
Chapter Four: Coruscant by Night

Hom Hon’omicus made his way across the hall, still wondering why he had been summoned here. It was 
unusual for someone in his position to be seen in audience by High Councillor Borsk Fley’la. He couldn’t understand 
why this high ranking character of the Republic would want to see him. And he feared that it would lead him into 
trouble, as most of his species’ business.

As a Bothan, Hom knew all  he needed to know about the ways of the High Councillor.  He was sneaky, 
manipulative, as many Bothans, and if Hom was truly honest, as he was himself. But still he was a Bothan from a clan 
close to  Fley’la’s,  and as such was bound by honour to answer to a summoning by a clan Leader.  Still  it  was 
surprising. Fley’la was a distant cousin of Hom’s father, yet he hadn’t shown any interest in his career before. Hom 
was an advisor to the Ambassador of Bothawui, in the questions of economics and business connections. His job was 
to read between the lines of any economics proposition of the Senate. He couldn’t imagine how Fley’la would have a 
use for this profession. Since his family had held a long tradition of successful businessmen, Hom was at the lead of a 
comfortable fortune. But this was of no interest for Fley’la, since he knew his fair share of relations in the business 
field.  Of  course,  Hom  hadn’t  been  an  economic  councillor  all  his  life,  but  again,  if  Fley’la  wanted  spies  and 
investigators, he could find them in his own clan quite easily. Besides if Fley’la was interested in this side of Hom’s 
life, it would have first needed him to know about it.

Hom was led into the office by a protocol droid who introduced him to Fley’la.
“I know who this guest is,” said Fley’la, with a cold look to the droid. “Leave us, now.”
The droid fled under the threatening tone. Hom was more and more convinced that his interview wasn’t a 

good idea.
“Have a seat, please,” said Fley’la, very politely.
It was such a contrast from the tone he had addressed his droid with that Hom knew that he was just trying to 

put him at ease. He wanted something from him. The office was meant to impress, to make the guest feel inadequate, 
and ridiculous compared to Fley’la. Usual Bothan etiquette... But Fley’la had forgotten something. He had absolutely 
no power over Hom. He was here only out of honour and basic politeness. 

“How can I be of service, Excellency?” he asked, locking his deep blue eyes into the golden ones of Fley’la.
“You’re well aware of my current opposition with a certain party, in the High Council,” said Fley’la.
Hom knew all of it, of course. The diplomatic news was covering in depth his constant bickering with the 

factions of Admiral Ackbar, Mon Mothma, Ponc Gravisom and Leia Organa Solo. And he knew quite well the reason 
of this tension. Fley’la was a player, in the political circle. He was thirsty for control. He wanted to know what his 
opponents had in their game, and how he could control this aspect of the game. And there was something that he had 
absolutely no control over, at the time. And the mere thought enraged him.



The Jedi Order.
It was easy to understand. Since the reformation of the Republic, Luke Skywalker and his kind had worked 

outside of all political involvement, a thing impossible to understand for Borsk Fley’la. They were out of any kind of 
influence, recreating a neutral Jedi Order. Something neutral sounded like heresy for someone like Fley’la. They were 
a wild card in everyone’s game. And it was unavoidable for the Republic that the Jedi should play a part in the future 
politics. Now, some in the Senate wished to reinstate the Jedi as arbitrators and protectors of the Republic, and 
Fley’la was far from being one of them. He didn’t trust anyone, but the Jedi even less, simply because they didn’t play 
by his rules.

Them and two thirds of the Galaxy, thought Hom, sometimes astonished by Fley’la’s lack of open view. If 
Hom had learned something soon, it  was that the way Bothan dealt  with politics was far from being universally 
shared. You had to adapt if you wanted to survive in such a large Galaxy. That Fley’la had managed to survive up to 
his current position wasn’t a small miracle.

“I know all of your conflict with the Jedi, High Councillor,” said Hom. “Where do I fit in this?”
“Straight to the point, as I see,” said Fley’la, with a cold smile. “Very human behaviour.”
This was meant as an insult, of course, but Hom only shrugged.
“High Councillor, I do not think you’ve summoned me here either for my career or my good looks,” he said, 

with a snort.
“Very well,” said Fley’la. “I know that in your days, you’ve worked in Bothan Intelligence.”
Hom frowned slightly. So he knew. 
“It’s hardly a common knowledge,” he said, wondering who had sold this information to the High Councillor.
“I’ve got some connections,” said Fley’la, with a shrug. “Anyway, I don’t think it can hurt that your previous 

area of expertise would be known, would it?”
“It depends on who’s to know,” said Hom, knowing all too well where this led.
Blackmail.
“I guess so,” said Fley’la. “Now for the reason of your presence,” he went on, as if he only had done a little 

prelude. “I need to assign you a task. Your position as advisor to his Excellency the ambassador Ne’fey makes you 
part of Senatorial Staff and your unique experience meets my needs.”

“Which needs are these?” asked Hom defiantly.
“A  human female  died,  yesterday,”  said  Fley’la.  “The  Father  is 

Eyron Ferris and he’s ticklish on security matters. A flaw that Gravisom 
and Organa Solo used to appoint Jedi to investigate the case. If they solve 
this, my cause will suffer from it.”

“Are we talking about  sabotaging an investigation for  a crime?” 
asked Hom, rather dryly.

“Certainly not,” said Fley’la. “If the case isn’t solved, then Ferris will 
get  restless  and  we  can’t  afford  something  like  that.  I  need  the 
investigation  to  succeed,  but  I  need  to  lower  the  impact  of  the  Jedi‘s 
involvement. They will try to use this to make Jedi investigation official and 
a legal precedent. Therefore, I’m appointing you to act as an observer and 
advisor for the Senate. I need you to seize any occasion that would allow 
you to take credit for the success of this operation. The more we will see 
you, the less we will see the Jedi.”

“I’m your rescue plan?” sneered Hom.
“More or  less,”  said Fley’la.  “No one can connect you directly  to me, and so no one will  object  to your 

appointment, which will go through one of my relations, in fact.”
“Which means I’ve nothing to say about it, right?” said Hom.
“Not if you don’t want your past in Intelligence broadcast in the whole Galaxy,” said Fley’la.
Hom’s eyes turned ice cold as he knew he was clumsily but surely cornered.
“Always a pleasure to have business with you, High Councillor,” he said. “I’ll make sure I remember your way 

with people, when we will meet again.”
There was enough threat in his voice to make Fley’la falter slightly.
“Besides this, how am I supposed to impose myself on this case?” he asked.
“It’s all arranged,” said Fley’la, leaning back into his chair, with a feral smile.



