Visions of Past & Future: Talek’s Story
By Nathan M. Rux
Part I: Endings

Explosions roared around him, as the ancient Sith Temple exploded around him.  Not that there was much he could do about it, as he was being carried along by a Gungan.  And a strong one at that.  He heard another explosion that seemed so far away, though whether that was because it was or whether it was due to his semi-conscious state, he could not tell.  He couldn’t feel his body anymore and his mind was starting to drift away, being pulled towards the light that is the Living Force.  Yet, there was a darkness there…a darkness that was growing.  And, despite all his efforts, there was nothing he could do about it.  Talek was dying.

He distantly felt his body being laid down on a rocky ground; the explosions still seemed far away.  He felt the Force flowing into his body, trying to revitalize his cells, but to no avail.  The damage was too much…had struck at the core of his life essence.  His corporal body was still failing him and there was nothing anybody could do about it.  Talek was dying.

There was still so much to do, so much that needed to be done if the darkness is going to be staved off, but all his efforts had been for naught.  Darkness was still falling.  He could only hope that Kane & Rasta can yet prevent it, but knew deep down that, at this point, they could only survive it.  Because he had chosen wrong.  Or, maybe it wouldn’t have made a difference.  It is said one’s life passes before them before they died, maybe he will see the error then.  After all, Talek was dying.

“Kane,” he heard his lips whisper.  Distantly, he heard someone say to someone else to get Kane.  He only hoped that Kane would get there soon, as there was so much he wanted to say to Kane.  So much that needed to be said.  He must understand what was at stake.  He must understand the mission.  How can he explain it fully, when there was so little time left to him?  Because, Talek was dying.

He felt himself growing closer to the light of the Force; saw the darkness that was the other half of the Force growing along the surface.  Stronger…more powerful.  Perhaps too strong.  It was strange to him, how inviting it was to him, yet at the same time, the taint of the Dark Side growing across it revolted him.  Was there someway he could fight it.  If he became one with the Force, would he be able to fight it, or would he be consumed by the Dark Side as it consumed the light.  That thought didn’t comfort him at all.  Yet, what could he do about it.  After all, Talek was dying.

He looked towards the light of the Force, searching for perhaps an answer.  And in the light he saw it, quite unexpectedly.  His life lay out there before him, from beginning to end.  His time was running out.  His only thought was for Kane to hurry, as there wasn’t much time left to him.  And then, it began…
Part II: Beginnings

The sun rose along the Eastern Continent of the planet Cerea, in the city of Karith, along the Hoon Ocean.  As the sun broke the horizon, it warming rays cut across the towering skyscrapers of Karith, casting long shadows over the perfectly square blocks of the cityscape.  Light flooded along the East/West Avenues of Karith, bathing them in their warming energies, while the North/South Avenues still reeked of cold and darkness.  And, on the 44th floor of Telen Towers, at the corner Flif and Gerawa, in the corner apartment, where light and darkness met, a baby was born.

“Congratulations, Relith, it is a boy, and a strong one at that.”

Relith smiled at this proclamation, for he had always wanted a son, a son who would inherit his business, and carry on when he no longer could.  It was said that having children was the real key to immortality, for as long as the family line carries on, all who went before still lived.  Relith truly believed that.  He planned to start training his son in the Computer Security business as soon he was old enough.  Indeed, he had his son’s entire education plan already worked out.  And, if he had a daughter, well, he had that planned out as well.  After all, being a Cerean often meant being able to look at both sides of an issue equally, and planning for both eventualities.


“May I hold him, Doctor,” Relith asked.


The doctor nodded as he handed the bundle of cloth that was wrapped around his child to him.  His child.  He finally had a child.  It hadn’t been easy, as his wife had never been able to carry a child to term before.  It was as if the universe had conspired against him having children.  What had he ever done against the universe?  He had done what he was supposed to.  He had always been a good boy, learning the lessons taught him and gladly accepting the training his father had given him and joining the family business when he was of age.  He had married a decent wife and worked hard, and when his father was unable to carry on the business, he took over, like he was expected to do.


He looked down into the deep blue eyes of his child.  The child was looking all around him, his eyes taking in every detail.  Already, his child was showing inquisitiveness, a desire to know all that was going on around him.  Awareness and an attention to detail will serve him well in the business, where trouble could lurk in the tiniest detail being out of place.  Yes, he will be a worthy successor to him.  He would carry the family line on, and do it well.  Relith knew this to be so, deep down in his bones.  He was happy.

“Relith, have you decided on a name for the boy?”


Relith smiled, as he & his wife had discussed this at length, coming up with a name for a boy & a name for a girl.  A name worthy of his heir.


“Yes…his name will be Talek.”


“There must be some mistake,” Relith stated, his anger barely being contained.

The human in front of him, who had identified himself as Darin Kolu, calmly stood in front of him, totally at rest.  His expression had hardly changed ever since he entered Relith’s apartment, bearing the hated document that threatened his family…his future.


“There is no mistake.  He has tested positive as being strong with the Force, and by Republic Law, is to be taken into the care of the Jedi,” Darin said, folding his arms across each other, his distinctive brown robe hanging loosely on his form.

“And if I refuse to turn him over…”

“Then you will be placed under arrest for interfering with the business of the Republic, which will also result in heavy fines against you.  And, we will still have your son,” calmly stated, showing not even the slightest hint of irritation, just giving a statement of fact.


“And if we run away…”


“We will find you,” Darin calmly stated, leveling his hard gaze at Relith.


“What if we hide…?”

“We will find you,” Darin stated again.


“He’s my only son.  My wife is unable to bear anymore and we were lucky just to get him.  How can you do this to us?  Don’t you have any FEELINGS?”


Darin sighed as he replied, “You have my sympathies, Relith.  But those with the ability to use the Force are rare, and must learn how to properly use it from an early age, or they can be a danger to all.  So, I must take him.  The question you have to answer is whether it is done the easy way or the hard way.  It’s easier on all if it’s done the easy way, but the choice is yours.”

A half hour later, Darin walked out of Relith’s apartment carrying Relith’s hopes & dreams in his arms, leaving behind two devastated Cereans.

Part III: Youngling

“Concentrate, younglings.  Feel the force flowing through you.”

Talek closed his eyes and concentrated like Master Yoda had taught him to.  He felt the weight of the blast helmet on his head, a little tight considering his Cerean head was a little larger than the normal humanoid’s head.  He tried to reach out with the Force, searching for the remote that he heard whisking around him.  He felt a tremor in the Force and brought his Lightsaber around, but missed and felt the sting of the remote’s Blaster bolt.

“Focus on the Force, you must.  Feel it, all around you.”

Talek took another deep breath and concentrated once more.  He once again felt the remote flying all about him.  He focused some more, sensing for the moment when the remote will release its bolt of shock again.  He pulls his Lightsaber around to block it, but once again misses and feels his sting.

“Enough, that is today,” Master Yoda’s raspy voice stated.  “Go and meditate before dinner.”


Talek takes off his helmet and starts rubbing the parts of his body where the bolts hit him.  While not lethal, they do sting quite a bit.  He looks around at his fellow younglings, all Jedi children who have been raised by the Jedi Order.  This group of younglings is more than his friends, they are his family and the ones he is closest to.  And quite a few of them are nursing stings of their own.  But then, today was the first day of Lightsaber training, and it is well known among all the youngsters that Lightsaber learning was a painful experience at first.

He studies the various other younglings more closely, trying to get a better idea how they all fared. His closest friend, Kevan, a baby-faced young boy with bushy red hair wasn’t rubbing any part of his body, but was more focused on the Lightsaber in his hand, examining it in great detail, the same amount of detail that Talek often examined people and circumstances around him.  He noticed that Te, a young neatly groomed boy with jet black hair and lightly dark skin, had noticed what Kevan was doing and had started examining his own Lightsaber.  In the social make-up of the Younglings caste, Kevan and Te were rivals.  Each was the leader of their group of friends in the caste.  While technically he was considered apart of Kevan’s group because of his close friendship with the young red-headed boy, he was generally regarded as a neutral party and often mediated disputes between the two groups.

He glanced at some of the other younglings.  The only other one not really paying any heed to stings was Korlaww, but considering he was a Wookie, that was probably more to ignoring the pain than skill with the Lightsaber.  Kendomar, an Ithorian with a distinctive head that often gave them the nickname of Hammerheads, had his eyes closed with one hand on a sting, and Talek could feel the Force flowing through him.  It was already well known among the Younglings that Kendomar had a talent for the healing uses of the Force.  Sa-Ji, who was Te’s right-hand girl, and a striking young girl with black hair, dark skin, and piercing emerald eyes, was rubbing her arm, but seem to have fared better than most.  He noticed there were some who hadn’t faired as well, most notably was Morgan, a young human boy with dark brown hair, who was sitting on the ground trying to shake off the effects of multiple stings.  Talek went over to Morgan, offering him a hand to help him up.  Morgan took it and Talek pulled him to his feet.  

“I guess I let quite a few bolts through,” Morgan muttered.


“Comes in time, Improvement,” Yoda said from behind Talek.  “Path of Guardian, not for all, though.”


“Yes, Master Yoda,” both Talek and Morgan said.


“Go.  Meditate on this, you will,” Yoda firmly said, leaving no room for doubt on what he wanted them to do.


Talek & Morgan ran off to catch up with the rest of the Younglings that had already left.


The Younglings dormitory was a big circular room with bunk beds around the wall with bunks enough for sixteen younglings.  There was the main entrance hall jutting out of the circle, with a room for a Dorm Monitor, who was usually a young teenage Jedi awaiting a Master to become a Padawan to.  Opposite of the main entrance hall was a lounge for the younglings to go for relaxation and to socialize.  On the two side points of the circle from the main entrance hall was a hallway, each with four rooms on either side of the hall.  These were the Younglings meditation chambers, where they go and meditate on the Force.  Though, they are also used as a place for a youngling to go when they just wanted to be alone.

Today, they were all in use for meditating, as per Master Yoda’s instruction.  And not one of them would dare to go against that instruction, for they knew Master Yoda would know if they were meditating or not.  They didn’t know how he would know; only that he would know.  Talek was sitting cross-legged on a cushion in his meditation chamber, the lights at a very low level, his eyes closed.  He was doing as Master Yoda had taught, letting himself go and becoming one with the Force.  Once a youngling can do that, often, they discover their first talent and it is the one that they will be strongest in.  Kendomar had done that and discover his aptitude in the healing aspects of the Force.  Kevan had told him that he touches the Force best when performing physical exercise, and felt most comfortable accessing the physical enhancement aspects of the Force.  Strangely, he had heard from Sa-Ji the same thing about Te.  As of yet, Talek hadn’t discovered his.

He concentrated, letting himself go into the Force.  As he did, he felt warmth all around him, and though his eyes were closed, he saw a great ball of Light that he knew instinctively was the Force.  He reached for the ball of Light, and the Light enveloped him in a flash.

He was standing in one of the lower sections of Coruscant, not far from the Jedi Temple.  It was dark, except for the light of some Holos playing in the sky nearby.  He saw the date on one of the Holos and he realized it was late in the night, but it was today’s date.  He saw a Cerean, one of the same race as Talek, with the distinctive cone-like head, creeping through the shadows.  He was making his ways through the underbelly of Coruscant, looking a little nervous, from what Talek could see.  Talek felt a compulsion to follow this Cerean, though he knew not why.  As he followed the Cerean, Talek made certain to glance at his surroundings, taking note of all the details.  He noticed a shadow on a level above him and seemed to be trailing the Cerean.

A figure stepped out of the shadows in front of the Cerean.  The Cerean stopped, glancing nervously all-around him.  The figure stepped forward into the light, revealing himself to be a rough looking human, with an auburn beard and penetrating brown eyes.  Another figure stepped out behind him, a young teenaged girl with a dirty face, grime filled strawberry blond hair, yet perceptive, but submissive emerald eyes.  She nervously looked around at the ground while the man stepped forward to the Cerean.

“You have the money,” the man said.


The Cerean nodded as he pulled a credit stick out of his pocket and handed it over to the man.  The man pulled out a reader from his pocket and inserted the credit stick.  He looked at the readout and let out a low whistle.  He pulled the credit stick out and handed it over to the teenage girl.

“Krys, please take this with you to the safe house and wait for me there.”


The girl nodded and ran off, almost tripping over a crack in the ground as she ran off.  The man turned back to the Cerean, who was still looking around anxiously, yet there was a glimmer of anticipation in his movements.  The man smiled.

“You must want your son back pretty badly to pay such a large sum.”


The Cerean looked at the man anxiously.

“You accepted payment as agreed upon, so when are we going to get my son?”


The man smiled.

“There has been a change of plan, as breaking into the Jedi Temple is my idea of suicide,” the man said.


The Cerean opened his mouth to raise protest, when the man nodded and a blaster bolt ripped through the Cerean.  Talek looked up to where the bolt had come from, to see the shadow on the level above revealed to be another human, this one wearing a black mask and carrying a blaster rifle, the barrel still smoking.  The Cerean fell to the ground, the black scorch mark on the back of his head still sizzling.  The man above nodded to the man below and turned and stalked off.  The man below checked the Cerean’s body, grabbing another credit stick off the body.  He then turned and walked off calmly.

There was another flash of white light and Talek’s eyes opened wide, to find himself back in his Meditation Chamber.  Talek heaved a couple of deep breaths.   That poor man, thought Talek.  Why did the Force show me that ghastly scene?  What was the reason?

Talek got up and walked back into the dormitory, still shaken by what he saw.  The other Younglings were in the lounge, chatting away.  How long had he been in his meditative trance?  He glanced at the dormitory clock, seeing what time it was.  It was late afternoon and he had only been meditating a couple of hours.

Wait, Talek thought, the time on the Holos in my vision was for later tonight.  It must have been a vision of the future.

Talek realized at that moment what his special talent was.  But, even more important, he knew what he had to do, even if it got him in trouble.


“Why are we doing this again?” Kevan whispered to Talek as they crept up to the dormitory door as quietly as they could.  It was after lights out, so the dormitory was dark.

“Because he will die if we don’t do something,” Talek responded.  “Why would the Force show me this vision unless I was to do something about it?  It doesn’t make sense otherwise.”


“Talek had a vision?” a third voice said from behind them.


Talek and Kevan both jumped and turned around to see Te behind them, following them.


“What are you doing here?” Kevan muttered.


“One could ask you the same question,” Te shot back.

“We don’t have time for your usual bickering,” Talek shot at both of them.  Then, to Te, “We are going to save the life of a Cerean I saw in a vision from the Force this afternoon.  We could use your help, Te.”

Kevan seethed for a moment, and then nodded.  Te smiled before responding, “What do you need from me?”

Talek sighed and said, “Just be quiet while I open the door.”


Talek looked at the computer lock and punched in a few numbers and the door slid open.

“How did you…” Te started to say.


“I read about it on the nets,” Talek responded.  For some reason he couldn’t explain, computer security systems have always fascinated him.  He thought about asking Master Yoda about it, but thought better of it.  He never knew when he might need to use the knowledge, and best to not let anyone know about it.


They crept out the door, with Talek closing it and sealing it behind them.  They were now in the Main Dormitory Hallway.  Doors on each side of the hallway lead to other Youngling Dormitories, similar to the one they just came from and lived in.  Quietly as they could, the crept down the hallway.  They stopped at the last door before the lifts that would take them down to the bottom floor and the exit of the Jedi Temple.

“Why are you stopping?” Kevan asked.


Talek looked at the computer lock on the door next to them.  He started punching in a code on the lock.


“We are going to need a little more help,” he said as the door opened, revealing a little storage closet, lined with shelves filled with Lightsabers.


“Grab the regular Lightsabers that the older kids have, as the Training ones we use might not be enough,” Talek said.


Kevan and Te both nodded and each of them grabbed a Lightsaber before Talek locked the closet shut again.  They crept over to the lift, got in a lift car, and started down to the bottom of the Temple and out into Coruscant.


After they had entered the lift, two figures step out of the shadows at the far end of the hallway.  One was a tall human, wearing the traditional brown robes of a Jedi Master.  His head was topped with brown hair and sported a brown beard.  Next to him was the significantly smaller form of Master Yoda, also wearing the traditional robes of a Jedi Master, leaning heavily against his gimmer stick.

“I don’t like this, Master Yoda,” Jedi Master Darin Kolu stated.  “Letting those Younglings go like that.  It’s dangerous for them.”

Yoda sighed.  “The will of the Force at work here, I sense.  Trust in it, we must.”


Darin nodded as he responded, “Yes, Master Yoda.”


“Go, you must.  Follow them.  Keep them safe, you must.  But, let them do what they must.”

“Yes, Master Yoda,” Darin said once more before heading down the hallway to the lifts to follow the wayward Jedi Younglings.


“This is the area I saw in my vision,” Talek stated calmly.  They were on an overhang overlooking an alley in the lower portions of Coruscant.  It was dimly lit except for the light of the Holos up above.  Talek looked at the Holos and noticed the time of his vision was fast approaching.  It was Te who first noticed anything.

“I see a man lurking on the level below us,” he said.

Talek looked down and saw a man creeping along the level, staying low and for the most part, out of sight from anyone below.  Slung over his shoulder was a Blaster Rifle, like the one he had saw in his vision.  The man was focused on something further down, and was not even paying attention to above him.  Looking further down, he saw the Cerean making his way through the alley.


“We don’t have much time,” Talek whispered.  “The man with the rifle is the one who will kill him.  We must stop him.”

They quickly, yet quietly made their way down to the level the man with the rifle was on.  They crept out onto the walkway and saw the man already in position with his rifle aimed down towards the Cerean.  Below, Talek could see the other man handing the Credit Stick to the teenage girl while saying, “Krys, please take this with you to the safe house and wait for me there.”

Ahead of him, Kevan and Te were creeping up on the man.  Below, he heard the young girl, Krys, running off, stumbling over a crack as she went.  Kevan, hearing the sound of the stumble, gasped, thinking for a second that the sound had been made by one of them.  The man turned, saw the Younglings sneaking up on him, and swung his Blaster Rifle towards the young Jedi Padawans.  Kevan and Te immediately ignited their blades, getting them up just in time to deflect the shots that spewed out of the instrument of death.

“You must want your son back pretty badly to pay…” the man below started when he heard the shots of Blaster Fire above.  He looked up and saw the two glowing blades of light, the traditional weapon of the Jedi, without being able to make out who was actually wielding them.


“A Trap!” he yelled as he pulled out his Blaster Pistol, leveling it at the Cerean.


“Nooooo, I don’t like the Jedi!  Why would I…” the Cerean started, before the pistol let out a bolt of energy, piercing the chest of the Cerean.


“Noooooooooooooo,” yelled Talek as he ignited his blade and leapt off the landing he was on, into the alley below, before he realized exactly what he was doing.  He landed badly, as he felt his ankle give out on him as he landed.  Talek let out a yelp of pain as the man spun his Blaster at the newcomer who had just arrived.  He paused as he took in the sight of the young Cerean boy, limping in pain, his green blade illuminating the alley.

“You’re no Jedi,” the man stated.  “Just a little boy.”


He leveled his Blaster at the boy and grinned.

As the man was doing this, Talek closed his eyes and reached to the force, trying to sense his surroundings.  As the man’s finger pulled against the trigger, the bolt of death, not a sting, was released from its chamber, hurling towards the young Cerean Padawan’s chest.  Talek brought the emerald blade around across his chest, intercepting the bolt, reflecting it up against the wall above.  Talek’s eyes shot open in elation.  He had deflected the Blaster Bolt!  But, in his moment of joy, he had forgotten that his opponent was still up and he had lost his connection with the Force.  Cursing, he barely hurled himself to the side, barely avoiding the second bolt to come out of the man’s gun.  The man swung his Blaster towards Talek, aiming his third shot, when he heard the snap-hiss of a Lightsaber above.


Looking up, he saw the form of Jedi Master Darin Kolu, azure Lightsaber blade above his head, hurtling towards him from above.  Before he could swing his Blaster up, the blade cut through his head, his body falling limp in two halves.  Darin turned towards the young Cerean Padawan, who was momentarily frozen in shock.

“Where…” Talek started to say, before he turned as saw the Cerean lying to his side.  Talek rushed to him, turning him over to look at his face.  The Cerean was barely alive and conscious.  His eyes widen when he saw the boy kneeling over him.


“Talek?” he barely whispered.


Talek’s eyes widen and stepped back.  Darin’s eyes widen in surprise as he saw the Cerean laying there.  He knelt next to him, reaching out with his feeble skills in the Healing Arts, trying to do what he could to save the dying Cerean’s life.


“It’s no use…I…am…dying,” the Cerean gasped.


“No,” Talek cried.  “I was supposed to save you!”


Darin shot Talek a look that told him that he was to remain quiet.  He turned back to the Cerean and nodded to him.


“Take…care…of…my boy,” the Cerean sputtered out.  “He…will…get…everythiinnngggg…”

His voice died out as his spirit left his body, leaving a dead shell behind him.  Darin passed his hand over the dead Cerean’s eyes, shutting them forever.

“Who…was he?” Talek was finally able to ask.


Darin sighed, but knew he needed to know the truth.


“He was your birth father,” Darin calmly replied.


A tear welled up in his eye, as he heard Kevan and Te running up behind him whooping and hollering.


“The Team Supreme,” they cried out before they stopped, seeing the scene in front of them.  Darin shot them a look that conveyed to them the seriousness of the moment.  Talek dropped to his knees over his father, Relith, and started to cry.  Darin put his hand on Talek’s shoulder, offering what support he could lend.


“The boy?” Master Yoda asked the next day.


“He will get through this,” Darin replied.  “He never really knew his father, so the grief will pass in due time.  Yet, he was connected, as he had seen the vision of his father’s death ahead of time.”


Yoda nodded.


“A strong Precog, he is.  A very strong Precog.  Train him myself, I will, in this.”


Darin nodded, as Master Yoda was recognized as the strongest Precog in the Jedi Order, able to see threats to the Republic while they were still in their infancy.


“A great Jedi, I foresee in him,” Yoda stated in a knowing tone.

Darin nodded and turned to Yoda.

“I request to take him on as a Padawan Apprentice when he is ready.”


Yoda coughed.


“Premature, I think.  Already a Padawan you have.”


Darin nodded again.

“By the time Talek is ready to become an Apprentice, Jeremiah should already have taken the trials and be a Knight in his own right.”


Yoda stood there a moment, closing his eyes, looking into a faraway place in his head.


“Very well.  When time is right, your Apprentice, he will be.”

She sat patiently in the lobby of the offices of the Intergalactic Banking Clan, squirming slightly in the nice business outfit she had bought for herself, a definite step up from the rags she had been wearing a few days before.  But, still a little bit uncomfortable.  But, she will grow into it, she was sure.

She recalled the events that led her to this point.  How she had watched from around the corner as her lover, Bren was cut down by that Jedi.  She was saddened by it, as she had really loved him, she had known it.  Sure, he had a lot of girls, but he shared her bed the most.  She was the one he entrusted with the important Credit Stick.  But, with Bren gone, there wasn’t much point in going back to the safe house.  And when she saw the amount of credits on the Stick, she knew she could truly leave her old life behind.  She had never seen that many zeroes before in her life.  That fool Cerean must’ve been real desperate for whatever it was that Bren was supposed to have done.


So, now it was time for her to create a new life for herself, a better life.  But, she had to be careful.  She had to blend into the background, camouflage herself, so she wouldn’t be noticed.  Like a…

“Mr. Hill will see you now, Miss…”


Krys Rizzo looked up at the secretary, looking at her directly, with authority and a newfound strength in conviction about her place in the galaxy.


“Chameleon.  And that’s Lady Chameleon to you.”

Part IV: Jeremiah

Talek awoke once more from his trance, picking up his journal next to him, and furiously started to write down what he saw before the details faded.  Master Yoda had recommended he do this while teaching him how to better see events in the future, as well as in faraway places.  That was many years ago, when he was still learning how to view the future, but he found it an excellent practice and continued to do it.

He finished writing his observations down and stood up and walked out of the meditation chamber.  As he walked through the corridors, in search of his Master Darin Kolu, his mind wandered back to his visions.  He always searched out the future during his daily meditations, in hopes of finding the proper path the Force wished for him to take.  Today, he had decided to stretch out his awareness as far in the future as he could go.  And, he hit a wall.


A big dark wall in the Force blocked him from going any further than he was able to.  A darkness on the Force, shrouding the future.  It was still pretty far distant in the future, but it was causing ripples in the Force.  The closer to the shroud he had gone, the more clouded the future became.  Where once he was able to clearly see the future in sharp focus, like when he had witnessed the death of his father that first time, it now became blurred and fragmented.  He could only grab a piece here and a piece there.  But, today, two images, faces really, became sharp and clear to him.  He could see the faces clearly and make out every detail of the faces.  He knew them, yet he didn’t know them.  One was a young human, blond hair with roguish good looks.  And he seemed to be surrounded by a lot of weapons, including Lightsabers.  The other he could see was clearly a Jedi, yet of a race he had never seen before.  The skin had a leathery look to it, with a snout, like a duck, and two really long and floppy ears.  His blues eyes extended on stalks from the side of the head.  And, he could tell, that this alien could move very well and use the Lightsaber well.

He stopped outside of his Master’s quarters, putting out the thoughts of these two individuals and the mystery they represented for another time.  Now was time for the here and now, and his training session with his Master.  As he entered his Master’s apartment, he found him staring out the window at the vast cityscape that made up the surface of Coruscant.  The expression on his face, which normally exuded a calm front, was twisted in expressions of confusion and doubt.


“Master, is something wrong?” Talek inquired.


Jedi Master Darin Kolu turned and regarded his Padawan, a smile forming on his face.


“It is good to see you progressing so well, Talek,” he stated.  “Soon, you will be ready for the Trials.”


The Trials!  He could only hope.  Kevan and Te had recently passed the Trials themselves, always pushing each other to be better.  It’s funny to think they had once been rivals, but after that night where they worked together to take down the shooter who was going to kill his father, they had become close friends.  Even closer friends than Kevan and Talek had been.  They had started sparring constantly, their skills complementing each other well, while at the same time pushing each other to be better than what they had been.  There was talk around the Temple that they could be the finest Jedi Swordsmen since Master Dooku.  Yet, even as he thought about the possibility of the trials, he noticed that there was still pain in his Master’s eyes.

“Something troubles you, Master,” Talek calmly stated.

The smile disappeared, returning to form of a frown, as he nodded.


“Perceptive as always, Talek,” Darin stated.  “The Jedi Counsel has given us a disturbing mission.  It is a mission in which I will need your investigative skills to carry out.”

“What is it, Master?” Talek asked.

“A few hours ago, a Republic Trading Transport was hit in Coruscant’s outer sectors while on approach into Coruscant.  It was carrying some rare and valuable gems purchased from the Corporate Sector.”

“Pirates, Master?” Talek asked.


“You would think, except for this recording from the Security Cameras,” Darin stated as he waved his hand at the wall panel on the far wall.  On the screen, the image of a doorway on a space transport appeared.  A few seconds passed and glow appeared on the door, like that made from a cutting torch.  Except the cutting was happening very fast.


“Master, is this an accelerated playback?” Talek asked.


Darin shook his head and pointed to the screen.  The cut was just getting completed, followed by the door falling into the chamber.  Darin waved his hand again and the playback froze.


“Master, it can’t be,” Talek exclaimed.


On the screen, the image of a man, wearing brown leathers and rugged brown hair, was standing in the doorway.  He had the beginnings of a beard, and in his right hand, he held the glowing emerald blade of a Lightsaber.  It was Jeremiah, Darin’s first Padawan.


“Here are the gems you wanted.”


Jeremiah stood at the side of Docking Bay 73, the hot twin suns beating down on him.  He stood there defiantly, showing that a little heat wasn’t going to bother him, though the streets of Mos Eisley was quite deserted at this time of the day, most sane beings seeking the comfort of shade and protection from the noontime suns.  The only sign of protection he wore was a dusty brown bolero hat, which shaded his eyes from the glaring light of the twin suns.  He was a Jedi, or had been until recently, and his force of will was among the strongest in the galaxy.  And, the Force was with him.  At his side, a container containing the gems sat, awaiting delivery to the individual Jeremiah was speaking to. 


Across from him, in the shade of the Docking Bay entrance, was a young woman in her mid-twenties, wearing shoulder length strawberry blond hair, and with perceptive emerald eyes.  She was wearing a stylish, yet functional white jumpsuit, the zipper pulled down to reveal a bit of her cleavage.  In a holster on her hip, she wore a Blaster Pistol.  At her side were two men, both with alert eyes and hands ready to go to their blasters in an instant.  Behind her was another man wearing a shoulder harness cage, inside a tiny lizard like creature laid lazily on a metal bar that ran across the cage.

As the party approached Jeremiah, he started feel a little queasy, as the Force seemed to abandon him all of a sudden.  He looked at the woman, who seemed to be studying him intently, then, as if she could see the reaction going on inside of him, nodded to herself.  He straightened himself up, pulling on his willpower to make himself appear as if nothing was wrong.


“Show them to me,” she stated in a calm, yet authoritative voice, for she knew she held all the cards here.  Jeremiah nodded and flipped open the case.  Inside were gems of many colors and sizes, all seemed to be sparkling under the light of the twin suns.  She nodded her approval and motioned a guard forward to take the case.  As he bent over to pick up the case, the snap-hiss of a Lightsaber was heard, as the emerald blade was between the guard and the case.  Jeremiah looked at the woman directly in the eye, his intense and focused gaze striking into her.

“My payment,” he stated calmly.


The woman smiled and pulled a datapad from out of her jumpsuit and handed it over to Jeremiah.  Jeremiah looked at it and smiled.

“I would like to point out that he was only hired to kill her,” the woman stated with a glint in her eyes and a devilish smile on her face.  “If you agree to do another job, I can track down who hired him and why.”

Jeremiah glanced up from the datapad, his eyes once again meeting hers.  The Lightsaber blade, that was still blocking the guard’s path, disappeared, allowing the guard to pick up the chest full of gems.

“This will do for now,” he stated firmly, as he tucked the datapad into his brown leather coat.  “But, I may call on your services again in the near future, Lady Chameleon.”


Lady Chameleon bowed her head, snapped her fingers, and retreated back into the Docking Bay, her gems in tow.  Jeremiah, the Force returning to him upon her departure, turned around and started walking away towards his own Docking Bay and the Ryzer’s Edge.

Jeremiah stepped into Docking Bay 94, and looked once more onto the form of the Ryzer’s Edge.  It was the ship of his friend and partner, Dylan Ryzer.  After leaving the Jedi Order because he had fell in love with Lyza Ryzer, Dylan’s sister, he partnered with Dylan, a fledgling Bounty Hunter, and they became a Bounty Hunting team.  Dylan had the ship and knowledge of the ways of the Underworld, while Jeremiah had the skills of a Jedi.  They were a successful team, usually taking Bounties on Fugitives of the Law, at Jeremiah’s request.  At least until the price they had both recently taken.

As Jeremiah took a couple steps towards the Ryzer’s Edge, with its distinctive beak like nose and it’s swept forward wings, giving it the appearance of a predatory bird, a figure stepped down the ramp.  Jeremiah smiled.

“Dylan,” he called out.  “I have the…”


His voice died out as he recognized the figure stepping out from underneath the Ryzer’s Edge.  The tall, muscular figure, whose form was only hidden by the brown robes that draped over him.  The robes of a Jedi.

“Jeremiah,” he stated calmly.


Jeremiah turned to see another figure had slipped in through the door behind him, a Cerean also wearing the robes of a Jedi.  Jeremiah turned back to Darin Kolu.


“Master Kolu,” he said with a faint smile.  “What brings you to Tatooine, which last time I checked, was outside the Republic.”

