Javen’s history, you will have to ask him.”

“Will he tell me?” Alana asked.

Lunae stepped closer to her. “You might be surprised what Javen will tell you Alana Skywalker.” She said. “You have been part of his life for a very long time.”

Alana’s eyes grew wider. “What do you mean?”

Lunae turned and saw Javen and Runi in the sunlit courtyard below. She smiled at the opportunity to change the subject. “Ah… the Darasuum Ka’rta.” She said.

Alana looked at her. “The Eternal Heart?” She asked. The Mandalorian words were easily translated in her head now because of her bond with Javen and with Runi it appeared, and she was getting better at speaking the language as well.


Lunae pointed at Javen and Runi and nodded. “The Eternal Heart. That’s what they are doing.”


“What is it?” Alana asked turning to look into the courtyard now.


“It’s a very ancient form of fighting. It teaches balance and control, with your heart and the Force as the center of the universe. I never really understood it.” Lunae explained. “It’s probably the most advanced and deadly of the arts when used by a Master of it.”


“I’ve never heard of it before.” Alana said now very interested. “Who developed it?”

“I believe it was developed by the Echani but you would have to ask Javen. Only he really knows the history of it, but no one knows where he learned it. It’s the form he used to fight Tlon Fett and win the title of Mandalore.” Lunae replied.

“Are there many Masters?” Alana asked.


Lunae shook her head with a smile. “Only two that I know of and they are right there. It was meant for three people to use as a cohesive triad. It allows the three of them to fight as a single entity, completely in tune with each other, no mistakes, and no hesitation, perfectly flawless. One person can use it, two is more powerful, but it was designed for three, so it stands to reason that the third person would have to be very close to them to learn it.”

“But there is just Javen and Runi.” Alana said.


Lunae nodded. “Runi is the only one Javen has ever trained in the form. They have been using it for over a decade, since two years after he became Mandalore. Some have asked them to train others, but they keep refusing.”


“Why?” Alana asked.


Lunae shrugged. “Perhaps they haven’t found the correct person to match them and complete their triad.” She said looking at Alana with her blue eyes. “I know it takes a certain person to use the form. It would have to be someone they both are very close to.”

Alana sipped her caffa, her eyes going back to the courtyard, where they froze on Javen and Runi. The swords were moving so fast now she could barely keep up with the speed even using her Jedi trained eyes, Javen and Runi darting back and forth in front of and behind each other with barely any break in the movement of the swords through the morning air. It was a like a beautiful and intricate dance, but one that held the apparent opportunity for death in every twist and turn of the blades. Alana could feel the ebbs and flows within the Force from both of them and it was then that she realized that Runi was far more skilled in manipulating the Force than she had shown so far or let Alana see. Alana sensed Lunae’s blue eyes on her and she turned back to see her still gazing at her intently.


“What?” Alana asked.


Lunae smiled softly. “Don’t fear the unknown Alana Skywalker. Embrace it with passion and hold on as tightly as you can.”

“The unknown, more times than not, leads to evil and larger fears.” Alana said in reply. “It is usually the path to the dark side.”

Lunae stepped a little closer and nodded. “Bantha Poo doo!” Lunae exclaimed. “Yes it can lead to evil and larger fears, there is no debating that.” She said softly. “The unknown can also lead to many wonders that few people have experienced, and even fewer have the courage to explore.” 
Alana looked at her. “You sound as if you speak from experience.” Alana asked her, the tone of her voice curious.

Lunae nodded slowly. “I’ve been stepping into the unknown next to Javen since I was a little girl growing up with him.” She answered. “The unknown has led me to realize many things I did not know about myself before. The unknown brought Kumas Beviin into my life.”

“The Mandalorian?” Alana asked.

Lunae nodded. “You might be surprised what the unknown can show you Alana. You just have to have the courage to reach for it. Remember that.” Lunae said with a smile before she turned and headed back for her room.


Alana followed her with her eyes before turning back to the courtyard and witnessing Javen and Runi walking slowly toward the Temple ramp, their arms around each other’s waist, Runi’s soft laughter filling the air around her. It stunned Alana when she saw this, for it was not jealously she experienced. It was not envy that filled her being.


It was longing that filled her soul.

Daniel and the others stood in the doorway of the computer core later that morning. They watched as Javen walked a preconfigured path on the large floor tiles, each tile lighting up in succession as he stepped on it. Once he crossed the entire floor, creating a path in the shape of the letter “A”, he stood in front of the large stone door and waited as it slid open. He motioned the others forward and stepped to the side as they entered. Javen smiled as he could hear the gasps as they entered. Daniel, Alana, even Pon Tiian allowed the escape of air from their lungs as they slowly entered the large room. Lowbacca had returned to MANDALORE’S HONOR the night before, helping to escort the prisoners back and wanting to delve deeper into the massive library database on the ship. This had surprised the others until Lowbacca told them he had already explored the Temple’s core rooms.

There was a single computer console in the middle of the room, with two doorways directly behind it against the wall. Two similar doorways occupied each of the two sides of the room as well. The room was lit by half a dozen illumine globes, but the power radiating within the Force was enough to stagger almost all of them.


“The… the aura of this room.” Daniel spoke. “It’s blinding.”


Javen smiled and walked to the computer console.


-WELCOME AGAIN JAVEN PANLIE- The computer spoke in an odd, deeply accented voice, but it was still understandable and it caused them all to look at Javen.


“Please mark the bio signatures in the room and file them to your database.” Javen spoke clearly and without hesitation.


-THIS HAS ALREADY BEEN DONE JAVEN-


-WHAT ACCESS LEVELS TO YOU WISH TO GRANT?-

-THE SAME AS THE WOOKIEE GRAND MASTER LOBACCA?-

“I’ll add that at a later time.” Javen spoke quickly. “Please release the tomb locks.”


-RELEASING-


Terena stepped forward quickly. “Why did you allow Master Lowbacca to come down here alone?” She demanded. “He told us he explored these rooms last night.”