“I don’t understand why you insist on following us,” mumbled Frrrah, as she was getting off the speeder, in 
front of the Senate building’s landing pad to High Councillor Organa Solo’s level.

“Call it a hunch,” said Thorn, with a smile and a shrug. “I’m trying to follow my hunches more often, these 
days. It’s way to let the Force guide my path like another. I feel I have to come with you.”

Frrrah let out a non-committable grumble.
“Could you at least try to be cordial?” sighed Unis, while Thorn was helping her off the speeder, before he 

turned to Jahn’Do.
“We are cordial,” said Frrrah. “We haven’t torn each other to pieces.”
“Quite true,” chuckled Thorn.
“I read that feline species are bound to oppose,” said Jahn, wisely, her voice as calm as ever. “It’s a matter of 

instinct. I find your way of opposing rather peaceful.”
“We’re in a civilized world,” said Thorn, with another shrug.
“Way too much trouble with the authorities, if I had to kill him,” muttered Frrrah at the same time.
She led the way toward the Senate building, Thorn following her. Unis and Jahn were closing the march. Unis 

sighed deeply.
“It may be more civilised,” she said, “but it’s a testing way for my nerves.”
“I’m sure your instincts have already told you it’s just an act,” said Jahn, whispering so low that only Unis’ so 

sensitive hearing could catch it. “They must control the instincts of their species to go at each other only with words.”
“You mean they act hostile on purpose?” asked Unis.
“They both respect each other,” said Jahn. “And they share the Jedi way. Their blood commands them to 

fight, but they decide to go beyond that and to cope with this urge, they banter this way, instead. It’s as good a way as 
another, if you ask me.”

“Maybe for them, it is,” said Unis, with a twisted smile.
Jahn could only smile back at this.
They reached a turbolift that led them to the proper level. They had been summoned by Leia Organa Solo’s 

office, once more. She had mentioned a mission for the Order. Jahn wasn’t sure there would be a need for four Jedi 
knights but the princess had said that Master Luke felt it would be a good experience for Jahn.

So far, her stay on Coruscant had been instructive. Her unique way to see things through the Force gave her 
a view of Coruscant like nothing she had experienced before. But it was fascinating. And to act for the Jedi Order was 
an occasion to serve the Force.

They reached the door of Leia’s office, and were greeted by Naera, who led them immediately to the High 
Councillor.

“Ah, good to see you all,” said Leia, getting up. “Please have a seat. As I told you, Luke has granted me the 
authority to assign you a mission. A situation has developed.”

“How can we help?” asked Unis.
“A young woman has been found dead in her home,” said Leia. “Her name is Cora Ferris.”
“Ferris?” said Frrrah, her eyes widening slightly.
“You’ve heard the name before?” asked Thorn. 
“Eyron Ferris is the leading businessman of Chandrilla, and a leading man in the network galactic industry,” 

explained Frrrah. “Very influent, very powerful.”
“Indeed,” said Leia. “His daughter died yesterday. We still don’t know what happened. Clearly she’s been 

exposed to something. Analysis is still running.”
“Is Ferris blocking the investigation?” asked Frrrah.
“On the contrary,”  said  Leia.  “He’s  claiming that local  security  isn’t  enough.  He wants  a very  deep and 

detailed investigation. Ponc Gravisom has seized the occasion to try to make the Jedi an official investigating force in 
the Republic.”

“Which brings us here,” said Thorn, who had walked to watch the endless city under his gaze.
“Frrrah is one of our best investigators,” said Leia.
“But with someone as high ranking as Ferris, I’m sure Master Horn…” began Frrrah.
“First,” said Leia, raising her hand in apology for the interruption, “Corran is very busy with the training of 

Valin. Second, the fact you’re a Triani…”
“Is politically wiser,” said Thorn, without turning from the window. “A non-human investigating is a sign against 

the ones who clam the Jedi are as xenophobic as Palpatine was, in his old days.”



“Exactly,” said Leia. “So it would be better if you handled this,” she added for Frrrah.
“Of course,” said the Triani, with a nod of her massive head.
“Luke also said it would be a good way for Jahn to re-establish ties with the living galaxy,” said Leia.
“I’ll be glad to hep,” said Jahn.
“It could be interesting to study a case that doesn’t take place centuries ago,” said Unis. “I’ll tag along, if you 

allow it, Frrrah.”
“Of course,” said Frrrah.
“Sure,” said Thorn. “If you need someone to explore the underground, everyone knows that’s were Cathars 

do belong, wouldn’t you agree, Frrrah?”
The Triani didn’t bother to reply, except for a little snort.
One hour later, they were standing in the great Hall of the Senate, looking around at the passing crowd.
“Why are we waiting for this guy?” asked Thorn, with a sigh of annoyance.
“Master Leia told us that Fley’la has managed, through more or less discrete means, to assign an observer to 

this case, so we’d better wait for him, or he could accuse us of withdrawing information,” said Frrrah.
“I can’t believe this Bothan,” said Thorn. “What does he want? Slow us down?”
“It’s a political move,” said Jahn. “I think the idea is to ensure the Jedi won’t take too much credit from the 

success of the investigation.”
“It’s difficult to believe that he would jeopardize the balance in the High Council, only to prevent the Jedi to 

regain their position in the Republic,” said Unis. “He has to be more realistic than this.”
“That only means you don’t know him well enough,” said a voice behind them.
They had felt the presence, of course, but they wanted to see if the newcomer would come to meet them. 

Jahn turned to face the being, though she didn’t need it. The waves he created in the weft of the Force were more 
than enough to identify a Bothan. The reflection of light on his fur showed that it was pearly white, which was rare 
enough. The particular resonance of light coming from his eyes revealed their deep blue colour. The feel of the fabric 
revealed rich clothes, as it should be for a Bothan working for the Senate.

The Bothan bowed politely.
“I’m Hom’ Hon’omicus,” he said. “Greetings, noble Jedi. I believe you’re waiting for me.”
“Greetings,” said Frrrah. “I am Frrrah…”
“…Tri, of the House Tri of Triani,” finished Hon’omicus, bowing his head once more. “And these are Jedi 

knights Thorn Denorrio and Unis Xihi. I must confess I’m not familiar with the last of you.”
“I’m called Jahn’Do,” said Jahn, with a short bow of her head. “May I ask how you knew my friends’ names?”
“As a Bothan, I must of course admit that I don’t like walking on an unknown field,” said the white Bothan. 