Master Kolu continued, ignoring that last comment.

“I’ve spoken with your friend, Dylan.  He told me what had happen to your wife and you have my sympathy…”


“Sympathy!” Jeremiah cried.  “I don’t want your Sympathy!  I want the head of the one who killed my wife!”


Darin shook his head.

“Listen to yourself.  The path you are talking about is the one that leads to the Dark Side.”


Jeremiah lowered his head and nodded.

“I know and I try to fight it…but it’s hard.”


Darin’s eyes soften, as he clearly saw the pain that was going through his old Padawan.  He took a couple steps towards Jeremiah, his hand outstretched.

“You can still turn away from the Dark Path you are following.  Return with me to…”


Darin stopped, his eyes widening in fear.  Jeremiah looked up at Darin, straightening himself up to his full height, exuding an aura of confidence…and fright.  His eyes, if one could look closely at them, showed an inner sense of sorrow and regret.


“I’m sorry, Master,” Jeremiah stated with a tinge of guilt in his voice, while drawing and igniting his emerald blade.  “But, it’s already too late for me.”

Jeremiah heard the snap-hiss of a Lightsaber behind him, turned around, and pushed out with the Force against Talek, sending him flying back against the outer wall of the Docking Bay.  Jeremiah turned back, his emerald blade clashing against Darin’s azure blade.  Darin jumped back a little in fright, his eyes seeing Jeremiah’s cold blue eyes bore into him, the waves of terror emanating from him into Darin.

“As you can see, Master,” Jeremiah coldly stated, “the Dark Side has given me new strength to carry out the task that I must do.”


Jeremiah swung around with his Lightsaber, Darin barely able to bring his blade up to block.  Jeremiah came on hard again, with Darin barely able to defend once more.  The onslaught continued, Jeremiah pressing hard, not allowing Darin a chance to launch a counterattack.  Finally, Darin’s defenses collapsed, and with one cut, Jeremiah’s blade cut off Darin’s arm.  Darin collapsed in shock, looking up at Jeremiah standing over him.

“I’m truly sorry about this,” Jeremiah softly spoke.  “Master,” he added.


“Not as sorry as I am,” Darin replied.


And with that, Jeremiah drove his blade through Darin’s heart, killing him instantly.


“Nooooooooooo,” cried Talek from behind Jeremiah.

Jeremiah turned to block Talek’s azure blade, so similar to his Master’s blade.


“Leave me be, or suffer Darin’s fate,” Jeremiah stated cold, a vicious smile forming as waves of terror floated towards Talek.

Talek ignored the fear-inducing effects of the Force that Jeremiah was emanating, a fire hotter than fear burning within him.  Talek slashed with his blade again, Jeremiah blocking, but concern forming on his face.  Talek wasn’t succumbing to the effects of the Fear, but was instead coming on even stronger.  Jeremiah started to pull back from Talek towards the ship, realizing that his fight with Darin had tired him, and that this mad Jedi in front of him might be able to defeat him.

Jeremiah tried to launch a counterattack, which Talek was able to block.  But Talek was out of position, and Jeremiah was able to reverse around and bring his emerald blade in for a killing blow.  Talek brought his hand around, immersing himself in the Force as he did.  The Lightsaber blade struck his hand, but instead of cutting into Talek’s hand, using the Force, Talek was able to draw the energy of the attack into his body, using its energy to replenish his tired body.  It wasn’t easy, but Talek drew deeply on the Force and was able to pull it off.


Jeremiah’s eyes widened in shock at the sight of this Jedi holding his Lightsaber blade in his hand.  Talek’s eyes shot up and met Jeremiah’s, and in that moment, Jeremiah knew he was lost.  With his other hand, azure blade still ignited in it, Talek thrust up and impaled Jeremiah.  Talek clicked his blade off as Jeremiah fell to the ground…dead.

Talek stood there for a moment, his breathing heavy, and his mind in shock.  He looked at the man he had just killed, and wondered what had come over him.  Then, he knew.  He had given in to his anger, had tasted the Dark Side of the Force.  He looked down at his hands, both of them trembling.  He closed his eyes and cleared his mind.  He felt a taint on his soul, the taint of the Dark Side, and it sicken him.  He opened his eyes and looked once more on his Master’s former Padawan, and then at his Master’s dead body.  This was the legacy the Dark Side brought.  Pain and Suffering.

“Never again will I draw on the Dark Side,” he vowed to himself.

He then heard the whine of a starship engine, seeing the form of the Ryzer’s Edge lifting off the ground and up into the mid-afternoon sky of Tatooine.  Mr. Dylan Ryzer must’ve gotten himself free.  So be it.  After all, Jeremiah was correct about one thing; this wasn’t Republic space, so there was no point in trying to have arrested him.  And the main point of concern for the Jedi, Jeremiah himself, had been taken care of, if at a cost.  So, let Dylan Ryzer and his family go.  And hope he has the good sense to stay out of Republic space for a good long time.


Talek was about to turn and get something to carry his Master’s and Jeremiah’s bodies back to the ship when he stopped.  For some reason he couldn’t understand, he knelt down next to Jeremiah’s body and pulled his Lightsaber from his dead fingers.  He ignited it, the emerald blade popping into existence, and made a couple of slashes with it.  He turned it off and clipped it to his belt, not really understanding why he felt he needed to take it.

The Ryzer’s Edge soared up higher and higher until it was leaving Tatooine’s atmosphere for the vacuum of space.  Dylan Ryzer sat at the controls, rubbing his black beard, gazing at the planet below.  Next to him, in the co-pilot’s seat, sat Sharina, his significant other, his other half.  She had freed him from his rope bonds after the Jedi had left.  They had been reluctant to tie her up, as somebody needed to keep an eye on young baby David, who Dylan had told the Jedi was his son.  A little white lie to protect the lad.

Dylan looked back at little baby David, sleeping peacefully in his child restraint chair, little wisps of blond hair already appearing on his head.  He smiled at the little baby, slightly envious of him, who was blissfully unaware of what was going on around him.  Dylan turned back to the cockpit window, taking one more look at Tatooine, the place where he had lost his friend.


“I will always remember you and I will be back to visit this place again,” Dylan muttered to himself.


Sharina looked over at him, having been busy calculating the coordinates for the jump to Lightspeed.  The look of concern on her face was quite evident.  This had been a rough year for Dylan, first losing his sister, & now his brother-in-law and friend.  They had both saw the Jedi strike Jeremiah down as they were getting the ship ready for a fast getaway.  She put her hand on his shoulder.

“We have to go, Dylan,” she softly said to him.  “The Jedi must have had a ship somewhere in port and is probably gearing up to pursue us.”

Dylan nodded and turned back toward his controls in front of him.  The coordinates for the jump to Lightspeed were entered.  He reached for the handles that would activate the Hyperdrive and send them hurtling into Hyperspace.

“Goodbye Jeremiah Kane.  My friend, my partner, and my brother-in-law.”

Dylan pulled the handles and the Ryzer’s Edge disappeared into the void of Hyperspace.

Part V: The Gungan

Five individuals, their appearance blurred to his vision, surrounded the being that Talek had since learned was a Gungan.  One of the two individuals who figured prominently in his visions.  This one Talek knew was a Jedi, and well skilled with the lightsaber.  Sometimes Talek saw him with the other blond hair, roguish looking human, but this time, the Gungan was alone.  Well, not exactly alone.  His companion, whose appearance was also blurred, had already fallen, leaving this Gungan to face these five individuals alone.  All of them armed with Lightsabers.

The Gungan burst into action, moving with grace and poised.  His every action was measured, filled with skill and natural ability.  He hadn’t seen anyone moving like him since watching Kevan and Te spar with each other.  He quickly engaged one, maneuvering his around his opponent’s defenses, running him through with his Lightsaber, before, ducking out of the way of another opponent’s Lightsaber.  The Gungan danced around his opponents, blocking a Lightsaber here, dodging another there, and moving with grace and skill.  There were a few close calls, but he was able to dodge injury.  His opponents were not faring as well.  While they had numbers on their side, and they were wearing the Gungan down, the Gungan had tremendous skill and ability, and an incredible reserve of stamina.  And, the Force was with the Gungan.  That much, even through this hazy vision, Talek knew for certain.


So entranced with the fluidity of the Gungan’s movements, his skill with the Lightsaber that Talek hadn’t noticed that all of the Gungan’s opponents but one had fallen.  The Gungan blocked an attacked easily enough, jumped another attack, found a hole, and stabbed his Lightsaber through his opponent’s heart.  As his opponent fell, the Gungan snapped his Lightsaber off, breathing heavily, tired from his hard-fought battle.  He looked at all of his fallen opponents, a look of amazement, as well as sadness in his eyes.  Talek realized that the killing pained this Gungan.  He knew how to do it, but it still weighed heavily on him.  A good trait in a Jedi.  The Gungan turned to his fallen comrade and…

“Master”, a voice called out.


Talek’s eyes shot open, and he once again found himself in his cabin aboard a Star Liner he had booked passage on.  In front of him was a young teenage girl, her brown hair cut short except for the one tiny braid draped behind her right ear and down onto her shoulder…the mark of a Jedi Padawan.  Her brown robes covered what would be an attractive form…for a human.  The look on her face showed some concern, even though she was quite aware that Talek’s trances absorb him, taking his consciousness far from here, to another time and place.  Yet, even though she knew he was quite accomplished at it, she was always afraid that he wouldn’t return.

“Reni,” he stated calmly.


Exhaling a sigh of relief, Reni stated, “Master, we are making our final approach into Theed.”

Talek stood up, smoothing out his robes.  He opened the door and stepped out, his young Padawan following him.

“We best be as quick as we can,” Talek stated calmly.  “And hope there hasn’t been anymore victims in the time it took us to get here.”


Talek had researched Naboo, and its capital Theed, when he had been given this assignment by the Jedi Counsel, but viewing the vids of Naboo and seeing it in person were two different experiences.  The architecture of all the buildings are works of art, as the Naboo people were Artisans.  Throughout the city were canals, waterways one could rent a boat and ride along.  On one edge of the city was a huge cliff, which plummeted many meters down, which the Royal Palace sat on top of.  Over that cliff was a waterfall, which beautifully cascaded down into a pool at the very bottom.  And the landscape around Theed was very green, the forest preserved in their natural beauty.

Talek had taken all this in as the Star Liner came in for a landing at the Theed Spaceport.  As he and Reni stepped off the Liner, they were met by an older gentleman, looking to be in his 50s, his hair fully gray, and wearing the maroon and blue uniform that marked him as a member of the Naboo Security Forces.  He was standing at full attention, with two other Security Officers standing behind him, both at attention as well.  As he spotted the two Jedi disembarking, he stepped forward; hand outstretched, and greeted them.

“Master Jedi,” he stated with a lot of formality in his voice.  “I am Captain Cornelius Andersen, Commander of her Majesty Queen Arellia’s Security Forces.”

Talek nodded his head as he responded.  “I am Jedi Master Talek, and this is my Padawan, Reni Callon.”

Reni nodded her head as Talek introduced her.


Captain Andersen nodded his head to her before turning back to Talek.

“I’m afraid there has been another death,” he said as he turned towards the exit, Talek and Reni following.


“When did it happen?” Talek asked calmly.

“Last night,” he responded.  “There were two victims; Lord and Lady Saen, prominent members of the nobility here in Theed.  In fact, Lord Saen was rumored to be considering running for King in the next elections.”

Talek turned his head and regarded the Captain.


“All the murders up to now have been ranchers out away from the cities,” Talek stated.  “Are you saying that there has now been one here in Theed itself?”


Captain Andersen nodded his head solemnly.

“Are you sure it’s the same perpetrator?” Talek asked.


“Victims died of asphyxiation,” Captain Andersen replied, “yet there is no mark on their throat of being choked.”

Talek nodded his head.


“I need to see the crime scene,” he said.  “But this does seem to be a perplexing mystery, but one I hope to get to the bottom of.”


Talek stepped out of the speeder to be greeted with the sight of a plush residence, with green vines lining the rounded entry archway.  The scene was filled with many blue and maroon garbed Security Officers, all of them busy in processing the crime scene inside.  Off to one side, Talek noticed a little blond hair girl being tended to by a female Security Officer, tears filling her eyes.

“Who is she,” Talek asked, indicating the girl.


Captain Andersen looked where Talek was indicating and nodded.


“That is the daughter of the victims,” he stated.  “Her name is Karena.   We are currently trying to locate a relative to take care of her.”


Talek took a moment to process the information before continuing.


“Is she a witness?” he asked.


Captain Andersen shook his head.


“Only in a very limited fashion,” he said to clarify.  “She hid in the closet and escaped the notice of the assailant.  But, she wasn’t able to give any information either, except that he seemed to come in through the balcony.”


With that, he pointed up to a balcony on the third floor, some six meters up.  Talek looked around and at the surrounding buildings, quickly concluding that the only way to reach that balcony would be from the roof.  Talek turned back towards the entranceway and made his way inside.

Inside, the place was filled with works of art on every wall.  The crime scene was in the main room, which had two plush red couches that faced each other forming two half circles in the middle of the room.  There was a marble table in the middle, which had a couple of Datapads on it.  In one corner of the room, a tree broken in two was on the floor, a man’s dead body appearing to be the cause.  A woman, who looked to have been in her mid-thirties, laid dead on one of the couches, her skin looking to be a shade of blue.

“The male victim appears to have been thrown into that tree,” Talek observed.


Captain Andersen nodded.


“Yet, we can’t find any evidence of a struggle on him, or any evidence of the person who did this,” Captain Andersen added.  “No blood, or hairs, or anything else that could give us a DNA trace.”


Talek examined the woman’s neck, looking intently for any marks that could give him a clue how she was choked.  There was none.

“It’s almost as if she was choked from the inside,” Reni observed, making her presence known for the first time since they have arrived.

Talek turned and regarded her.


“What you suggest indicates a Force-User, my young Padawan,” Talek said sternly.


Reni swallowed before responding,” Yes, Sir.”


Talek smiled at her as he added, “And a good observation it is.”


Reni looked up, and managed a weak smile.


“Are you saying a Jedi did this,” Captain Andersen asked.


Talek turned back to Captain Andersen and shook his head.


“No Captain,” he calmly stated.  “Jedi, despite common belief, are not the only Force-Users in the Galaxy, though we are the most well-known and best established.  But, there are those who are not found by the Jedi Order, and occasionally, they succumb to the Dark Side of the Force.  It is rare, but has happened.”


Talek looked around the room once more and let out a heavy breath.

“Captain, I must ask your men to clear the room, though you may stay,” Talek calmly spoke.


The Captain looked into Talek’s eyes and nodded.  He snapped his fingers, and his men stopped what they were doing and marched out.  Talek watched the men file out and admired the efficiency of Captain Andersen’s men.  He then sat now cross-legged and closed his eyes.

“Captain, I will need you to remain quiet, as I’m going to enter a Trance, and attempt to see the events that occurred here unfold through the Force.”


Captain Andersen nodded his understanding, but Talek hadn’t noticed as he was already losing himself in the Force, reaching back in time to the moment of the crime.  It was similar to seeing the Future, but actually a little easier.  The past had already happened, and was locked in stone, while the future was always in motion.

He reached out towards the ball of Light that was the Force, noticing the dark spot on the Force had grown some, as it had been steadily doing for as long as he had reached out to the Force in this way.  The darkness was growing, and with it, the Jedi’s powers were diminishing.  He had been attempting to investigate this rise in the Dark Side when he could, but events kept diverting attention to more immediate concerns, this Murder Investigation being the latest.  The request for Jedi Intervention in this case had come from Senator Palpatine, Naboo’s Senator to the Galactic Senate.  In fact, he had requested Talek specifically, due to his reputation as one of the Order’s finer Investigators.  Talek couldn’t blame the Senator, though, as he is only trying to do all in his power to help his constituents.  In fact, Talek could admire the man for taking this kind of interest in the ones he represents.

Talek then put all thoughts of Senators and disturbances in the Force out of his head, as he reached back, sensing the flow of the Force, following it back until he felt a moment of darkness in this place…a moment of tragedy.  And Talek was standing in the Main Room again, the tree in the corner standing up straight, and its limbs unbroken.  Sitting on the couch, the man and the woman sat frozen in time in mid laugh.  Talek glanced over at the staircase leading upstairs to the bedrooms and entertainment rooms, noticing a shadow upstairs.

Time started up around Talek, as he noticed the man & the woman finish their laughing, probably at some joke one of them had told.  Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the shadow moving down the stairs, his form definitely not human.  As it was about to reach the light of downstairs, it moved out of the shadow at blinding speed, catching the humans off guard.  The man rose to meet their attacker, but with the wave of the attacker’s hand, the man went flying across the room, crashing into the tree in the corner.


As the creature turned towards the woman, Talek gasped as he recognized the form of a Gungan.  Not the Gungan he had seen in his visions, but it was a Gungan.  He had read up on them when he had gotten this assignment, as they were the native sentient race on Naboo.  They were a reclusive race, content to live in their underwater cities and having nothing to do with the Humans who had settled the surface.  Talek was quite surprised at this, as he knew from his visions that a Jedi was going to come from this race.  Events in the future that he was unaware of must change the Gungan’s outlook.  Or, perhaps it was something else.  But that was a mystery for another time.


This Gungan reached out his hand towards the woman and she started to choke.  While repulsed by the act, Talek was fascinated by this application of the Force, as he hadn’t even considered it possible.  Something he will have to remember if he ever encounters any Dark Force-User with this ability, or even this particular Gungan.  And, he will need to start contemplating unconventional uses of the Force if he was to better defend himself from the Dark Side.  He had tasted the Dark side once, and never again.

The woman finally collapsed dead from the lack of air and the Gungan turned his attention to the unconscious man on the floor.  The man started choking in his unconscious state, struggle to get air in his lungs, but unable to because of the power of the Force.  Finally, the struggle stopped and the man was dead as well.

The Gungan turned to depart the way he came in, and passed right through where Talek was standing and stopped.  He turned his head around, looking first right, and then left.  Finally, he stated out loud, “I know yousa are here.  I can feelsa you.”


Talek muttered under his breath, “I’m going to be the one who makes you pay for this.”

The Gungan, at that moment, smiled.


“Weesa shall see,” the Gungan said.  “Weesa shall see.”


And then Talek found himself hurling through the Force again, back to his time and place.  His eyes shot open and saw that Reni and Captain Andersen were staring at him intently.  Talek stood up, and straightened out his robes.


“Did you see anything?” Captain Andersen asked.

Talek turned to him and nodded.

“Yes,” he said, still a little shaken by the experience.  “A Gungan Force-User.”


“Master, where are we going?” Reni asked, as they trudged through the Forests of Naboo, many miles away from the city of Theed.

“According to the Naboo authorities, this is the area that the Gungans seem to keep to,” Talek responded.

“And you think this Gungan we are looking for is here?” Reni asked.


“Of course not,” Talek responded.  “As I had told you, he was aware of my probing of the scene, and it probably hiding himself, even through the Force, from us, waiting for his time to come again.”


“So why are we out here looking for him?” Reni asked.

“We’re not looking for him,” Talek calmly responded.


“Then who are we looking for?” Reni asked once more.


As she finished her question, two Gungans stepped out from behind the trees and leveled their pike staffs at the two Jedi.


“Them,” calmly responded.


One of the Gungans stepped forward, keeping his pike leveled at Talek.

“Whosa you besa to trespass insa Gungan territory?” the Gungan asked.


Talek put his hands up, showing he was not making any threatening moves as he responded, “We are friends.”


The other Gungan looked at Talek and a perplexed expression crossed his face.

“Yousa are a strange looking Naboo,” he said.


“I’m not a Naboo,” Talek responded.  “I am a Cerean.”


“Yousa be an outsider,” the first Gungan said.  “Yousa be leaving now.”


Talek gave a small wave of his hand as he said, “I will leave after I finish my business.”


The first Gungan looked over at the second Gungan and said, “Hesa will leave after hesa finishes hisa business.”

The second Gungan gave his companion a confused expression.


Talek stepped forward, and waving his hand again, stated, “Perhaps I can speak with your leader about my business?”


The first Gungan turned to his companion again and stated, “Hesa should speaka to da Bosses abouta his business.”


“Are yousa insane!” the second Gungan exclaimed?  “Allowsing a Naboo to speaka to da Bosses!”

Talek waved his hand again as he stated to the second Gungan, “Then perhaps you should personally lead us to the Bosses?”

“Mesa will leada you to da Bosses!” he said as he turned back the way they had come.  The first Gungan motioned for Talek and Reni to follow, which they did.


“Whosa yousa to demanda audience!” the deep booming voice of Boss Dasha roared in the Grand Meeting Hall of the Gungan Bosses.  The walls were more like transparent force fields, that allowed one to see the depths of the sea around them and the fish swimming through it, for the Gungan city was underwater.  Boss Dasha was a big Gungan, with green skin and big brown eyes.  When he was calm, it was quite civilized and carried himself well, a well-respected member of the Gungan Community.  He was not calm at this moment.

“I never demanded an audience,” Talek replied, “only stated that I had business to discuss with you.”

Boss Dasha reared his head at the two Gungans who had lead Talek and Reni into the Gungan city, both of which were now cowering towards the back of the chamber.


“And yousa allowed this!” he bellowed.

One of the Gungans, in a voice that could barely be heard, stated, “Ita seemsa likea good idea ata time.”


Reni moved closer to Talek, who was glancing around the chamber, searching for something.

“This doesn’t seem to be going well, Master,” she whispered.


“Patience, my young Padawan,” Talek whispered back.  “I sense that we are about to accomplish our goal.”


“Would that goal have something to do with us being fed to the fishes, Master,” Reni dryly replied.


Talek let a smile on his face at that remark, though his mood got serious once again as a voice called out from the back.

“Donta besa so hard ona them, Bossa Dasha,” an older looking Gungan stated.  He was walking out onto the floor with the Jedi, with a walking staff in one hand, wearing robes with ornate symbols on it.

“Whysa not, Sassa Leepa?” Boss Dasha roared.

“Thesa be Naboo Shamans,” Sassa replied, extending his hand towards the Jedi, indicating them.  “Theysa have come to speaka to mesa.  Mesa places them under mesa’s protection.”


Boss Dasha stared at Sassa Leepa’s eyes for a second, who peered back with a hard gaze that could cut to a person’s soul.  Finally, Boss Dasha turned away, sputtering, “Shamans!  Pah!  Yousa takea them and geeta them outta mesa sight.”

“Asa yousa wish, Bossa Dasha,” Sassa Leepa said with a sly smile on his face.  He turned to Talek.  “Yousa will follow mesa.  Wesa will talka elsewhere.”


Talek nodded his head, motioning to Reni to do the same.  Sassa Leepa turned to the door and started walking to the door.  He motioned with his hand to a young Gungan, a child really, over where he had come from to follow.  The young Gungan saw the signal and practically bounced over to Sassa Leepa with all the energy of a child.

“Weesa leaving, Master?” the young Gungan asked with excitement ringing in his voice.

“Weesa having company, Rasta,” Sassa replied.  “Yousa will run home and fixa refreshments for oursa guests.”

The Rasta’s excitement seemed to drain a bit with a somewhat lackluster reply of “Yes, Master.”

He then started running off into the city, disappearing out of sight.  Sassa turned to Talek as they stepped out of the Grand Meeting Hall.  Talek was staring at the disappearing Rasta, his mind lost in thought.  Reni was looking back and forth between the Gungan child Talek had taken an interest in and Talek himself.

“Yousa recognize him?” Sassa asked.

Talek snapped out of his reverie and regarded Sassa once more.


“Meesa thought so,” Sassa continued.  “Mesa saw thisa day coming.”

Talek arched an eyebrow at this remark, as they continued to walk through the underwater city of Otoh Gunga.

“You have the gift of foresight,” Talek remarked.


Sassa sighed as he responded, “Orsa curse.”


“Then you see the growing Darkness on the Force,” Talek stated.

Sassa nodded.


“Issa that whatsa yousa call it?  Da Force?” Sassa asked.


“Yes,” Talek said.

Sassa nodded his head, absorbing the knowledge he had received.

“Who is that young Gungan?” Talek continued.  “The future is hazy and dark, yet I see him, much older, crystal clear.  Our destinies are linked somehow, that much I’m sure of.”


Sassa stopped and sat down on a bench.  As he sat down, he pulled out some paper and a writing utensil.


“Mesa getting on ina years,” Sassa explained as he started to draw on the paper.  “Mesa could usesa breather.”

Talek, who had stopped when Sassa stopped, nodded his head.

“Yousa asked abouta Rasta,” Sassa continued, as he drew some more on his paper.  “Mesa hada vision thata Rasta wenta away tosa City witha no sky.”


Talek nodded as he said, “Coruscant.”


“Hesa becama Shaman apprentice tosa her,” Sassa said as he pointed to Reni, who had been standing silently behind Talek, but who now had a look of shock on her face.

“Me,” she started, “but I’m only a Padawan?”


“But you won’t be one always,” Talek put in.  He turned back to Sassa as he asked, “You said you saw this day coming?”

“Yes,” Sassa replied, as he stopped drawing and handed the sheet of paper he was drawing on to Talek.  “Yousa will finda Jella there,” he continued, pointing to the piece of paper.  Talek looked at the piece of paper to find that a map had been drawn on it, showing the way from Otoh Gunga to another location, presumably Jella’s location.

“Jella?” Talek asked.


“Meesa former apprentice,” Sassa stated with sadness in his voice.  “Mucha anger againsta da Naboo thata onea has.  Banished, hesa was froma Otoh Gunga.”

Talek nodded his head in understanding.


“Thank you, very much, my new friend,” Talek said as he turned away.  “And May the Force be With You.”


“Maysa da Ancestors protecta yousa,” Sassa replied as Talek walked away, already following the map, Reni following behind, looking very confused.


“Aren’t we getting refreshments?” Reni asked.


“That was something to get Rasta out of the way,” Talek responded.  “Our conversation was not meant for his ears.  And we must hurry if we are to catch Jella at this location.”


“And then?” Reni asked.

“We stop him anyway we can,” Talek replied.  “Sassa told us to do as much, my young Padawan.”

Reni shook her head as they took out their aquatic breathers that they will need for the swim to the surface.

“Das Naboo aresa feeling oursa wrath,” Jella spoke to the tree in front of him, the tree of his ancestors.  His hand was outstretched and touching the trunk, feeling the rough bark of the tree.  In his other hand he held a staff, made from a branch of the same tree.

“And what have they done to deserve your wrath,” a voice said behind him.


Jella wheeled around, his staff in a ready position, and he saw Talek standing before him.


“Yousa!” Jella said.  “Yousa are da voice mesa heard.”


Talek nodded his head in acknowledgement.


“Yousa looka strange forsa Naboo,” Jella stated.

“I am a Cerean,” Talek replied, “and a Jedi.”


“Yousa beesa dead,” Jella cried as he stretched out his hand towards Talek.  Talek stood there impassively, his arms folded casually over each other.  Jella pulled his arm back, staring at it in shock.

“Mesa ancestors,” he stated in shock.  “Whysa yousa deserted me?”


Talek shook his head, saddened by this Gungan’s lack of understanding of the Force, and so filled with anger.  He could’ve made an excellent Jedi, as he is strong in the Force.  It is a shame that the Gungans so distrusted outsiders, because they have so much potential.

“Jella,” Talek started to say, but Jella shot his eyes right at Talek.

“Howsa yousa knowa mesa’s name?” he asked.


“Sassa wishes us to help,” Talek tried to say.


“Sassa Leepa!” Jella cried.  “Hesa sendsa Naboo tosa hunt mesa down!  Hesa besa traitor tosa Gungans!”


Jella positioned his staff into a ready position, ready to use it as a weapon.  As he started to advance on Talek, he stopped and swung his staff around behind him.   The snap-hiss of a Lightsaber was heard, as Reni’s emerald Lightsaber cut through Jella’s staff, splitting it into two.  She pulled herself back into a ready position with her Lightsaber humming before her.  Jella’s eyes widened as he saw the Emerald blade.

“Ancestors!” he cried as he hurtled at Reni, attacking her with the two halves of his staff in his hands.  “Whysa yousa joina oursa enemies!”


Reni easily side-stepped the clumsy attack, which was made more out of anger than with any skill.  With the flick of her wrist, she brought her blade around and sliced through Jella’s leg, bringing him crashing to the ground, howling in pain.  Reni brought her blade up to the ready once more, but all she saw was Jella lying on the ground, sobbing, repeating, “Mesa failed yousa,” over and over.

Talek walked over to Reni, putting his hand on her shoulder.


“You did what you could,” he calmly stated.  “You saw how irrational he seemed, his words making little sense, his anger overriding all.”


Reni nodded.


“This is what the Dark Side does to you,” Talek continued.  “Always be on guard against this fate.”


“Yes, Master,” Reni responded softly.


“Fetch the speeder, so we can transport him back to Theed,” Talek stated.


Reni nodded and walked out of the grove, leaving Talek behind with a sobbing Gungan.


“Thank you one again, Master Jedi,” Captain Andersen stated, as he stood in the Spaceport Terminal.

“I just wish there was more I could do,” Talek stated once more.


Captain Andersen shook his head.


“My people can handle it from here,” he said.  “The Gungan just sits in his cell muttering something about how he failed.  He’s not a threat any longer.”


Talek nodded his head in agreement.


“What of the little girl, Karena Saen?” he asked.


Captain Andersen’s face dropped a little.

“We were unable to find any living family,” he said.  “It seems that a lot of the ranchers killed were kin to her.  The Queen has decided to make her a ward of the state, until such time as she can legally take over her inheritance.”


Talek raised an eyebrow as Captain Andersen spoke.

“All of her family killed by this Gungan?” he asked.  “Curious.”


“Something on your mind, Master Jedi?” Captain Andersen asked.

“Just that the coincidence of that statement makes me suspect that there may be more here than a Rogue Gungan,” Talek stated.


Captain Andersen face contorted at that thought before responding, “I hadn’t thought about that.  I will look into this possibility myself.”

Talek nodded his head in approval.


“I wish to read the final report on that investigation, Captain,” he said.


“Of course, Master Jedi,” he said immediately.


Talek bowed his head as he said, “May the Force be With You, Captain.”

He motioned to Reni and turned towards the gate that led to his Star Liner, his Padawan Reni following behind him.


Captain Andersen watched them board their ship, and then watched the ship lift off, heading off to the stars above.  Captain Andersen let out a sigh of relief as he pulled a Comlink out of his pocket and flipped it on.


“The Jedi have departed, my Lord,” he said into it.


“Excellent, Captain Andersen,” a raspy voice replied.  “You have done well.”

“The Gungan?” Captain Andersen asked.

“Make it look like a suicide,” the voice replied.

“Yes, my Lord,” he replied as he turned off the Comlink, looking once more at where the departing Star Liner had last been.

Part VI: A Day on Kallos IV

“So, you won’t even tell me where you are going, my old friend,” Talek inquired as they walked through the streets of Tergene, the capital city of Kallos IV, a Mid-Rim world along the Hydian Way trade route heading out towards the Corporate Sector.  It was not a big world, with the landscape made up mostly of desolate wastelands, with a few oases where the major settlements have popped up.  Talek didn’t normally come out this way, as he tended to dislike the outer worlds.  Too far away from the Core Worlds and his Information Network, always on the lookout for signs of the coming Darkness.  And those signs were becoming more and more frequent, as the Galaxy became more and more unstable.  But, he had business out this way, as well as an opportunity to see an old friend.