Javen turned to look at her. “To be perfectly honest… I trust him.” Javen answered. 

“You do not trust as Javen?” Daniel asked.

“Master Lowbacca is a Wookiee.” Javen spoke. “The Life Debt that Jaarak honors by following me is not something that Lowbacca will ever betray or go against. He would never be allowed to return to Kashyyyk if he did. Lowbacca may be a Jedi, but he is still very much a Wookiee. I trust you Master Skywalker… you and Alana… but I have found trust, needs to be earned and so far the Jedi Order has done nothing to earn my trust.”

All conversation ceased and their heads turned as the large stone doors along the walls began to open in order from left to right stopping only at the last two, which remained sealed. The globes inside each room activated, added additional lighting to the room they occupied, and other smaller globes that were recessed within the entire structure came on, bathing further light on the sarcophaguses inside the rooms.


“The individual rooms were added after my ancestors first discovered the Temple.” Javen explained as he stepped away from the console. “There are two levels… this one and another one below us.”

“This is where…?” Daniel began his question looking to Javen.


Javen nodded slowly. “My ancestors are entombed.” He answered Daniel’s question before he finished it. He moved slowly over in front of the first doorway to the left of the computer console. “The first room here holds the sarcophagus which contains the last known set of robes worn by both Revan Panlie and his wife Bastila Shan-Panlie, as well as the last lightsaber that each of them carried. They were collected by Revan Junior and his brother Zhar when first Revan and then Bastila became one with the Force. Revan died at one hundred and nine years of age. Bastila was one hundred and four. They died only hours apart… almost as if it was pre-ordained. I believe… and this is only my opinion… I believe Bastila did not want to go on when Revan died. Their instructions were that their robes and lightsabers be interned together as they had lived over seventy of their years. Together.” 
All of them saw the emotion on Javen’s face as he spoke and then he moved to the next room. “The next room and sarcophagus contains the robes of their oldest son and the initial holder of The Heart of the Guardian, Revan Panlie the Second, and his wife Anja Tamari-Panlie. The sarcophagus next to theirs holds the robes and lightsaber of Zhar Panlie and the remains of his wife Lanni Panlie.”

Alana looked at him surprised. “Lanni Panlie… she is the young woman who gave the HoloNet report we saw isn’t it?”


Javen nodded with a smile. “Lanni Panlie became the unofficial historian of my family.” He explained with some pride in his voice now. “She was a well known HoloNet News reporter that happened to be caught up in the middle of things during the war. She met Zhar Panlie and they fell in love. She recorded almost everything that took place over the next hundred and twenty years until the day of her death. Every moment in their lives and in the lives of the Mandalorian Clan Ordo of which they were all considered part of, she catalogued and stored away here. Within these walls. I’ve studied every data pad and scroll and holocron she ever made trying to learn as much of my history as I could.” Javen ran his hand over the smooth golden surface of Revan junior and his wife’s sarcophagus with a small smile.


“The Pure Sith War brought Rev and his brother Zhar very close. They saw the most action together once the war truly began. During some of the most terrible battles of that war they stood side by side. It was their wish that they and their wives be interned in the same room together.” Javen spoke.


It was Daniel and Alana alone who recognized the familiarity with which Javen spoke of the younger Revan and this surprised Alana, but not Daniel. 
Javen motioned to the single sarcophagus in the next room between the center stone pillars. “In there are the robes of Dorak Panlie and Tiara Panlie. Dorak lived to be nearly as old as you Master Skywalker, and Tiara was an unmarried twin, and the youngest of Revan and Bastila’s children.”

“Dorak and Tiara never married?” Daniel asked.


Javen shook his head. “Dorak Panlie did. His wife and baby were killed in a transport accident while landing on Coruscant. They had only been married three years and their son was still an infant. He never remarried. Their ashes are buried with him and his sister in this sarcophagus.”


“What about the other twin?” Alana asked softly.


Javen looked at her. “Tiara’s twin… her name was Kiana… she married the youngest son of Dacen Vorsut. She was interned with him in another location. It was Tiara Panlie’s wish to be buried with her brother Dorak. They were very close and they were almost never apart after Dorak’s wife and child died.” Javen said.


“The last Jedi Exile.” Pon Tiian spoke softly now.


Javen looked at him and nodded. “Master Dacen Vorsut was restored to the Order just before the Pure Sith War began. He served on the Jedi High Council with my ancestors for half a century.” He said. “His entire family is interned together.”


“And you know this location?” Pon Tiian asked.


Javen nodded. “Yes.”


“More information you will not reveal to us?” Terena said.


“There is no reason whatsoever to reveal the location of their resting place. As the holder of The Heart of the Guardian, part of my duty is to insure the secrecy of that location as well as several others.” Javen said. “Each location is filled with knowledge that would be harmful if brought into the light now. I will not allow just anyone to see these tombs, the tombs below us or the other locations. I’m sorry.”


Daniel looked at him. “There are more tombs here Javen?” He asked.


Javen nodded. “There are an additional four sarcophaguses on the next level below us. Those I’m afraid I will not show you.”


“Why? You have shown us these. What is so special about the ones below us?” Terena asked.


Javen met her eyes. He paused for only a moment. “The four sarcophaguses on the level below this one contain the robes and lightsabers of two men and two women that were dear friends of my ancestors. They once followed the path of the Sith, but they saw the folly in that and ended up fighting for good. Let’s just say… this place is not a museum, and those laid here deserve the peace in death that they earned with their actions in life. Something I’m quite sure the Jedi Order would never give them because of their paranoid fears.”


Alana stepped slowly into the tomb that held the robes and lightsabers of Revan and Bastila. The tomb itself was carved from the stone, and lined with duracrete and Neutronium walls. The sarcophagus was anchored solidly, and trimmed with gold and electrum. Alana looked through the clear transparisteel glass and gazed at the perfectly folded robes, and the hilt of a double bladed lightsaber, the Mandalorian steel engraved with intricate markings and electrum trim. Beside it were two identical lightsabers, also intricately carved and engraved with the same markings and electrum trim. Alana rested her hand on the view window, her senses alive with the power that coursed through this room. 