“This is a source of stress. I like to be informed of who I’m dealing with. I’ve got my connections, and it’s not difficult to 
know when a Jedi is on Coruscant, when you’re on the Senate.”

“I see,” said Thorn. “You mentioned Councillor Fley’la?”
“You and I both know it’s useless to believe that the Senator from Malastare has any real interest for the fact 

Jedi are investigating a death on Coruscant,” said Hon’omicus. “So there is no need to pursue some charade trying to 
fool Jedi. I’m here to steal as much credit as I can from your investigation.”

“You’re surprisingly open about it,” said Unis, sounding intrigued.
“Well, as I said, no use in trying to fool Jedi, especially not an investigator,” he said, bowing his head to 

Frrrah. “Besides, I have some reasons of my own. I’m not that happy with this assignment, as the High Councillor did 
all but threaten me into accepting it. And last, I never had for instruction to succeed. Let’s say I’m not so sure it would 
be a bad thing to have Jedi recognized as an official investigating group. Some people already seek the judgement of 
Jedi. That they would act in the name of the Republic, I say it’s in the way of History.”

“And you’re from Fley’la’s entourage? Hard to believe,” noticed Thorn. 
“Because I’m not from his entourage,” said Hom. “Fley’la couldn’t afford to have one of his people meddling in 

your business. He couldn’t trust someone who wasn’t a Bothan, and as such, out of his control range and my position 
as an advisor  for  the Senator  of  Bothawui  is  enough to  justify  my presence.  Plus  I  have a  background as an 
investigator that would make me useful. Still, I didn’t like the means he used to bring me here.”

“In short, you’re here because you can’t do otherwise?” sneered Frrrah.
“That’s a good way to put it,” smiled Hon’omicus. “Still, I’m here, so I may as well try to be useful. If you need 

any resource, you only have to ask.”



Jahn and Thorn turned to Frrrah, who had been drawing on the Force to sense the truth in the bothan’s 
words. She nodded discretely. As far as she could tell, he was truthful. Thorn smiled and gestured for the Bothan to 
precede him.

“Shall we, then?” he said.
Hon’omicus nodded and joined them as they headed to the transport that would lead them to the Morgue, 

where Cora Ferris lied dead.

Daykin wasn’t moving, trying to control his breathing.  His eyes were convered by a cloth that blocked his 
view. He was trying to get a hold of the noise he was causing, to become one with the jungle around him. He was 

reaching for the Force to feel everything around him. 
He could hear the animal cries in the distance, the 
sound of the wind in the leaves of the jungle, and 
the drops of water falling into the pound around him. 
He was perching on a rock at the center of the pool. 
In  his  hand,  his  lightsaber  was  softly  humming. 
Daykin wasn’t on guard. He just needed to hear his 
weapon for its sound not to disrupt his perception of 
everything  around.  So  he  was  going  beyond  the 
hum of the lightsaber,  pushing aside anything that 
belonged in the jungle.

He spotted the remote as it was entering the 
clearing around the pool. The sound of its repulsor 
was enough to identify it, but Daykin could feel the 
move of the training sphere’s energy in the stream 
of  the  Force.  The  sphere  came  to  orbit  around 
Daykin. The exercise was beginning.

The  tiny  droid  opened  fire,  slight  bolts  of 
energy hurled at Daykin. The Jedi was anticipating 
and deflecting them with his blade. The droid shot 
again and again, increasing its pace on a random 
sequence.  But  Daykin  was  still  feeling  when  and 
where the next shot would be and his blade always 
found its mark, blocking the shocks.

There  was  no  tension.  He  let  the  Force 
guide his moves swiftly and softly. The pace was still increasing, but Daykin only focused more on the Force, and the 
sphere became clear again, its moves predictable. Something flickered at the edge of his consciousness. He felt a 
move nearby that wasn’t  the droid. A stone. It was levitating. It suddenly sped right at him. Daykin reacted in a 
millisecond and the stone exploded,  cut down by the humming blade.  Daykin turned on himself  to intercept  an 
incoming bolt from the remote. He slashed his lightsaber behin his back to destroy another stone that was shooting at 
him. His perceptions went in circles, like some old fashioned radar. Three stones took off and went straight at him, 
through the air of the clearing. Daykin deflected another bolt before to leap in the air, cutting down the stones in a 
single circling move, as he landed again on the rock, just in time to block another attack from the sphere.

The remote suddenly stopped. Daykin didn’t lower his guard. He sensed a stone shoot again at his back and 
it met his lightsaber’s blade with a sharp exploding sound. Another mass was thrown at him, but when he sensed 
what it, was, he lowered his blade and caught the object, with his free hand. He had a little smile and took a bite out of 
the fruit.

“How did you know it wasn’t poisoned?” asked the voice of Master Jade.
Daykin took off the cloth from his eyes and looked at her, as she was coming inside the clearing. Daykin 

thougth about it. Maybe he had misjudged and made a mistake in the exercise.
“I guess I trusted you,” said Daykin. “As soon as the stones ceased to move, I assumed the exercise to be 

over. Was I wrong, Master?”
She smiled and shook her head. Daykin took another bite from his fruit and leapt from the rock to the safe 

ground next to his master.



“Not necessarily,” said Mara. “The point of this exercise wasn’t about trust, but about abilities. But a Jedi, 
without being paranoid, has to be on his guard constantly.”

Daykin nodded.
“Trust is a wonderful thing, Daykin,” Mara went on. “But it’s one of the sad truths of the galaxy that it can very  

easily misplaced. So a Jedi cannot cut himself completely from the reality of this universe, under the pretence that he 
has the Force with him.”

“I understand, Master,” said Daykin.
“Of course if someone else as your teacher throws a fruit at you, there is a pretty good chance he doesn’t 

intend you to eat it,” added Mara with a grin.
She chuckled.
“Anyway, I’m glad your perception of the Force is attuned enough to distinguish stones from fruits,” she said. 

“You’re making great progress.”
“This place is helping,” said Daykin, looking around.
“What do you mean?” asked Mara, intrigued.
“It’s a curious feeling,” said Daykin. “It’s like this whole planet echoes the will to learn. What we learn on the 

Force, we can find its truth right here, when we look around, in this jungle. It’s even clearer than when I was studying 
with Leger.”