Next to him walked Kevan, his old friend from when he was a Youngling at the Jedi Temple.  Kevan had filled out, as his well-toned muscles were evident under his loose robes.  Yet, his form still seemed spry, and Talek knew his friend could react to danger in a split second with agility and ease.  He wore his red hair in a top knot, his green eyes constantly scanning for the slightest sign or danger, his sense fully attuned to the Force.  He was recognized as one of the greatest Jedi Weapon Masters, possibly as great as Master Mace Windu, a leading member of the Jedi Council.  Yet, Kevan was humble, never toting his own horn, just saying that he did what he had to do for the good of the Jedi Order.  But, many young Jedi and Padawans looked up to him, and looked to him as a role model of what a Jedi is.  Including Kevan’s own Padawan.

“I wish I could,” Kevan replied, “but I am under orders from the Council not to reveal my destination.”

“Seems like a lot of secrecy for just an archaeological dig,” Talek responded.

Kevan gave his old friend a smile.


“Same old Talek,” he said.  “Always seeing more than what is revealed.  All I will say is to think on this.  Why would the Council insist a Jedi, particularly one of my skills, to accompany an archaeological expedition?”


Talek thought that over for a moment, though he knew the answer.


“Because,” Talek replied, “they believe it’s extremely dangerous.  So, it must be a location the Council knows of and that they know is dangerous.”


Kevan smiled, his respect for Talek’s intuitive abilities remained intact.

“And that is all I can tell you,” Kevan said with a shrug.


“Is Yanshin, your Padawan, going with you on such a dangerous mission,” Talek inquired.

Kevan nodded his head somberly.

“As much as I would not want him to, to keep him safe,” Kevan stated, “he is to be a Jedi, and I need to learn to trust his abilities.”

Talek patted Kevan’s back as he responded, “You gain wisdom, my old friend.”

“High praise coming from you,” Kevan shot back.

And they both shared a big laugh as the passed through a marketplace.  Kevan stopped to look at some of the local wares, Talek standing next to him.


“And what of your former Padawan turned Jedi Knight?” Kevan asked.

Talek’s expression became somber.

“She has taken on a Padawan of her own,” he replied.  “Lan Aroni, a young teenage boy just out of the Younglings and looking for a Master.  Personally, I think it was a bad idea, as I don’t think he was ready for the Apprentice level yet, and while she is a fine Knight, I don’t think she is ready to be a Master yet.”

“You tell her?” Kevan asked.


Talek nodded his head.

“She didn’t heed my advice,” he added.  “She always found my Foresight disturbing, and I think she is trying to escape her destiny as becoming the Jedi Master of that Gungan I told you about, Rasta.”

“She will learn,” Kevan said, “as I have faith in her teacher.”


“I hope you are right, my old friend,” Talek said solemnly.

“So do I,” Talek echoed.

There was a pause, a silence, yet a comfortable one born from two friends who have known each other their entire lives.  For often, they could communicate with each other without a word being exchanged.  It was Kevan who broke the silence.


“Your visions still disturb you,” he said as fact, not as a question, for he knew they did.


Talek nodded as he replied, “The time of darkness is drawing nearer, and still I search for its source, in hopes I can stop it.”


“You told the Council?” Kevan asked.


Talek nodded once more.

“And they dismissed you?” Kevan asked astonished.


Talek took a moment and sighed.


“I think Master Yoda is starting to get an inkling of what I’m talking about, but the Council as a whole feels they can meet any threat of the Dark Side and that they will, when the Force tells them to.”


Talek shook his head in disbelief as he continued.


“Don’t they realize that that is exactly what the Force is telling me…to seek out the coming Darkness and stop it while it’s still in its infancy?  It must be stopped.  There has to be a way.”


Talek took a breath and looked over at Kevan, who had a wide smile on his face.


“You are a true Sojin, my friend,” Kevan said.


“Sojin?” Talek asked confused.


Kevan nodded.

“It’s a Zabrak word,” he said.  “It means ‘Hunter of the Dark’, my friend.  Which is exactly what you are.”


“Sojin,” Talek said, letting it roll off his tongue, as he considered it in his head.

Kevan stopped and turned to Talek.


“I learned long ago to trust in your visions,” he said.  “And so, if you believe this rise of the Dark Side is coming, then I believe it as well.  And, if you feel that you must be a Sojin and stop it, then I will be one as well, and fight it by your side.”

Kevan put his hand out, which Talek grasped.


“Thank you, my friend,” Talek said.  “Let me know when you return from your mission for the council, for we will have much to do.”


“I will,” Kevan replied, as they turned once more and headed out of the marketplace for the Spaceport.


Talek regarded the scene around him, which happened to be a very noisy bar, typical of most bars found in spaceports from one side of the galaxy in the Corporate Sector to the other side at Mos Eisley on Tatooine.  The band was playing a hard bass-driven music with lots of harsh cords that had more than one patron covering their ears.  But, no one complained, as the band was comprised entirely of Wookies, and everyone liked their limbs where they were.

Talek took a sip of his Cerean wine, quite surprised that the bar even carried it.  It was a drink that was not very tasty to most races, and in fact, Cereans were the only ones who found it pleasant tasting.  It was a favorite of his, and was so pleased, that he made sure to ask the name of the Bartender who made sure it was stocked.  He will remember Ted Stykar’s name for the rest of his life.


Talek glanced around the bar; keeping an eye out for the one he was waiting for.  In the booth across the way, he saw a Twi’lek and Rodian talking to each other, and knowing the reputation of those two races, it probably was some unsavory deal going on.  But, that wasn’t any concern of his.  In a booth over from that, he saw a young blond hair teenager conversing with an attractive, yet older woman.  Even from this distance, he could tell that the boy was a charmer, and knew that the woman was enthralled by him.  Talek let a smile out, admiring the life of a normal youth.  He at that moment wondered what his life would’ve been like if he didn’t know the Force and the life of the Jedi.  Would he have been like that boy, falling in love with a woman?  For a Jedi may not know love like that.

His eye lingered on the boy for a moment, sensing…something there, but not sure what.  At that moment, his senses pulled his eyes to a table in the near corner, where four individuals were playing cards.  At the far end of the table was a well-dressed human, one you wouldn’t normally find in this kind of establishment.  Yet, despite the rough atmosphere he was in, as individuals who frequent bars such as these tend to be rough and tough, he wore a face of calm that Talek sense was true.  Talek knew, despite the appearance, he was an individual who knew how to take care of himself.  Next to him on the right was a fierce looking Trandoshan in a brown jumpsuit.  He was sitting with his back to the wall in the corner, with a Vibro-Ax, a Vibro-Sword, and a Blaster Rifle leaning against the wall next to him, and fierce stare at anyone who went near his weapons.  He wore the look of a Mercenary…or a Bounty Hunter.  The individual whose back to him had a hairy back one would find on a Wookie, except this creature was a lot smaller and had tapered ears, making him a member of the Bothan race.  His attention was split between his cards and on his opponents, his focus being totally in the game.  He was one who took his gambling seriously, Talek realized.  But, it was the fourth who had grabbed Talek’s attention.

Talek felt the ripple again, as his attention turned to the fourth player, a young human in his early twenties, sitting casually in his chair, with his boots propped up on an adjoining chair.  His light blond hair and a bit of a rough face, covered by his rough blond beard that looked that it hadn’t been shaved, or even trimmed, in at least a week.  He threw a chip in, calling the current bet, before grabbing his almost empty glass of Corellian Ale and taking a very healthy squig, emptying the rest of the contents into his belly.

“Mister Talek,” a voice spoke next to Talek.

Talek looked up and saw the Twi’lek he had observed earlier standing next to him.  The Twi’lek was wearing a practical black suit, which contrasted with the pale white head tail that wrapped around his body.  He had deep blue eyes that were probing Talek, trying to get a measure of the Cerean.


Talek was not wearing his normal Jedi Robes, trading them in for a pair of brown pants and heavy brown boots with a white shirt and a heavy brown jacket…standard outfit for a trader in a bar like this.  Talek was sitting back in a relaxed position, his arms crossed, yet his hand rested in a position where he could easily reach his lightsaber under his jacket, where a blaster pistol would normally be strapped.


“May I help you?” inquired Talek.


The Twi’lek sat down across the table while replying, “My name is Leott Renata, and I’m in the employ of the one you are waiting for.”


Talek’s eyes darted around the bar looking for the Rodian he had saw earlier with the Twi’lek, while knowing the Twi’lek had positioned himself at the bar behind Talek, so Talek wouldn’t be able to see him unless he turned his head to look.  But, it was good to keep up the appearances of being normal, as he hadn’t advertised to these people he was a Jedi.

“I was expecting to receive the information I desired from the Lady herself,” Talek said.


“There has been a change of plan, Master Talek,” Leott stated calmly.


The expression on Talek’s face remained impassive, even as the implications of the last statement hit him.


“The Lady’s reputation is well-deserved then,” Talek responded.


“She asked me to apologize on her behalf, but she makes it policy not to do business with Jedi,” Leott continued, though his voice was starting to crack a little.  He was watching Talek carefully, occasionally glancing over at the Rodian.


“You really ought to find other work if you are going to be so nervous,” Talek calmly replied.  “And if I was going to kill you, your Rodian friend behind me isn’t going to be much help, so you might as well give him the signal to dismiss him.”

“How did you…” the Twi’lek started to stutter out.

“You answered that question yourself a few seconds ago, Mister Renata,” Talek replied to the incomplete question.


The Twi’lek looked over to the Rodian, and shook his chin up at the Rodian.  The Rodian nodded and left.  The Twi’lek turned back to Talek.


“Anyways, with our business concluded…” Leott started.


“I didn’t say our business was concluded,” Talek said.


“But…” Leott muttered.


“While I am a Jedi, I’m not operating at the behest of the Jedi Council and am willing to pay the Lady out of my own personal funds, as this is a personal mission.”


Talek sat back, letting that information sink in the Twi’lek’s head.  When he was elevated to the rank of Jedi Knight, Talek had been informed that he was the sole inheritor of Secalle Securities Corporation, a Cerean based computer security firm that had been owned by his birth father, Relith.  It was a moderate sized firm that made meager profits, but the Jedi Order had placed his share of the company’s profits in a Trust Fund, and as a result, Talek had access to a tiny fortune.  One he intended to use in his fight against the coming Darkness.

Talek regarded Leott for a few seconds, before the Twi’lek shook his head.


“My instructions were quite specific,” he stated, a nervous edge still in his voice.  “We are not to do business with you.”

Leott stood up and then added, “I’m sorry.”


Talek nodded his head and waved the Twi’lek away.  The Twi’lek almost ran out of the bar as Talek took another sip of his drink.  He had been trying for the last year to plug himself into the Chameleon information network.  The Lady Chameleon had developed a reputation for being able to acquire very hard to get information.  And information on individuals working to bring about the rise of the Dark Side would be very difficult to get.  They would probably work in the shadows, in the Criminal Underworld, so as to escape the notice of the Jedi.  So, he needed an in with the seedier side of the Galaxy, where the Jedi were not welcome.  And he had to do this while keeping it secret from the Council, as they would not understand why he had to do this.

Talek’s eyes snapped up as he sensed a surge in the Force.  At the same moment, he also noticed that the Bothan at the card game had jumped up and was yelling and pointing at the human who had been sitting down with his feet propped up on a chair.  His feet were not propped up anymore, as he was sitting up, with a big jovial smile on his face.  What interested Talek the most though was the fact that the Force was flowing through the Human.

“I’m not cheating,” the human was saying.  “See,” he continued as he raised his hands, letting the sleeves of his jacket to fall to show that there were no hidden cards, and also revealing the DL-44 Heavy Blaster Pistol in the holster on his belt.  “Now, why don’t you let old Blu buy you a drink, to show there are no hard feelings?”

Talek was intrigued by this human, who must’ve been raised outside of Republic controlled space.  Or, had spent his entire life outside of the system.  Regardless, he had escaped the notice of the Jedi, or he would’ve been taken in by the Jedi, like Talek had been many years ago.

The human had started to slap the Bothan on the back in a good natured way, but the Bothan slapped his hand away.


“The cards must be marked in some way,” the Bothan said.  “How else could you know when to call our bluffs and when to stand pat?”


The human just laughed and replied in a bit of a drunken slur, “Ahhhhhh…Maybe you just have a terrible poker face…Hahaahahaha.”

The Bothan reached down and drew the pistol he had at his own hip and pointed it straight at the human who had just insulted him, to find that DL-44 Heavy Blaster Pistol in the human’s hand pointed right back at him.

“Just try it,” the human said.


They stood there for a few moments, just staring at each other, pistols drawn and pointed at each other.  The bar had gone silent, with even the Wookie band going quiet and paying close attention to the scene developing at the card game.  It was so quiet, the cough by an Aqualish on the other side of the bar sounded loud.  All eyes were on the Human and the Bothan.

“There you are...playing cards again,” Talek said, breaking the silence as he moved over to the card table.  “You’re supposed to be getting my cargo loaded up, not causing trouble in the local bar.  What am I’m paying you for?”


The Human had a very confused look on his face, until he noticed a slight nod Talek gave him.  He shook away his confusion as he said,”Uhhhhhhh…sorry Boss. Uhhh, it won’t happen again.”


“It better not,” Talek responded.  “Now, come on, you have a job to do.”


The Human lowered his gun and started to reach down and collect his winnings, when a Blaster Bolt being fired off was heard.  The Human looked up to see that the Bothan had fired a shoot in the ceiling and had leveled the Blaster back at the Human.

“He’s not going anywhere with my money,” the Bothan said, “and maybe not even then.”


“I need him back…” Talek started, but was interrupted by the Bothan switching his aim towards him.  The Human started to draw his weapon again, but was stopped by the Trandoshan leveling his rifle at him.


“You are going to be without your help then, stranger,” the Bothan said.  “I don’t take kindly to cheaters and I plan to get payback.”

Talek fixed him with a cold, hard, yet calm stare.

“I’m afraid I can’t allow that,” Talek said.  Surprisingly enough, he believed it, as he suddenly felt a connection to this Human through the Force, as if his destiny was somehow connected to Talek’s own.  Talek regarded the Human once more, and realized that this was not the Rogue Human he was waiting for, but was a Human that was connected nevertheless.

“Then, I guess you will be joining your…employee”, the Bothan responded.


As the Bothan started to squeeze the trigger, Talek was already moving, having sensed the Bothan’s intentions through the Force.  In an instant, Talek had drawn and ignited his Lightsaber, the blade giving the bar interior a nice azure glow.  The Bothan’s Blaster Bolt was released from its chamber, but was intercepted by Talek’s blade, and reflected back at the Bothan.  The Bothan fell over in pain, his shoulder still smoking from the impact of the Blaster.

Talek swung his blade towards the Trandoshan, who had raised his hands and dropped his rifle.


“I know when I’m outmatched,” he growled.


Talek nodded as he replied, “Smart move.”


The Human started to gather up his winnings as Talek turned his attention to him.

“Leave the money,” Talek stated.


“But…”the Human started to reply.


“Leave the money, or I will leave you to him,” Talek said again, while nodding his head towards the Trandoshan, who had a mean snarl on his face.

The Human stood there for a second, looking at the money on the table, before turning away and walking over to Talek.  Talek nodded once more to the Trandoshan before backing out of the bar, Lightsaber ignited the whole way.  As he was almost out of the bar, he felt compelled to glance once more at the booth where the teenage boy had been with the woman.  But, he was gone now.

As Talek stepped out of the bar, the Human he had just saved was standing there.

“Well, thanks for the help,” he said.  “Now, I will be just going on my…”


“Not so fast,” Talek interrupted, causing the Human to stop.  The Human turned to look at Talek once more.

“Like I said inside, I have a job for you,” Talek calmly stated.


The Human looked confused as he started to stammer out a response.  But, before he could start, Talek interrupted him again.


“I’m planning on buying myself a ship, but have need for a pilot,” Talek said, looking the Human up & down, “and I have a feeling you know how to pilot.”

“I know how to pilot,” the Human said, “but, I’m not keen on being a Taxi Driver for a Jedi.”


“Well, Mister…” Talek started.

“Davis,” the Human said.  “Blu Davis.”


“Well, Mister Davis,” Talek said.

“Call me Blu,” Blu interrupted.


“Fine, Blu,” Talek continued.  “For one thing, I just saved you in there, so I think you owe me.”


“I could’ve handled it before you interfered,” Blu said.


“You may have taken out the Bothan before he fired, but the Trandoshan is a trained Mercenary, and you would’ve hit the floor a second after the Bothan,” Talek calmly replied.

Blu grumbled under his breath in agreement.


“And secondly,” Talek continued, “you won’t be my Taxi Driver.  I have another purpose in mind for my ship.”

“What’s that?” Blu asked.

“I’m thinking of entering the smuggling business,” Talek replied, “and I think you may be able to help me there.”

Blu’s mouth dropped at the sound of that.

“Aren’t you…well, you know…” he stammered out.


“Yes,” Talek replied.


“Well, then why are you…”

“75% of the profits if you ask no questions and go where I tell you to go and when I tell you to,” Talek calmly stated.

Talek turned and started walking towards the Spaceport.  He stopped and looked over his shoulder.  Blu Davis was standing in the middle of the street, his mouth open in shock.


“Now, are you going to come along and help me pick out a ship to buy,” Talek asked before turning and continuing towards the Spaceport.  Blu stood there a moment longer, letting everything that had happened in the past few minutes sink in.  Finally, he shook the shock out of his head and ran off to catch up with Talek.


The teenage youngster ran through the streets of Kallos IV, not caring who he ran over, as he made his way to the Spaceport, or more specifically, Landing Pad 35.  He had to get back as soon as he could.  Dylan would want to know about the events at the Happy Zabrak bar, and fast.

Dylan had been the father David Kane never really knew, as his real father died while he was still a baby.  In fact, Dylan was the only family he really had, as well as the only person he really knew.  Dylan was a Bounty Hunter, always on the move from one planet to the next.  So, David had never really stayed long enough anywhere to make any friends.  On the other hand, he was well versed in the ways of the street, and how many other kids his age had plotted a hyperspace route in a Stock Light Freighter, something he had known how to do since he was ten.  No, Dylan wasn’t always there, but he made sure David knew how to take care of himself, just in case a job went down badly and he didn’t make it back.

David arrived at Landing Pad 37 and quickly punched in the code to open the door and ran inside.  Before him was the Ryzer’s Edge, and ship that looked more like a predatory bird than a ship.  David quickly ran up the ramp into the ship and made the turn towards the cockpit.  He reached the cockpit and pressed the open release on the door.


“Dylan!” he cried out, his breathing irregular due to the recent exercise he had recently partaken in, namely running halfway across town.


Dylan turned in his chair to face David, a disapproving frown appearing on his face.


“I will have to call you back, Lady Poletra,” Dylan said calmly to the com station behind him.


“Is there a problem, Mr. Ryzer?” said a female voice from the Com Unit.


“Just a family issue that won’t take long,” Dylan replied.  “Ryzer out.”


Dylan regarded David for a moment, looking the teenager up and down, noting the slight look of panic in the boy.

“Now, Kane, take a deep breath and then tell me exactly what it is that you felt you had to interrupt by business meeting,” he said slowly and calmly.

Kane took a couple of deep breaths before saying, “There’s a Cerean Jedi at the Happy Zabrak!”

Dylan’s face went ashen, his mind drifting back to his younger days, to the day he had lost the closest friend he had, who also was the husband of his only sister.  They had both died within months of each other, leaving their only son, David, alone in the galaxy with only Uncle Dylan able to take care of him.  It was a little distracting, considering his line of work, but he felt he owed it to his sister and best friend that he raised their son.  He had never told David about how his father had really died; only saying they had died in an accident and that he took him in.  So, only the part about Dylan taking David in was true.  But now, the Jedi who had taken Jeremiah Kane’s life was here and possibly looking for Dylan.  Probably not, but there was unfinished business there.

“Dylan?” David asked, with a spot of concern in his face.

Dylan looked up at David and saw the concern in the teenager’s eyes.  In a lot of respects, David Kane was still an innocent.  He wished he could protect that innocence, but the time had come.  Come what may, he couldn’t let the Jedi meet David.  They would know what he was instantly, for Jeremiah had explained it to Dylan once.  He didn’t know what the Jedi would do, but he didn’t want to take the chance and find out.


Dylan grabbed his DataPad and started typing commands into it.  David looked on in confusion not knowing what was going on.  Dylan finished his typing into the DataPad and then handed it to David.


“I just transferred some money into your account,” he told David, who appeared surprised by this revelation.  “I know you’ve learned well and will bounce that money through several accounts to your final secret account, right?”


David nodded his head, looking at the DataPad that showed that a transaction had taken place, and that some money had been transferred into his account.


“I need you to use that money and get far away from here,” he continued.  “Someplace out of the way where you won’t be found…and I don’t want to know where.”

“But, Dylan…” David started to say, but Dylan cut him off.

“It’s too dangerous here,” he continued.  “I wish you didn’t have to go, but I taught you well.  You can survive out there, maybe even thrive.  But for the time being, disappear.  You understand?”

David nodded his head, his face hardening, preparing himself for what was to come.  He turned around and stepped out of the cockpit, closing the door behind him.  Dylan knew he understood, even if he didn’t like it.  A tear came to Dylan’s eye, and for the first time, he acknowledged to himself what David meant to him.  But, he had to let him go, for if he didn’t succeed, then David could fall into the hands of the Jedi.  For Dylan knew, even if David didn’t fully understand it yet, was that David Kane was sensitive to the Force, like his Father before him.


He looked out the cockpit window to see David walking towards the Landing Bay door, carrying a backpack over his shoulder, probably filled with the few possessions he had onboard ship.  David opened the Landing Bay door and stepped through, the door shutting behind him.


“Goodbye, David Kane,” Dylan said softly.  “The Son I wish was my own.”


He then turned and headed back towards the Cargo Hold and his secret compartment where he stored his Bounty Hunting gear.


David Kane crept along the streets of Kallos IV, wondering what he was going to do.  First thing was to find transport off-planet, to where he didn’t know.  He would go to the Happy Zabrak, as a lot of freighter pilots hung out there, but the Cerean Jedi may still be there, and he knew that Dylan didn’t want him running into the Jedi.  He could just tell that the Jedi was the reason this was happening, though he didn’t know why.  So, where to go?

Kane stopped as he realized that he had turned down an alley, probably subconsciously, as it was the best way to avoid the Jedi, should he happen to be on the main boulevard.  But, it may have been a wrong move, as he saw he was surrounded by four teenagers, all brandishing knives.  Kane cursed his stupidity as he put his hands up.

“What have we got here, boys,” the lead teenager said with a malicious grin on his face.  “Looks to me like somebody got lost and entered Blood Knife territory.”


Great, thought Kane.  I end up not paying attention and finding myself in a gang’s turf.


“So, what’s it going to cost me?” Kane asked.


“Everything you own,” the teenager said with malice dripping in his voice.  The other boys laughed at this remark.


Kane looked around at all the boys around him, wondering how he was going to get out of this one.  He looked at the boy who had spoken, his hands quavering a little in fear.  He wasn’t ready to die.


“You don’t really want to take everything?” Kane asked.


The lead boy looked at him funny, then, in a sincere, almost robotic voice said, “I don’t really want to take everything.”


Kane blinked in surprise, though he had felt…something…at that moment.  He tried to reach out to that…something…as the other boys laughed, thinking their leader was toying with this stupid kid who had foolishly walked into their turf.


“You will let me go?” Kane asked.

The lead boy nodded and gestured down the alley as he said, “I will let you go.”


The other boys stopped laughing, with one of them asking, “What are you doing, Boss?”


“Letting him go,” he said sincerely, as Kane started to move down the alley.

“I don’t think so,” the other boy said as he lunged out at Kane with his knife.  Kane was able to side-stepped the lunge, as he had always been quick and nimble on his feat.  He started to run as the boy gave pursuit, who was joined by one of his buddies, the other confused and staying with the boss.


Kane made it to the street and ducked right, trying to weave his way through the crowd as fast he could, his two pursuers close behind him.  He saw another alleyway, and ducked inside, hoping he would have some space to put some distance between himself and his pursuers.  As he turned the corner, he saw that the alley dead-ended and was turning to leave, when one his pursuers barreled into him, both of them crashing to the ground.


The pursuer, a big teenager, pinned Kane’s arms to the ground and held Kane there, despite Kane’s thrashing.  The other one kneeled down next to Kane, holding his knife next to Kane’s face.


“I don’t know what you did to Dom, but you are going to pay for it, whatever it was,” the boy said, while waving his knife menacingly at Kane’s face.


“Now,” he continued, “where to make the first…”


He didn’t get to finish as a clawed hand grabbed him and threw against the wall, the boy falling unconscious before he had known what had happened.  The other boy got up off of Kane, drawing his knife.  He looked up and saw a very muscular, yet young, Trandoshan standing there, his clawed hands rolled up in fist, standing poised and ready to strike.  There was no fear in the Trandoshan’s eyes, even though he was unarmed.  He had already taken stock of his opponent and knew he could take the untrained teenage boy.  The boy looked at his knife, and at his unconscious friend lying on the ground.

“Leave now,” the Trandoshan said.


The boy turned and ran off into the main street and out of sight.  The Trandoshan turned and picked up a backpack lying just behind him.  As he reached down to pick it up, Kane scrambled to his feet and stuck out his hand.

“Thanks,” he said, his charming smile flashing on his face.


The Trandoshan nodded and started to walk off.  Kane watched the Trandoshan walk off into the street and stood there for a moment, looking at the fallen boy on the ground, and then to where the other one ran off to.  He then looked back at the Trandoshan, who was disappearing into the crowd.  Kane kicked the unconscious boy once in the groin, and then ran off towards the Trandoshan.


“Hey you,” he called.  “The Trandoshan.”


The Trandoshan stopped and turned around to look at Kane, his yellow lizard eyes boring into him, while barring his teeth enough to show he was not to be trifled with.  Kane pulled to a stop before the Trandoshan, his hands raised in a show that he meant no harm.


“Easy friend,” Kane said.


“You said your thanks…Human!” he replied, putting emphasis on that last word.


“No offense,” Kane quickly replied.  “I didn’t mean to offend you, but I didn’t have your name.”


“D,” the Trandoshan said.


Kane nodded as he stuck out his hand again.


“David Kane,” he said.  “Though, I just prefer being called Kane.”


D grunted and turned again to start walking again, with Kane chasing after him, trying to keep up with D’s brisk walk.


“Look, I couldn’t help but notice your combat prowess,” Kane started.


“If you don’t leave me alone, you are going to feel it,” D growled.


“I want to hire you,” Kane replied.


D stopped and turned to look at Kane.


“You want to hire me?” D asked a bit perplexed.

Kane nodded.


“These are dangerous streets and a little protection…”


“How much?” D interrupted.


“100 credits for a day’s work, as I plan on leaving this planet as soon as I can,” Kane stated.

D’s eyes widened at that, and then quickly, he composed himself back into the gruff and tough negotiator.

“If you take me off-planet with you, I’ll call it even,” D replied.

Kane smiled, as he had discovered an important bit of information there.  This Trandoshan, D, was eager to get off-world for whatever reason, which means, he had some leverage.

“Agreed, as long as you act as my bodyguard until I reach my final destination,” Kane countered.


“Where is that?” D asked.


Kane shrugged his shoulders.


“I haven’t figured that one out yet,” he said.  “As long as it’s far from here.”


D broke into a big smile, which was a little unnerving, as it revealed all of his sharp pointy teeth.


“You have yourself a deal,” he said.


Kane patted D on the back, which drew a bit of a threatening glance from D.


“Well, D, the first step is to find a transport pilot who can get us off this rock,” Kane said.

“Do you always talk this much,” D asked.


Kane smiled.


“Perhaps, D,” he said.  He paused in thought for a moment.  “That’s a funny name you got, D.”


D growled.

“It’s short for Deoss,” he said.


“You’re right,” Kane replied.  “D works better.”


They walked in silence for a few moments.


“You know, D,” Kane started,” I think this is the start of a beautiful friendship.”


D growled, though deep down, in a place he never showed the world, he was smiling.

“What do you think of this one,” Talek asked.

Blu’s mouth dropped as he considered what was before him, which was one of the nicest Stock Freighters he had seen.


“According to the owner,” Talek said, “it is equipped with all the latest sensor packages and even armed with a Quad Array.  It supposedly can make .75 past Lightspeed, is equipped with a Holonet suite and has plenty of Cargo Space.  Naturally, I will need you to confirm all of this before I pay the owner a credit for it.”


Blu turned and looked at Talek.

“You want me to look at this?” he said.


Talek nodded as he handed a DataPad over to Blu.


“Here are the specs according to what the owner told me,” Talek continued.  “Make sure she meets them and also look at my list of ideas for possible upgrades and tell me the feasibility of them.”


Blu looked at the DataPad and whistled.


“This could take all day, Boss,” he said.


Talek nodded.


“I have some things to look at,” he said.  “Com me when you are done so I can finalize the deal.”


“Arrrr…you got it, Boss,” Blu replied as Talek turned to walk out of the Landing Bay.


As he stepped out of the Landing Bay, he stretched out his senses.  After talking with Blu for a bit and learning about him, Talek had been able to filter out Blu in the Force enough to know that he wasn’t the only disturbance in the Force he felt back in the Happy Zabrak bar.  There was something else…like this place and time was a giant convergence in the Force and the path he is destined to walk.

He turned to head for the main exit out of the Spaceport and stopped.  Standing before him was a man with jet black hair and a beard and wearing a green jumpsuit and carrying two DL-44 Blaster Pistols, one in each hand, both focused on Talek.  On his back was strapped a Blaster Rifle, though Talek wasn’t quite able to make out the model, as he was more concerned about the two Heavy Blaster Pistols trained on him.

“Greetings, Jedi,” Dylan said coldly.


Talek sighed as he stopped and regarded Dylan closely, turning his intuitive powers on the Bounty Hunter.

“Does everyone on this rock know I’m a Jedi?” he asked.


“No,” Dylan replied, “but I will never forget the face of the Jedi who killed my closest friend and brother-in-law.”

Recognition dawned in Talek’s eyes and he studied Dylan carefully.  This was the Bounty Hunter friend of Jeremiah Kane, the Jedi who turned to the Dark Side in anguish over his wife’s murder and had killed Talek’s Master before his eyes.  He had almost killed Talek as well, if Talek hadn’t drawn upon the power of the Dark Side himself.  Talek shivered at that thought, as the Dark Side sickened him.


“Dylan Ryzer,” Talek replied in his usual calm demeanor.


Dylan nodded his head in confirmation.

“I have no quarrel with you,” Talek stated.

“But I have one with you,” Dylan replied.

Talek focused in on Dylan, trying to read him.


“I was defending myself,” Talek stated.  “He would’ve killed me otherwise.”

“You should’ve stayed out of our business!” Dylan cried.

There, Talek thought.  He’s hiding something…I can feel it.


“We had our orders from the Jedi Council,” Talek calmly replied.  “Besides, we couldn’t let one tainted by the Dark Side running around free and causing trouble.”

“He only wanted justice,” Dylan stated.


“No, he wanted Vengeance,” Talek corrected.


 “Same difference,” Dylan said.


“No, it’s not the same,” Talek replied.  “Vengeance is born out of anger, and anger leads to the Dark Side.”


“All of us have a dark side,” Dylan retorted.


“Not the Jedi,” Talek stated.  “For a Jedi fallen to the Dark Side can wreck such terrible evil on the Galaxy.”


And Talek shivered, as thoughts of his vision came into his head.  Visions of the coming Darkness and those individuals whose destiny was entwined with his.  Rasta Meeks and Blu Davis were two of these individuals, though Rasta was still a few years away from joining Talek’s path, that much he knew.  Sassa Leepa is supposed to have a message sent to Talek when Rasta leaves Naboo.  But there was still the Rogue in his vision.  The charming rogue…


Talek looked directly into Dylan’s eyes and saw the truth.