“She… she must have been very powerful.” Alana said softly sensing Javen come into the room with her and focusing her emerald eyes on him.


Javen looked at her and nodded, stepping up next to her. “She was. Revan was considered the most powerful Jedi of their time, and the most powerful to have lived up until that point. At least until after the war and the actions of his son. Many still consider him the equal in every way to Anakin Skywalker your ancestor, in terms of skill and power though no one will admit it openly. Bastila and he shared a bond that was forged by their love for one another, and with that bond she was able to grow and train during their exile on Duxn and she was widely recognized as the second most powerful Jedi after her husband. Bastila was also the last Jedi that I am aware of to actively use the gift of Battle Meditation. Some say because of that skill and her control in manipulating it, her power was endless. After the Pure Sith War, she never had cause to use it again to my knowledge. I believe Master Yoda also had this skill, but I am unsure if he ever had cause to use it as she did.”


Alana looked at him, her emerald green eyes bright. “She sounds amazing.” Alana said turning back to look at the robes and lightsaber in the sarcophagus. “I did not know she used a double bladed lightsaber. That is not spoken of in the history archives concerning her.”

Javen nodded. “She was a Master of that weapon. Her preferred form was Juyo, just as yours is. Just as Anja Panlie’s form was. You have more in common with them than you might think Alana Skywalker.”


“You know so much about your ancestors Javen.” Alana said softly. “There are so many things I would love to discover about mine.”


Javen smiled warmly and reached up to squeeze her arm, moving closer to her, his arm slipping around her waist. “You mean of Anakin Skywalker?”

Alana looked at him, noticing how close he was and she nodded slowly, the press of his body against hers sending electric jolts of desire through her. “Why… why do you affect me so Javen Panlie?” She asked in barely a whisper. “Is it because of this bond we share?”

Javen nodded and shrugged his broad shoulders. “Perhaps Alana. I prefer to think it’s because of something else, the same thing that made the bond between Revan and Bastila so powerful, but only you can decide what it is for yourself.”

Alana stared at him for a long moment gazing into the depths of those sapphire colored eyes before Master Odan’s voice interrupted her thoughts. Thoughts that were not in any way Jedi like in nature she realized. 

“And these last two tombs?” Terena asked from outside the second room between the stone pillars. 

Javen squeezed Alana’s hand once more and then stepped out of Revan and Bastila’s tomb and walked slowly over to the tomb Terena indicated. The sarcophaguses were not open with clear view portals as the others. “This is where Canderous Ordo’s remains are kept. He and his life mate, a Miraluka who rejected Sith teachings and became a Jedi Master. Her name was Visas Marr. Canderous Ordo held the title of Mandalore for one hundred years before he finally passed into the next life. The tomb next to theirs is the sarcophagus of their only son Jeth Ordo and his wife Kara BeTeVen. Kara was the first born of Revan Junior and his wife Anja. Jeth took the title of Mandalore after his father’s death and ruled for forty-three years. Kara assumed the role as Holder of the Heart of the Guardian when her father died.”

Terena looked at the tombs whose doors had not opened. “What’s in here?” She asked quickly, completely ignoring what Javen was saying and everyone but Terena noticed his sapphire eyes darken when she dismissed what he said out of hand.


Javen looked at Master Tokare, who floated soundlessly on his hover disc off to one side. The diminutive green alien nodded slowly.


“Show them you can Javen.” Tokare spoke.


Javen went to the front of the tombs slowly, stopping between the two massive doors and waved his hand in mid air as if signaling someone. All of them felt the tremor within the Force and the doors suddenly opened, sliding into the recesses in the wall.


“By the Force!” Terena gasped as she stepped into the first room slowly before anyone else. It was not as large as the others were, but the walls were lined with shelving, and on the shelving were holocrons and data pads by the thousands. A single open doorway entered into the adjoining room where neatly stacked along another wall and resting on what appeared to be very expensive silk, were dozens and dozens of lightsabers, each carefully tagged and labeled. The others followed her into the room now, and they too found themselves just as dumbstruck as Terena.


Daniel turned and looked at him. “Javen?” He asked, his hands reaching up to caress a holocron.


“The Holocrons and data pads you see before you are part of the history of the Pure Sith War, the Jedi Order, and the Old Republic right up until the Battle of Ruusan and what is referred to as The Reformation.” Javen told them. “Nearly three thousand years of history. The lightsabers are tagged, but many of them belonged to Jedi who came after my ancestors but followed their teachings.”


Terena spun around and looked at him. “These holocrons belong in the Jedi Archives!” She snapped.


“This library and four others like it contain history that was ordered sealed by the Jedi High Council and the Supreme Chancellor of the Old Republic.” Javen told her. “The first five hundred years of Jedi and Old Republic history after the Pure Sith War are held within these particular walls, and have been for nearly five thousand years. It has been the duty of the Holder of The Heart of the Guardian to safeguard this history, as well as the data pads, which contain every significant event in Old Republic history up until The Reformation as I said. They will remain here and no where else. And certainly not with the Jedi Order.”


“And there are four other locations like this one?” Terena asked.


Javen nodded slowly as he met her eyes. “Yes.”


“What is on these holocrons Javen?” Daniel asked.


Javen looked at him. “After the Pure Sith War, the Jedi Council instituted many changes in how the Jedi conducted themselves. Jedi were allowed to marry and have children, so that they could help to replenish those lost in the war. That was one of the largest changes made. Revan and Bastila believed as many did that love does not lead to the dark side as the Jedi have taught for so many centuries.” Javen replied grinning slightly at the angry look Ternea flashed him. “Much of what was taught and learned by Jedi up until the Battle of Ruusan was lost in The Reformation. The Jedi Council chose not to include this information in their archives when they reformed. What you see all around you here, and at the other sites I protect, is the unedited version of history, not the version the Jedi Order has so diligently protected for so long. Many of these holocrons and datapads and those at the other sites were taken from the Jedi Temple on Coruscant before Palpatine sent his butchers in to destroy archives. The Guardian of that time was able to access the Jedi Temple shortly after Master Yoda and Master Kenobi activated the beacon warning all Jedi to stay away. The Jedi Council today would consider many of these teachings heresy.”