“It’s strange,” said Mara. “You’re the second person to bring this idea up to me, these days.”
“Who was the first?” asked Daykin, surprised.
“My son… who just… happens to come this way,” she finished, her voice getting suspicious, as she was 

turning to one end of the clearing.
And to prove her words, the young boy that Daykin had noticed at Leger’s funeral came trotting into the 

clearing, an amused smile on his face. He stopped rigth in front of them.
“Has Kyp abandonned you again?” asked Mara, with a tender smile, teinted with some reprobation.
“Er… Lost me would be more like it,” said Obi-Wan, with a sheepish smile.
Daykin  could  hear  the  noise  caused  by  Master  Durron,  as  he  was  clearly  searching  the  jungle  for  his 

padawan.
“I see you still haven’t quitted these games of yours,” said Mara, shaking her head helplessly. “Daykin, you 

haven’t been properly introduced to my son. This is Obi-Wan Skywalker.”
The little boy came to shake hands with him.
“Nice to meet you,” he said. “I’m sorry Leger had to leave us. I liked him very much.”
“Thank you,” said Daykin, a little startled by the maturity of the child’s tone.
“They never leave us, though,” Obi-Wan went on, his voice getting a little more distant. “The ones who join 

the Force. They stay with us forever. He’s still watching over you.”
Daykin was stunned to hear this, as it echoed exaclty what he had felt during the funeral. He met Obi-Wan’s 

eyes and then nodded.
“I… I felt it,” he said, finally. “At the funeral… a presence. I think it was him.”
“It was,” said the boy, with so innocent a smile that it seemed out of this Galaxy. “I gotta go,” he suddenly 

said, a slight trace of mishief passing on his face, as he was starting to run out of the clearing. “See you later, 
Daykin.”

“Don’t be late for dinner,” called Mara after the boy, who had already disappeared in the bushes.
A minute later, Kyp Durron was entering in the clearing, clearly annoyed, but trying to keep that emotion 

under strict control.
“Lost something, Kyp?” asked Mara, with a twisted smile across her face.
“Apart from your first born? No,” said Kyp, starting to laugh a little bitterly. “I swear this kid will drive me crazy 

one of these days.”
“I thought he already had,” said Mara, still teasing, with a wink to Daykin.
“Whatever,” said Durron.
His eyes went distant for a moment, and then he smiled.
“I’m getting him, this time,” he said.  “See you around, Mara. Daykin,”  he nodded to the apprentice,  who 

nodded back, before the Jedi leapt out of the clearing and started bouncing from branch to branch across the jungle.
“Good luck,” mumbled Mara. “I swear that he gets better at this game with each day.”
Daykin couldn’t ignore the discrete trace of pride in her voice. And then something came back from Obi-

Wan’s words. He turned to Mara.



“Did you feel it, as well?” he asked. “I mean… during the funeral.”
“Leger’s presence?” said Mara. “Yes, I did. Those of us that were close to him felt it. I’m not surprised you felt 

something. I’m pleased you felt it for what it was.”
“It reassured me, somehow,” said Daykin.
“As it should have,” said Mara. “Obi-Wan has sensed Leger, then. It’s not really surprising. His abilities are 

way more attuned than mine, in a lot of ways. He’s growing more and more like his father. I’m hoping I can at least 
turn my daughter a little more like I am,” she added with a smile.

“I was meaning to ask you, Master,” said Daykin. “Something about Nomi…”
“She’s too old to be my daughter, right?” said Mara, in his place, with a smile. “You’re not the first to wonder 

about that. I have adopted Nomi when she was eight.”
“I see,” said Daykin.
“I’m surprised Anakin hasn’t told you this,” said Mara.
“I don’t know, maybe the conversation didn’t go there,” admitted Daykin.
Mara nodded with a smile.
“She’s worried about you,” she said.
“Worried?” repeated Daykin. “Why?”
“She felt really close to Leger,” explained Mara. “So she’s concerned about your loss.”
“Well, you can thank her for me,” said Daykin.
“I’m certain  you’ll  have the chace to  do that  yourself,”  said  Mara.  “The young apprentices  usually  stick 

together, and Nomi has always been great at creating bonds. I have no worry about that. She’ll make contact with you 
soon enough.”

“You say that as if it’s a bad thing,” said Daykin, noticing a slight edge in her tone.
“It’s no big deal,” said Mara, a little too quickly, before to sigh. “I mean, I shouldn’t be lecturing anyone about 

getting too close from fellow Jedi, but Leger’s death did remind me that we’re Jedi, and as such, meant to face danger 
and possibly death. Nomi’s tendency to build strong emotional link with so many people puts her…”

“At risk,” finished Daykin. “Is this what you mean?”
“I may be worrying for nothing,” said Mara. “I’ve been on my own for quite a long time before to finally find my 

place here. I have kept some defiance reflexes, I must confess.”
“We cannot be too cautious, in the days to come,” said Daykin, darkly, looking at the horizon.
“And they say I’m the pessimistic one,” noticed Mara. “Do you feel ready to talk about it?”
“I don’t know,” admitted Daykin. “I…”
The signal of Mara’s comlink cut his sentence short. Mara rolled her eyes, but Daykin nodded for her to 

answer the call. She opened the channel.
“What is it?” asked Mara.
“Mara? Corran, here,” said an unfamiliar voice. “I could use your expeetise on some issue. Could you join 

Valin and me, as soon as possible?”
“Sure,” she said. “I’m on my way. When you want to discuss this, I’ll be ready to listen. In the meantime, you 

should head back for the temple and train a little more with the remotes, this time with your eyes open. Try to apply 
what you learned from this exercise to real situations of battle.”

“Yes, Master,” said Daykin.
Mara walked quickly out of the clearing and soon was leaping across the jungle, until Daykin lost sight of her. 

He figured he might as well walk to the temple, to make sure he got familiar with the jungle. So he set out for the 
temple, across the bushes, avoiding the ones with thorns. The vines around him almost clouded the sky light, but sun 
still  pierced through the vegetation curtain,  creating a very special  atmosphere in this part  of the Academy. The 
Jungle showed no reaction to him, except for a bird here and there, taking off from a tree at his approach. His senses 
suddenly warned him of something odd. There was something moving… a presence.

Daykin had his lightsaber in hand the very second he felt the move next to him. The light flashed from his 
blade when he saw a man fall right on his side, from a tree branch above.

But when he saw who it was, he turned the blade off.
“What do you think you’re doing?” he snapped.
The young man was laughing. He had long black hair and blue eyes. Daykin knew him at once. He was 

Kirana Ti’s Padawan, the one called T’siarra.
“Er… boo?” chuckled the young man with a smile.
“Hilarious,” grumbled Daykin. “You do that often?”



“You mean, sneak on people?” asked t’siarra. “Not really. I just happened to see you walk from above, and I 
thought that I could drop by… litteraly. We haven’t been introduced. I’m T’siarra Dano. You’re Daykin Elessian, right? 
Leger’s Padawan?”