“The child,” he said.


Dylan’s face contorted into anger as he waved one gun threateningly at Talek.


“Who is he?” Talek asked.


“My son,” he cried back in anger.


But Talek felt it through the Force and he knew the truth.


“He’s the son of Jeremiah Kane,” Talek stated.  “Isn’t he?’


“You can’t have him!” Dylan cried as he squeezed the trigger of his blaster.


Talek lifted his hand, intercepting the blaster bolts in his hand, and dissipating the energy into the Force harmlessly.  Reaching out through the Force, he pulled at Dylan’s first blaster, ripping it out of his hand and pulling into his own hand.  Dylan stopped and looked at his empty hand and looked at his Blaster now resting in Talek’s hands.


Talek took the pause and took a glance down the path of his life, and saw that the Son of Jeremiah Kane was not meant to enter his life yet.

“I will make you a deal, Dylan Ryzer,” Talek said.


“What kind of deal?” Dylan asked, anger still dripping in his voice.

“You walk out of here right now and let me go about my business, and I will leave the Son of Jeremiah Kane alone for now,” Talek said.


“For now?” Dylan replied.


“The Son of Kane and I have a common destiny,” Talek replied.  “I have foreseen it.  But that destiny is still years away.”

“Years…”Dylan said silently.  He nodded his head.

“Five years,” Dylan said.


“Three,” Talek countered.


“Four,” Dylan countered back and Talek nodded.


Dylan holstered his remaining pistol as he replied, “Deal.”


Talek tossed Dylan’s other pistol back to him, who caught it easily.

“I’m glad you agree, as I had no desire to have another death on my head,” Talek said before walking on towards the main exit.


Dylan shook his head, as he felt that those words were true.  Still, he got Kane four years from that Jedi and he knew the Jedi would keep his word.  He just hoped Kane got some World Sense in that time.  He personally didn’t believe all this Jedi Future telling nonsense, but the Jedi knew.  When four years was up, this Jedi will search out Kane.  He hoped Kane would be alright when that time came.

“I have to make a stop at Santander,” Captain Westin said, “but I can take you wherever you want to go after that.”

“Santander?” Kane asked.

The Captain nodded.


“It’s a planet in the Mid-Rim, but off the beaten path,” he replied.  “A corporate controlled planet that has a small mining colony there.  Heading out there on a supply run.”


Kane and D looked at each other and smiled.

“I’ll tell you what, Captain,” Kane said.  “We will work as crew on your Supply Run in exchange for passage to Santander.”

“You want to go to Santander?” Captain Westin asked in surprise.


Kane flashed his charming smile.  He had the money from Dylan to get him just about anyplace in the galaxy, but if he can get someplace out of the way without having to touch that money, well, more money for him.

“Sounds like a nice place to get away from it all,” he said.

Part VII: The Valley

“Master Krone sends his regards, Captain Relith,” the good looking human said.

Talek bowed his head slightly at the acknowledgement.  When he decided to get into the smuggling business to keep a closer eye on the underworld, he felt that taking an assumed name might be wise.  He felt it was particularly wise after Lady Chameleon was able to trace his real identity so easily when he inquired to buy information from her.  Fortunately, his smuggling partner, Blu Davis, was not only a competent pilot, but was an excellent Slicer as well.  Blu was able to create a new false identity of Captain Relith in the Republic Database for him, particularly after Talek used his influence as owner of Secalle Securities Corporation to give Blu easier access to the restricted database.  He had decided to make his new identity the same name as his father, in small tribute to the one who sired him, though Talek had only met the Cerean once and that was when he had died.

“Send my regards back to Master Krone,” Talek replied, again with a slight bow.

Personally, Talek didn’t care much more the Insectoid Krone.  He was an avarice being and disgusting to boot.  Krone, Talek had discovered through research, was an aberration as far as the Insectoid race was concerned.  The Insectoids was a hive race of large insects, resembling large Preying Mantis, whose sole purpose to living was in service to the Insectoid race.  Krone was different, as he had decided his purpose was to be in service to himself, and so was exiled from the Insectoid Homeworld.  Since then, Krone had developed a tiny little Criminal Operation based in Mos Eisley on Tatooine.  Tiny being the operative word, because if his operation was any larger, he may draw the attention of the Hutts who controlled the world and that would be bad for Krone.

“Do you have the Master’s cargo?” the human asked.


Talek nodded, as he appreciated the formalities being out of the way and getting down to business.  One of the reasons he did business with Krone was because he didn’t waste time with formalities and got down to business, and the people he employed carried the same trait.  Plus, Krone was a small-time operator who was excellent to work for while establishing a reputation, which was his real purpose for working for him.  He was now starting to get offers for work from the Hutts, Black Sun, and Chameleon, though he avoided working for Chameleon.  He knew the Lady was resourceful and had the best chance of blowing his cover.  But, he still did the occasional job for Krone, to keep up the front of good relations with his original employer.  It helped his reputation.

“It’s in the Cargo bay, ready for your people to unload,” Talek calmly added.  “Which they can do, as soon as I have my payment.”

The Human smiled as he replied, “Of course.”  He pushed a few buttons into his Datapad.  “The appropriate funds have been transferred into your account.”

Talek looked over to Blu, a rough looking human with blond hair and a scraggly beard, wearing a white t-shirt and his trusty Heavy Blaster Pistol on his belt.  Blu nodded his head to Talek, indicating the Transfer had taken place and that he was already bouncing the money through several accounts, before it ended up in their mutual shared account, and then it will be divided between the two of them later.  Talek actually had the smaller cut, but he really didn’t need the money, as he had other reasons for doing the work.  His legitimate business made all the money he really needed to do his work.  So, he could let Blu take the bigger cut, as it did insure the Mercenary’s loyalty, at least in the beginning.

“You may start unloading your cargo,” Talek said, gesturing to the opening Cargo Hatch that Blu was opening.  The human gestured to his companions, and they went to work unloading the ship, which Talek had named Future’s Light.  Blu had hated the name, but Talek’s word was final on this point.

As they had worked together, Talek had been able to get to know Blu, and as he suspected, was a decent man, though with a green streak.  But that was the circumstances of his life, as he was born and raised in the Outer Rim worlds.  Had he been born in the Republic, the Jedi Order would have discovered him and made him a Jedi.  Talek had been taking the time to teach Blu rudimentary Jedi Skills, and during the course of their travels, a strange friendship had developed.  It was strange to Talek at least, as he had never had a friend who wasn’t a Jedi, but now he had one in Blu.  And he knew that Blu would be loyal to him.  He could feel it.


What disturbed Talek more was the increasing number of individuals like Blu, Force-Using individuals born outside the Republic and outside Jedi Control.  It was becoming easier for people strong in the Force to be raised without Jedi training, and more likely to fall to the Dark Side.  More and more, he was convinced that the Great Darkness he sensed on the horizon was going to come from them.  Yet, he felt that his course was the best one available.  Whatever the threat, it would need resources, and unless it came from within the Republic, which was highly unlikely considering the Jedi influence there, it was going to come from the Criminal Underworld.  So, he had to keep an eye on anyone gaining too much power in the Underworld.

Talek turned to watch Krone’s employees unload the ship.  He was glad that he didn’t actually have to speak to Krone this trip, as he had told Krone that he had another job already lined up elsewhere.  That wasn’t entirely true, though.  He had been off the Jedi radar for quite awhile, and it was time for him to check in and let the Temple know that he was alive and well and maybe take on a Diplomacy mission, just so he wasn’t lacking in his Jedi responsibilities.  He had heard that there could possibly be a Trade dispute brewing between the Trade Federation and Naboo that could use his attention.  It would give him a chance to go visit Sassa Leepa.  He would check in on Rasta as well, except he had gotten a communiqué from Naboo informing him that Rasta had left Naboo.  This meant that Destiny was growing ever closer, for he knew that Rasta would soon be a Jedi somehow.  He had foreseen that much.

Talek sighed and decided he needed to meditate.  He tapped Blu on the shoulder and gave him the hand signal indicating he was going to meditate.  Blu acknowledged with a grumble as Talek started to walk back into the ship.  Blu can handle things out there, while he meditated on what his next step would be.

Talek knelt in his meditation chamber on board Future’s Light, the lights dimmed so it would be easier to meditate.  Seeing into the Future was getting harder and harder, as the time of Darkness was growing closer and closer.  He knew that Master Yoda must know of it by now, and probably a few other Jedi as well.  Most visions he had now were fuzzy and unclear, with only the most powerful visions clear.  And those usually revolved around him, Rasta, and the charming rogue he has learned is David Kane.  The four years he had promised Dylan were almost up, and he knew David Kane was soon to enter his life, along with Rasta Meeks.  He still didn’t know how yet, but he knew it was soon.

Talek closed his eyes and started to let himself drift away into the flow of the Force.  Every time he immersed himself in the Force, he felt the stench of the Dark Side growing stronger and stronger.  He knew it was just him and his ability at Foretelling that gave him that impression, but he sometimes wondered if that stench could corrupt a Jedi without them knowing it.  Or perhaps it was his own previous experience with the Dark Side which made him aware of it.  He honestly didn’t know.

Talek reached out towards the Future, trying once more to get a feel of what was to come.  As he reached out, a shining beacon of Light in the Force, one he had never noticed before, reached out to him, drawing him in.  He allowed himself to be drawn, knowing that it was the will of the Force that drew him, and indeed, it was the will of the Force that only revealed this beacon now to him.  He drifted closer to Light and then was enveloped by it.


Talek found himself floating in the air, drifting through a rocky valley, with high wall of rock on either side of him.  He drifted down into the valley, being pulled into the caverns that were along the walls or one cavern in particular.  He floated into a great chamber, with great big statues of what looked to be Jedi of old, lining the walls.  In the center was a structure, with what looked to be a glowing ball of energy floating above it.

Talek found his movement stopped as he stood inside the chamber.  The Force was strong all around him, the energy feeling strong in the Light, yet he felt the tinge of the Dark Side underneath the surface, but thoroughly suppressed.  He looked back at the glowing ball of energy, to see a bluish white form floating out of it and towards him.  Talek watched the form approach, to see it was the form of a man, through he was transparent and a bluish white glow about him.  He had a strong looking form, with a stern face framed with a bushy beard, wearing long flowing robes and a lightsaber at his side.


He floated down till he made a graceful landing in front of Talek, his strong, yet wise eyes looking down at Talek, as his form was taller than Talek.  He let a warm smile crack his face, that for some reason warmed Talek and put him at ease under these strange circumstances.  He could strongly feel the Force flowing around him now, the purity of it filling him and bringing a joy of immersing in the Force that hadn’t exist in many years, since he first noticed the coming Darkness many years ago.

Talek nodded his head in respect to the spirit in front of him, which was returned.  The spirit stretched its hand out towards the center structure, drawing Talek’s eyes to it.  Talek studied the structure carefully, noticing how it looked like some sort of memorial, now a bit rundown.  As Talek stared at the sight in front of him, mesmerized by the glowing ball of energy, which he felt was the focal point of Force energy around him; he heard the spirit next to him whisper in his ear.


“Seek out Ruusan,” it said.


Talek saw a familiar face form in the energy ball, and then he felt himself being pulled once more, this time right at the ball of energy.  As he was enveloped by the ball, he felt great joy, though underneath, he also felt…anger and hate.


Talek’s eyes popped open as he snapped out of the trance, contemplating all that he saw.  He looked at the bare room, and the currently dimly lit light tubes on the wall.  He stood himself up, and mulled those words he had heard the spirit say.


“Seek out Ruusan,” he whispered to himself.


He then remembered the face he had saw in the ball of energy, and he knew what his first step was to be.  He went for the door to inform Blu to prepare the ship for immediate departure, as soon as the cargo had been off-loaded.  First stop: Sulon.


Future’s Light touched down on a clear green field, on a bright sunny and cloud free day on Sulon, a moon of Sullust.  Sulon was an agricultural moon, filled with farms and lots of open spaces with trees and green hills.  It was an important moon, as it provided food for the planet of Sullust, as well as other worlds, including trade to Coruscant itself.  It was a quiet planet, with small settlements and practically no interference from the Galaxy outside.  There was one major Spaceport on the planet, but that was mostly for trade, to ship food off planet and to ship goods on planet.  But, air traffic wasn’t restricted on Sulon, so it was no problem for Blu to set Future’s Light down in a clear field.

As the ramp lowered, a lone man walked out from a house, the only structure that could be seen for miles around.  He was getting on in years, looking to be about in his mid-thirties or so.  He had dirty brown hair, that went along with his rugged beard and he wore a white shirt and a dirty old jacket, one that looked to have seen a lot of work in the fields.  He looked to be in good shape, his form keep fit by many hours of honest labor in the fields.  At his side, he wore a Byar Blaster Pistol, a good reliable pistol which his hand hovered over, as his eyes tried to make out the form that was descending the ramp.

Talek stepped off the ramp and into the light, and a great big smile came across the man’s face.

“Talek,” he said as he walked up, his hands out wide.  Talek embraced the man in a strong hug as he replied, “Morgan, it is good to see you again, my old friend.”


Morgan stepped back and took in the sight of the Cerean in front of him.

“It’s been a long time,” he said, as a tinge of sadness entered his voice.  Talek nodded in response.


“Since I was taken in as a Padawan Apprentice by Master Kolu,” Talek replied.


Morgan nodded in reply as he thought about the path his life didn’t take.  Morgan had been raised by the Jedi, and had known Talek as a Youngling, where they had become good friends.  When they came of age to be taken on as Padawan Apprentices to Jedi Masters, Talek had been taken on fairly fast by Jedi Master Darin Kolu, while no Master took Morgan on.  So, Morgan had entered service in the Jedi Agricultural Corps, where he basically became a farmer, yet one who was able to use the Force to improve the quality and quantity of his crop, to better provide food to the rest of the Galaxy, particularly the Core Worlds where the planets have become more Industrial, and had little space left to grow their own food.

“You should keep in better touch, my old friend,” Morgan said.


Talek nodded in agreement, as he had been negligent to his old friend, being wrapped up in his quest to avert the rise of the Dark Side in the Galaxy.


“What a desolate place,” Blu said as he walked down the ramp behind Talek.  “There probably isn’t a bar around for miles.”

Morgan looked at Talek quizzically, and Talek shook his head, indicating it was better not to ask.  Morgan shrugged his shoulders as he stepped forward, his hand outreached to Blu.

“Morgan Katarn,” he said as Blu looked down at his hand before reaching out and shaking it.

“Blu Davis,” he said absently, still looking about at what he saw was desolate space.


“Mr. Davis, there is a small tavern in town about 15 kilometers to the south,” Morgan said, pointing his hand towards the hills that laid to the south.


Talek reached out and gently pushed Morgan’s arm down.

“That won’t be necessary as Mr. Davis will not be staying with us,” Talek said, bring a quizzical look from Blu.  Talek turned towards Blu as he continued.  “I will be remaining here for awhile.  I will call you when I’m ready to be picked up, but in the meantime, feel free to use the ship and take on any runs you wish, with one hundred percent of the profits going to you.”


Blu’s jaw dropped for the first time in a long time.  He had gotten use to Talek’s ways, but he never believed that Talek would just let him take the ship to use as he pleased.  He quickly recovered from the shock as he started to move back up the ramp.

“Alright, boss,” he said.  “Have a good time and take all the time you want.  The ship will be in good hands with Old Blu.  I will bring her back in better shape than she is in now.”


Talek nodded his head in acknowledgement as Blu shut the hatch and the ramp retracted into the hull.  Talek and Morgan started walking back towards the house, when Talek turned around and watched as the Future’s Light lifted off the ground smoothly, turned, and shot off into the sky, quickly becoming a tiny dot in the sky.  A tear formed in Talek’s eye as it shot away into space.  Morgan turned and noticed the tear in his eye.


“What is it?” Morgan asked.  “Is it Blu?”


Talek shook his head.


“No, I will see Blu Davis again,” Talek said as he turned once more towards the house.  “Now,” he continued as if that last bit of conversation hadn’t happened, “have you arranged for a transport?”


Morgan nodded as he said, “I don’t know why I did, but something told me I needed to get a ship.  It was quite…disturbing.”


Talek nodded, realizing the Living Force was at work here.  This journey they were about to embark on was very important, even though he already knew the final destination.


“Where to?” Morgan inquired.


“Ruusan,” Talek replied.  Now, he just had to find where that was.


Morgan sat behind Talek, as Talek went through the Jedi archives in the Jedi Temple on Coruscant.  After searching through the Holo-Net, Talek realized that the Galactic Coordinates of Ruusan didn’t exist in the public records, that they had been erased.   He figured that it was probably done by the Jedi when somebody wasn’t looking, as he knew the Jedi in the past wanted the world to be forgotten and wanted to forget it themselves.  And, it appears to have succeeded.

Talek had known of Ruusan from his studies of Jedi History, and that every Jedi knew about Ruusan.  About a thousand years ago, a massive army of Jedi faced the Sith in a gigantic battle on Ruusan, that resulted in the death of everyone, Sith and Jedi alike.  It had been theorized that the Sith had a secret weapon that they unleashed that had resulted in theirs and the Jedi’s complete destruction.  Afterwards, a young Jedi who had been a Padawan to the Jedi Master who led the Jedi in the battle, Master Hoth, decided to petition the Senate and the Jedi for permission to build a monument to the Jedi who had fallen there.  The Senate whole-heartily agreed, while the Jedi refused, monuments not being the Jedi way.  The young Jedi built the monument on Ruusan anyways, and it became known as the Valley of the Jedi.  The Valley was never really heavily visited though, and it eventually became forgotten and erased from the public records of the Republic.  Talek smiled, because he had just discovered it wasn’t erased from the Jedi Archives.  It had taken some looking, but he found it.

“Found it,” Talek whispered to Morgan, who nodded in acknowledgement.


Talek quickly uploaded the information to his DataPad before standing up and making his way towards the exit, Morgan following close behind.  He was trying to keep as low as profile as possible this visit.  If the Jedi Council caught wind that he was in the Temple, he would surely be summoned for a mission, as he was one of the most accomplished Negotiators the Jedi had.  But, Talek had an important mission of his own, and had no time to be sent on another mission, one that could take Talek many Parsecs in the other direction.


As Talek approached the door to the Jedi Archives, he suddenly felt a familiar presence in the Force, and quickly turned into one of the rows of Data Cards that made up the Jedi Archives, while focusing on masking his presence in the Force.  Morgan was about to speak up about the change in direction, but Talek put a finger to his lips, while jerking his head in the direction he was heading, which was off the beaten path.  Morgan followed behind Talek just as the main door to the Archives opened.


“And this is the Jedi Archives,” the voice of Reni Callum came from just outside the door of the Archives.  “You will spend time here researching and studying here the history of the Republic and the Jedi.”

Talek ducked behind another row and peeked back out to see Reni enter the Archives, followed by a Gungan who Talek instantly recognized as Rasta Meeks.

“Howsa comesa mesa learnsa yousas history?” Rasta asked.


Reni smiled and responded with, “Because all Jedi learn it, as it was part of our education upbringing.  You are a special case, but I seem to remember that part of the reason you wanted to become a Jedi was to better understand our way at viewing the Force…”


Talek didn’t hear the rest of the conversation as Reni and Rasta had moved deeper into the Archives.  Talek silently motioned to Morgan and silently made his way to the main door.  As he and Morgan opened the door and started to move through to the hall beyond, Talek looked back down the main corridor of the Archives, to see Reni giving Rasta what looked to be the standard tutorial introducing him to the Archives system.

“And so it begins,” he muttered to himself.


“What was that?” Morgan asked.


Talek shook his head and replied, “Nothing.”


He then turned down the corridor outside the Archives heading for the lifts.  As the Archives doors closed, Reni turned her head towards the closing doors, a somber expression on her face.


“Be careful, Master, whatever it is you are up to now,” she whispered under her breath.


“Whatsa yousa say?” Rasta asked.


Reni shook her head as she replied, “Nothing.”


She turned back to the screen of the console Rasta was at.


“Now, this is the Main Menu where…” she said as she launched back into her tutorial for Rasta Meeks.

Jacelyn’s Starfinder exited hyperspace above the planet of Ruusan, a harsh reddish looking planet, one that still hadn’t fully recovered from the great battle from a thousand years ago.  Talek stood in the cockpit of the small freighter, with Morgan in front of him at the pilot’s seat.  Morgan had arranged for Talek to acquire the aging freighter, which must’ve once belong to someone name Jacelyn, though he had purchased it from a farmer on Sulon named Terrill.  Terrill only used it for short jaunts to Sullust, and Morgan was amazed the Hyperdrive was in good shape as it was.  But, while it may have been on its last legs, it was enough to get them to where they needed to go, and not draw attention to themselves.

“We’re here,” Morgan chimed in, as he turned back to see Talek had closed his eyes, reaching out with the Force, searching for their destination.  And he felt it, a strong bright beacon in the force, calling for him to come down.

“Head for the far side of the planet in the Southern Hemisphere,” Talek said.


Morgan nodded as he brought Jacelyn’s Starfinder into a gentle orbit that would take them around to the other side of the planet.  As the crossed the line that took them from the day side to the night side, he started to take the ship down into the atmosphere, angling for the big continent in the Southern Hemisphere.


“Angle it a little more towards the North from our present heading,” Talek instructed.

Morgan nodded his head, already making the adjustment, as he had started to feel it himself, even with his limited ability in the Force.  The site radiated so much in the Force, anyone on the planet who was sensitive in the Force would be able to feel it and find their way.  Talek seemed to feel it that strongly as well, and issued no further instructions to Morgan, seeing that the ship was heading dead on towards it.

“I’m picking up a landing beacon,” Morgan said, which Talek nodded in response.  They had read up on what information was in the Jedi Archives, and had read that there was a landing platform on site, though they weren’t sure until now whether the landing beacon would still be operational.

Not another word passed between the two as Jacelyn’s Starfinder cut through the atmosphere, heading towards a giant rift in the ground.  She pulled around into a hover above the rift, before descending down into the pitch darkness, the only illumination coming from Jacelyn’s Starfinder’s landing lights.  The ship inched downwards, until it made a gentle landing on the Landing Platform.

The ramp lowered and Talek stepped out, carrying a light in his hand, followed closely by Morgan.  As Talek stepped off, he took a look around his surroundings.  There was a reception building in front of him, though there were no lights on inside.  In fact, there was no power anywhere, except for the lights that marked out the landing pad, and of course power for the landing beacon.  Talek pointed his flashlight to the door that lead inside the reception building, and started walking towards it, Morgan nervously following behind.

Talek reached the door and found it would not open.  He motioned to Morgan who looked at the mechanism and shook his head.  Talek nodded and waved his hand to signal Morgan to stand back.  Talek drew his Lightsaber, his azure blade snapping on and illuminating the area with its bluish glow.  Talek cut into the door, taking his time and cutting a circle into it.  The door fell inwards, revealing the darkened interiors of the reception room.  Talek snapped off his Lightsaber and stepped through the opening, motioning for Morgan to follow him.

They made their way through the Reception Building, finding a stairway downstairs, as the lifts were not operational.  As they exited the building, they saw a path leading towards the entrance of a cavern, the cavern they both felt was strong in the Force.  They cautiously made their ways down the path, constantly on the lookout for any threats that may lie in the darkness, though he felt no such threats in the Force.  But, he believed it was better to be safe.

They entered the cavern, which was made up of a short corridor that led to a larger chamber lined with giant statues of Jedi that have been dead for some thousand years.  In the center of the chamber there was a structure, which Talek knew was the Meditation Center, a place for Jedi to go here and to meditate, though it never got much use and looks to have fallen into a state of disrepair.  Above the structure, there was a glowing ball of energy, where Talek could feel was the strongest concentration of the Force in the room.  He also heard…voices.  While most seemed to be at peace, yet mindful, there were some discordant voices, filled with rage and anger.  He realized he had heard the voices before when he visited in his dream, though they seemed louder now.  Not much louder, but louder nevertheless.

“Greetings, Master Talek,” a voice off to the side said.

Talek and Morgan turned to see a transparent figure of a human male, who had the appearance of authority and strength.  His eyes bore into Talek, as if looking into his soul, while the rest of his form seemed relaxed.  The figure turned and regarded Morgan.

“And greetings to you as well, Morgan Katarn,” he added.


Talek eyed the apparition, studying it, trying to place where he had seen this spirit before, besides in his meditations.

“How did you know my name,” Morgan asked the spirit standing before him.

The spirit smiled and replied, “The Force knows all, though reveals only what is needed.  It has revealed you to me, Morgan Katarn, as well you, Master Talek.”


Talek nodded, taking it all in stride, as if this was exactly how he saw all this unfolding.

“And may I ask who you are and why you are here?” Talek asked of the spirit.


The spirit nodded as it replied, “I am Jedi Master Hoth, and I lead the spirits of the Jedi who had perished here, guarding the spirits of the Sith Lords who refuse to let go of this life and become one with the Force.”

Morgan stepped forward, his hands shaking a bit.

“Are you saying you are doomed to spend eternity here guarding the spirits of dead Sith spirits?”


The spirit of the great Jedi Master shook his head.

“Not at all,” he replied.  “The day is coming when a great battle will take place here between the Light and the Dark, and on that day, we will be free of our duty and allowed to become one with the Force.”


“Is that why we are here,” Talek piped in.

The spirit shook his head.


“No.  That battle will take place after you have both passed from your mortal coil.  You have been brought here because you both have a task to perform.”


Talek and Morgan looked at each other, both of them puzzled.

“I already have a task I’m dedicated to,” Talek said.


“A task we wish you to expand, Master Talek,” replied Master Hoth.


“How?” Talek asked, intrigued.


“Darkness is falling on the Galaxy, and the Jedi have gone soft and are not prepared,” said Master Hoth.  “In my time, it was common practice to be watchful of the Dark Side and combat it when it arose.  But, the servants of the Dark Side have grown clever, hiding themselves very well, waiting for their time, when the Jedi would not be ready for them.”

“And that time is coming,” Talek continued, picking up where Master Hoth left off.  “That is the darkness I see in the Force on Future’s Horizon.”


Talek looked over at Morgan, a shocked expression on his face.


“The elimination of the Jedi by the servants of the Dark Side,” he said to Morgan.


Talek turned back towards Master Hoth.

“How is it going to happen?” asked Talek.


Master Hoth’s eyes drooped a little in sorrow as he replied, “The Dark Side masks it plans very well.  I only know that it will happen, unless the Jedi can rediscover its roots.  That is your task, Master Talek…wake up the Jedi to this threat and prepare them for it.”


Talek nodded, as his mind set itself to the task he had at hand to accomplish.

“What of me, Master Hoth?” Morgan asked.


The Jedi Spirit smiled.

“The Valley must not fall into the hands of the servants of the Dark Side.  You are the Valley’s Guardian, Morgan Katarn.  Keep the Valley safe until the one who will set us free comes.”


“But, you said that won’t happen until after I am dead,” Morgan asked.


Master Hoth nodded.


“Yes, so take that into consideration,” he said.


Master Hoth turned and started to float back towards the ball of golden energy and then stopped and turned backed towards the two living beings in the chamber.

“The Valley will be visited twice after this,” he said.  “Once by individuals connected to you,” pointing towards Talek as he spoke, “and once by someone connected to you,” as his finger swung towards Morgan.

“So somebody connected to one of us will fight this battle you spoke of,” Talek spoke.

The spirit smiled at Talek’s observation.


“I have spoken all that I can,” he said, “the rest is up to you.”


And then his form floated away, disappearing into the sphere of golden energy, leaving many questions running around in Talek’s and Morgan’s heads.

The journey back to Sulon was quiet, as Talek spent the trip meditating on all that had happened, while Morgan spent most of the time in the cockpit thinking.  As Jacelyn’s Starfinder jumped out of Hyperspace above the moon of Sulon, Talek finally broke the silence.

“We have much to talk about and plan,” he said to Morgan.


Morgan nodded his head in agreement, while staring out at the stars nearby.


“After I was passed over, I had resigned myself to the life of a simple farmer,” he said.  “A simple life.  I never imagined that I would be thrust into a position where the fate of the Galaxy hung upon my abilities.  It’s a daunting task.”


Talek nodded as he replied, “It is, my old friend, and one I hope we are both up to.”  Talek sighed before he continued on.  “I wish Kevan was here.  I could really use his help in this.”

“Where is he?” Morgan asked.


“I don’t know,” Talek replied solemnly.  “Last time I talked to him, he was going to be guarding an archeological expedition going to a planet the Council knew was dangerous.  I haven’t heard from him since and the Council won’t tell me anything about where he is.  So, I don’t know if he is even alive or dead.  I don’t think the Council knows either.”

Talek turned and flipped a switch on the communications panel, indicating he wished that current discussion come to an end for the time being.

“Talek to Blu,” he said.  “Do you read me?”


There was a moment of silence, before some static broke in.


“Yeah, Boss,” Blu’s voice was barely heard over the static.


“Blu, I’m barely reading you,” Talek said.


“Uhhhh…that’s because I’m on my personal Comlink which I hacked into the Holo-Net relays,” was the crackly response.

“Well, call me when you get back to the ship,” Talek said.  “Talek…”

“No can do,” Blu interrupted through the static.


Talek’s gaze turned towards the communications panel, staring at it as if Blu was right there, giving it a stern eye.


“Why not?” Talek asked.


“Uhhhh, well,” Blu stammered.  “You see…I kind of lost it in a Sabacc game.”


Talek let out a sigh, as he had a feeling something like this was going to happen.  He had felt it in the Force when Blu had left in the ship.  No matter.  While it was a good ship, all Jedi knew that life was transitory and not to develop strong attachments to people…or things.

“Fine,” Talek said.  “I will wire you some money so you can get a liner ticket to Coruscant.  You are going to work off this debt to me in whatever capacity I see fit.  You read me.”


“Uhhh…yeah, Boss,” came Blu’s reply.


“Very well, Talek…”


“One more thing, Boss,” Blu said.


“Yes, Blu,” Talek said, feeling the serious need to go back and meditate some more.


“I’ve….uhhhh, sort of ran up a hefty bar tab,” Blu stuttered out.  “Could you wire some money to cover that before the owner sends some guys to break my legs?”


Talek just sighed once more.

Part VIII: Sojin

It is done, Talek thought to himself as he looked at the terminal before him.  He was sitting in the vast Jedi Archives, which was filled with information that dated back to the beginning of the Republic.  And I destroyed part of that knowledge from the Archives, he added in his thoughts.  But, the Valley must be protected at all costs, which means the fewer people who knew where it was, the better.  He just hoped that technique that Blu taught him to eliminate the data is as good as Blu claims it is.

Talek stood up and walked towards the exit, his walk a little more brisk than usual.  He didn’t want to be late for perhaps his more important meeting with the Jedi Council.  His hand passed over the pouch on his belt that contained a Data Card, the one that contained the information he had been gathering and collating since returning to Coruscant.  A lot had been happening, a lot of it happening in the shadows, where one can’t see so well.  He was stunned by what was happening.  It showed what he had foreseen, that the Dark Side of the Force was gaining in strength, and would soon threaten to overshadow the Light Side, unless he can stop it.  And that was the core of his proposal for the Council.


As he stepped out into the hallway outside the Archives that would lead to the lift that would take him to his important meeting, he froze.  Stepping out of a lift was a young, roguish human that Talek knew was David Kane.  He had never met him, but he had seen him in his visions many times.  Following behind Kane was a big Trandoshan, who Talek had also seen in his visions, at least for this moment.  For Talek had seen this moment many years ago.  He pulled out a Chronometer and glanced at the date.  He nodded as he saw that indeed four years had passed since he had made that deal with Dylan Ryzer.  It was time.  Yet, one part of him was once more sadden by what was about to happen…what must happen.