“The archives are… they are lies?” Alana asked clearly stunned.


Javen shook his head quickly. “No not at all.” He replied just as quickly. “They are just the facts the Jedi Order chose to include in them. Everything else they deemed unfit they left out and it was forgotten. Except for here.”


“What you speak of is heresy!” Terena snapped, looking at him. “You know nothing of what is in the archives!”

Javen grinned. “Are you so sure?” He spoke calmly crossing his arms over his chest. “And just how do you think I know as much as I do Master Odan. I certainly haven’t guessed.”
“You… you have viewed the archives?” Daniel gasped.

Javen looked at him and nodded. “Yes.”

“How is that possible?” Pon Tiian asked now.

“Now if I were to tell you that you would know how I did it.” Javen replied with a smile.

“This… all of this… it is property of the Jedi Order.” Terena said turning to look at him now. “You will return it!”

“I think not.” Javen answered. “These holocrons and pads have remained here, in this Temple and the other locations, for hundreds, thousands of years. And here they will stay.” Javen looked at Terena. “I have shown you this Temple, and what it holds as I promised; now I want to know who sent Knight Korr here and why?”


Daniel looked at him confused. “Javen… we have told you we don’t know.” He said. “That is why we agreed to come with you. To discover this information.”

Daniel nodded. “You don’t know Master Skywalker.” He spoke confidently. “Master Odan however does know.”

Terena smiled nervously. “You must be joking. That is why we came here as Daniel has said. How would I know these things?”


Javen met her gaze, his eyes darkening. “You will stand there and tell me you don’t know why Knight Korr came to this island with a Phased Polarion Frequency Modulator? You will tell me you don’t know how she learned the location of this island? It is one of eleven thousand islands dotting this planet, and even a Jedi could not have just guessed and found it. The shield protecting this temple dampens Force signatures so as to be undetectable. The shields around these very rooms do the same thing. Knight Korr had to have known the exact location. And you will tell me you don’t know who killed her for the information she had? Is that what you are saying?”


Terena nodded quickly. “Yes.”


“You are a lair!” Javen snapped jamming his finger at her in anger.


Pon Tiian stepped closer to Javen. “What are you getting at Javen? Terena is a Master on the Jedi Council! Why would she lie about this?”


“So you don’t care that she was brutally murdered for the information she had?” Javen asked Terena ignoring Tiian’s question.


“I did not say that! Of course I care! How dare you accuse me of such a thing?” Terena snapped at him. She glanced at Daniel who was looking at her intently. “Now do you see? Now do you see why all of this belongs under our care?”

“Javen… what are you saying?” Daniel asked turning his head to look at him. “What information did Knight Korr have?”


Javen looked at him now. “The only way to bring the disruptor shield around this Temple down not using the main controls within the Temple itself; the only way to do that was to use a Phased Polarion Frequency Modulator. With that device, someone could lock the frequency to which the shield was using, thereby bringing it down for a short period of time. It would only work once, as the Temple’s automatic defenses would have kicked in, changing the modulation of the shield every six point two seconds after that.”


“Knight Korr had this information?” Pon Tiian asked clearly surprised.


Javen nodded. “The computer confirmed it last evening. A Phased Polarion Modulator was used to gain access to the shield network for ninety seconds; long enough to bring it down and long enough for those assassins we fought yesterday to enter the grounds. Knight Korr had this information, and she was killed for it.”


“How do you know that?” Terena barked. “How do you know it was Knight Korr who had this so called information on your precious shield?”


Javen took a step towards her. “Because Master Jedi, unlike the Jedi Order under Master Undien, my people are thorough in what they do!”


“Javen what are you saying?” Alana asked.


Javen looked at her quickly before turning back to the doorway and looking at Tokare for a long moment. “The Journeyman Protector who discovered her remains examined her body as I told you. He discovered residual Polarion traces on the sleeves of her robes.” He turned back to Terena. “Which means only one thing as far as I am concerned; she had that Modulator in her possession. And a Jedi is the only one who could have gotten close enough to this Temple and its shield, avoiding the Mandalorian patrols and personnel along the way, and gotten the frequency of the shield.”

“How can you be so sure?” Terena snapped.


“Because after he discovered her remains he came here to this island and found her footprints on the eastern edge of the shield network near one of the power generators!” Javen snapped.


“Impossible!” Terena barked loudly. “No Mandalorian could have found where she was.” Terena exclaimed before she thought about her response. She saw Daniel’s eyes go a little wider. “We still have not determined it was not your people that killed her! How do we know this is not all some huge conspiracy put in motion by you?”


Daniel looked at Terena. “Is this true Terena?”


“I have no idea what he is talking about.” Terena said. “and given that he has not been forthright with us up until now I see no reason to believe anything he is saying.”

“You don’t?” Javen said. He withdrew the data pad from his belt and tossed it at her, watching her catch it easily. “Perhaps you can explain to me then why you contacted Master Undien five times while on my ship.”

“That’s absurd!” Terena barked.


“Is it?” Javen smiled. “You forget who I am Master Odan. I know every Jedi code that exists.” He told her. “My people had this code crack seventeen minutes after first detecting your transmission. It was brilliant, I must say, disguising the transmission as background effect from our hyperspace engine emitter core, however since MANDALORE’S HONOR is a new Class of CONCORD DAWN Strike Cruiser, her engine core has not yet begun to emit any background radiation.”


Daniel stepped toward Terena. “Is what he says true?” He demanded.


“Daniel… every piece of history in this Temple belongs to us! To the Jedi. He has no right to it. None!” Terena snapped.