“I am,” said Daykin, taking the hand the other was offering.
“You’re not easy to surprise, are you?” noticed T’siarra, casually, with a nod toward the lightsaber.
“I’m a little on edge, these days,” said Daykin.
“Couldn’t blame you,” said the other. “Sorry about Leger.”
“Thanks,” said Daykin.
He was about to hang his weapon back to his belt, but T’siarra held out his hand.
“May I take a look?” he asked.
“Sure,” said Daykin, tossing him the weapon, and leaning against a tree.
T’siarra examined the hilt for a long time, before to activate the weapon, to weight it in his hand and then by 

placing some moves with it, testing its balance.
“Impressive,”  he  said.  “I  shouldn’t  be  surprised,  though.  Word  is  that  Leger  was  a  very  distinguished 

swordsman. They say he was both efficient and elegant. If he built his sabers like this one, I can see how he did it.”
“Thanks,” said Daykin. “What are you using?”
“Me?” said T’siarra with a smile. “I’m an eccentric.”
He tossed him back the weapon before to reach behind his back and free two similar hilts, and sent them 

flying in Daykin’s direction. The young man caught them and took a long look at the twin lightsabers. He activated 
them, noticing that the blades were slightly shorter.

“How did you manage the short blades?” he asked.
“With some crystals I found on Coruscant,” explained T’siarra without hiding some pride in his voice. “It’s 

more efficient with blades like these, to fight with two weapons.”
“I guess so,” said Daykin. “It looks tricky.”
“Not so tricky,” shrugged T’siarra. “But I feel comfortable with those.”
Daykin shut down the twin sabers and sent them back to the young Jedi.
“So the rumour is you’re the best apprentice, around here,” he said.
“Rumours say a lot of things,” said T’siarra with a cunning smile. “I think my Master is pleased with the way I 

progress. I hope I’ll be a knight soon. Then things will get serious.”
“You’re looking forward to be a knight?” asked Daykin.
“Of course,” said T’siarra.
He started to walk toward the Jedi Temple and Daykin followed him.
“Being a knight is the next step,” said T’siarra. “Training in the Force is a good thing, but it doesn’t serve any 

purpose unless you start to act in the Galaxy, helping others, protecting the people of the Republic. If you don’t seek 
this, then you’re no Jedi. You’re a recluse.”

“My Master told me that the understanding of the Force, is as important as using it, said Daykin thoughtfully.
“That’s certainly true,” said T’siarra. “But it’s not about using the Force. Being a Jedi Knight is about bringing 

light where there is none. It’s not always about wielding a lightsaber. It’s about justice. We must act agents of peace. 
My master told me that when you’re forced to use your blade, it’s failure.”

“I think Leger would have thought the same,” said Daykin. “I’m just not sure that we’ll have this chance.”
“Why do you say that?” asked T’siarra.
“There is trouble ahead of us,” said Daykin. “We have an enemy out there. If the Sith are back, they will strike 

at the Republic. And we’ll be at war.”
“I heard about this,” said T’siarra. “Are you sure the man who killed your Master was a Sith?”
“He was using the Dark Side of the Force, I’m sure of it,” said Daykin. “Leger believed he was a Sith. And I’m 

sure he’s not alone.”
“Then we will have to fight,” said T’siarra. “But I’m sure we’ll win. The Dark Side has never extinguished the 

light, not even when the Empire ruled.”
“I hope you’re right,” said Daykin.
“In the meantime, what do you say about training together?” asked T’siarra. “Some people say you’re really 

impressive with a lightsaber.”
“Well, it cannot hurt to train a little more,” said Daykin with a little smile.



They  made  their  way  across  the  jungle,  heading  for  the  Arena.  Daykin  found  an  echo  in  this  talented 
padawan. It was a curious sensation. Maybe his age, his attitude, made him feel like he was close to Daykin. Anyway, 
Daykin felt he needed to create ties with Jedi. So to start training with T’siarra Dano was a good starting point.

The first starting point of every investigation for a death was to study the corpse. The first marks of the death 
would be the first trail to follow, and the first clues to gather.

Thorn hated morgues. The coldness with which death was treated in those was getting on his nerves. He was 
Cathar, born in a culture very close to both nature and life. They were considering death as a natural part of the cycle, 
and to see the dead stacked in this cold fashion was against all his traditions and all of his ethics.

Their group had gone directly to investigate the death of Cora Neris, on a medical point of view. That was 
Frrrah's idea. She wanted to clear up the physical cause of death, before to look for the motive and the culprit. Thorn 
knew this was the sensible course of action. To begin to find a suspect, you had to be aware of the means of the 
killing, if this was indeed a murder. 

It didn't change the simplest fact in the world. Thorn still hated morgues. 
The droid in charge of the Centre greeted them respectfully. It was the usual way to deal with this kind of 

institution. The droid showed no emotion in front of death, and as such, they could perform autopsies without any 
bias. Thorn preferred it that way, actually.

“May I be of assistance, masters Jedi?” asked the floating machine, upon their arrival.
“We’ve come to investigate the report on Cora Neris’ death,” replied Frrrah, with a nod of her massive head.

“Of  course,”  said  the 
machine. “Please, follow me.”

It led them across the 
hall  an  into  a  turbo  lift,  that 
went down three levels before 
it  came to  a  soft  halt.  A  low 
voice announced the floor, and 
the doors  swished open.  The 
group  followed  the  attendant 
droid along a  corridor that led 
them  into  one  of  the  labs. 
Once they got there, the doors 
opened and revealed  a room 
separated  from  the 
examination  lab  by  a 
transparasteel  bay.  And 
beyond  the  bay,  they  could 
see  the  lying  corpse  of  Cora 
Ferris.

“As you can see, we have completed the autopsy,” commented the droid. “The results were quite intriguing.”
“And what are these results?” asked Frrrah, taking the data pad handed to her by the droid.
“Well, it seems the victim has suffered a general neaural breakdown, due to a hyperallergic reaction,” said the 

droid.
“An allergy caused this?” asked Unis, puzzled.
“Well, yes,” said the droid, flatly. “But it’s a very serious reaction of rejection on the DNA level. The victim was 

exposed to a very specific substance, probably a narcotic or a poison. We are trying to isolate it, at the moment.”
“She would have taken a drug?” said Frrrah, thoughtfully. “How come it had such an effect on her?”
“What bothers me more is do all Chandrilans react to this substance, like that?” asked Thorn. “Because if 

they do, we will never be able to stop the wave of death that would cause the first uses of this stuff.”
“I think we should pay a visit to those people the victim used to hang with,” said Frrrah.
“Great,” said Thorn. “Are we going to visit the whole of Coruscant’s high spheres?”
“I hope we’ll be able to narrow it down a little,” said Frrraah, without any humour in the tone.