Talek hurried down the hallway towards Kane, his Trandoshan friend D, and the Gungan Rasta Meeks, who had stepped out with them as well and all three appeared to be in a heated discussion.  Probably over their next move, Talek thought, knowing already he contained the clue that would send them on the next leg of their journey.  For a price.

“David Kane,” Talek spoke out loudly, causing Kane and the group accompanying him, as well as everybody in the hall to turn towards Talek.

“May I help you?” he asked as Talek strolled up.


“I have information for you,” Talek calmly spoke.


“And that is?” Kane asked impatiently.


“I will give you this information on the condition that you will return here and see me after you accomplished what you need to do,” Talek spoke leveling his eyes directly at Kane’s eyes.


Kane met his gaze for a second before responding, “Will you let us discuss this for a second?”


“Certainly,” Talek responded as he turned and strolled over to a plant in the lobby, admiring the natural beauty of it.  He didn’t need to listen in to the discussion that the group was having.  He knew the outcome of this encounter years ago.  In the end, they will accept his information…and the price, both seen and hidden.


After a few moments of conversing, Kane turned around to face Talek.

“Your offer is acceptable,” Kane said.


Talek nodded and said, “To solve your Bounty problem, you need to return to the beginning.”


Kane’s eyes widen a little and he looked up at D.  D looked down at Kane and nodded back.


“Santander,” escaped Kane’s lips.


Talek nodded and added, “I will see you when you return.”


He turned and walked to the lift that would take him to his meeting with the Jedi Council, though his heart breaking a little.  While it had to be done, he had just set them down a path that would lead to D’s death.  Talek looked back at the group once more, already deep into plans to make the trip to Santander, before stepping into the lift and up to the Jedi Council chambers.


“What you are describing is almost like a Jedi Paramilitary Organization,” Jedi Master Mace Windu calmly observed.  “That goes against what the Jedi are.  We are keepers of the peace, not soldiers.”

Master Talek stood calmly in the middle of the Jedi Council chamber, surrounded on all sides by the members of the Jedi Council.  He had laid out his plan to combat the rising darkness in the Force.  The reception is about as he expected.  He turned and looked every member of the Council, his peers, directly in the eyes, before continuing.

“It is a Jedi Paramilitary Organization that I propose, but one that will help keep the peace, as their sole purpose would be the tracking down and capture of Darksiders, who have been becoming more and more of a common occurrence.”

Master Windu stapled his fingers together as he poised his next question.


“And you believe these, what did you call them again?”


“Sojin,” Talek replied.


Master Windu nodded as he continued.


“You believe these Sojin will be up to the task you would have set before them?”


Talek nodded and replied, “If you give me the Jedi that I request,” as he held up a DataPad in his hand.  “I have done extensive investigation, both through the Jedi Archives and our current records, as well as my own meditations into the will of the Force.”


Master Windu nodded his head again as he replied, “I’m still not sure…”


“As I stated before, Jedi are limited in the places they can go and the people they can interact with.  Not because of an inability in the Jedi themselves, but the problem of Jedi being able to mix inconspicuously with some of the seamier elements of society, and to gather information quietly…without the use of force.  These Jedi will need to be able to defend themselves without the use of the Force, and with more inconspicuous weapons if the mission calls for it.”

Talek once again looked at each member of the council as he continued, trying to gauge their response to his plea.


“In order to find the cause of these disturbances, whether they are the Sith or some other unseen force or being, there needs to be Jedi with a broader set of skills, ones that normally don’t get taught to Padawans.  A specially trained group…one that fully understands the Jedi Code and the ways of the Force, combined with the skills to deal with the darker side of society and the will not to be tainted by it.  We will need such Jedi…and soon.”

Master Yoda, whose eyes have been closed in mediation during this portion of the discussion, spoke up finally.


“If have this group the Council must, then heed my words you will.  Secret must this group be.  Republic know about this they must not.  If fear us they do, help us they will not.  If hate us they do, hunt us they will.”

The entire council nodded their head at this.

“Very well, Talek.  We will give your organization a shot,” Master Windu finally spoke.  “Little assistance financially we can give you, as our funds are closely monitored by the Republic, but then, I understand you have been taking advantage of your inheritance.”


Talek nodded.


“In order to combat the threat I perceive.”


Master Windu nodded again.


“We will give you one year to make it work.  If we haven’t had results by then, we will dissolve the organization.  The Council will have final approval of mission assignments.  Is this agreeable to you, Master Talek?”


“It is,” Talek responded.


“We will give you twelve Jedi initially to form your core.  Eight you may choose and the other four will be chosen by the Council.”


Talek started making notes on his DataPad as he replied, “If that is the wish of the Council.”


“It is,” Master Windu replied.  “Now, who is on this list of Jedi you wish to be Sojin.”


Talek stepped over to Master Windu and handed over his DataPad.


“These are the eight I wish to have.”


Master Windu scanned through the list, but his eyes stopped on one name.


“David Kane is not a Jedi,” Master Windu stated calmly.


Talek smiled.


“Another matter I wish to discuss with the Council.”

Master Windu rolled his eyes as he signaled Talek to proceed.


Talek stepped out of the lift on the reception level of the Jedi Temple.  Before him on a bench, asleep and snoring loudly, was Blu Davis.  Several Jedi passing by gave Blu strange looks as they passed by.  Talek strode up to Blu and gave him a slight nudge.

“I’m awake, I ‘m awake,” Blu cried out.  “Was just resting my eyelids.”


“And getting over that hangover, I take it,” Talek replied calmly.


“Well, that Bothan Tequila really packs a…I mean, I was just…”


“I have a task for you, Blu,” Talek interrupted, saving Blu from digging a deeper hole that he already had.


“Sure thing, Boss,” Blu replied with a snap, jutting up straight and alert.

“The Council approved my proposal, though it was touch and go for awhile.”

“That’s great, Boss…” Blu started.


“So, I need you to contact the individuals we talked about for Support Staff, and then I need you to somehow make your way to Socrano to start setting up base,” Talek continued cutting off Blu.


“You want me to set up base all by myself?”  Blu asked.

“Of course not,” Talek replied.  “If all goes according to plan, Master Nersann will arrive before you do and get operations set-up.  But I need you to co-ordinate the Support Staff until I can arrive.”


“Understood, Boss,” Blu replied and he turned to walk away before he stopped once more.


“Uhhh, what will you be doing?” Blu asked.


“Recruiting the Sojin, of course,” Talek calmly replied.

Part IX: Kane

Talek sat in his meditation chamber, contemplating the future, which was getting more and more difficult to see.  Where once he could’ve seen a threat to the Republic or the Jedi clearly, months before the threat existed, now, he could barely see the threats that were pressing at the moment.  The Dark Side was getting stronger and finding more and more servants, particularly in the Outer Rim, where the influence of the Jedi was non-existent.  Many Force-Users were falling to the Dark Side’s influence, and as a result, were creating more and more possibilities to be the ultimate threat to the Republic.  Sojin Alpha and Beta teams were already being trained, though Alpha Team was missing some critical elements he has foreseen it would need.  At present, it was being made up of Nersann’s Padawan, Raelin Cole, Korlaww’s Padawan, Lorken, and his old friend Kendomar’s Padawan, Dokken.  But, he sensed, though barely now, as his power of foresight was weakening, that the moment was approaching.  The moment where he will break current Jedi Tradition and set David Kane on the path of the Jedi and his destiny.

The chime on his chamber at the Jedi Temple rang and he turned towards the door and responded, “Enter.”


The door opened to reveal a rougher looking David Kane, as the charming glint in his eyes had faded, to be filled with grief.  He knew that was going to be a risk, but he sensed that Kane would be strong enough to resist the lure of the Dark Side, though he knew Kane will walk a fine line.  But, that is what the Sojin needed, as well as the resourcefulness Kane can bring.  Indeed, Talek had been monitoring Kane’s activities since he left for Santander a few months ago, and knew that Kane had amassed a small fortune from selling Trade Federation weapons he had collected at the Battle of Naboo as well as betting heavily on himself in the Santander Classic Podrace on Santander.  But, the joy those accomplishments had caused had been erased in his head.

“I returned as I said I would,” Kane stated with a bit of an edge to his voice.


“My sympathies on your loss,” Talek started.


“What do you know of my loss?”  Kane responded harshly.


Talek nodded.


“I didn’t really know D, but I know he was a close friend and a partner to you.  I have lost close friends in my time,” Talek calmly stated as he thought back to his most recent loss.  Kevan never returned from wherever he had gone, and Talek suspected foul play.  Whatever the reason for Kevan’s disappearance, he was deprived of a valuable ally, one who was very skilled in the ways of Jedi Combat.  A skill that his Sojin would need.

“There was no reason why he had to die,” Kane stated from the silence that had developed, a coldness filling the once warm and charming voice he had.

Except that it was the will of the Force, Talek thought.


“I have a proposal for you, Mr. Kane,” Talek stated calmly, avoiding the thought that had crossed his mind.

Kane’s demeanor instantly changed, becoming more relaxed, an aura of confidence becoming evident around him.  Excellent, Talek thought.  I got him into his business form, taking him away from his grief.

“And what sort of proposal do you have for me, Master Talek?” Kane asked, his assured voice taking command where seconds ago, grief and cold dominated.

“As you have no doubt noticed in your recent travels, Dark-Side Force Users are becoming more evident.  That Bounty Hunter you encountered on Naboo, Eve Ning, and Reni’s former Padawan on Santander, Lan Aroni.”

At the mention of Eve, Talek briefly sensed an emotion from Kane, though Kane was a closely guarded individual.  An emotion he was surprised to sense from him, guilt.  Something happened concerning Eve on Naboo that Kane was guilty about, though he will probably know as Eve died on Naboo.  Or, could her death have something to do with it.  A mystery for another time.


“Rasta was the one who encountered Lan on Santander,” Kane stated factually.


Talek nodded as he continued, “And he has recovered quite nicely here at the Jedi Temple from the injuries he sustained there.  But, the fact remains that you have encountered the rising power of the Dark-Side, a power that I fear will sweep across the Republic and bring ruin to it.”

Kane stood up and started walking around the room, looking at the bare walls, before strolling over to the window that looked out over the nighttime cityscape that was the planet Coruscant.

“What is it to me?” Kane finally said.


“I know your understanding of the Force is limited except for the little tricks you are able to pull using it.”


Kane’s head quickly turned and glared at Talek.


“I’m quite aware of your ability to use the Force, and because you are so connected to the Force, the rise of the Dark Side will affect you.  But, will you succumb to it and become apart of the problem…”


Talek paused as he caught Kane’s eye and stared straight into them.


“…or will you fight it, so that injustices like the one that happened to your Trandoshan friend doesn’t happen to anyone else.”


Kane stared back for a moment before turning back to the window, glancing up at the steady steam of lights that made up the skyways over Coruscant, speeders filling the sky going in every direction imaginable, yet in such a coordinated manner that it was a marvel to behold.


“What are you offering,” he finally said.

“I’m forming a secret group of Jedi to combat this rising threat.  A group of Jedi who need to be able to blend into the underworld and be able to track these threats to the source, instead of putting out brushfires like the Jedi do now.”


Kane turned and looked at Talek in a new light before replying, “Pretty bold move for the Jedi.  There are those who wouldn’t approve.”


Talek smiled and responded, “I know, hence why it would be a secret group.”


“So, you need me to teach these Jedi how to blend in,” Kane asked.


“Partly,” Talek responded.  “I have support staff for that job.  I want you to be apart of the group.  To be a Sojin.”


Kane’s job almost dropped, but being a veteran to deal making, was able to control his outward reaction, though Talek felt surprise emanating from Kane through the Force.


“I’m not a Jedi,” Kane responded.


“Not yet,” Talek quickly responded.  “But, I can train you in the ways of the Jedi, teach you how to better use your gift with the Force.  I’m sure you an individual with your business savvy can see the value of possessing such skills.”


“I thought Jedi were supposed to be trained from childhood,” Kane responded.


“You can train a Jedi at your age, though it’s a practice that has been abandoned for many centuries.  But, these are desperate times, in my opinion.”

“And the Jedi Council…” Kane started to say.


“Has given their approval, though reluctantly,” Talek cut in, while thinking back to that long Council Session several months ago when he got approval for the Sojin to begin with.  In the end, it took explaining his precognitive vision to Master Yoda to persuade the Council to approving the training of David Kane.  That it was essential he be trained in the ways of the Jedi.  The Council didn’t like the reasoning, but acknowledged that the will of the Force was at work here.  Nevertheless, the Council was at present, quite disturbed by all the strange occurrences in the Force recently.  And with the recent arrival of Anakin Skywalker, who could be the Chosen One spoken of in Prophecy of bringing balance to the Force, the Council was very disturbed.

“So,” Kane stated, “I join your Sojin and you teach me how to be a Jedi?”

Talek nodded his head and then added, “Wouldn’t you like to be prepared for the future, with the use of every tool at your disposal.”


Kane stood there a moment, looking out a city beyond, the lights of passing speeder flashing across his face, a face that was deep in thought.


“I need to think this over,” Kane finally said.


Talek motioned towards the door.


“Take your time.  I will be here.”


He then bowed his head to Kane, who found himself responding with a bow of his own.  He then left the Talek’s chambers, leaving Talek alone once more with his thoughts.  Kane will join, he believed and so will Rasta Meeks, who he had talked to earlier.  Kane he knew would join going in, as he had saw that clearly.  Rasta, he wasn’t so sure about, as his involvement seemed more…cloudy.  Regardless, it was now time to start making preparations to leave Coruscant and head to Socrano.  With Kane and Rasta, he had the Sojin Alpha Tem he foresaw having.  But, will it be enough.  He believed so, provided he aimed them at the right target.  But, what was the right target.  The answer to that was clouded in the Dark Side, though he hoped it would be revealed soon.
Part X: Kevan


Talek stood out on the tarmac of the Sojin Landing Field on Socrano.  Before him were five asphalt circles in a giant grassy field, each one a landing pad for ships coming to the Sojin Base, whether for supply runs or ships used by the Sojin on their missions.  The field, and indeed, the entire base, was surrounded by a tree line.  While normally this would make it easier to infiltrate the base, the Sojin were the only inhabitants on this oft overlooked world.  And Talek paid good money to install the satellite security net to make sure there were no unauthorized landings on the planet.  And, to top it off, the base had its own Shield Generator that can withstand any bombardment possible.  The base was quite secure.

Talek was standing before the landing pad that was reserved for The Grey Ghost, Kane’s personal ship.  Sojin Alpha Team always used it for their missions, as it was a very well equipped ship.  Kane had poured a good deal of his money into improving the ship, though Talek was a bit worried that it was starting to become well-known among Bounty Hunter Circles.  Kane still had a sizable bounty on his head placed by both the Lady Poletra, an enemy Kane had made before joining the Sojin, and one with influential corporate connections, and the Chameleon Organization, though how he got on her bad side, Talek didn’t know and Kane wasn’t talking, though Rasta had mentioned a run-in with Chameleon Operatives on Coruscant.

The wind blew thru Talek’s robes as he contemplated the rise of the Chameleon Organization.  It had started out as a small information-gathering organization, and a very good one at that, based on his own experience with the Lady Chameleon.  Ever since Black Sun was eliminated by an unknown force, which was another mystery that bothered him as he was sure that it was a piece of the puzzle of the coming darkness, Chameleon had risen to become the most influential criminal organization in the Core Worlds.  She was another piece of the puzzle, the Lady Chameleon, and one that had access to more information than he had.  Information he can’t get at as she refuses to do business with him.  And one that has a grudge against Kane as well.

Talek looked up to see the bird-shaped form of the Grey Ghost descending from the sky, heading towards the landing pads.  Talek always made it a point to be out here waiting when any Sojin teams returned.  It gave them a sense of continuity that he was here when they left and was here waiting when they returned.  Sojin Alpha Team had been mostly successful, having captured, and when forced, killed several Dark-Siders.  Yet, there had been losses.  Lorken and Dokken were both lost on the same mission.  Though, on the plus side, Blu had found a home and a kindred spirit in Kane, and spent more time working with Alpha Team than with any other team.  There was some tension between Kane and Raelin, though Talek sensed a deep respect growing between those two.  Rasta and Kane also seemed to rub each other the wrong way, but, though they would never admit it, he sensed a very deep respect and admiration between the two, as they each have skills the other didn’t.

While most on the Jedi Council had been concerned about training Kane, Kane had been very strong in resisting the lure of the Darkside.  Though he may seem greedy, Talek knew that Kane used his funds to better his capabilities as a Sojin, and preparing for the possibility when he may have to carry on the fight by himself.  Talek’s concern was with Rasta, as he seemed to be losing his center, becoming more aggressive.  Before, Rasta had prided himself on getting out messes without drawing on his Lightsaber.  Now, since perhaps his encounter with Lan Aroni on Santander, Rasta had become very skilled in the use of his Lightsaber.  Very much like Kevan in fact, and was growing in skill everyday.  Perhaps then, it may not be a problem, as Talek had found Kevan a very valuable ally and friend.

The Grey Ghost set down on the landing pad in front of Talek and the ramp descended as the hatch opened.  Rasta was first out and in his arms he carried an unconscious human form wearing tattered Jedi Robes.  His face looked beaten and around his eyes was black scarring, as if his eyes had been precisely burned with some sort of laser cutting tool…or a Lightsaber.  That thought gave Talek a shiver at the thought of a Darksider whose cruelty was so great he would resort to such torture.

Rasta nodded his head to Talek as he passed by and walked briskly towards a speeder that would whisk him up to the main building where the Medical Facilities were.  Talek wasn’t sure what Kendomar could do, but the Ithorian was very skilled in the healing arts, so if anyone could heal that, he could.  He was more concerned about the damage done to the young Jedi’s soul, and it was a young Jedi.  Barely graduated to Knighthood from Padawan status.

Thaid, Dokken’s replacement on Alpha Team, followed Rasta out, only nodding and saying, “Master Talek”, as we went.  Cyndi, who had been Lorken’s replacement, followed after Thaid followed by Raelin who stopped in front of Talek.


“Master Talek, I think we need to have a strategy session,” he stated somberly.


Talek had picked up on the mood and it was a serious mood, though there had been no reports of any Sojin dying on this mission.  He was starting to worry until he saw, a few seconds later, Kane and Blu walking down the ramp.  Kane motioned to Blu to head towards the speeder as he headed towards Talek.


“Master Talek,” Kane said as he bowed his head in traditional Jedi manner.  Kane had indeed picked up the ways of the Jedi fairly quickly, and was turning into quite a Sojin.  Kane was considered the unofficial leader of Alpha Team, though Raelin was always involved in the decision making progress.  He was proud of both of them.


“I sense there’s a problem, even though your mission to find the missing Jedi, Jarred Jixby, was a success,” Talek calmly stated.


“During the course of the mission on Tatooine, we encountered a Dark Jedi whose skill vastly outmatched our own,” Raelin stated in his prim and proper accent.  “He warned us to stay out of his business.  I believe we are fortunate he didn’t attack us.”


“Personally, I think he thought us not worth the effort at the moment,” Kane stated in a logical tone.


“We will need to intensify the teamwork drills…” Talek started.


“He snuck up on us without us noticing, out of nowhere,” Raelin cut in.  “He could’ve torn through our ranks before we knew what hit us.  And I disagree with Kane’s assessment of why he didn’t attack us.”

“Why is that, Sojin Cole?” Talek asked.


“He wasn’t warning us,” Raelin continued.  “He was warning you through us.”


“Why would you say that?” Kane asked.


“Because I recognized him from Master Nersann’s files,” Raelin responded.


Talek smiled inwardly, though his expression never wavered on the outside, as Raelin was showing promise in the area of Slicing, though none of the Sojin suspected who among them was the best Slicer, as he kept his Slicing skills very secret.  But, at the moment, Talek’s mind needed to know who this Dark Jedi was.


“Who was it, then?” Talek asked calmly.


“It was Jedi Master Kevan, Master Talek,” Raelin calmly spoke.


Inside, Talek’s heart sank as he realized how great a threat he now faced, though he was sure now what his target was.


“Master Kevan going over to the Darkside,” roared Nersann.  “Surely, you must be mistaken!”

Nersann sat at his chair in the dark council chamber that occupied the uppermost floor of the main building of the Sojin Base.  The council in question is the Executive Council in charge of the Sojin, though some Sojin have been known to call it the Shadow Council, as the Council tended to be a shadow of the Jedi Council.  The Shadow Council was made up of the Jedi Masters who occupied the Sojin Base, most of them being Masters of the current Sojin.  Talek had recruited mostly from the Padawans when forming the Sojin, as they were not totally set in their ways yet, and could be molded into the kind of Jedi Talek needed.  And some, like Kane and Raelin Cole, were being trained in the Jedi Arts but had a useful outside background.  Talek was taking a risk recruiting the way he had, but he had already known the members he would need from his visions.  And the additional plus was that all the Masters involved in the Sojin believed Talek’s vision and wish to aid in the fight.

Talek shook his head as he responded, “It was your Padawan who made the identification, and considering his background, this is something I doubt he would be mistaken about, wouldn’t you agree?”


Nersann’s piercing azure eyes cut at Talek before softening as he nodded in agreement.

“It is a terrifying thought that such a skilled and noble Jedi could fall,” Nersann spoke with a slightly trembling voice.

“Rwwwoooorrrrrrrrrrrrr,” growled Master Korlaww with a slightly menacing tone that could bring terror to any non-Wookie.

“I agree with Master Korlaww,” Master Kendomar, the Ithorian, spoke.  “I tremble at the damage that a powerful Jedi such as Master Kevan, or Master Dooku, or Master Windu could do if they fell under the spell of the Dark Side.  I would not wish to be in such a galaxy, and I would fear for the Jedi who would have to stop him.”

Talek stood up from his chair at the table as he spoke emphatically, “But, that is the position the Sojin is in.  To stop such threats.”


“But are they up to stopping such a threat as that poised by a fully trained and highly skilled Jedi Master?” Kendomar shot back.

Korlaww roared loudly shaking his head, followed by Talek shaking his head as well.


“As they are right now…no,” he spoke quietly.


“Then we will have to combat this threat,” Nersann spoke up.


“That is not our destiny,” Talek spoke.  “We are to prepare the Sojin to do the job they are destined to do.”


“To get slaughtered,” Nersann spoke coldly.


“No,” Talek responded.  “They have the potential, but only need the time to develop it.  I believe there are some in the Sojin that could potentially take on Kevan by themselves and succeed.”

“Like your precious Kane,” Nersann spoke.


“No,” Talek spoke while sadly shaking his head.  “Kane is skilled and will make a fine Jedi and Sojin, but I fear he could never match Kevan alone.  He doesn’t have the Combat Prowess that Kevan has.”

“Then who?” Kendomar spoke out; trying to bring some calm back into what was potentially becoming a confrontational situation.


“Rasta Meeks,” Talek responded after taking a moment.


“The Gungan!” Nersann said in surprise.


Talek nodded his head.


“Ever since his encounter with Lan Aroni, he has dedicated himself to honing his Lightsaber skills, and I have observed in Rasta that when he dedicates himself to learning something, he learns it well.”


“I sense concern”, Kendomar added.

Talek tuned and nodded his head again.


“I believe he has lost his center, and if he doesn’t find it soon, he may follow Kevan’s path,” Talek responded.  “Regardless, I see a difficult path for Rasta Meeks, no matter which way he goes.”


“Which way?” Nersann asked.


“I sense a divergence approaching in Rasta’s path.  I don’t know which path he will take, but I feel that one will lead him on a difficult, but ultimately a desirable path for him.”


“And the other?” Kendomar asked.


Talek took a breath before continuing.


“The Sojin would have to deal with him.”


“Master Talek,” a voice at the door said.

Talek turned from his window to see Rasta Meeks standing before him.  Now a fully trained Jedi, he had customized his robes for his comfort.  Instead of the long flowing robes, he wore loose fitting clothes with a tunic that had no sleeves, to be able to better move in.  He wore a red sash that indicated his Sojin membership, from which his Lightsaber, the handle of which was inlaid with wood from his Ancestral Tree back on Naboo.


“Sojin Meeks,” Talek responded as he bowed his head in response to the greeting.


“Thatsa whatsa mesa wanted to talk tosa you about,” Rasta responded.


“Ohhh,” Talek reacted, his eyebrows rising a bit in surprise.


“Mesa feels that mesa has lost way.  Mesa feels that Sojin is notsa path mesa wants to take,” Rasta continued.


Talek focused his senses towards Rasta, trying to sense what was happening inside him.  The moment of divergence had arrived, that much Talek knew, and he wanted to know how the Force was working inside of Rasta, and whether or not the Dark Side was playing a part.  Talek was pleased to discover that Rasta was at peace and in harmony with the Force at this particular moment, as Talek poised his question.

“And what do you propose to do instead?”


“Mesa wishes tosa return to Naboo.  Perhaps mesa willsa joina da Naboo Security Forces.  But, mesa feels that mesa needs to returna home.  Find mesa’s proper path again.”


Inwardly, Talek smiled, because he knew instinctively that Rasta had chosen the right path.  And though he would lose a valuable Sojin, he knew that Rasta’s destiny will join with his again.  That much he had foreseen.

Part XI: Lytle

The Grey Ghost came in for landing at the Sojin Compound on Socrano, once again returning on a mission.  When Talek had last seen Sojin Alpha Team, he had sent them off to Coruscant on a special mission for the Jedi Council:  To discover who had stolen a suspected Sith Spacecraft that was found on Naboo after the Trade Federation Invasion and had been under Republic and Jedi Investigation, and to recover the craft.  A difficult mission, but one suited for the Sojin, as Dark Side Force-Users were suspected in theft.  Last Talek had heard was that they had a lead that was taking them to visit the Lady Chameleon.  Talek had a bad feeling with The Grey Ghost returning and no sign of the stolen craft having been recovered.

The Grey Ghost touched down and the ramp descended and the hatch opened.  Raelin Cole stood in the hatchway, his body was slightly hunched, his dark hair a mess and bags under his eyes.  He looked to not have slept well lately, and Talek could sense grief inside of him, as well as some frustration.  Expanding his senses more, he realized that was a feeling that was shared among all the inhabitants of the ship.


Raelin started descending down the ramp as Talek reached out in the Force, sensing all the individual inhabitants in the ship.  He felt a presence he hadn’t felt in years, one that was familiar to him from childhood.  But, he also felt the absence of a presence that had become very familiar to him in recent years.  Talek looked up to see that Raelin had reached the bottom of the ramp and was moving towards him.  Behind him were Blu and Thaid, as well as two females he recognized as being Jedi. One was a young, beautiful woman with short red hair with a tiny braid trailing behind her right ear, marking her as a Padawan.  The other woman, who had dark skin, long flowing black hair, and penetrating and knowing emerald eyes, was a presence he was familiar with.  It was Jedi Master Sa-Ji, who had been apart of his Youngling Clan.  Her presence was a mystery, but there was another mystery that demanded Talek’s attention.

“Kane,” Talek spoke softly.


Raelin shook his head and walked on by Talek heading for the speeder that would whisk them up to the main part of the Sojin Compound.  Talek’s head drooped as the weight of the news hit him.  He had lost his Padawan, an individual who had started to become like a son to him, who he felt could complete the task that Talek had started.  He had foreseen it.  Then, a saying of Master Yoda drifted back to him.


Always in motion, the future is.


He always figured that meant he could change it for the better.  It hadn’t occurred to him that things could be change to be worse than it had been before.  He had always believed that he had visions so that he could prevent the negative outcomes from happening.  That he lost his father was because he didn’t have the skills to prevent his death.  But, he had the skills now…or did he?


“You looked trouble, Talek,” he heard Sa-Ji say.


Talek nodded his head and tilted his head slightly towards the returning Sojin.  Sa-Ji nodded in understanding and spoke, “We will talk later.”


She moved on as Talek called out, “Blu.”


Blu turned around and responded, in quite a subdued tone, “Yeah, Boss.”


“Please send out a recall message to all the Sojin teams in the field,” Talek calmly spoke.  Then added, “Tell them my son is dead.”

“How did it happen?” Talek asked later in his meditation chamber.


Sa-Ji, kneeling on a cushion, looked up at Talek and with an emphatic voice, responded, “It was Kevan.”


Talek’s face turned ashen at that news.  His worse fear, that the Sojin would face Kevan before they were ready, had been realized.


“You saw it happen?” he asked.


Sa-Ji nodded gravelly.


“It was a chaotic situation, but I saw Kevan cut him open with his Lightsaber.”


Talek turned towards her, his eyes on fire.


“And you did nothing?”


Sa-Ji looked up at him curiously.


“You don’t know how it went down.  Allow me to give you my view of the situation so you may better understand.”


Talek nodded his head in agreement before Sa-Ji continued.


“I would say it started when your Sojin first visited the compound I was holed up in.  It was on the planet Lytle, and a woman named Karena Saen had developed a criminal organization that was challenging Chameleon locally there.  Normally this wouldn’t concern me, except Chameleon was engaged in smuggling Force-Sensitive children to a planet that I have only heard referred to as Tilken.”


Talek raised an eyebrow upon hearing this news.  He had never heard of Chameleon pulling this sort of operation before, and represented a shift in the Lady’s Operations.


“My Padawan Belle and I were able to free a batch of children but were being pursued by Chameleon’s operatives, including some Darksiders.  We had taken refuge with Karena Saen when your Sojin arrived…”


“David Kane,” Karena spoke in the darkened hall that was her Reception Room.  “I had kept my side of the bargain and have stayed out of your affairs.  What brings you into mine, as I had hoped never to see you again?”

Kane smiled as he responded, “Karena, how nice to see you again.  So you are this threat to Chameleon that the Lady spoke of.”


“You’ve seen the Lady,” Karena responded, a touch of nervousness entering her voice.  “I never thought to see you as her lapdog, especially since she had a bounty placed on your head at one point.”


Kane advanced his hands far away from his weapons so as not to appear threatening.  Behind Kane stood Raelin, his eyes constantly watchful of his surroundings, and Thaid, who appeared to not be paying attention to anything, but was actually very aware of everything happening around them.  Surrounding them was Karena’s men; about ten of them, who felt very confident, though in reality Kane and the Sojin could tear through them pretty fast.  Karena sat in her chair, a shabby throne to her budding empire of crime.  She still looked as beautiful as she did when Kane first met her several years previous on Naboo.  Her long golden hair flowed down over her shoulders; her emerald eyes having grown harder in recent years, though Kane knew they could project warmth and caring when it suited her purposes.

When Kane had first met her, she was still young and a bit naïve, but had already started dabbling in a life of crime.  Her father had been a well-off Naboo lord and she had been brought up in a life or luxury and art.  At least until her family had been killed by a rogue Gungan.  It changed her, as she was filled with anger at the universe.  She had retreated into reading stories about adventure on far off worlds.  And, she craved adventures, like what she had read in stories.  She wanted to see those places mentioned in stories.  She started making connections in the Naboo underworld, and had monitored Bounty postings, including one put out by the Lady Poletra for the capture of David Kane.  During the Naboo Invasion, chance had brought David Kane into her life, and she attempted to seduce and capture him, but the plan went awry and she got away.  They met again where she tried to capture him through more traditional means, but Kane had become a Sojin at that point, and was too good to be captured that way by her.  After that, they agreed to stay out of each other affairs and Kane let her go.  She eventually came to Lytle and started her little criminal empire, never imagining that David Kane would ever come to such an out of the way world.