“It does not belong to us!” Daniel spoke heatedly. “We have no right to desecrate this Temple; these sacred remains. These are the remains of Javen’s ancestors! How could Undien even think something like that? We… we did not even know this Temple existed until Javen told us while we were on Ossus.”


Terena said nothing, but the look in her eye told Javen all he needed to know. “They knew.” He said softly.


“Is this true Terena?” Pon Tiian asked now stepping towards her.


“Tell us!” Daniel nearly yelled.


“We discovered the existence of this Temple six months ago!” Terena replied quickly, her anger very evident.


“But… but how?”


“I don’t know how.” Terena spoke again. “Only Undien knew that. He dispatched Knight Korr to Ord Mantell seven weeks ago where the original information was rumored to be. Once she was able to confirm the information, and the location, Undien sent her to Nar Shaddaa to purchase a Phased Polarion Frequency Modulator.”


“Nar Shaddaa? Why Nar Shaddaa?” Pon Tiian asked.


“It’s the only place to purchase a Modulator that is not traceable, and controlled by the military.” Terena answered. “Once she had it, he sent her here.”

Javen nodded. “To get the frequency and return it to him.” He said menacingly. “The only problem with that is she was murdered after she got that information, and any information she had is now in the hands of some very nasty people. And they used part of that information to lower the shield, enter the grounds and butcher forty-nine of my people! Including six children! Mandalorian children!”


“Master Undien…” Terena began.

“Is a fool!” Javen snapped, silencing her words with a stunned look on her face. “Do you know the significance of what you and Undien have perpetrated here? As Mandalore I could walk into the Parliament Building on Mandalore and received their permission and blessing to launch a full scale invasion of the Federation for what the Jedi have done here! Mandalorian children died here Jedi witch!” Javen hissed as his anger finally bubbled forth causing everyone to gasp at its intensity and the dark clouds filtering within the Force. “Murdering children is a crime among my people that ranks right behind rape and treason! It is sacrilege!”

“Peace you must keep Javen Panlie.” Tokare’s voice spoke from behind him. 

Javen looked at her again. “Does Undien command the men who attacked the Praxeum? The men who came here?” Javen demanded.

“Certainly not!” Terena snorted very unladylike. “Unlike Mandalorians… Jedi do not plot to kill other Jedi.”

“I will disregard your comment about my people Master Odan because when it comes to Mandalorians you are just as clueless as a Bantha about to be eaten by a Krayt dragon. You don’t understand yet do you?” Javen asked her. “You don’t understand what is happening all around you.”

“Understand what?” Terena barked at him. “I understand that you are a thief and a cruel butcher of innocent men and women, as your own actions against those men and women on those ships showed.”


Javen shook his head slowly and suddenly they felt the anger and hatred ebbing from Javen as the fingers of dawn would stretch across the sky. “It amazes me that you ever obtained the rank of Master.” He said softly. “Your perceptions are so limited.”


Daniel looked at him. “Javen what are you saying?” 


“Everything that has happen in the last six months is somehow linked together.” Javen said looking at him. “Think about it for a moment; the brutal murders of Jedi, the conflict on Ord Cantrell, the Federation Senate slowly isolating the Jedi. It’s all tied together somehow.”

“That is ridiculous!” Terena spoke.


Alana stepped forward now, anger surging through her. “What about the men and women here defending this Temple? They would have fought any mission by the Jedi or the Federation to enter this Temple by force.”


Terena looked at Javen, her unspoken words all that he needed to know. “They… they would have been subdued.” Terena finally said.


“Subdued?” Alana said. “You mean killed. They are resistant to Force powers and all of them are highly trained. You would not have been able to take this Temple without many people dying.”


“The… any casualties that might have been inflicted were deemed acceptable.” Terena told her.


Javen simply smiled as Daniel’s face had a horrified expression on it, and even Pon Tiian looked stunned. Runi however had no doubts about what to do. She pulled her T9 blaster and moved for Terena.


“Why you… you would have murdered my people! My friends! My Clan mates!” Runi barked viciously her hand bringing up the T9.

“Runi nayc!” Alana spoke loudly, stepping in front of her, blocking her from going any closer to Terena. “This is not the way.” (Runi no!) 

Runi looked at Alana her blue eyes blazing with anger and hate. “She… she would have sat back while the Jedi and the Federation butchered my friends!” Runi barked out. “These men and women and children, they... they tal’onidir copaanir cabuor ibic yaim Alana!” (Gave their blood to protect this home)

Alana reached up to touch her face, her fingers touching Runi’s cheek and surprisingly Alana did not care who saw this expression of concern. “Not like this Runi.” She said softly. “This is not the way.”


Runi looked into Alana’s emerald green eyes, her anger and hate spilling away from her as quickly as it had Javen as Alana’s calming spirit filled her. She nodded slowly and reached up to touch Alana’s hand on her face, her blue eyes closing slowly.

“Vor entye ner copad.” Runi spoke. Alana’s eyes grew a little wider and she felt a hot rush through her body as Runi’s words filtered to her in Mando’a and she realized what they meant. (Thank you my desire.)

“It does not matter.” Javen spoke then, his voice shocking Alana out of her thoughts and causing her to turn towards him. “They would not have breached the core here. All Master Undien would have succeeded in doing…” He looked at Terena with hard eyes. “All you would have succeeded in doing is committing the first atrocity and embroiling the Federation in what my people… what I would consider an act of war.”


Terena looked at him stunned. “What do you mean?”


“Come with me.” Javen said. “I will show you what I mean Master Odan. So that way, when I send you back to Undien you can tell him what you see and hear here.”

The sun shone brightly now as it reached fully into the blue sky,  forcing them to shield their eyes as they exited the Temple interior and walked slowly down the ramp. As their eyes began to adjust, all but Javen and Runi were stunned at what they saw.


Standing at the bottom of the ramp was the Federation Colonel, surrounded by a dozen Jedi, and a full platoon of Federation troops in battle armor and heavily armed. What was even more surprising was the fact that none of the Mandalorian troops in the area had lifted a weapon in any way. Many were simply standing and watching the Federation troops, while still others ignored them completely and went about their duties.