“Daykin?”
A new voice. But it sounded slightly familiar. He had heard this voice before… once before. He opened his 

eyes from his meditation and saw the daughter of Master Jade walking inside the meditation room, looking a little 
hesitant.

“I didn’t want to disturb you,” she said.
“There’s no problem,” he said. “I was done anyway. One can’t meditate too much.”
She had a weak smile, but still, she walked to sit beside him.
“I should have come to see you sooner,” she said.
“Why is that?” asked Daykin.
“Well, I wanted to tell you that I miss Leger,” she said. “He was a dear friend. I felt so hollow when I heard that 

he was dead. What I mean is… if you ever want to… talk, or something, well, I’ll be glad to listen.”
“I appreciate it,” said Daykin. “Thank you.”
“Actually, it was me who should thank you,” she said, with a smile.
“Why?”
“For this time in the arena, when you stood up for me in front of my mother,” said Nomi. “I was in way over my 

head, so thanks for the help.”
“You’re welcome,” said Daykin. 
A comfortable silence took place between them, for a while.
“So, tell me,” said Nomi, after a while. “How was Leger as a Master?”
“I couldn’t tell you exactly,” said Daykin. “I never saw him as a Jedi Master. He was more like… I don’t know. 

Something like a father, but not quite. I mean, I had a father, but Leger was acting very close to this. How was he, 
when he was living here?”

“Well, he spent a lot of time at our home,” said Nomi. “I think he felt very close to my father. They were real  
friends. They loved to discuss the Force together. They had different views on it, despite the fact Leger was Dad’s 
learner. But they enjoyed the controversy. He went away for a long time, but the time I’ve known him, I know I liked 
him a lot. He was very kind to everyone. And he was very close to many students who are now in the High Council. 
Kirana Ti… well, I think he was in love with her.”

“I kind of figured that, from the way he talked about her,” said Daykin. “It was strange to finally meet her in 
person.”

“I heard you’ve become friends with her Padawan, T’siarra,” said Nomi, with a smile.
“He’s trying to help me fit in,” said Daykin. “He’s friendly. And he’s very gifted, from what I saw.”
“T’siarra  is the best  around here,”  said Nomi.  “I  mean,  he’s strong,  powerful,  and he’s  progressing very 

quickly. A lot of people look up to him.”
There was something in her voice that told Daykin that Nomi wasn’t only admiring the student, but that there 

was something more between these two. It wasn’t surprising, after all. T’siarra was a god looking man, and his gifts in 
the Force had to be enough to impress anyone, even the daughter of Master Jade. Daykin wondered if she was 
aware of this crush, which was obvious even for him, who barely knew her. He smiled a little.

“I guess he’d be pleased to hear such an opinion from you,” he said, teasingly.
“Oh!” she said. “No, it’s not… I mean, don’t you tell him that…”
“I’ll be silent as space,” said Daykin, chuckling freely for the first time since he had gotten on Yavin, and 

winking.
She smiled, half relieved, half amused.
“You’re a strange kind of guy,” she said.
“Why do you say that?” asked Daykin.
“Well, I wasn’t expecting you to be like this, knowing you were Leger’s apprentice,” she said. “He was so kind-

hearted. There is a curious edge in you. I don’t say it’s a bad thing. I’m just surprised.”
“Well, I’ve always known Leger with quite a dry sense of humour, you know,” said Daykin. “But I’m not sure 

that our masters are modelling their apprentices. You said that your father and Leger had differences of view. From 
what I’ve seen, your brother is very deep and thoughtful, while Master Durron has a reputation of an action man.”

“A good point,” said Nomi, nodding.
She stood up, smiling.
“I’m glad I finally got to meet you,” she said. “I can’t believe you’re here for weeks and I hadn’t been able to 

see you sooner. Would you like to come home for dinner, one of these days?”
“I’d love to,” said Daykin. “If it’s not too much trouble for Master Mara, of course.”



“I’m sure she won’t mind,” said Nomi. “Between my cousins Jacen and Jaina, Anakin, T’siarra and my friends, 
an evening with only us at the table is rare. You could mix up our apartment with a nightclub, sometimes.”

Thorn didn’t like morgues. That was an established fact. But there was something else he didn’t like in these 
aspects of civilization that made you doubt of the mere truth of  the concept. And it  was night clubs.  There was 
something in there that he loathed, and that summed up the lousy sides of these worlds that claimed to be more 
civilized and refined than other cultures: hypocrisy. The thin varnish of controlled manners and behaviour was melting 
off at night in these clubs. By day, the high society of Coruscant acted in a very dignified and refined way, taming their  
instincts, and by night, these instincts were released wildly. The beast within was kept under firm control for the public 
façade, only to be unleashed in the dim light of the evenings. Thorn knew the danger of such a pretense. When you 
cage a beast, it turns vicious, when it’s set free. So a society repressing its urges was bound to create only more 
depravation and vice, in reaction to this strict control.

So when the group entered the Delvio’s, a very select club of the Northern side of the Capital City, Thorn 
couldn’t  help but frown slightly at the sight of people trying their  best to seduce some company, or to catch the 
attention of the wealthy and famous. And to achieve that, they could go through extreme lenghts.

“What in the Force am I doing here?” he mumbled on the threshold.
“I was wondering the same,” said Frrrah on the same tone.
A quick look to the triani Jedi was enough to tell Thorn that it wasn’t one of her usual piques against him. She 

was clearly as annoyed as he was to be in this place. Triani, like all feline cultures were pretty straight forward. They 
could be charming, and very seductive. But they always reflected their feelings through their actions. Whenevern they 
didn’t like something or someone or if they felt superior to something, they made sure that it was known very clearly 
and quickly. So this hypocrisy had to be as offending for Frrrah as it was for him. They shared a look and a nod.