“We came to an agreement,” Kane responded.  “And apart of that agreement was accomplishing the task of removing you from Lytle.”


“So you’re going to kill me?” Karena spoke, her voice quivering a little.


Kane put up his hands to indicate she should hear him out.


“Not at all.  We just have to escort you off world.  Now, we can do this the easy way or…” as he casually opened up his jacket to reveal the Lightsaber she already knew was there.


“I can’t leave,” Karena spoke, her composure regained and her courage rising.


“Be reasonable, as we don’t want any trouble,” Raelin piped in.


“No, we don’t,” came a voice from the passage they had exited from a moment ago as they were being led in.


Out of the passage stepped a dark-skinned woman with long black hair tied back in a ponytail.  She wore a beige tunic with no sleeves, that revealed arms that looked to be well-honed and in shape.  She walked with a confident stance and her eyes revealed that she was in full control of the situation.  Clipped to her belt, a silver handle like object that could only be a Lightsaber.

“I think we need to take this discussion to my office,” she told the Sojin sternly.  “Follow me.”


She turned back down the hallway as Kane and Raelin exchanged confused looks before following her.  They followed her back down the passage until they came to a door they had passed that she was now opening.  She entered the room, which was a small little office that had a staircase going down in one corner.  She crossed the room to a desk and turned and leaned against it.  She indicated with her head that the Sojin should close the door, which Thaid did.


“What are you doing here?” she asked in an authoritative voice.

“That’s classified, mam,” Raelin responded.


Her eyes turned to focus on Raelin, causing Raelin to subconsciously shuffle back a couple of steps.


“Our mission is classified by order of the Jedi Council,” Kane added.

The woman smiled as she asked, “Is that the Jedi Council or Master Talek, young David Kane, and oh yes, I’m quite familiar with the ways of your Master.  I have known him for many years.”

“The Jedi Council, mam,” Raelin responded.  “Master Windu, in fact.”

She nodded her head at this information before looking Raelin in the eye again.


“And how does a Jedi Council mission end up with you doing Chameleon’s dirty work?”


“She has…” Raelin started to say, but Kane signaled him to stop.


“You haven’t been cleared for such information, Jedi…” Kane gestured to her as he left his sentence hanging.


“Master Sa-Ji,” she responded calmly.


“And may I ask what you are doing in the service of Karena Saen?” Kane asked.  “Last time I check, she was not the upstanding individual, having tried to collect a Bounty on my head…TWICE!”


“Bounties aren’t inherently illegal, Mr. Kane, though the one place on you was.  Still, she has aided me when I needed it, and I need her in place here.  So, I can’t let you take her away.  Not without more reason.”


She leaned back and looked each Sojin in the eye before stopping on Thaid.


“Do you talk?” he asked him.


“He’s the strong silent type,” Raelin chipped in.  He took a beat before continuing, “Now, I want to know why you need her?”

Sa-Ji turned and headed for the staircase, indicating that the Sojin should follow her.  Raelin moved to follow her, with Kane and Thaid trailing behind pretty fast.  Sa-Ji made her way down the staircase and emerged in a fairly large room that was barely lit.  Down each wall was a row of beds, and the room was occupied by 12 young children and a young woman in Jedi Robes with short red hair and a braid over her right ear.

“This is my Padawan, Belle Bordeaux,” Sa-Ji stated while indicating the young Jedi woman.  The young Jedi bowed her head slightly.

“And these,” Sa-Ji said while indicating the children, “are Force-Sensitive children that Chameleon is smuggling to a place called Tilken, though I don’t know where Tilken is.”

Kane, Raelin, and Thaid looked around at the place in total shock.  The children were wearing rags and their faces and bodies were all dirty.  Yet, they could sense the Force flowing strongly within them and that their spirit hadn’t been broken.


“They lived like rats for weeks,” Sa-Ji continued.  “Barely fed anything and dragged around from place to place.”


She walked over to a little girl and gently held her face to the light, were the signs of bruising covered her face.


“And they were beaten, often for no reason at all.”


They all stood there dumbstruck and in shock, until Raelin was able to vocalize the one question they all had.


“Why?”


Sa-Ji turned towards the Sojin, fire burning in her eyes.


“To turn them towards the Dark Side, of course,” she said.  “Acts like these cause them pain, and from that pain and fear is born anger about what is being done to them.  From there it’s a downhill path towards the Dark Side and there would be twelve more Dark Side Force-Users.”


She gently gave the girl a hug and then indicated that she should join the rest of the children.


“I was able to save these children, but what of those I was unable to save.  I shudder to think about it. “


She took a breath before turning back to the Sojin.


“I mean to get these children to Coruscant and under the protection of the Jedi.  But, my path off world has been blocked by Chameleon, so Karena offered me refuge here.  It’s not much, but it’s well defended.  But, we are under siege and I fear the Lady plans to move soon.  Obviously, she hoped you would be able to make her task easier by expecting you to act rashly.  You show promise by not doing so.”

“We still have a mission to accomplish,” Kane said.

“And if you try to take Karena, I will be forced to stop you,” she calmly responded.  “It seems we are at an impasse.”


“Not necessarily,” Raelin said.  “Perhaps we can help you and accomplish our mission.  A strategy session is in order.”


“Raelin had come up with the proposal of transporting myself and the children off-planet, as well as the children,” Sa-Ji calmly spoke.

“Raelin is a smart one with a level head,” Talek commented.  “I’ve been considering moving him to another Sojin team and giving him Command of it, but he acted as a good counterpoint to Kane, so I couldn’t do it.”

“He is, and I admitted I was tempted to accept his proposal…” Sa-Ji replied.

“But you had developed some loyalty to Karena,” Talek completed.


Sa-Ji nodded her head as she continued, “We have talked and I knew about her encounters with Kane.  Deep down, she just wants to make a difference in her own way, but her father had sheltered her so much, leading the life of a noble, that she really didn’t know how.  It’s hard to explain, but I think she has more energy and an impulse to act than most nobles, so she started going behind her father’s back.”

Talek looked up and nodded.  “Quite sad, but there is only so much you can do.”


“I know, but I didn’t want her being brought down by Kane again…but fate had other ideas.”


“Such as?” inquired Talek.


“Lady Chameleon wasn’t relying totally on Kane to solve her problem, and those elements weren’t waiting on Kane…”


An explosion rocked the underground room that they young refugee children were using.

“Looks like the Lady decided to take matters into her own hands,” Sa-Ji commented.


Kane turned towards the stairs as he clicked on his Comlink yelling, “Blu, fire up the ship and get over here…Pronto!”


Thaid turned to follow Kane, but Raelin lingered for a second.  He reached into his vest and pulled out a Comlink and handed it to Sa-Ji.


“Take this,” he spoke.  “When the ship gets here, take the children up to the roof.  I will get Karena.”

Sa-Ji nodded as Raelin turned and ran up the stairs, igniting his emerald lightsaber as he went.  Sa-Ji pulled an earpiece out of her pouch and plugged it into the Comlink, clicking the unit on so she can listen to the progress of the battle.  And, as much as she would like to be on the forefront on the battle, she was the last line of defense for the children.  Their safety was paramount.


She turned to her young Padawan and spoke, “When we move, I will lead and clear the way while you guide the children to the roof.  If you have any problems, contact me immediately.”


Belle nodded her head in understanding as Sa-Ji moved to the stairs, while stretching out her awareness through the Force, trying to get a feel for those who move against them.  She sense that these were not ordinary thugs, but trained soldiers, and there were several Force-Users among them, probably to take care of the Jedi they knew to be here.


Sa-Ji stood at the staircase for what seemed like an eternity, ready to strike any enemies that attempted to get down the stairs.  She felt fear rising in the children behind her, though Belle was doing an admirable job at lightening their mood and keeping their mind off what was going on upstairs.  A few more explosions could be heard upstairs and she heard Blaster Fire in the hallways upstairs.  So, there had been some penetration.  She felt the Sojin engaging some of the Darksiders, and a few Darksiders had already fallen.


Then, over the Comlink, she heard a voice go, “Ahhh, This is Blu. Ummmm… I’m almost to your position.”


Talek attracted he most interesting individuals, she thought, as she signaled Belle to get the children ready to move.  She then snapped her Lightsaber on and made her way up the stairs.  A man in Body Armor bearing a Blaster Rifle opened the door as she reached the top, but Sa-Ji had already sense his presence, and her Lightsaber made a clean cut through him before the door opened.  In the hallway upstairs, Blaster Fire was filling the hall like a heavy rain.  Down at one end, Karena’s men were defending her throne room like a fortress.  At the other, more men had taken cover behind some corners, trying to pick off the defenders.


Sa-Ji stepped out into the hall and started deflecting Blaster Bolts back at the invaders.  Some of them, seeing her emerald Lightsaber blade, started pulling back, yelling “More Jedi!”


Sa-Ji looked down to see Belle leading the children upstairs.  Sa-Ji jerked her head down the hall towards Karena’s “Throne” room, where there was a staircase to the roof right before.  Down the hall, she saw Raelin’s Lightsaber appear briefly, as it appeared he was defending the other way into Karena’s room from the garage.  Sa-Ji held her spot, guarding the hallway from the temporarily stopped foes, as she sensed the approach of a Darksider from that direction.


Belle made her way down the hall towards the roof-access staircase as the children obediently followed her.  Sa-Ji took a couple steps forward to distance her from the children as she saw a crimson Lightsaber come around corner in the hands of a blue-skinned Twi’lek wearing all black with a black cloak, with two tails trailing behind her from her head.

Sa-Ji advanced to meet the Twi’lek, who, in a fit of rage, swung her Lightsaber, attempting to strike the Jedi down in one blow.  Very sloppy form, thought Sa-Ji, as she easily deflected the blow with skillful grace, and immediately swung around to deliver a counterstrike, only to pull back to block another wild blow.  Not sloppy, Sa-Ji corrected herself, just in the thrall of the Darkside and trusting totally into it.  Makes her very aggressive, as a result.

Sa-Ji deflected a few more blows, watching her opponent’s form, as well as serving the purpose as delaying a push on that front, as nobody wanted to pass so close to where a Lightsaber Duel was being fought.  She sensed that children had made it into the stairway, and she also sensed Thaid following them, with Raelin and Karena behind them.  Time to pull back, she thought, though wondering where Kane was, as she couldn’t sense him in the building.


Sensing an opening after a particularly wild swing, she jabbed her Lightsaber in, impaling her opponent on her Lightsaber.  Her opponent slumped to the ground as she pulled her Lightsaber out and immediately started backing up as the rain of Blaster Bolts started up.  She easily deflected them as she backed up, before ducking through the doorway leading to the stairs to the roof.


She ran up the stairs as fast as she could, arriving on the roof to the see the sight of what appeared to be a Space Freighter in the shape of a bird of prey, one of it’s wings hover above her head, the skin of which was painted a ghostly grey.  Over by the edge of the roof, the ramp of the freighter was lowered and hover a meter or so away from the edge.  Raelin was helping the kids jump the gap while Thaid was on the ramp by the hatch to catch them and help them inside.  Blaster Fire was erupting near the ramp, though she felt Kane down there as well, attempting to take out the gunmen on the ground firing at the freighter.  And Belle was near the ledge, attempting to block any Blaster Fire that came close to hitting any of the children jumping the gap.

She sensed some attackers moving up the stairs and immediately set herself up in the doorway, her Lightsaber ready to block any incoming bolts.  They came around on the landing below and opened fire on her.  She deflected their bolts back at them, causing them to go ducking back around corner.

“Sa-Ji,” she heard Belle cry.


She turned her head to see that the children had all made it onto the ship and that Belle had already made the jump onto the ramp.  Raelin was on the ledge yelling down to Kane, who she heard over the com to land next to the building to pick him up.  She closed the roof door to buy some time and ran towards the ramp.  As she was preparing to make the leap, she felt a disturbance in the Force as she heard both Kane and Blu say, “Oh shit!” over the Comlink.  As she leapt across the gap to the ramp, she saw a mass of men in jet black powered armor of a design she had never seen before.  At the front of the mass of men was Kevan, his crimson Lightsaber out, advancing towards Kane.


She landed on the ramp like a cat and looked down in time to see Kevan make a killing thrust into Kane, similar to the thrust she had made on the Twi’lek downstairs a few minutes before.  And like that Twi’lek, Kane slumped to the ground as Kevan pulled his Lightsaber out of Kane’s motionless body.  He looked up at Sa-Ji and gave her a wicked and evil smile, and for a moment, she felt a wave of nausea as it appeared for a second Kevan wasn’t even there.

Raelin shook her out of her frozen state as he landed next to her on the ramp.


“Master Sa-Ji,” he spoke forcefully.  “We have to leave!  There is nothing we can do for Kane, but we still have to protect the children!”


Sa-Ji nodded and followed Kane inside and closed the hatch behind her and walked up to the cockpit.


“We can’t leave him!” Blu spoke passionately.


“We have no choice!” Raelin shouted back.  “We have to complete the mission!”


Blu grumbled some more as she sat down in the seat behind him and saw the ship turn upwards toward the stars and they started to ascend.  She sat there contemplating what had just happened.  Looking at everybody on board the ship who had witnessed those last few moments, there was a state of confusion, and a little denial, as if they couldn’t believe what had just happened had indeed happened.  Yet, Kane was not with them and she felt they had made the right choice to save the children.


“Where to?” Blu asked to Raelin, as he nodded his head in Sa-Ji’s direction.


“Socrano,” Raelin spoke in an authoritative voice.  “Talek needs to be informed of what happened here at once.”


Raelin then turned to Sa-Ji and spoke, “We will arrange transport to Coruscant for you, your Padawan, and the children from there.”


Sa-Ji nodded her head as she looked out the forward view port where space had emerged, lost in her thoughts about what had happened in the last hour or so.

“So you saw Kane struck down,” Talek finally spoke.

Sa-Ji nodded her head and sat down; having stood the entire time she was telling her tale to Talek.


“You must be tired, as The Grey Ghost wasn’t designed to hold that many people.  I’ve arranged quarters for you and your party.  Rest here a few days while Kendomar looks into the health of your charges and we get them properly bathed, clothed, and fed.  Then Sojin Beta Team will transport you to Coruscant on the Dancer.”


Sa-Ji stood and bowed as she said, “Thank You, Talek, my old friend.”


Talek nodded his head as she walked out, leaving Talek alone with his thoughts of the future that had suddenly become unclear to him. 
Part XII: Search for Kane


“Rasta,” Talek spoke, “It’s good to see you back.”

Talek bowed to Rasta, who returned the bow.  Rasta had just gotten off Omega Wind, the ship used for transport by Sojin Omega Team.  Omega Wind was a silver ship, in similar style to the transport ships produced by Theed Shipyards for their high ranking officials.  Several companies, noticing interest in the style from various planetary officials around the Republic, started producing luxury yachts along similar lines.  Talek acquired Omega Wind to be used on undercover missions among the rich and powerful, realizing in recent years that the threat could come from them, as puppet masters manipulating the Darksiders.  He took particular interest in the fact that the Lady Chameleon had recruited Lan Aroni before his death, and was partly responsible for his fall to the Dark Side.  And the money has to come somewhere.

In fact, Rasta had met up with Sojin Omega Team on his own investigation to the planet of Eriadu.  According to reports he had seen from Omega Team, Rasta had encountered a Dark Side Force-User with an unusual amount of contempt for non-humans on Naboo.  Rasta investigated and it led to a new radical pro-human group that had been formed on Eriadu.  Rasta traveled to Eriadu to investigate further and he met up with Sojin Omega Team hunting suspected Dark Side Force-Users in the same organization.


“I’m sorry to hear about Kane,” Rasta said solemnly.


“And I’m sorry to hear about Rega,” Talek responded back just as solemnly.  Rega Meeks had been Rasta’s younger brother, and was as gifted as Rasta in the ways of the Force, according to Sassa Leepa, who had been training Rega to be a Gungan Shaman.  But Rega become corrupted and angry, apparently from the influence of off-planet Darksiders.  He fell to the Dark Side and Rasta had been forced to confront Rega, and kill him.  Talek had been concerned about what kind of effect that event had on Rasta, but as Rasta stood before him now, he could sense Rasta was as close to the Light Side as ever.  He had also evidently had found his center.

Raelin stepped forward from next to Talek and offered his hand.


“Good to see you again, Rasta,” he said with his thick proper accent, “though I wish it was under better circumstances.”


Rasta nodded as he and Raelin walked off towards the speeder that would take them up to the main part of the Sojin Compound.  And though Talek had presided over a few Sojin memorial services, notably Dokken’s and Lorken’s services, Kane’s service was one he was dreading.  For though he knew in his head that Kane was dead, something in his heart couldn’t accept it, like he would know through the Force if he had died.  So, apart of him still believed Kane was alive, as impossible as it seemed.

Talek was sitting in his office, working on the eulogy for Kane when the comm. Unit on his desk beeped.

“Talek,” he said.


“Sir,” said a voice on the other end, “we are receiving a holographic communication from an unknown source.  Our trace efforts are being thwarted, but the message is tagged for you.  What are your orders?”

“Patch it through to the Holo-unit in my office,” Talek calm stated as he stood up to stand before the Holo-unit.


“Yes, sir,” the voice said, and a few seconds later, in a bluish ghostly form that was normal for Holo-communication, was the form of the Lady Chameleon.


“The Lady herself,” Talek stated, while raising an eyebrow in surprise.


“Master Talek,” she replied.  “So, we finally meet at last, in a sense.”


Talek regarded the woman before him for a moment.  She looked quite young, in her early to mid twenties.  Yet, the Lady Chameleon had been operating in the Galactic Underworld for at least that long.


“You look younger than I thought you would,” he stated.


“And you should know it’s impolite to inquire a Lady’s age,” she shot back little defensively.  Talek noted that reaction.


“My apologies,” Talek offered.  “And what do I owe this call.  I must admit to be a bit surprised to receive a call for you as this is, you might say, an unlisted number.”

The Lady smiled as her body visibly seemed to relax.


“I’m a resourceful woman,” she replied.


“You live up to your Reputation,” Talek spoke.  “But enough with the pleasantries, as I’m sure this is not a social call.”


“Very well,” the Lady stated. “I have information for you that I believe you may find useful.”


“And I thought you had decided long ago to not do business with me,” Talek replied.


“That was when you were just another Jedi,” she stated calmly.  “And Jedi are not to be trusted.  But you, and your Sojin, and yes, I know all about your Sojin, are not ordinary Jedi.  They move through my world, trying to blend in, and I must admit, they do a good job of it.  But, I’m not the ordinary Crime Boss.”


“A little full of yourself,” Talek commented.


“I know my place, one that I worked hard to get to, I might add,” she replied.


“And how did you get to your position?” Talek asked.  He had investigated the Lady Chameleon’s background, but it was practically non-existent.  It was like one day she didn’t exist, the next, she did.  It was a mystery Talek wished to solve.  Yet, now that he saw her, she did look…familiar.

The Lady smiled as she replied, “A question for another time.  A Lady must have her secrets.  Now, are you interested in the information I’m offering?”


“Like I said, I know your Reputation, and I’m afraid I have no desire to spend any money on information from you.”


“Not even information on David Kane,” she replied, with a sly smile etching across her face.


Talek’s head perked up instinctively at the mention of Kane’s name, and the Lady’s smile grew wider.


“I thought that might get your attention,” she stated in a smug tone.


“How much do you want?” Talek asked skeptically.

“Not interested in money from you,” she replied calmly.


“What then?” he asked.


“Your personal assurance that your Sojin will stay out of my business from now on,” she stated.


“You want me to compromise our mission that you have been known to act against, for information that I would believe is dubious,” Talek calmly stated.


The Lady showed a flash of anger as she stated, “If you know anything about my business, you know that I always provide reliable information and you insult my honor when you imply otherwise!”


Talek nodded his head in acquiesce as he stated, “You are right and you have my apologies.  Very well, I will adhere to the deal, as long as the information you give, whatever it may be, turns out to be true.”


Talek figured that she knew where Kane’s body was, and was offering information on how he could recover it.  Her next statement took him completely by surprise.


“David Kane is alive, and I can put you on track to find him.”


The Sojin were quite surprised to be called in for a mission briefing, particularly since Kane’s memorial service was coming up.  But, there was a sense of urgency in Talek’s voice that couldn’t be ignored.

Raelin walked into the arena shaped Command Center to find Talek already standing in the center next to the Holo-Projector dais.  He was surprised to find Rasta sitting down waiting for the briefing along with everybody else.  Blu was standing against the wall looking gruff, looking more haggard than normal.  Raelin would’ve thought Blu had been drinking, except he knew Blu had quit drinking after Kane’s death and was trying to cope with things without the escape of alcohol.  Raelin could admire that, though there were still some tensions between him and Blu.  Thaid was dutifully sitting in his chair.


“Glad you can make it, Sojin Cole,” Talek spoke, with a trace of excitement in his voice.  “We can now begin.”


The lights dimmed as the Holo-Projector came to life.  The image of David Kane’s face was shown on the Holo-Projector in full three-dimensions.


“You all recognize your teammate, David Kane,” Talek calmly stated.  “Recently believed to have been killed on the planet Lytle.”


“Believed to have been killed?” Raelin asked.


Talek nodded as he continued, with a new image of showing Kane dispatching one of the attackers on Lytle.

“This is a holographic projection taken from a point distant from the battle, but observing it.”


“Who would be recording a sneak attack but…” Raelin started.


“This information was provided by the Lady Chameleon in exchange for the Sojin staying out of her business,” Talek went on, with Kane turning to the side mouthing the words,”Oh shit!”


“That’s absurd!”  Blu cried out.


“I must agree with Blu, as I find that this information doesn’t…”


Raelin paused as he observed that Kane was attacked by not a squad of some twenty men in unknown powered armor led by Kevan, but five men in dark powered armor followed by a black cloaked figure that couldn’t be made out, though the form indicated a female.  Kane appeared to react to nothing, slashing his Lightsaber at nothing.  The woman raised a gun or some sort, pointed it at Kane and shot, followed by Kane slumping to the ground.  She signaled to the men to pick up the body as The Grey Ghost could be seen turning to the sky and shooting towards the stars.  The men picked up Kane and carried him off to the woods, the cloaked woman following behind.  The recording ended.

“Bugger!” Raelin cried as the lights came back up.


“As you can all see, I have information that Kane is, in fact, still alive.  This information must be investigated and if Kane is still alive, he must be rescued.”


Talek turned towards Raelin.


“Raelin, I’m placing you in command of Sojin Alpha Team.  Your mission is to return to Lytle, investigate the veracity of this recording, and recover Kane, if possible.  Any questions?”


“Yes, one,” Raelin spoke.  “At present, it’s just Thaid and I on Sojin Alpha Team.  Do we have any other personnel to join us?”


“You can take Blu with you, as his expertise may be of some use in this case,” Talek responded.  “Rasta has also volunteered to join you on this mission as well.  And, as there will probably be the need for Infiltration, you may take Sojin Driz-El,” gesturing towards a dark-skinned human who had been standing in the shadows in one corner, and only made himself known when he stepped out.  He wore an all black outfit, with black gloves and boots, attached to his black belt was a black handle Lightsaber.

“Quite the stealthy one,” Raelin noted.  “Is his Lightsaber blade black as well?”


Driz-El gave Raelin a cold stare at that comment, before turning his attention back towards Talek.

“Anymore questions?” Talek asked.


Raelin shook his head and turned to leave the room.


“Come along, Shadow,” Blu said to Driz-El who gave Blu a cold stare as Blu walked out the room, not even noticing.  Thaid shrugged his shoulders and followed them out, with Driz-El sighing and walking calmly after them.\


Talek watched them leave, relieved, yet a little apprehensive.  He could no longer tell what was going to happen, as the shroud of the Dark Side was obscuring more and more of the Future.  Talek knew the threat was almost upon them and hoped he hadn’t just made a deal with the Devil who will bring it about.

Part XIII: Homecomings

Talek stood out on the tarmac of the Sojin Landing Field, awaiting the arrival of The Grey Ghost, hoping that they bore some news about Kane.  Sojin Alpha Team had been away for some months, mostly out of communication.  Last news Talek had heard was from Rasta, who had returned to Socrano shortly after bearing equipment from the men who had taken Kane.  He had then informed Talek that the rest of the team were following a promising lead, but would be out of touch for awhile.  Rasta himself left shortly afterwards, escorting Karena Saen to a new planet where she could start over and to investigate the disappearance of a Jedi on a backwater mining world where he was suppose to be mediating a dispute between management and the mine workers.

Talek had sent the gear Rasta had brought back to his Research and Development guys, but they could not determine who had built the gear, as all identifying marks had been eliminate from the equipment.  All they could tell Talek was that it was advanced powered armor unlike anything being made to date.  They did have some luck identifying the rifles as BlasTech E-11s, which were military issue Blaster Rifles, but research had found that a shipment of E-11s had been stolen and not recovered.  So, it was another dead-end.


The Grey Ghost set down in front of Talek and the ramp lowered as the hatch opened.  As the hatch opened, joy started fill Talek as he saw a figure step through out into the light.  He looked ragged and beaten, but standing before him was David Kane.  It was odd that he hadn’t sensed Kane, but when he reached out in the Force towards Kane, he couldn’t truly sense him.  He had masked himself in the Force, a skill that was taught to all Sojin to better aid in Covert Operations.  Talek figured that Kane must’ve been through hell, and was subconsciously masking himself, as a defense mechanism.  There will be time to undo that damage later.


Kane slowly walked down the ramp, taking in all that was around him.  A beard had grown on his face during his captivity, an unkempt beard.  His eyes looked to have lost some of the sparkle that had once been there.  Scars could be seen through parts of Kane’s ripped clothing.  He staggered up to Talek.


“Master Talek,” he barely uttered, managing a weak bow of his head.


Talek responded with a bow of his own as he responded, “Kane, it is good to see you again.”


Kane staggered by and made his way to the waiting speeder and up to the Sojin Compound.  Kendomar will tend to his physical wounds and it would be up to Talek to tend to his spiritual wounds.


Talek turned his attention towards the rest of the returning Sojin.  Raelin walked down the ramp and Talek sensed he was a little distressed.


“Raelin,” Talek with a bow.


“Master Talek,” Raelin replied with a bow of his own.


Behind Raelin walked Thaid down the ramp followed by Blu.


“Driz-El?” Talek questioned.


“Killed while we were trying to escape with Kane,” Raelin replied.


“Kane dispatched his killer, that Witch we saw in the Chameleon Holo,” Raelin added.

Talek nodded as he took that news in.  Another Sojin who had given his life to the cause.


“You seem troubled,” Talek observed.


Raelin nodded absently.

“There was a point where I though we were dead, but we pulled out of it,” he said a little shakily.  “I do not wish to be caught in that kind of situation again.”


“It’s a hazard of the life we have chosen,” Talek replied sympathetically.


“I know,” Raelin stated.  “So, I wish to take some time off active duty…to train…so I will be better prepared when those situations arise.”


Talek smiled as he realized what a good idea that was.


“Sojin Alpha Team has been through a lot recently,” he finally said.  “I shall give the entire team time off to recover.  Go now, and tell the others.”


Raelin bowed and hurried off after the others.  Talek watched them go and was happy to see his Sojin Alpha Team together again.  Yet, deep down, he was bothered, as something didn’t quite seem right.


Kane sat in Talek’s office, very still and carefully watching everything around him.  He looked like prey being hunted by a predator, which Talek found disconcerting, as Kane tended to usually be the predator, or turn the tables and become the predator when he was found as prey.  What had he been through, Talek thought.  His hear went out to Kane, though he found he started to guard that impulse.  Attachment is forbidden, ranged through his head.


“Kane,” Talek softly spoke, though that caused Kane to have jumped.  Kane had gotten a bit jumpy since getting off The Grey Ghost.  Probably finally coming down off the adrenaline rush involved in his escape, and was now coming to grips with the reality of being free.  Kane still hid himself in the Force, leading Talek to believe that he may have been tortured using the Force.  There were several Dark Side techniques that he had read about in the Jedi Archives that could be used as a means of torture.


“You’re safe, Kane,” Talek spoke compassionately.  “You are among friends again.”


Kane relaxed a little as Talek pulled up a chair next to Kane.  Kane pulled back for a second, but relaxed after a second.

“What happened to you?”  Talek asked.


Kane looked side to side and up and down for a few seconds, glancing all over the place.

“They tortured me…” Kane spoke softly.  “Always asking me questions.”


“What questions…” Talek started.


“Stop asking me questions!” Kane shouted before breaking down and crying.


Talek pulled away, realizing that he had intruded too far.  Kane had been questioned extensively, and now Talek was doing the same thing.  And while Talek could see the difference between his questions and those of Kane’s captors, to Kane, they were all the same at this point.


“You may go, Kane,” Talek softly spoke as he gestured towards the door.


Kane quickly got up and scrambled to the door.  In due time, thought Talek.  I will discover what happened…in due time.

Talek waited on the tarmac at the Sojin Landing Field, awaiting the arrival of Omega Wind, the ship used by Sojin Omega team.  Across the field, he saw The Grey Ghost sitting on its landing pad, the sun glaring off its light grey hull.  Sojin Alpha Team had been back a week, and Kane had been showing signs of getting better, though he had become withdrawn since returning.  He had also taken to sporting a blond beard, though it was now neatly trimmed.  Still, Talek was concerned about Kane’s recovery, though it had only been a week.

Talek had also become concerned about Raelin, who was training himself every hour of every day since coming back.  Training was good, but it was becoming excessive.  And when he wasn’t training, he was in the workshop working on his new Lightsaber, and one Talek was concerned about; a Double-Bladed Lightsaber.  It was the general consensus of the Jedi Council that such a weapon was an offensive weapon, and it was a view that Talek agreed with.  It was one of the few occasions when he and the Jedi Council were in full agreement.  Yet, Raelin was a full Jedi and able to make his own choices and Talek hadn’t sensed the Dark Side at work in Raelin during the conversations they have had since.  Raelin was acting because he felt that he needed the weapon to be better prepared for what laid ahead, misguided as it may be.


Omega Wind gently glided to a landing before him, the silver skin blinding in the mid-day sun on a bright sunny Socrano day.  The hatch opened and Talek was relieved to see Rasta step out.  Talek was surprised, though, to see Karena Saen standing next to him.  Rasta spotted Talek standing on the tarmac and bounded over to him.

“Master Talek,” Rasta said as he bowed.

“Rasta,” Talek replied with a bow himself.


“Hasa Sojin founda Kane yet?’ Rasta asked.


Talek nodded as they started walking towards the speeder, Karena following a discreet distance behind.


“Yes, they have and most of them returned safe and sound,” as he gestured over to The Grey Ghost.


“Whosa?” Rasta asked as he looked over at the proud freighter, a bird of prey in the field, ready to strike down any foe that it chose.


“Driz-El,” Talek replied and Rasta’s head shook as he looked down.


“Mesa shoulda stayed with a Sojin,” Rasta said.


“Don’t think that, Rasta,” Talek replied.  “You brought us valuable information that we hope will tell us who took Kane.”


Rasta looked over at Talek quizzically.


“Kane hasa been rescued, yet yousa don’t know whosa tooka him?” Rasta asked.


“Raelin’s report stated he believed it might be elements within the Republic itself, but they were unable to find evidence or conclusive information to back it up,” Talek reported.

“And,” he added, “They barely made it out alive as it was.”


Rasta shook his head.


“Mesa definitely shoulda gone witha them,” he stated.  “Mesa better thana alla Sojin with a Lightsaber.”


Talek reached out in the Force, sensing whether the taint of the Dark Side had influenced that remark, as pride was a way the Dark Side could influence a Jedi.  Yet, all he sensed from Rasta was that he was speaking a fact, and nothing more.