Javen moved down off the ramp to stand a few meters in front of the Colonel.


“Good afternoon Colonel.” He spoke in an almost friendly tone of voice. “How can I help you?”


“I will assume that you are the one called Javen Panlie, and that you are in charge here?” Larl Corbin spoke.


Javen nodded as he clasped his hands behind his back casually. Too casually to suit Terena Odan as she watched. “That would be an accurate statement, yes.” Javen spoke.

“Then on behalf of the Jedi Council, with the backing of the Federation of Democratic Alliance’s Senate, I am hereby instructed to order you and your soldiers to leave this Temple, its facilities and the Rakata system. Furthermore Javen Panlie, these Jedi Knights have orders to place you under arrest for the theft and destruction of Jedi property. You will be returned to the Praxeum on Ossus for action.”


Javen smiled. “Indeed. Are you finished Colonel?” 


Corbin looked at him, and immediately felt unease with the way this rugged looking young Mandalorian had received the news he had just delivered. “Yes… yes.”

“Good.” Javen spoke. He took a deep breath and began speaking. “Colonel Corbin, on behalf of the Mandalorian Parliament, I am placing you and your crew under arrest. Your ship will be immediately secured in a tractor beam, impounded and held until further notice. And these Jedi are more than welcome to try and arrest me. In fact… I sincerely hope they do.”


Corbin laughed. “That is preposterous!” He exclaimed immediately. “You and your troops are occupying Federation Alliance territory.”


“Are we?” Javen asked. He felt Walon walk up behind him and he turned to take the data pad Walon held out. He saw Walon nod slightly and then he turned back to Corbin and held the pad out to him. “As of four days ago Colonel Corbin, Rakata Prime and this entire system came under the ownership of MandalMotors Incorporated for the purpose of Power Source research.”


Corbin took the pad from Javen’s hand slowly. “Excuse me?”


Javen motioned to the pad. “It’s all there, to include the signature of the Minister of The Federation of Democratic Alliances Registry Office.” Javen watched Corbin begin to read. “What that means is that you are trespassing on Mandalorian territory, in a threatening manner, with heavy weapons and troops. How exactly do you propose we settle this matter?”


“I am under orders…”


“That document supercedes your orders Colonel!” Javen spoke.

“This is ridiculous!” Terena exclaimed stepping forward. “You have your orders Colonel! I expect you to follow them!” She turned to the Jedi that were standing watching the events unfold. “Knight Plaal you will take Javen Panlie into custody immediately!”

Daniel stepped forward. “You will do no such thing!” He bellowed.  


Corbin looked at Javen. “MandalMotors does nothing without the direct authorization of the Mandalorian Parliament… and they in turn do nothing without the approval of Mandalore himself!”


Javen chuckled. “If only that were true.” He said shaking his head. Corbin heard the soft laughter of several Mandalorian soldiers close to them. “The Parliament does not always do what I ask them to do. But that is the way of government is it not?”


Corbin looked at him… his eyes wide. “You… you are the new Mandalore?”


Javen smiled. “That would be me.”


“How… how is that possible?” Corbin asked.


“That is a rather long and boring story. I’d be happy to share it with you someday, if you live that long.” Javen growled. He leaned over slightly as Runi held a finger in her ear and whispered to him. He nodded and looked back to Corbin. “Your ship has been taken under tractor beam Colonel. You have my word no one will attempt to board it, and no hostile action will be taken by us, depending on what you do that is?”


“What do you mean?”


“Instruct your men to lower their weapons.” Javen said evenly. “They can keep their weapons and none of them will be harmed or questioned in any way. I can provide adequate sleeping arrangements, well nothing that soldiers like us will complain about anyway… until we get this sorted out.”


“My men and I will reveal nothing!” Corbin spoke, drawing himself taller.


“I don’t intend to ask them anything.” Javen replied.


“And if I refuse to do as you say?” Corbin asked.

“You don’t want to do that.” Javen said. He held out his hand for the data pad Corbin held and Larl returned it to him. Javen looked up and he tossed it lightly into the air above his head. “Tra’cyar mav!” Javen barked. (Fire at will)

As Corbin and the others watched the data pad shattered into a thousand pieces, and the low crack came from far off. Larl lowered his eyes back to Javen a new respect in them. 
“I have twenty-three snipers stationed at different locations around the Temple grounds Colonel. All of them are equipped with modified Mandalorian XM-14 sniper rifles. All of them are excellent shots as you have just seen. You and your men would not survive.”


“My ship?” Corbin asked.


“As I said before, nothing will happen to your ship. It will be released from the tractor beam now holding it, and no one under my command will attempt to board it. Your transport returns in the morning, and you and your men will be free to leave.” Javen told him.


“And the Jedi? I am under their authority for this mission.” Corbin said.


Javen looked at the eight men and four women, their hands poised over their lightsabers, including the one Terena had spoken too. Eight humans, two Twi’leks and two Cereans made up the dozen Jedi Knights standing in front of him. His eyes narrowed. “Yes, well the Jedi are another story entirely.”

“Colonel I gave you an order!” Terena barked. “You are under authority of the Jedi Order for this mission and you will do as I tell you!”

Larl turned to the armored Federation trooper standing directly behind him. “Master at Arms?”


“Sir?”


“Stand the men down!” Larl said staring right at Terena. “We are in no danger here. The Mandalorians will show you and your men where you can bunk for the night.”


“Yes sir!” The blond haired man spoke. 


Javen turned to look at Walon. “Find them accommodations Walon. Along the east side I think. Ja’hailir Aruetii.” (Observe Them.)

Walon nodded. “Sah gahr ke’gyce Mand’alor.” (As you order Mandalore.)

Javen turned back to look at Terena, Vetor and the other Jedi. “Now… what do we do about you and your friends?”

“Prepare to defend yourselves!” Terena exclaimed extending her hand out and calling her lightsaber.