Now the reason why they were here was simple. From the sources of the House Ferris, they had followed a 
trail to the House Kay, a very powerful familiy of Corellian traders. Merel kay hadn’t been very cooperative, but it was 
clear his daughter Tera, had been the last person to see Cora alive, when she had dropped her at her home, after a 
party. A quick meeintg with the devastated young girl had told them that the evening hadn’t gone very well. They had 
been invited to a party at the Delvio’s by Naaron Delvio himself. After being admitted in his private lounge, Delvio had 
tried to make his move on Cora, but se had felt sick and had ushed him away, before to storm out of the party. The 
events seemed clear enough. According to Tera Kay, Delvio had been very insistant and intrusive, trying to force 
himself on Cora, but without getting much result. And so it brought them in this club. All indicated that Delvio had 
drugged the glass of Cora Ferris, and so had caused her death. Even if it was an accident, they had to know where 
he had gotten that substance. And in the middle of a club like this, to find him may prove difficult.

“So what kind of man is this Delvio, anyway?” asked Unis, as much to ease the mood as to learn more about 
the case.

“An influent one,” said Hom’, with a sad shrug. “Usually it is not enough to define someone, but alas, in this 
case, it is. Delvio sees all in terms of influence, and what profit anything can bring him. He will let nothing stand in his 
way to get power and fame.”

“Sounds awfully familiar,” noted Thorn. “He would get along fine with Fley’la.”
“Actually, he wouldn’t,” said Hom’, with a wry smile. “They would end up competing against each other.”
“Besides,” added Frrrah, “Fley’la is a high political animal, he thrives in the high spheres of power. Delvio is 

dealing with pressure, blackmail, influence and favours. Fley’la despises this kind of moves, or at least he pretends to 
do so, so he couldn’t risk meddling with Delvio’s sort.”

“I see you have had dealings with Delvio before,” noticed Jahn, on her calm voice.
“Yes,” said Frrrah, with a non-committed growl. “I didn’t like it. He always tried to outsmart me. It’s really 

annoying.”
“Not to mention pointless,” said Hom’. “I’ve read your file, Jedi Tri, and it is clear your intellect is far more 

developped than his.”
“You’re too kind,” said Frrrah.
“Delvio’s profile gives me an idea,” said Thorn. “If I may suggest a strategy, I’d say, we could use my own 

way to deal with him.”
“Your way being?” asked Frrrah.



“Well, I guess you would call it “brutish and uncivilized”, but I would say that in this situation, it is “deliciously 
unsettling” for an individual bound on trying to outhink anyone. Let us give him exactly what he wants and bully him a 
little.”

“Is this really ethical, regarding your Jedi status?” asked Hom’.
“A Jedi gets the job done, Councillor,” said Thorn, with a broad grin. “The stakes are not concerning his 

methods but the way he relies on the Force or uses it. To use simple, plain intimidation isn’t a threat to a Jedi’s 
balance. Sometimes it’s even more satisfying than using the Force to achieve something.”

“There is something there, Frrrah,” noted Jahn.
“I guess there is,” said Frrrah. “Should we stay behind?”
“And miss the show?” chuckled Thorn. “You’ll be playing the good Jedi, while I’m going to play the bad one. 

Just follow me and act casual to anything I do.”
After a short nod to anyone, they started to move inside the club. Thorn put on a face that granted them 

passage through the crowd, and within minutes, they had achieved what a few people in the club couldn’t hope to 
accomplish in hours of party and tractations with the importants persons of the place: they were facing the bouncer of 
the private lounge of Naaron Delvio, where the real party was taking place.

The bouncer  was a huge massive Chistori  that  gave all  hints  about  being quite  inflexible.  Thorn barely 
stopped in front of him, and he had to step in his way.

“We’ve got business to do, inside that lounge,” said Thorn, without any preamble.
“And who died to give you the right to enter a private evening?” asked the Chistori, with his deep, curious 

sounding voice.
Thorn only opened his cloak a little, revealing the hilt  of his lightsaber. The bouncer looked at him for a 

moment, and then his eyes surveyed quickly the others. When he saw that three more people in this group were 
carrying lightsabers, he chose to step aside.

“A wise move,” commented Frrrah.
“I’m paid to prevent parasites to come and bother Delvio,” said the bouncer. “I’m not paid enough to stand in 

the way of a lightsaber.”
“Who can possibly be?” muttered Hom’, as they were making their way into the private lounge.
The patrons were quickly getting out of their path, and soon, on Frrrah’s discreet directions, Thorn stopped at 

a table, where a rather haughty looking man was fooling around with an incredibly skimpily dressed dancer. The 
dancer wasn’t  looking as if  she was enjoying this treatment, but it  didn’t  seem like she had much choice. Thorn 
frowned a little deeper,  his dark mood being a little less faked, this time. He despised people who abused their 
position to force others to do things against their wills. Especially women.

He cleared his throat, and Naaron Delvio raised annoyed eyes to him. He made a bothered face.
“What are you doing here?” he spat. “This is a restricted lounge.”
“Sure,” said Thorn. “Like I care.”

“Well, I guess you’ll be a lot less 
proud of yourself when my security gets 
here,” said 

“I  would  advise  against  that,” 
said  Jahn’Do,  grabbing  the  dancer’s 
hand and pulling her away from Delvio.

“Hey, what  do  you  think 
you’re…”

The  rest  of  Delvio’s  sentence 
wasn’t meant to pass his lips. He was cut 
short  by  the  bright  blue  light  of  a 
lightsaber hovering inches from his face. 
He  recoiled  the  more  he  could  in  his 
chair, but he couldn’t escape Thorn.

“Alright,” said the Jedi. “Now that 
I have your attention, I think you will be 
focused  enough  to  tell  us  exactly  why 
Cora Ferris was invited to your party and 



what happened then. You will tell us exactly the truth and nothing else, because we will know if you lie. What’s your 
answer?”

“You have no right to do this!” protested Delvio. “Jedi are getting way too arrogant, these days!”
“And they get even shorter tempered, with time,” said Thorn, his eyes narrowing again. “Now, Cora Ferris... 

We know she was here. We know she returned home, after a fight with you. And then, we know that she died.”
Delvio suddenly paled.
“Surely you’re not implying that…” he began.
Thorn leaned a little closer.
“Why not?” he hissed. “Let me tell you something, Naaron. I don’t like your kind. You always think of stamping 

on people, seeing yourself too important to be ignored and too precious to be left out. And that disgusts me. So am I 
implying you slipped a drug into her drink that killed her? Yes. And as I have solid evidence that you did, I would 
advise you to be candid about that, because if you try to evade us, I will personally make sure your life turns into a 
nightmare. Now I want you to confirm that you slipped that drug in her glass.”

Delvio was sending looks around. The attendants of his party didn’t look very supportive, actually. And he 
was losing support by the minute. And as he saw no way out, he suddenly shrank back in his seat, and had a 
frightened nod.