“That’s quite a boast,” Talek prodded, seeing what kind of reaction it provoked.


“Nosa boast,” Rasta calmly replied.  “Mesa justa surea of mesa’s abilities.”


“Still, the Sojin are trained to fight Dark Siders…” Talek started.

“Anda mesa foughta five Darksiders ata same time,” Rasta stated calmly.


Talek turned and stared at Rasta for a moment, taking in the way he moved and the way he stood.  And he realized that Rasta moved like a Jedi Weapon Master, like Master Windu or…Kevan.  Talek realized that Rasta could almost be a match for Kevan, and possibly defeat him as apart of a Sojin team.  Talek smiled.


Rasta looked at Master Talek with a confused expression pasted all over his Gungan features.


“What?”  Rasta asked.


“You’ve given me some hope, Rasta,” Talek spoke as he continued walking.  “Now, could you tell me what she is doing here?” as he gestured back to Karena, who had been slowly creeping closer trying to hear the conversation between Rasta and Talek.


“Karena wantsa to helpa Sojin,” Rasta replied.


Talek’s eyes rose up in surprise.


“She wishes to help us?” Talek asked, as Karena eagerly nodded her head up and down.  As he asked this question, he reached out in the Force, sensing her emotional state, and found that she genuinely wish to be of help, him surprised him more.  Perhaps Sa-Ji was right not believe in her, he thought.


“Very well,” Talek finally said, “She can help out…on a trial basis.”


Karena ran up and kissed Talek on the cheek before shaking his hand saying, “Thank you, very much, Master Talek.”


Talek nodded his head and spoke, “And now, I wish to talk to Rasta for a moment.  Go ride up to the main compound with Sojin Omega team and have them take you to my office where we can discuss what you can do for the Sojin.”


Karena eagerly nodded her head and then ran off towards Sojin Omega Team, who was almost to their speeder.  Talek turned to Rasta.

“Rasta,” Talek spoke softly.  “Kane has been through a terrible ordeal.  As the individual here who has known him longest, I would like you to stay around for awhile, and help him get through the Recovery process.  Would you do that, Rasta?”


“Of coursa, Master Talek, “Rasta replied.


Talek nodded and turned to walk towards the speeders once more, with Rasta at his side.  Perhaps Rasta’s presence would help Kane get through this difficult time.  And, Talek can watch and see how Rasta develops and make sure he doesn’t become a threat like Kevan has.

Part XIV: Sojin Twilight

Talek sat in his office, looking at reports but not really reading them, as his mind was on other matters.  Kane had been back a month and was starting to break out of his shell some.  Rasta had been visiting Kane and that seemed to help, yet whenever Talek was near, Kane hid in the Force.  It was very perplexing.  He wanted to reach out and help his former Padawan, but he didn’t want Talek’s help.


Talek sighed and closed the report on his screen, as he didn’t really have much interest in it at the moment anyways.  Besides, it was Lieutenant Marshall’s birthday today, and all the Sojin and staff on base were gathering at Ted’s Bar to celebrate.  Talek felt he should make an appearance, and this was a good excuse for everybody to throw off the gloom that was hanging over the Sojin Base.  Though, part of that gloom came from Talek himself, as he was still bothered by…something. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it.


Talek hit a couple keys on his desktop computer, which brought up a scroll of numbers on his screen.  Talek had set up watchdogs on Kane’s many bank accounts some years ago, though he didn’t know where all of them were, as only Kane knew that.  Kane had always been very security minded with his funds, transferring funds through many accounts to hide his money.  But, a lot of the security features that Kane relied on were products on his father’s company, and Talek knew all the backdoors, which was information he had kept from Kane.


Talek’s eyes narrowed as he noticed that one of Kane’s accounts, a very secretive account whose funds were built up through dubious means, had been active in the last couple of months, dating back to before Kane’s rescue.  Talek hit a few more keys bringing up the logs of the account access.  He had known that Blu had been accessing the accounts of Kane’s he had known about, but Talek didn’t think Blu knew of this account.

Talek examined the information closely and saw that the funds had been drawn off at various different locations, mostly used to acquire equipment and weapons and…a ship???  None of the account access could be traced back to the Sojin Compound, as all computer access was closely monitored by Talek.  Though, Blu and Kane have been known to be very resourceful with the computer, so they could have found a way around his watchdogs.  Rasta could as well, though Talek felt he was too honest to try, but who knew in this day and age.


All of a sudden, Talek’s screen went blank, with the following message appearing:



Very Clever, Master Talek…I had no idea.

Talek took a quick look at the computer access logs and saw that no one was logged into the system.  He flipped on another monitor on his desk and called up the security camera footage inside Ted’s.  The party was in full swing and all personnel except those on duty were there.  Talek noted that Kane was sitting at a table, appearing to enjoy himself in the company of Rasta, Raelin, and Thaid.  Blu was over by the bar appearing to put the moves on another of the support staff.  Mysty Longstar, Talek thought.  Talek turned his attention back to the screen with the message and typed the following message:
Who are you?

Talek waited a few seconds before an answer came back:
Someone you know.


Talek’s brow wrinkled as he took in the response.  Someone he knew could be anyone.  But, this was someone who was being very secretive and was trying to hide.  Talek smiled as he wrote back:
Nice to speak to you again, Lady Chameleon.


Talek sat back and waited for the response he knew was coming.  He was quite surprised to see what was written next:
LOL…I’m not the Lady, but her worse nightmare.


Talek’s jaw dropped as there was only one person who had ever given the Lady serious problems.
Impossible…I’m looking at him through a security monitor.


There was silence for a few minutes and Talek almost thought this little game had ended when the next message popped up.
Sounds like you might have a problem, Master Talek.  All I will say more to support my claim is that I’m preparing for the future…using EVERY tool at my disposal.

Talek’s mind drifted back to a time that seemed so long ago, when he had talked to Kane alone in his meditation chamber at the Jedi Temple.  Back when he recruited Kane to become a Sojin.


Wouldn’t you like to be prepared for the future, with the use of every tool at your disposal, Talek had spoken at the time.

Talek looked down at his security screen, seeing the bearded Kane, enjoying himself, laughing, with the rest of Sojin Alpha Team.  Talek got up and hurried out the door.

Talek hurried into Ted’s Bar to be immediately swarmed by everybody in the bar.

“Talek!” everybody cried out.


Talek was mobbed by support staff wishing him well and blocking his every path through the bar.  He glanced over at Kane who had looked his way and Talek noted he was masking himself in the Force again.  Except now, Talek knew why.  Talek’s eye met Kane’s, and in that moment, Kane knew his cover had been blown.


Talek started making his way through the crowd, as he didn’t want to upset his people while they were trying to have a good time.  Kane was standing up and looked to be making excuses to leave the party, with Rasta and Raelin trying to convince him to stay.  But, it looked like Kane was going to get himself excused.


Talek was almost to the table when he felt a pain in his head, a disturbance in the Force.  Talek immediately dropped to his knees clutching his head and everybody in the bar turned towards him.  He sensed that somebody was searching for him in the Force, trying to ascertain his location.  Only the Findsmen of Gand was capable of that.

He looked up to see that Kane had stopped and was looking at Talek cautiously.  Raelin and Thaid had rushed over to see what was wrong.  He needed to warn them about Kane, but, there was also the threat searching for him.


“Someone…looking for me,” he spoke finally.


He was about to add that Kane was not who he seemed, when the alarm klaxon went off.  It was the Security Klaxon, so there was an unauthorized access of one of the secure building: the Power Generator, the Shield Generator, Turbolaser emplacement, or the Command Center.  He looked to Kane who had turned and was running out the door crying, “Alpha Team!  We have a job to do!”


Raelin handed Talek into Sagen’s hands, who was the leader of Sojin Beta team and a fellow Cerean.  Raelin got up, grasping his brand new Double-Bladed Lightsaber, and followed Kane out of the bar, and was in turn followed out by Rasta, Thaid, and Blu.  Sagen helped Talek to his feet, and Talek saw the Beta Team had taken up a defensive position around him.


“Are you under an attack, sir?” Sagen asked.


“No,” Talek spoke, “Just taken off guard by the Findsman’s attempt to locate me.”


“A Findsman?” asked Sagen.  “Was he successful?”


“Not sure,” replied Talek, “but we have another concern…”


“Master Talek!” said a Security Officer who was running up as Talek and Beta Team exited Ted’s Bar.


“Could we have a second…”Talek started to tell the Security Officer.


“We have detected incoming starships, sir!” the Officer cried.


“How many!” Sagen cried.


“One warship of unknown design with several landing craft and an escort of 24 Trade Federation Droid Starfighters,” the Officer reported.


“We should be fine with the Shield Generator active…” Talek started when the ground shook from a giant explosion.  Talek looked in the direction of the Power Generator, only to see the fading glow of an explosion behind the trees.  He also felt a disturbance in the Force in that moment, as he heard the cry of one who had been close to him cry out in pain through the Force, before being silenced forever.

“Raelin,” Talek whispered.


Things were happening too fast.  Kane was not who he appeared to be and now Raelin had died in a suspicious explosion.


“Master Talek,” cried Sagen.  “We need to evacuate before this Invasion force lands.  They obviously have inside information on us and are probably prepared for anything we can throw at them”


Talek nodded his head as he tried to figure out how Kane could’ve gotten the information out.  Or, was Kane involved in this?  He had long suspected that there were two factions at work in the Galaxy.  Could this be the work of the other faction, and not the one that had taken Kane?  He needed time to think.


“Where’s Kane,” Talek spoke.


Sagen, who had put on his com earpiece, responded, “He is enroute to The Grey Ghost along with Blu.  We have the Dancer enroute from the airfield as we speak.  We have to get you out right away.”


“No, I need to get to Kane as…”


“Listen to me, Master Talek,” cried Sagen.  “You yourself said you were targeted!  We have to get you out now!”

“No, you don’t understand…” Talek started to say before he felt a blow to the back of his head.  He turned as he started to fall to see Master Nersann standing there holding his Lightsaber.


“I’m sorry, my old friend,” he said, “but you are not acting rationally.”


And Talek’s world went black.


Talek awoke to the sounds of explosions that appeared to be just outside.  He sat up and quickly took notice that he was in the bunk of a starship, and the Dancer, by the looks of it.  Talek got up and headed for the door as the ship rocked once more from another near-hit.  He opened the bunk door and staggered into the hallway.  The ship rocked once more as he saw some sparks fly from the rear portion of the hallway, where the engine room was.  Talek started staggering down the hallway towards the cockpit, being knocked side to side by the hits the ship was taking.

Talek staggered up to the cockpit, where he found Master Sergeant Kale Reese at the controls with Sagen in the co-pilot’s seat.  Sagen turned when Talek entered and cried, “What are you doing up here!  You should be strapped in back there!”

To illustrate his point, the ship was rocked once more by another direct hit.


“Can’t take many more of those,” Kale commented.  “Damage?”


Sagen looked at a display next to him and turned back and reported, “Communications was knock out by that last hit.”


Why has the Force abandoned me, Talek thought at that.  Talek sat down in the Navigator’s chair and strapped himself in, clearing his head.  If I can’t warn Alpha Team about Kane, I just need to make sure I survive long enough to do so.

“Master Sergeant,” Talek commanded, “What is our position?”


“We’re traveling west over Socrano, as that unknown warship has parked itself in orbit above our position,” Kale responded.  “I’m trying to lose it, but it’s been able to follow our movements pretty well, and it’s sent a majority of it’s fighters after us.”


So the Findsman knows where I am, Talek thought.


“How about the other Sojin ships?” Talek asked.


“Omega Wind reported taking a couple of hits before we lost our communications,” Sagen reported, “but our sensors indicated it escaped into orbit.  Other craft bearing lesser personnel seem to be ignored, and no one seems to know where The Grey Ghost is.  Last we heard Kane and Blu had taken her east of the compound to investigate something.”

So no one knew where Kane was at the moment.  What could they be investigating east of the compound?  Aren’t they trying to escape like everybody else?


Talek was interrupted by another rocking explosion and sparks flying up from Kale’s control panel.  Kale shielded himself as best he could, but Talek could tell he was burned from the explosion.


“We’ve lost control surfaces!” cried Sagen.  “We’re going down!”


Talek looked out the cockpit window and saw the nose tip down towards the forest tree-tops of Socrano.  The ship seemed to accelerate as it started its descent and Talek ducked his head between his knees and prepared for impact.


Talek pulled himself up from out of his chair.  The cockpit was a mess, with metal structure and broken circuit boards everywhere, the circuits still sparking.  Outside, a mound of dirt was covering the cockpit window, though it looks like shields were still strong enough to deflect most of the impact, preventing the cockpit from smashing like an accordion when it hit the ground.  He looked over at the pilot’s seat to see Kale Reese lying very still and reaching out with the Force, he could sense he was dead.  He found Sagen’s unconscious and bloody form in the co-pilot’s seat, yet he was still alive.  Talek reached out with the Force and some of Sagen’s wounds began to heal, with Sagen’s eyes opening wide.

“Master Talek,” Sagen said, “You look terrible.”


Talek smiled and responded, “You should see yourself.”


Sagen tried to laugh, but ended up coughing instead.


“Can you get up?” Talek asked.


“Yes,” Sagen replied.


Talek knelt and opened the emergency kit under the pilot’s seat and pulled out a flashlight.


He clicked it on as he said, “We need to hurry.  Whoever sent those ships is sure to send people to investigate this site.”


Sagen pushed himself up to his feet as Talek ignited his Lightsaber blade, and with a couple of quick strokes, cut the cockpit door open.  The hallway was dark, except for the occasional sparks from an exploding circuit board, and there was a definite slope upwards.  Talek scanned the flashlight beam down the hall, but couldn’t see anybody in the hall.  Sagen stepped up next to Talek and Talek felt him reach out with the Force.

I sense that Ren is still alive in the gunwell,” Sagen spoke, “and that Gyn is still alive in his quarters.  I don’t sense anybody else alive onboard.”


Talek reached out with the Force and sensed that Sagen was correct.


“I will go get Ren out of the gunwell,” Talek spoke.


“And I will get Gyn,” Sagen completed.


The two Cereans started down the hallway, moving quickly, yet carefully.  They didn’t want to get themselves trapped, but they knew they had to hurry.  Whoever was on that warship in orbit would know the Dancer went down and would send a team down to investigate.  Particularly since they knew that Talek was on the Dancer.

Midway down the hall, Sagen activated his Lightsaber and started cutting open one of the bunk doors as Talek continued towards the back of the ship.  At the rear of the ship, before the engine room, there was a hallway that led to two gunwells, one on each side of the ship.  Talek reached the intersection and reached out with the Force.  He sensed that Ren was in the left side gunwell and turned down that hallway.  He reached the gunwell to find Ren slumped over the gun controls unconscious.  Talek reached out with the Force and imbued healing energy into Ren, causing him to bolt upwards with a start.


“Master Talek,” he said weakly.


Talek started unbuckling him from his gun chair as he whispered, “There’s no time.  We have to hurry.”


Ren nodded weakly as Talek finished unbuckling him from his chair and helped him to his feet.  Quickly, they hurried down the hallway to the intersection, where they were met by Sagen and Gyn.  Sagen was already working on opening the rear hatch door, which was the only one not buried.

“The controls are jammed, even the emergency release bolts,” commented Sagen.


Talek ignited his Lightsaber blade once more and started cutting through the hatch along the seams.  It took him a minute, but the hatch door fell out onto the ground outside, letting the fresh Socrano air inside.  Sagen jumped out first, landing a bit wobbly on the ground below.  Gyn jumped next, with Sagen catching him, followed by Ren, who was also caught by Sagen.  Talek jumped out last and landed on his feet, though not as smoothly as he would like.


They looked around, seeing the trench that was dug up by the ship’s crash, with a line of trees having been knocked over in the crash.  The ship itself had plowed into the ground, with the cockpit at the very front being buried underground.  The ship’s horizontal form stood out of the ground at the point at about a 20 degree angle.  Trees filled their vision all around, so perhaps they can find some cover in the forest.


“We need to go as quickly…”Talek started, but was cut off by the whine of a shuttlecraft passing overhead.  Talek felt the Findsman who had locked onto him earlier onboard that shuttlecraft, as well as another.

“Here comes the investigative team,” Sagen commented.  “Maybe we can ambush…”


“No, we can’t,” Talek interrupted.  “He is on board that shuttlecraft and we couldn’t surprise him.”


“Whose he…” Ren started to ask before he realized who Talek was talking about.


“Quickly, we need to make for the mountains I thought I saw towards the west,” Sagen commented.  “We might be able to hide there.”


Talek nodded though he didn’t think they could make it, but they had to try.


The Sojin ran through the forest as best they could, yet they could sense they were being stalked by a predator playing with its prey, getting amusement from the chase.  Talek finally stopped, bringing the other Sojin to a stop.

“Keep moving,” Talek ordered.  “It’s me he wants.  I will delay him while you get away.”

“No!” Sagen cried out.  “We all make it or none at all.”


“Such noble sentiments,” a cold voice spoke from the trees in front and to the right of them.


All four Jedi pulled out their Lightsabers and ignited them as a middle-aged, but fairly well preserved man stepped out from the tree line.  His face was showing premature wrinkling, a sign of the ravages of the Dark Side of the Force eating away at him.  Yet, his body still looked well-honed and muscular underneath his tunic that revealed a muscular chest.  He wore loose-fitting black trousers and black boots, with his long crimson hair tied back into a ponytail.  In his hand he carried what looked like the hilt of katana, which, with the push of a button in the hilt, project a beam of deadly crimson light, the normal hum of a Lightsaber quite absent.


“I was going to hunt you all down and eliminate you anyways,” he spoke again.  “It would’ve been fun, but I think it would be more challenging taking on a Sojin team and its purported teamwork.”

A wicked grin crept across his face as his body tensed up, his Lightsaber blade raised into a ready position.


“Take your best shot,” he said with a touch of evil glee.  “Sojin!” he added with a spat.


The three Sojin formed an arrowhead as they slowly advanced towards Kevan as Talek shouted, “Don’t!  He’s provoking you!”

Too late as Kevan moved like quicksilver, quickly feinting to the right of Sagen at the tip, and quickly cutting low to the left under Sagen’s blade, slicing into his leg.  Sagen yelped in pain for a split second, before Kevan quickly pulled his blade back around, cutting quickly through Sagen’s neck.


Talek was horrified as Gyn and Ren closed in on either side of Kevan, though Kevan had hardly broken a sweat and didn’t appear bothered by the pincer move.  He bobbed his head back and forth for a second, as if trying to decide who to strike first.  Ren hurled himself at Kevan, blade swing around, aimed at Kevan’s head.  Noticing the obvious distraction for what it was, Kevan dodged to his left, toward Gyn who was readying himself to take advantage of the opening Ren was creating.  Gyn quickly got his blade up to block Kevan’s initial attack blow, but Kevan used the deflection to provide momentum for his attack on a now exposed Ren.  Kevan’s blade cut cleanly into Ren’s back before Ren could get his blade around to block.  Hoping to take advantage of the opening, Gyn jumped in to attack, only to be easily blocked by Kevan’s blade, which had silently flashed up for the block.

“Ready for death,” he coldly stated.


Gyn pulled back into a ready position, but Kevan was already on the move, looking to Gyn like a blur.  Gyn blocked to his left, but that was a feint by Kevan who pulled his blade up and to the right…to meet Talek’s azure blade.


“So, you decided to join in on the fun,” Kevan stated.  “You were never a match for me.”


“I don’t think you are here to kill me,” Talek responded calmly.


Kevan pulled back into a ready position as he eyed the two remaining Jedi.


“True,” he confirmed, “I do need you alive.”


“But not him,” he added motioning towards Gyn.


The sudden motion had Gyn bringing his Lightsaber up for a block, but Kevan had already darted to the other side and stabbed in low, piercing Gyn’s side, causing Gyn to collapse in pain.  With a flourish, Kevan went to apply the killing blow, but pull it to the side to block Talek’s incoming blow.


“I will get to you in a second,” he told Talek, as he applied a quick series of blows that Talek was able to easily deflect, before delivering a blow that cut Talek’s saber in two at the emitter, which fell to the ground.

“You were playing with me,” Talek observed, looking at his shattered hilt.


Kevan gave Talek a mock salute with his blade before delivering a killing blow cleanly through Gyn’s head.  Kevan looked up at Talek and pulled his blade up, so its point was towards Talek.  He observed the three dead bodies lying around him.


“They had potential, given time,” he observed.  “Korlaww has been training them in Saber combat, hasn’t he?”


Talek gave him a passive, non-expressive look.


“I can tell by their style,” Kevan added.  “A bit on the wild side, but it works for Korlaww’s Wookie nature.”

He looked down at Sagen’s body.


“Not so well for a Cerean,” he added.  “You should’ve had Sa-Ji training them.  At least she has finesse in her style.  Or perhaps my old rival, Te.  Wonder what he has been up too lately.  At least he could give me a proper challenge.”


He turned back towards Talek, who still stood still and impassive.


“Oh, now you try to look like the proper Jedi,” Kevan remarked.  “Trying to not let my remarks get to you.  Though I know they are.”


He motioned his Lightsaber to the ground, and Talek knelt down on the leaves.


“But, enough with the catching up, as we will have plenty of time to do that on the trip home,” Kevan calmly stated as he walked behind Talek.


“And where is home,” inquired Talek with mild curiosity.

“Tilken, of course,” Kevan replied, as for the second time that day, Talek’s head met the hilt of a Lightsaber.

Part XV: Revelations


Talek awoke in a dark room, with only a single light above him.  He was chained to a wall, and thick heavy chain at that.  His head strapped so he could only look straight ahead at a dark, bare wall.  Off to the side, he heard voices talking in low tones, and feigned unconsciousness and tried to hear what was being said.

“You believe he is strong enough to power the machine,” one voice that sounded vaguely familiar said, though it was cold and evil.


“Yes, my lord,” he heard Kevan’s voice say.  “The force is strong in Talek, strong enough to transfer you into a proper body.”


“And what then, my servant?” the unfamiliar voice said.  “When I occupy this body no more, will you still be as loyal?”


“Of course, my lord,” Kevan replied.


“I wonder…” the voice started before stopping.


A young man in his mid-twenties appeared before Talek, wearing a black tunic, his jet black hair being a little on the messed up side, with a grin that Talek had thought mischievous, though it now was an evil grin.

“Master Talek,” the young man spoke, “so you are awake to join us.”


“Yanshin?” Talek asked quizzically.


The young man smiled once more.


“Once this body belonged to Yanshin,” the man said, “but that was long ago.  You may call me Lord Marke Ragnos.”


“Marke Ragnos is a long dead Sith Lord,” Talek shot back.

“And so I was!” Ragnos cried.  “I was the master of the mighty Sith Empire before I was struck down, shortly before we met your precious Republic.”


Ragnos, who had been pacing, stopped and looked Talek in the eye.


“We, the ancient Sith, knew many of the secrets of the Dark Side, including how to live on after our bodies have died.  As spirits.”


He gave a mighty laugh.


“Could you imagine my joy when this ripe young body fell into my grasp,” he said.  “To be able to bring about the Sith Empire again!  To bring down that cowardly maggot who claims to be a Sith Lord on Coruscant!”


So there are two factions, Talek thought to himself.  And I’m captive to the head of the one who is mad enough to believe he is a dead Sith Lord.


“But,” Ragnos stated more calmly, “This body has its limitations.”

He turned to Talek once more.


“But,” he added, “with your help that will be a problem I won’t have anymore.”

Ragnos turned and walked out of Talek’s sight.


“Coming, Lord Kevan,” Ragnos asked.


“I wish to converse with my old friend,” Kevan replied.


“Very well,” Ragnos stated as Talek heard a door open and footsteps heading off in the distance before the door closed once more.  It was awfully quiet for a few minutes before Talek heard Kevan’s footsteps, and his old friend walked into his vision.


“Talek,” Kevan said.


“What happened to you, ‘old friend’,” Talek asked.


“Remember the last time we saw each other?” Kevan asked.


“The time you were pointing a Lightsaber at my chest,” Talek spoke.


“You know I meant that day some fifteen years ago…on Kallos IV,” Kevan spat.

Talek nodded his head as best he could.


“You were heading off on some errand for the Jedi Council you couldn’t talk about,” Talek added.

Kevan nodded.

“You had guessed that I was accompanying an archaeological dig to a dangerous place and one the council knew was dangerous,” he spoke.


“I remember,” Talek said.


Kevan turned and looked Talek directly in the eye.


“The dig was to the planet Korriban,” Kevan spoke slowly and deliberately.


The blood froze in Talek’s blood as he realized the enormity of those words.


“What happened?” Talek asked.


“Our arrival stirred the spirits of the long dead Sith Lords, who started to besiege our party.  I was able to fend them off and protect the party in my charge until…”


“Yanshin fell to Ragnos’s spirit,” Talek completed.


Kevan nodded his head as he continued.


“You know, despite all the safeguards the Jedi have inserted into Jedi Training, there is one major flaw.”

Talek’s head rose up at that as Kevan’s eye caught Talek’s.


“Jedi are forbidden to form attachments, yet it’s almost impossible for an attachment not to form between Master and Padawan.”


Kevan turned and walked to the other side of the room as Talek’s head slumped, yet still paying attention to Kevan’s words.


“Master and Padawan spend a tremendous amount of time together, the Master teaching the Padawan what he knows.  In many ways, the Master becomes a surrogate father and the Padawan is almost like a son to the Master.  The son he will never have.”


Kevan turned and looked at Talek once more.


“You have felt it, I know.  A bond has been observed between you and your Padawan, David Kane.  In a way, our Padawans take after us, following a similar path.  But the attachment is formed and we can’t help but care about our Padawans, like a Father cares about his son.”


Kevan walked over to Talek and whispered in his ear.


“That was my undoing.  I had grown so attached to Yanshin, considered him like a son, that I couldn’t kill him when I should’ve.  Instead, Ragnos was able to use the bond I have with my Padawan to tie me to his service.  To corrupt me.”


Kevan took another couple steps back.  Talek raised his head and spoke.


“Yanshin is lost to you.  You know that.”


Kevan nodded his head.


“Yet, you still serve Ragnos,” Talek observed.


“I still can’t harm my Padawan,” Kevan replied with some warmth that reminded Talek of his old friend.  “But soon,” Kevan added.

“What is he planning to do with me?” Talek asked.


Kevan turned and looked Talek in the eye, the warmth now replace with the cold icy stare of one consumed by the Dark Side.


“You are to be sacrificed and your Force energy will be used to power the Transfer of Ragnos’ spirit to the cloned body of Ragnos arranged by the Lady through the Cloners on Kamino, using Ragnos’ DNA.”


“You plan to kill him once he’s out of Yanshin’s body,” Talek observed.


Kevan turned and walked out of Talek’s eyesight.


“You know he’s expecting you to betray him at that point,” Talek cried.


“Yes,” came Kevan’s reply.  “On that day, one of us will die, and I aim for it to be him.”


The door opened and Talek heard Kevan walk out, the door closing behind him, leaving Talek alone to his thoughts and meditations.


Talek didn’t know how long he had been hanging there, as he arms went numb after the first day or so.  The lighting in the room never varied, so he had no idea if it was a day cycle or a night cycle on board ship.  And no one else came and saw him for the rest of the journey.  Talek spent most of the time meditating, trying to determine the will of the Force, which was getting harder and harder to do.  The taint of the Dark Side was growing stronger and he feared that time would soon be out and night will fall over the Republic.

Finally, three men entered his room, all armed with what looked to be primitive slugthrowers, and wearing green uniforms.  One of them undid Talek’s chains, letting Talek fall to the ground.  Another kicked Talek to move along out the door, though Talek could barely walk, after hanging for so long of a time.  He felt a growl in his stomach, as it had been days since he ate.  His throat was parched as he staggered out into the hallway.


Standing in the hallway was Kevan, his black boots looking freshly polished and his tunic looking freshly pressed.  Next to him were two more men in uniforms like the first three men.  Kevan snapped his fingers and the two men walked over and grabbed Talek, bearing him up.


“It’s a long way down to the hangar deck,” Kevan snarled.  “And I don’t have all day to wait for you to crawl down there.”


Kevan turned and started walking down the hall, followed by the two men bearing Talek and finally, the three guards with their weapons drawn. They walked down the hall before making a left and then a right to entered what looked to be a lift lobby.  A lift door was open and Kevan walked in.


“You can dump him on the floor there,” Kevan commanded.


The guards did as he commanded and Talek found himself on the floor facing Kevan as the lift door closed.  The lift started to move down as Talek pulled himself to his feet.


“Impressive,” Kevan said with a bemused expression.


“Where are we going?” Talek asked.


“Same old Talek,” Kevan said with a mild amusement, “Always asking questions.”


“You didn’t answer,” Talek weakly responded, his breathing a little labored from the exertion of standing.


“And if I said I was helping you to escape,” Kevan stated calmly.

“I wouldn’t believe you,” Talek hoarsely responded, “Not now.”


“Pity,” Kevan said in a bored tone looking up, “I was hoping to get your hopes up just to crush them again.  But, I should know you wouldn’t fall for such a simple ploy.”


Kevan looked over at Talek, whose knees were starting to give out and he was slipping back down to the floor.

“We’ve arrived at Tilken and it’s time for you to go to your new home,” he spoke.

“And that is?” Talek asked as the lift came to a halt.


The doors opened onto a hangar deck with two more soldiers waiting at the lift doors.  The reached in and pulled Talek out as Kevan followed them out.


“You wish a history lesson?” Kevan asked.


Talek was barely able to move his head, but Kevan continued as they walked across the hangar deck towards a shuttlecraft.


“Tilken was once one of the major production centers of the Sith Empire, many millennia ago.  They were subservient people, as all servants of the Sith were, but they were a hardy people.  You wouldn’t believe how much pain and punishment even the typical Tilken native could take.  And believe me; I’ve pushed a few to the limits.”


He grinned over to Talek who turned away in disgust.  Kevan smiled and continued his tale.


“During the Great Hyperspace War with the Republic, Tilken was cut off from the Sith Empire by advancing Republic Forces, who didn’t even know it existed.  The Sith Empire was crushed, but it still lived on here on Tilken.  They waited for years for their masters to return; only they never did.”


Kevan stopped and let the guards drag Talek onto the shuttlecraft.  He spoke a few words to them in a language Talek couldn’t understand and they dropped Talek into one of the passenger seats and departed.  Kevan bent over and strapped Talek in as he continued.


“Now, the Sith didn’t trust their secrets to anyone and no one on Tilken knew how to build a starship, and in fact, they still don’t know how to build a starship.  They are a bit technically inept, perpetually stuck in an early planetary industrial age.”

Kevan sat down in the seat opposite Talek facing Talek and strapped himself in.


“I’m sure you would find their society very interesting if you weren’t in the predicament that you are in now.  Now, as I was saying, the Sith didn’t return and the Tilken people started warring amongst themselves, blasting themselves into an even more primitive state.  I’m sure you would find it quite sad, but I just think it was survival of the fittest.”


The shuttlecraft started to move and out the viewport, the interior of a ship gave way to the stars of space.  Clearly in view was a dusky brown world, a bright globe of a planet that had a very large ocean, though there was one large continental landmass.  Talek could make out a great mountain range circling the center of the landmass with a large body of water in the center.  Cities seemed to dot the coast along the western, southern, and eastern edges of the landmass, with the northern section being lost in tundra.


“Finally, a caste system developed, with the strong on top.  These elite were the Force-Users, some of who remembered the ways of the Dark Side of the Force as the Sith practiced it.  Though they didn’t possess all the secrets of the Sith, they were able to recreate the method the Sith had forged their swords.”