Javen reached out as well and Terena and the other Jedi could only stare in unabashed shock as Master Odan’s lightsaber snapped not into her palm, but into Javen’s hand. His eyes gazed at the lightsaber for a long moment before looking up at her. 

“I’ll keep this for now.” He spoke.

Vetor stepped around a stunned Terena Odan and glared at him. “Return her weapon to her immediately!” He barked.

Javen turned to look at Jaiin who had moved up to the small group slowly, a dozen Mandalorian Protectors on all sides of the Jedi. “Shukur te Jetii.” He spoke as he turned and began to move back towards the temple. (Break the Jedi)
“Hiibir Jetii!” Jaiin barked instantly. (Take the Jedi)

A dozen heavy weapons came up instantly, including Runi’s T9 blaster and leveled at Terena and the other Jedi before any of them had the chance to call their lightsabers.

“Javen… you can’t!” Alana spoke stepping up to him, her hand going to his arm.

Javen stopped, turning to look into her emerald eyes. “The Jedi are complicit in the deaths of forty-nine of my people Alana.” He spoke softly. “Their foolish actions allowed the attack here to happen.”

“I know!” Alana said. “These Jedi had nothing to do with it Javen. They did not even know. They probably don’t know what’s even going on right now. This is not the way Javen please. This is not you.”


“I am Mandalore.” He spoke meeting her gaze. 


Alana nodded. “Yes you are. You are also more than that title Javen Panlie.”


“Javen please.” Daniel spoke coming up next to him. He looked at Tokare. “Tokare… please.”


“Agree with Javen I do.” Tokare said softly. “Unpunished this action can not go.” He directed his hover disc closer to them. “Enemy of ours however, these Jedi are not.”

“Narir gar kar’taylir darasuum Javen Panlie?” Alana asked him softly in very fluent Mando’a surprising Daniel. (Do you love me Javen Panlie?)


“Gar kar’tayl ni narir. Sa Runi ner runi, gar ganar ner heart.” (You know I do. As Runi is my soul, you are my heart.)

“Then for me. Don’t do this.” Alana said.


Javen felt Runi come up next to Alana. “Ner copad is right Javen my love.” She spoke. “We are… we are not like them. We can not act like them.”


Javen turned to look at the temple in front of them, his eyes lifting to stare up at the very top where the landing pad was. He nodded slowly without looking at either of them. “No we can not.” He said finally. He turned quickly and looked at the Jedi. “Surrender your lightsabers! All of you!”


“We will do no such thing!” Vetor snapped, bringing his lightsaber from his belt.

Alana stepped away from Javen and moved up in front of Vetor, her emerald green eyes flashing. “Do as he says Vetor!” She barked. “You can not win against these people. They have been trained to fight Jedi. You might get one or two, but you will all die!”


Vetor looked at her. “Join us Alana.” He spoke quietly. “They could not stand against you and Grand Master Skywalker joining us.”

Alana looked at him with wide eyes. “Are you so arrogant as to think you can win against these odds?” She gasped.


“Stand down Knight Plaal.” Daniel spoke coming forward.

“The Alliance troops still have their hand weapons and rifles. You and Alana still carry your lightsabers. Why should we surrender ours?” Vetor asked.


“Colonel Corbin has no desire to start a war with the Mandalorian people, or I with the Federation.” Javen spoke now. “I can trust his word as a military officer. Alana and Master Skywalker have earned my trust. You on the other hand I don’t trust. I will not ask again. Surrender your lightsabers now!”


“Master Skywalker… he has stolen Jedi artifacts! He caused massive destruction at the Praxeum.” Vetor pleaded.


“Your information is incorrect Knight Plaal.” Daniel spoke. “Now please, surrender your weapons.”
Alana saw the other Jedi beginning to slowly pull their lightsabers from their belts and lower them to the ground. She glared at Vetor. “Do it Vetor! Now!” 
“And if I refuse?”

Alana snapped, reaching out with the Force and ripping Vetor’s lightsaber from his grasp, and sending him sprawling to the ground with a Force assisted shove. She glared at him as he scrambled to his feet. “You are a fool!” She hissed at him.

“What have you done?” He asked.


Alana stepped up to him. “I just saved your arrogant backside Bantha brains!” She popped. “You can thank me later!”


“I don’t… I don’t know you anymore Alana.” He said.


“You never did.” Alana told him harshly as three of the Mandalorians bent to retrieve the dropped lightsabers.

Javen stepped up to the group of Jedi. “I will see to sleeping arrangements for you.” He spoke. “You will be free to roam the Temple grounds, but do not leave the perimeter.”


“Why?” Vetor asked viciously. “Will you kill us if we do?”


“Not at all.” Javen said with a smile. “Without your lightsabers you are no danger to my men.”


“We are Jedi!” Vetor barked.


Javen nodded a hint of sadness in his eyes. “Yes I know, your arrogance pours off you in waves. You wear the title of Jedi Knight as if people should bow in homage to you. I was not aware the Jedi Order stopped teaching humility in their students.”


“You know nothing!” Vetor snapped. “You are no Jedi!”

“You’re right, I’m not; and the more I see how the Jedi have become, the happier that makes me.” Javen stepped right up to Vetor, unafraid of Vetor’s posturing. “What you seem unwilling or unable to grasp Jedi, is that every Mandalorian soldier in this perimeter is Force resistant. Your Jedi powers will not work on them. You can’t bend them to your will; you can’t toss them aside with a wave of your hand. In a stand up fight my friend, they will send you back to your Praxeum in a box!” Javen snarled. “Don’t test them. If you leave the perimeter, you will undoubtedly bumble into our defensive minefields, which your vaunted Jedi skills will not be able to detect. We will not kill you but they will kill you.” 


Javen turned and headed back up the ramp into the Temple.