Out his viewport, Talek could make out objects in orbit.  Some were ships, like the warship had just departed.  Others were transport ships, some similar to what shipyards in the Republic were building.  And there were shipyards in orbit, building even more ships.

“Amazing swords the Sith had, as they were resistant to the primitive Lightsabers the Jedi had that time and I have tested those swords against modern Lightsabers, and they hold up just as…”

Kevan stopped as he noticed Talek was staring out the window.


“Magnificent, isn’t it,” he commented to Talek who turned and stared back at him.


“I thought you said the Tilken were still technologically primitive?” he asked.


“So I did,” Kevan responded with a smile.  “The Tilken aren’t responsible for that.  The Sith are, with the help of Chameleon.”


Talek turned and looked out the window again.


“Remember what I said, that Tilken was once a major production center of the Sith Empire.  Ragnos knew that, and decided this would be the perfect place to rebuild his empire.  A little technologically deficient, but unknown to the Republic and very rich in minerals and metals.  Look at those mountains down there ringing the center of continent.  There is a fortune down there, a fortune the Lady recognized when we approached her.”


Kevan sat back in his seat again, very relaxed yet very watchful of Talek.


“We needed modern technology and production facilities, and the Lady Chameleon provided it, along with associates of hers in the Poletra Industries Corporation, though I doubt they really knew what was happening.”

Kevan paused as he thought for a moment.


“Well, the Lady Poletra figured it out and tried to pull out, but as you well know through your Padawan, I saw to her early retirement before she could spill the beans.”


Talek nodded as he remembered Kane’s report of running into Kevan at the Poletra Industries Corporate Headquarters on Alderaan.  They had gone there to “clear up” some of Kane’s Bounty issues with the Lady Poletra only to find her dead.  In fact, Kevan had managed to avoid the authorities so well that Kane was believed to have been the murderer for awhile, before the Jedi cleared up the mess.  Relations between Poletra Industries and the Jedi have been tense ever since.


Talek looked out the window to see that Tilken had grown closer, and that it appeared they were heading somewhere along the East Coast of the continent.

“Well Talek, it has been enjoyable talking to you again, but Ragnos would rather you be unconscious when we arrive,” Kevan said with some glee as he sat up.


“Let me guess,” Talek said sarcastically.  “Lightsaber hilt?”


Kevan nodded, pulled out his Lightsaber, and clocked Talek on the back of his head, sending him back into unconsciousness.


Talek awoke to find himself chained to a wall, though he was allowed to be sitting and turn his head this time.  He appeared to be in a dark cell and he heard the sound of water dripping somewhere.  It was dark in the cell and Talek reached out in the Force to feel if any guards were nearby.  He was surprised that he felt a presence in his cell.

“Who’s there,” Talek spoke.


A light lit in a corner on the other side of the cell, and in a comfortable chair, was a well-preserved older woman, probably in her fifties, though looking in her forties.  She had shoulder length red hair and she was probably very beautiful when she was younger.  Talek immediately recognized her at once.


“The real Lady Chameleon, I presume,” Talek spoke weakly.


The Lady nodded her head in agreement as she stood up.


“I was wondering when you were going to finally wake up, as I have been waiting for an hour,” she said.


“Don’t you have a criminal empire to run?” Talek asked.


“Oh, I have clones of myself to handle that, letting me enjoy an early retirement where I only make big decisions,” she replied.


“So we never talked by Holo-Communication,” Talek observed.


“That was my primary clone who primarily acts as me and running operations from Mirta,” she stated absently.


“You are being strangely open for a change,” he observed.


She turned to him and smiled.


“You’re going to die soon, so I decided I needed to talk to you,” she spoke as she walked around the cell, now lit by the Lady’s light and being very bare.  “My clone made a sort of promise to you, and one I intend to uphold.”

Talek looked very puzzled as he asked, “I don’t recall a promise, she made.”


The Lady smiled.


“You had inquired about my background and she said that was a question for another time,” the Lady spoke.


Talek’s face lifted up at this.


“It’s now another time, Master Talek, and though we meet for the first time, our paths have been linked for a very long time.”


“I know our business dealings have crossed paths a few times but…”Talek started.


“Your father’s name was Relith,” she spoke.


“I didn’t think you had access to records sealed in the Jedi Archives,” Talek spoke.


“You would be surprised,” she commented, “but I didn’t need to access the Jedi Archives to know that.”


Talek looked up at the Lady and for the first time, he realized why she seemed familiar.


“The teenage girl,” he spoke softly.


“I beg your pardon,” the Lady spoke quizzically.


“You’re the teenage girl,” Talek spoke with a little more force in his voice as he closed his eyes, searching his memory.  He opened them again and spoke, “Krys.”

The Lady took a step backwards as she asked, “How do you know that?”


“I was there when that slime of a boyfriend of yours killed my father,” he said, feeling anger rising in him.

“Bren was slime,” the Lady spoke, regaining some of her composure, though trying hard not to break out into tears.  “And I probably should thank you for freeing me from that life, as the money on that credit stick got me started in my current life.  And there was a lot of money on that credit stick!”


She pulled out her gun and pointed it at Talek.


“But I loved him!  And you stinking Jedi killed him!  It might have been you that killed him!”


Talek looked up at her with compassion in his eyes.


“I didn’t kill him,” he spoke calmly.  “But I might as well have, as I changed things from happening in my vision.  My presence there brought Master Kolu there and he killed Bren to save me.  To save me!”


The Lady’s hand quivered as her finger rested over the trigger.  Perhaps he can foil this mad plot by Marke Ragnos yet, Talek thought.


“And Relith was paying Bren to free me from the Jedi!” he continued.  “If it wasn’t for me, he wouldn’t have been in that alley in the first place!  It’s all my fault!  So, what are you going to do?”


The Lady began to squeeze the trigger when the gun flew out of her hand.  Talek’s eyes followed the guns path to the hand of Kevan, who was silently standing in the doorway.


“He’s needed alive,” Kevan coldly spoke, “and your time is now up.”


The Lady turned and looked down at Talek once more.


“I look forward to seeing you die,” she spoke as she stormed out.


Talek slumped down into a semi-comfortable position and lost himself in the Force, only disturbed by the howling gleeful laughing of Kevan a few moments later.

The Lady stormed down the hallway away from Talek’s cell when she heard a voice say, “Wait!”

She turned to see Kevan standing there casually, her Blaster Pistol still in his hand.


“What is it?” she demanded, still steamed from her encounter with Talek.


Kevan tossed her Blaster Pistol to her, which she caught.  She turned around to storm off again, when he spoke once more.


“I was there too,” he said.


The Lady stopped and turned to look at him.


“What?” she asked astounded.


“I was there in that alley as well,” he repeated as he walked towards her.  “Talek needed help and I gave it.”


The Lady’s eyes burned with fire as she looked up into Kevan’s ice-cold emerald eyes.


“What help?” she asked, seething with anger.


“Who do you think took out the sniper on the roof,” he said we a gleeful smile.


She had always assumed that the Jedi Master Kolu had taken out Gron before killing her beloved Bren, but looking into Kevan’s eyes, she knew he was telling the truth.  What’s more, he was getting immense amusement out of watching her reaction.


The Lady composed herself, putting forth her stern, straight, business face.


“Thank You for informing me of your part,” she calmly spoke.  “And maybe I will see you in hell.”


She turned and walked away with dignity, summoning all of her strength to contain her rage, as she knew she would be dead if she tried to act on that rage.  Behind her, she heard Kevan laughing loudly with evil glee.  Perhaps it was time to reevaluate this business venture she found herself in.
Part XVI: Spirits

Talek was brought out of his meditations by the opening of his cell door and the entrance of two dark skinned me wearing black, each with a Lightsaber clipped to their belt.  Talek noted that they look at each other as warily as the looked at Talek.  The bond holding these people together was very loose, probably only by their loyalty to the Sith Lord Marke Ragnos.  They quickly unchained Talek from his chains and pulled him to his feet.  Talek’s body had been so neglected at this point, he couldn’t even support himself and the two men had to practically drag him from his cell.

They dragged him to another room, which looked like it was a bathroom, and stripped him of his remaining rags of clothes.  They turned on a shower, throwing him into it; washing every inch of his body, though not particularly caring if they were rough or not.  Talek noted they were paying particular interest to make sure every part of his body was clean.


When they were done, they threw him onto the bathroom floor and at the feet of Kevan.


“Master Talek,” he said as he laid a bundle of clothing in front of Talek, the bundle being made of brown and beige color clothes.


“What do you want?” Talek sputtered.


“Is that a hint of anger there?” Kevan mockingly spoke.


Talek turned his head down and stared at the floor.


“It’s your big day today, Talek,” Kevan continued, “and we want you to look your best.  I took the liberty of having some new Jedi robes made.”


He pointed his hand to the bundle of clothing, as the men pulled Talek up and grabbed the bundle.


“Why?” Talek asked.


Kevan responded as the men began dressing Talek in his new robes, taking care that the robes don’t get too mussed up and dirty while dressing Talek.


“You are a worthy, if misguided, foe,” Kevan spoke.  “And you deserve to enter your death with dignity.”

“Your concern is touching,” Talek commented sarcastically.


“I know,” Kevan spoke as if he totally missed the sarcasm, “It’s a weakness of mine.”


“This isn’t just my day,” Talek commented as he slipped a Jedi Tunic on.


“Ahhh,” Kevan spoke, “You refer to the inevitable betrayal.”

“You a little concerned about them,” Talek responded, nodding his head towards one of his dressers.


“They don’t speak a word of Basic,” Kevan replied, “Besides; they are not the weapons Ragnos will use, as I could kill them before heir sabers were drawn.”


“And how do you expect the betrayal to come?”  Talek asked.


“Oh, a variety of methods,” Kevan stated longingly, as if he was looking forward to it, “using the other Sith Lords, maybe a sniper or two as the temple has some good sniping points, and he will probably want to finish me off himself in his new body.”


“You don’t sound concern,” Talek said as the men finished dressing him and sitting him back down on a bench.


“I’m not,” he said as he looked over Talek’s robes, “There, now you like a proper Jedi Master, worthy of sacrifice to the true Dark Lord of the Sith.”


“No, I don’t,” Talek commented indicating with his head towards his belt and the empty clip on his belt.  Kevan smiled at this.


“Now, now,” he spoke, “we want you to look proper, not to be able to cause trouble.  We can overlook the absence of your Lightsaber.”


Two other men rolled in what looked to be a coffin of sorts, with cable connection points along the right side of it.

“Why aren’t you concern,” Talek asked as the two new men opened up the coffin looking apparatus.


“Because I’ve set my own stratagems into motion,” Kevan responded, “In fact, I’ve been able to delay this day until my last pieces were in place.”

“You make it sound like a game,” Talek commented as he was dragged over to the apparatus.


“It is a game,” Kevan responded, “The most dangerous game of all.  The game of Life and Death.  And a game I intend to win.”


The two men forced Talek into the apparatus and started strapping him in as Talek asked his next question, “And what are your last pieces?”


Kevan smiled as the men finished strapping Talek in and reached up to close the clear lid, so all in the Sith Temple would see the hated enemy die.


“Why, David Kane, of course,” Kevan replied before adding, “the real David Kane, that is, not that pathetic, though now dead imposter.”


Talek’s eyes widened as the lid closed down on him.  A gas filled the apparatus and Talek fell unconscious.


“Sweet Dreams,” Kevan spoke with some warmth, which surprised even him.


Kevan and Ragnos walked down the aisle between two ranks of Tilken Sith Warriors in the central Sith Temple, heading for a dais at one end of the great hall.  Up on the dais was a great machine, the product of Sith Engineering and Sorcery, and a machine that will restore Ragnos to his full glory.  There was a central mechanism with two protrusions; each protrusion bearing a coffin like apparatus like the one Talek had been strapped into.  Talek’s pod was attached to the left side protrusion, Talek resting inside in a deep sleep.  On the right was an empty pod, though the clear lid was flipped up.  At the center of the apparatus was another pod, and inside was the sleeping form of what looked to be a mighty and very muscular looking humanoid, dressed up in very formal armor.  It was the form of a race that hadn’t been seen in the Galaxy in several millennia, the Sith race.  Ragnos looked up at the form and smiled.

“It’s like looking in a mirror,” he commented to Kevan.


Kevan nodded absently as they continued towards the dais, yet his mind and senses were already taking in all that was around him.  The ranks of Sith Warriors as witnesses he knew to be apart of the eventual attempt on his life, as well as the watching Sith Lords on the dais.  The priestesses he knew were needed for the ceremony, to facilitate the transfer of Ragnos’ essence to his new body.  Three priestesses in all, one on each section of the apparatus, the honor of the central section falling to the Tilken High Priestess, Syph Talen.


“Talek is looking quite cleaned up,” Ragnos commented.


“Talek is a worthy opponent and deserves fitting funeral garb,” Kevan replied coldly.


“Such sentiment could get you killed,” Ragnos replied as they stepped onto the steps leading to the top of the dais.


“Perhaps,” Kevan said, before casually adding, “Master.”


Ragnos glanced at Kevan out of the corner of his eye, and he knew Kevan was prepared for what was to come.  That was going to make him dangerous, but he felt he will prevail.  In his own body, he is quite powerful, and he had all this cannon fodder to weaken Kevan.  That was his edge.

Ragnos and Kevan walked over to the open pod and Ragnos climbed in, with Kevan strapping him in.  Ragnos looked up at him and gave him a smile.  Kevan kept his face expressionless as he closed the clear lid over Ragnos.  He heard Syph Talen start chanting what he knew was mumbo jumbo, more for show than practical purposes, as using the Force was all internal.


He reached out with the Force, sensing all that was in the temple.  He felt the Force flowing strongly through the machine, though the Dark Side was strong at work in it, as it was sucking Talek’s life essence to power itself.  He started to sense Yanshin’s spirit inside his body stirred, as Ragnos’ essence started slowly oozing towards the new body that had been prepared for him.  He sensed the anticipation in the Sith Warriors, though whether that anticipation was for the rebirth of their lord or the coming battle, he could not tell.  He sensed the sniper in the balcony preparing to shoot, thinking himself masked in the Force.  He also sensed a masked presence sneaking up on the sniper.  A smile edged onto his face as he eagerly awaited the carnage to come, when his vengeance would be wrought.

Then, he looked down at Yanshin’s body, seeing Yanshin’s spirit reasserting itself and he sensed…sadness.  He heard Yanshin’s voice in his head asked, “Why, Master?”


“I did it to save you,” he muttered under his breath.


“All this death and destruction…for me?” Yanshin asked.


Kevan heard Talek scream as he glanced over to see that Talek was fully awake and in agony.


“You are causing this pain and destruction on Master Talek…because of me?” asked Yanshin’s spirit.


“You are about to be free because of it,” Kevan spoke through gritted teeth.


There was silence for a moment and then the response that sent a chill through Kevan’s soul.


“I would rather die,” Yanshin responded.


Kevan stood there for a moment before turning to look at Talek again.  Talek, his old friend and comrade.  Talek, who led him on his first adventure.  Talek, who he had tormented, even after long ago promising to be by his side.

You are a true Sojin, my friend, Kevan had said.

Sojin?, Talek had asked.


It’s a Zabrak word.  It means ‘Hunter of the Dark’, my friend.  Which is exactly what you are, he had explained to Talek.

Sojin, Talek had repeated.


I learned long ago to trust in your visions.  And so, if you believe this rise of the Dark Side is coming, then I believe it as well.  And, if you feel that you must be a Sojin and stop it, then I will be one as well, and fight it by your side, Kevan had then said.

Kevan looked over at Talek again, still screaming inside his pod, the pain of having your life-force violently taken from you in a slow agonizing manner.


And, if you feel that you must be a Sojin and stop it, then I will be one as well, and fight it by your side.

He looked back down at Yanshin, whose normal facial expressions were returning, his eyes wide open, which were pleading with Kevan.

I would rather die, rang through his head.


He looked up and saw Kane had taken out the sniper and was preparing to take action, and sensed Rasta Meeks as well in another portion of the balcony.  And Sojin Thaid, and surprisingly as well, his other old friends, Masters Sa-Ji and Korlaww.  They were here to save Talek.  They were here to stop the rise of Ragnos.  They were here to stop him.  For, though not all of them in name, they were all, in spirit, Sojin.

…Fight it by your side, echoed once more in his head.


In one swift motion, Kevan drew and ignited his Lightsaber.


Talek’s eyes opened to bright light, his nerves searing from terrible pain.  He felt the machine tapping into his life essence, trying to draw it out of him.  Talek fought, for he knew, if he lost, Ragnos would be reborn.

“It is inevitable,” Talek heard inside his head.  “The Dark Side is going to win.”


Talek blinked as he noticed he was no longer in incredible pain, but he was standing calmly, floating above the machine.  He looked below to see his body writhing in agony in the coffin that had been prepared for it.  He looked over to see Kevan standing above Yanshin’s pod, and saw he was glancing over towards Talek’s pod.  Next to Kevan, he saw what looked to be Yanshin speaking in Kevan’s ear.

“Kevan is too far gone to return to the Light,” Talek heard a voice next to him say.


He turned to see what appeared to be a member of the Sith race, his powerful humanoid body covered in formal Sith Battle Armor, a sword in his hand.  Talek instinctively knew that this was the spirit of the Sith Lord Marke Ragnos.  Talek glanced down to see that he now wore a Lightsaber on his belt clip.


Talek felt a stab of pain as he saw that his body faded a little, with Ragnos in front of him appeared a little more solid.


“That is the machine draining your life essence,” the figure spoke, “making you weaker while feeding me, making me stronger.”


Talek looked down and saw that everything was moving in slow motion, as Yanshin staggered back from Kevan, in shock.  He saw that Ragnos had raised his sword, as if to deliver a killing blow.  Yanshin looked up and saw the sword drawn, and quivered.  Talek saw that Yanshin was defenseless, that his spirit couldn’t withstand an attack from Ragnos.  Talek glanced down once more, his eye catching sight of the Lightsaber on his belt.  He still had some of his strength.  He could still fight it.


Ragnos brought his arms down, swooping at Yanshin below, the blade of his sword heading right for Yanshin’s head.  Moving faster than he could in real life, Talek drew his Lightsaber, flew down, and blocked Ragnos’ attack with his ghostly glowing blade.  Ragnos pulled back, his sword at the ready, Talek, doing the same.


“You are a fool,” Ragnos spoke.  “I’m a Sith Warrior and my skill with the Sith Blade is unequalled.”


Talek smiled at that remark.


“Your comment shows you who the fool is,” Talek calmly spoke.  “You may be a warrior of great skill in the physical world, but this is the realm of the spirit…of the mind.  And here, my will is greater.”

Talek attacked with a speed and skill he never had in the physical world, delivering multiple blows to Ragnos, though Ragnos was able to block them all.  Ragnos counterattacked, but Talek was easily able to deflect the blow.

Off to the side, Talek heard Yanshin say, “I would rather die.”


“Nooooo!!!!” roared Ragnos as he brushed off a blow from Talek, who noticed his blows were getting weaker, while Ragnos’ blows were getting stronger.  The machine was still weakening Talek and strengthening Ragnos as the battle continued.  Ragnos flew over towards Yanshin, Talek in close pursuit, but Talek was too late this time, as Ragnos’ sword pierced Yanshin.


Talek screamed as next to him, Kevan looked once more over at Talek’s pod, hearing the scream being echoed in Talek’s body, not realizing the battle happening next to him.  Yanshin’s spirit faded and seemed to merge with his body, and Talek noticed his physical body’s eyes opening, the pain of Ragnos’ blow to his spirit echoing in those eyes.


Ragnos turned to face Talek, rage burning in his ghostly eyes.

“Now that the brat is taken care of,” he roared, rage dripping in his voice, “I can finally take care of you.”


Ragnos advanced towards Talek, who rose up his blade, ready to block, only to find that his blade was fading.  Ragnos gave Talek an evil grin.


“I’ve been a spirit for many millennia, and I know the ways of spirit combat,” he coldly spoke as he advanced towards Talek, who was starting to retreat back towards his own body.  Talek looked beyond Ragnos, and noticed a glimmer of light starting to shine within Kevan, who was looking towards the balcony.  Must keep Ragnos distracted, Talek thought.


“Your will may be strong, but to survive as long as I have, you need to have a strong will as well.”

Talek was up against his pod, as he felt the pull of his body on his spirit, as well as the draining energies of the machine.  Ragnos was now almost upon him, his sword raised.

“Kevan was right about one thing,” Ragnos said.


Talek looked up as he saw the light behind Ragnos burning brighter and brighter from Kevan.


“What is that?” Talek asked, hoping to gain a few more seconds.


“You are a worthy opponent, one that I would see die!” he screamed as he swung his sword down towards Talek.


Behind Ragnos, at the same instant, Kevan’s crimson blade flashed to life, striking down the priestess who was overseeing Yanshin’s pod.  Ragnos’ blade struck Talek, hurting him to the core as Talek screamed in agony, a scream so loud that it was echoed in his physical body.  As Talek screamed, Kevan’s blade connected to the machine, sending sparks flying.  Ragnos turned and screamed as he saw what Kevan was doing.


“Nooooooooo!” he screamed.  “I was so close!”


At that moment, an explosion rocked the ranks of Sith Warriors.  Talek looked up to see Kane with a grenade launcher, already in the process of loading another round.  Next to him was Thaid, who was focusing on Talek’s pod, and Talek could feel the pod being willed by the Force to move towards Thaid.  At the back of the hall, with a loud war cry, Rasta jumped down, his emerald blade ignited.  He was followed close behind by Master Korlaww and Master Sa-Ji, and they immediately went to work battling the ranks of Sith Warriors in the hall.


The hall was in chaos now, as Sith Warriors were battling each other as well as the Jedi that were now amongst them.  No, not Jedi.  These were Sojin, Hunters of the Dark, who had followed the Darkness to the lair and was battling it.  This was his legacy, in action, as he had always foreseen it.

Talek felt his pod being ripped away from the machine, and as it was ripped out, he felt his spirit rejoin his now unconscious body.

Part XVI: Endings


Talek saw the vision that was his life fade from his eyes, to be filled by the ball of light that was the Force.  The ball of light that was being consumed by a darkness that was the Dark Side.  He didn’t have much time.  He knew now that the darkness couldn’t be fought, but survived.  He needed to learn how and quickly, not for himself, but for Kane.

Talek’s spirit reached out into the Force one last time, using up the last of his reserves to do so.  He reached out and punched his way through the barrier the Dark Side had placed over the future.  He needed to know.


Before him, he saw the cityscape of Coruscant, below him, thousands upon thousands of troops in white powered armor, similar to the armor used by the soldiers who had taken Kane.  They were marching onboard giant triangular warships…marching off to war.  As the ships rose above Talek’s head, he saw standing on a balcony, looking over it all, the figure of Supreme Chancellor Palpatine standing there.


The background faded out as Supreme Chancellor Palpatine stood there, his form changing into that of a wrinkled old man, now wearing a hood, and walking with a cane.  In his eyes, the power of the Dark Side shone brightly.  Stepping out of the darkness behind him, a tall figure in imposing black armor and a long black cape, with a silver lightsaber hilt at his side.  A dark knight for Palpatine’s king.


The background faded back in to a large, dark, and cold room, with a throne in front of a large window that looked out upon space.  Palpatine the king was there, with his dark knight standing by his side.  And in front of them, standing alone, a lone boy.  He had blond hair and was wearing a black jumpsuit, and stern defiant look etched on his face, a look that reminded him of the few times he saw Anakin Skywalker, though Talek knew this boy wasn’t Anakin.  Talek sensed he had a decision to make, one that will determine the course of the Galaxy and the way the Force flowed: Darkness or the Light.

“Always in motion the future is,” a voice behind him said.

Talek turned to see the form of his former master, Darin Kolu standing before him.


“That is what Master Yoda always said, and he was right,” he continued.


“Master,” Talek spoke, “you will pardon me when I say you are dead.  I saw you die with my own eyes.”


Darin Kolu nodded in response as he turned to Talek.

“Yes, I am,” he said somberly, “and you are about to be as well.”


He walked up to the boy standing before Palpatine and turned to face Talek.


“The future is made up of our choices, Talek,” he said.  “You have one more choice to make before you die, just as this farm boy from Tatooine has a choice to make.”


He walked over to Palpatine and his dark knight, and looked them over for a moment.


“In the past, it wouldn’t have been a choice at all for a Jedi,” he continued.  “But, these are not normal times,” he added as he gestured over towards Palpatine and his black knight.


“What is my choice?” Talek asked.


Darin walked over to Talek and looked him directly in the eye.


“You can become one with the Force, like Jedi have for many millennia.  Be the good little Jedi and do what you are suppose to do and accept your fate.”


“Or…” Talek inquired.


“Or,” Darin continued, “You can do what Ragnos did and become a Force Spirit, keeping yourself outside the Force.”


“Ragnos seemed very frustrated as he appeared to not be able to influence the world,” Talek observed.


“And neither would you,” replied Darin, “at least, not directly.”


“What do you mean?” Talek asked.


 “As a Jedi, you have made connections to individuals, connections in the Force.  Through those connections, you can occasionally converse with those individuals, provided they are close to your primary connection point.”

“Primary connection point?” Talek asked.


“The individual you have the strongest connection in the Force with is the one you would be linked to,” Darin continued.


“Kane,” Talek spoke without thinking.


Darin nodded his head.


“As long as Kane lives, you would be with him, to advise him…within reason.”


Talek turned and looked at Darin.


“Within reason?” he asked.


“There are some things the living aren’t meant to know about,” as he indicated the scene before them.  “It is the will of the Living Force,” he added.


Talek stood there thinking for a second, taking in all that had been said and seen.

“There is a time limit on this offer,” Darin added, “as your body is dying.”


Talek turned to Darin and replied, “Very well, I have made my choice.”


Kane ran up to Talek’s body, which was lying in Rasta’s lap.  Talek’s eyes weakly opened and gazed at Kane’s for the first time in a very long time.

“Kane…” he said weakly.


“Master,” he started to say but Talek cut him off.


“Darkness… is falling… over the Republic…” he said haltingly.


Talek reached up and touched Kane’s face.

“Be….prepared…” Talek uttered before his hand went limp and fell from Kane’s face, his cone shaped head falling back into Rasta’s lap.


“Master…” Kane started to say, before everybody gasped.


Before their eyes, Talek’s body faded away into nothingness, leaving behind only the Jedi Robes Kevan had made for Talek, as they distantly heard the sounds of the Sith Temple exploding in the distance.

Epilogues

A luxury yacht broke through the atmosphere of Tilken into space, while all around, ships and shipyards exploded.  In the rear chamber, an older woman with red shoulder length hair and wearing a stylish jumpsuit sat in a plush chair.  Across her, her twin sat, though she looked much younger, perhaps in her mid to late twenties.

“Do you think you got them all?” the younger one asked.


The older one smiled as she took a sip of her wine.


“Every piece of equipment we brought in was rigged with a secret self-destruct mechanism, and those backwater Tilken people would never have been able to spot them,” she said.  “There is no way the Tilken people are going to reach the stars anytime soon.”


The younger one looked back out into space at the exploding shipyards, while replying, “That’s not what I meant.”


The older one nodded her head as she took another sip of wine.


“As much as I would like to think I’ve got them all, after luring Kane into a location where I can eliminate him, as well as Talek and Kevan…”


She paused as she looked out into space herself, admiring the destruction she had wrought here on Tilken.


“No,” she finally spoke.  “I don’t think I got them all.”


The younger one turned and looked at her older self inquisitively.


“Then why didn’t you eliminate Kane’s ship,” she asked.  “You could’ve marooned him here forever and out of our business.”


The older one looked at her younger self for a moment, before turning once more to gaze out at the stars outside.


“I honestly don’t know,” she muttered mostly to herself.


That thought troubled the Lady Chameleon as her yacht made the jump into Lightspeed.


“You’re staying!” Kane said with a look of surprise.

Jedi Masters Korlaww and Sa-Ji stood before him, though it was Sa-Ji who stepped forward to respond.


“We have seen the plight of the Tilken people, being suppressed by a Force-Using upper class.  We feel that the Jedi are needed here, to show young Tilken Force-Users that there is another side of the Force, and not just the Dark Side.”


“Soundsa like yousa wisha to establish Jedi Order ona Tilken,” Rasta chipped in.


Korlaww roared in response and Sa-Ji smiled.


“Yes, though considering the current state of the Galaxy, with the Separatist uprisings and all, that Tilken should remain cut off for the time being,” Sa-Ji calmly spoke.


She walked over to Kane and took his hand.


“In Talek’s memory,” she said, “would you swear not to divulge the location of Tilken to anyone in the Republic, including the Jedi Council?”


“Including da Council?” Rasta asked quizzically.


Sa-Ji nodded as she responded, “The last thing we need here is an army of Jedi journeying here to right the injustices here and to combat the Dark Side.  This is something that is going to take time, and perhaps some understanding.”


Kane looked out towards the western horizon, where he knew those rich mountains were.  He had done some investigating and discovered Tilken’s mineral wealth and had hoped to take advantage of it.  But, he also knew that Talek would want what Sa-Ji wanted.  Kane sighed, partly from frustration.  Perhaps he can make some secret sojourns here.


“Very well,” Kane spoke.  “We won’t tell anyone about the location of this world.”


Sa-Ji nodded and released Kane’s hand.


“May the Force be with you, David Kane,” she spoke before bowing and turning away.  Korlaww roared something that translated to be the same from his native language of Shyriiwook and turned to follow her.

“Rasta, Thaid,” Kane said, “Let’s get out of here.”


From a not so distant hilltop, a cloaked figure watched as Sa-Ji and Korlaww departed on foot from Kane’s ship.  He pulled his cloak down as he watched Kane and his Sojin prepare to lift off, his long red hair flowing freely in the wind, his cloak flapping freely.

“You seem better,” Kevan heard behind him.


Kevan turned to see the ghostly image of Talek standing before him.


“The ghost look suits you,” Kevan said with a playful smirk.


Talek shrugged his shoulders as he stepped up in front of Kevan.


“I’m going to be leaving soon,” Talek said, “and I wanted to check in and make sure you were alright.”


Kevan smiled, touched by his old friend’s concern.  He looked towards the horizon to the west.


“I have some redemption to do,” Kevan spoke,” but, I think I’m going to be alright.”


 “Sa-Ji and Korlaww are planning to bring the ways of the Jedi to the Tilken people,” Talek spoke.  “You could help them.”

Kevan looked down at the figures of Sa-Ji and Korlaww making their way down the hill and to the valley that lead to civilization here on Tilken.


“I could,” Kevan said, hesitating for a moment.  “I might…but not yet.  I need to prove to myself…and maybe to them as well, that I’m free of the influence of the Dark Side.”


Talek smiled as he looked over towards the hilltop where Kane’s ship was preparing to take off.  He wondered for a moment where The Grey Ghost was, but figured he would learn that in time.


“And where are you going, my old fiend,” Kevan asked.


Talek jerked his head towards Kane’s ship which was power up its Repulsorlift Drives.


“I’m bound to Kane through the Force, and I will never be far from him,” Talek spoke calmly.


“If Kane ever comes this way again…” Kevan started.


“I will look you up, my old friend,” Talek completed.


Kevan smiled as he looked out to see Kane’s ship lifting off from the hilltop and turning to point toward to the stars.

“May the Force be with you,” Talek said, as he faded from sight, just as Kane’s ship hit the afterburners and rocketed off into space.


“May the Force be with you as well, Talek,” Kevan spoke to the now empty air.  He looked once more at Sa-Ji and Korlaww, who were now walking down the valley, heading south.  He turned his eye westward once more, heading off down the west side of the hill and off on his quest for redemption.
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