Alana sat lotus style on the floor of her quarters, her hands resting on her knees. Her eyes were closed, her breathing slow and even. She was reaching into the Force, opening herself and her perceptions beyond limits she had previously thought unattainable. She could feel Javen through their bond, his love and calm surrounding her as she explored her new found sense of reality and power. He was in the control room, talking with the Alliance Colonel and sharing some very strong Mandalorian caffa, yet he allowed her to feel her way around within his being, searching and expanding unfettered. She thought he would be angry with her for confronting him as she had outside the temple, but she realized he truly had no desire to fight or hurt the Jedi Knights. He only wanted answers. What surprised her more than anything was the absolute certainty with which he had answered her when she asked if he loved her. There was no pause, no moment of indecision. His answer was instantaneous and honest.

Alana could feel his heart pumping within his broad chest, powerful and smooth like the rumbling of a perfectly tuned hyperspace drive. She could almost see the deep breaths cause his lungs to expand, the blood moving through his veins. She could sense her own heart beating as well, nearly in tune with Javen’s, as if they were joined in a musical concerto, and at that moment Alana wanted nothing more than to be crushed in those arms and feeling whatever it was that he made Runi feel to love him so completely.

Alana expanded out further, sensing the life energies from all those around her within the Temple walls and the perimeter itself. There were hundreds of proud and powerful Mandalorian auras, pulsing deeply within the energy of the Force, enhanced by the white glowing essence that surrounded their life energy. The Jedi were clustered together, their auras of light and dark blue seemingly woven into the very fabric of the Force. Her grandfather, Terena Odan and Pon Tiian beacons of power within the Force pulsing with calm control and mastery. 
And Runi’s aura, smooth and soft but pulsing with as yet untapped power, brighter than even the trained Jedi she knew from the Praxeum. Her essence called out to Alana, filling her with longing and warmth. Alana now knew to all but her and Javen, Runi was something of a mystery. She could feel Runi in a lounge of some sort conversing with Jaiin, relaxing on the floor, and then she was with Alana as well, swirling within the strands of light that were Alana and Javen, joining with them to create a kaleidoscope of swirling power and color. 

And once more she returned to Javen. A single point of blinding white light that echoed within the very fabric of her being. Their power mingled and joined, twisting upon one another, their lights merging into new realms of awareness and peace pulling Runi with them wherever they went, wrapping their auras around her and her around them.

Alana went over the events of this day in her mind. The power held within the Temple walls, discovering that the Jedi had planned an assault to take the artifacts and holocrons from this place by force if necessary. Javen professing his love for her with no question or hesitation, the intense feelings she felt sweeping through her for not only him but for Runi as well. All of it had left her confused and unfocused, until she had come here and allowed herself to expand into the Force, feeling all those around her. Through it all Javen and her Grandfather Daniel had remained so calm and in control. She could feel the mixture of so many emotions churning through Javen, yet he channeled them into directions that allowed him to focus and remain in control. Runi also was in perfect control, her emotions churning within her, yet focused in such a way that they gave her power. It was all so new to Alana, and she basked in the glow of these new emotions and how they made her feel. All these years she had been trained to fight these emotions for they were the path to the dark side. As her Force sense expanded, Alana found she no longer feared the emotions. She embraced them and allowed them to flow through her, and now Alana was beginning to question what the Jedi Order had taught her since she was a child.
The knocking on her door brought her reluctantly out of her meditations and she got slowly to her feet, going to the door. She smiled as the door opened, feeling her grandfather in the open corridor.

“Grandfather.” Alana said smiling up at him when the door fully opened.


Daniel looked at her oddly, feeling the rush of new power and focuses her aura radiated. He had not felt her within the Force for several hours now since the events in the Temple grounds and he had come to check on her. He smiled, though questions occupied his eyes. 
“I did not feel your aura until you opened the door.” He said.


Alana nodded. “Javen has taught me how to mask my presence within the Force.” She replied. “I was practicing.” She replied stepping into the corridor and going to the railing, the light of the moon falling upon the ocean in the distance.


Daniel followed her. “You seemed to have gained new insight into yourself Alana.” He spoke tentatively. “Your aura is stronger than before. More focused and bright.”


Alana looked at him. “Grandfather… I… Javen and I expanded the bond.” She told him.


Daniel nodded. “Yes… I see that.” He said softly. 


“Grandfather, please do not be angry! It’s truly wonderful! I wish you could feel what I feel now. The peace and serenity it fills me with. I’ve learned so much about myself in only two short days from our bond and it continues to grow stronger.”


“I’m not angry Alana.” Daniel spoke with a gentle smile. “The Force has brought the two of you together for a reason and I have never been one to question the will of the Force. I would advise caution around other Jedi however, and especially those on the High Council. They would not look on this as advantageous.”


Alana looked at him. “What were they thinking Grandfather? How could the Council be a party to something like what was planned here? If these assassins had not attacked, the Jedi Order would have come here and tried to do what they did.”


Daniel shook his head. “I do not know,” He said softly. “But I do intend to find out. I filled Lowbacca in on what happened today and he is going through every HoloNet news report for the last eight months to try and determine if anything else like the attacks on the Jedi have occurred. I have spoken with Javen, and those he sends back will be departing for Coruscant in the morning aboard Colonel Corbin’s ship.”


Alana looked surprised. “All of us?” She asked quickly, her heart sinking for reasons Daniel knew and understood, and for reasons he didn’t know and wouldn’t understand.


Daniel shook his head. “Not all of us. You, I, Lowbacca and Tiian will remain with Javen and once he has secured this Temple to his satisfaction he is going to Nar Shaddaa to follow the same leads as Knight Korr. With a few stops along the way, as he put it.”


“I thought Master Undien had those answers.” Alana said.


“He does. And he is currently heading to Coruscant according to Colonel Corbin.” Daniel spoke. “I will confront Undien when the time is right. We have no proof of anything right now, and we will need that proof if we are to help Javen discover what is happening.”


“Grandfather we must be careful. He was willing to kill people here.” Alana said. “I fear there may be nothing he won’t do.”


Daniel nodded. “Yes I know. The question is for what?”