“What was that drug meant for?” asked Frrrah.
“To seduce her,”  said Delvio,  his  voice weak.  “If  I  could have made her  my mistress,  then her  family’s 

support…”
“I see,” said Jahn, with a cold expression on her veiled face. “The drug was only meant for that?”
“Yes! I swear it was!” Delvio almost wept as the tip of Thorn’s lightsaber was getting closer.
Frrrah nodded discretely to Thorn. She had sensed his thoughts and she could tell he was honest about this, 

at least.
“Good,” said Thorn, switching off his lightsaber. “You’re now under arrest for accidental homicide, in the name 

of the Galactic Republic.”
“What?” exclaimed Delvio.
“Exactly,” said Unis. “This drug was a highly volatile substance and Chandrillan humans are highly allergic to 

it, on a lethal level. A single dose was enough to kill her, by neural breakdown. You slipped the drug in her glass, 
you’re responsible for her death.”

“But, but…” Delvio began to stammer. “I cannot be…”
“Arrested? You’ve just been,” said Thorn. “Now, if only to ease your case a little, I suggest you tell us, where 

you got that drug and what is its name.”
“I don’t have to…” said Delvio, hotly, but the rest of the sentence would be lost for everyone, as Thorn’s 

lightsaber ignited again, missing his nose by an inch. “The Daliah! It’s called the Daliah! I got it in the Middle levels! A 
man named Sark Raatin! He wanted to prospect new clients! He owns a nightclub down there… something called the 
Limelight… Sunlight…Reverie… something like that.”

“The Starlight Reverie?” asked Hom’.
“Yes! That’s the one! He was the one to give me the doses,” Delvio went on very quickly. “I was supposed to 

test it for my own use, and then maybe slip it into my club… just don’t… don’t kill me.”
“Like I’m ever going to kill someone in cold blood,” said Thorn, his face suddenly turning into a relaxed smile, 

as he put away his lightsaber and turned it off. “Now, I guess we have to take you away.”
Delvio looked a little stunned.
“Come on,” said Frrrah, icily. “Get up; you’re still not out of trouble.”
She grabbed his shoulder as soon as he was up, and started to drag him across his own nightclub to draw 

him out and lead him to the Security headquarters of the Senate. Delvio paled even more when he was told their 
destination.

“Well, you’ve always wanted to get into the Senate, if I recall,” said Hom’, sneering. “I guess you weren’t 
expecting to succeed that way, but then again, no plan is ever perfect.”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” asked Unis, smiling.
“Well, it’s a lot more refreshing than I was expecting,” admitted Hom’. “I was told Jedi just didn’t know how to 

party.”
“You should see the Jedi hospitality on Yavin,” said Jahn, with a smile.



The  Starlight dropped  off 
Hyperspace near the Giant Gas planet 
of Yavin without an itch. Bershot had a 
smile  as  he  was  leaning  in  his 
commanding seat.

“Nice  Vector,  Ann,”  he 
commented. “Now we only have to fly 
toward the academy’s beacon.”

“On it,  Chief,”  said Reven, the 
pilot,  setting the course. “Just sit  back 
and  relax.  It’s  gonna  be  an  easy  trip 
from now on.”

“Wasn’t  much  a  rocky  one, 
anyway,”  said  Bershot  with  a  content 
sigh.  “I  like  when  a  mission  goes 
smoothly.”

“Sure,”  said Reylen,  chuckling. 
“Because that  happens so rarely.  Any 
anomaly  in  the  area,  Ann?”  he asked 
the navigation officer.

He didn’t get any reply.
“Ann?  Sweetheart,  are  you 

alright?” asked Bershot.
“Huh? Oh, yes, I’m fine, B, no 

problem,” said Ann, jerking away from 
her contemplation of Yavin. “The area’s 
all clear, Rev’, you can go in anytime.”

“Thanks,  honey,”  said  Reylen, 
resuming his course toward the planet.

Bershot  got  up  and  went  to 
check on her. 

“Is there something wrong, kid?” he asked as gently as he could with his usually gruffy voice.
Ann smiled to him. Bershot had always been more than a captain to his crew, as he preferred to work with 

friends. But with Ann, it was different. She was his ward. He had raised her most of her life. And he acted all fatherly 
to her, wanting to make sure that she was fine all the time. She knew that if he decided so, the ship would stop until  
he would know what was wrong with her, and how to fix it. He was like that. There was no fooling him, either, so she 
might as well tell him.

“Don’t worry, B,” she told him. “I just feel a little overwhelmed each time I come to Yavin. There’s this wide 
feeling of balance and peace, although it’s a jungle. It’s a curious place. You see what I mean?”

Bershot only nodded, reassured. He was more than aware of his ward’s sensitivities, but he didn’t understand 
much of them, Ann had noticed. He just trusted her on the subject. She was a born empath, like many members of  
her species. The Toggs were sharing with their distant relatives, the twi’lek, the sporting of a lek on the back of their 
head. But as it was longer and slightly different from the twin lekkus of their cousins, it had different uses. First it could 
be used as a gripping tool and second, it was sometimes, among some gifted, the place were some psychic abilities 
ignited from. Very few people had made the link between the Toggs and the twi’lek, as Toggs shared a lot of common 
traits with humans, like hair, for instance. But the tentacle was the distinctive mark of her race, like her empathy.

Whether her gifts originated from the Force or not, Ann didn’t know for sure. All she knew was that her gifts 
had intensified since she had started to hang around the Jedi. She liked that new range of feelings. She liked that 
proximity for what it brought her. She felt livelier, when she was on Yavin. So she had insisted with Bershot that they 
would stick around a little, before to go about their business. And then, an opportunity had arisen that had convinced 
Bershot that Ann was a genius. That jedi Master, Solusar, had offered a job to the Starlight crew. Transport within 
Republic space for the Jedi was as legitimate as it could be and it was very well paid. Bershot had no reason to turn 



that down. A rather long trip to Ossus had followed and now they were back with the precious cargo they had been 
requested to retrieve from the archaeological search on the planet. They had been gone a few weeks, since the 
funeral of Daykin’s master.

Daykin. That was one of the reasons why she wanted to come back, and to stay close to the Jedi. She 
wanted to know how the young man was doing. During her frist ttrip to yavin, she had felt so much despair and 
sadness within the young man that it had almost hurt her. As all empaths, she was torn by a care for those whose 
emotions she felt. And she felt the compulsion to go and check on Daykin, to ensure he had found some kind of 
balance.

The ship entered Yavin’s atmosphere with ease.
“Jedi Academy Control,  this is  Starlight,” said Bershot in the comm system. “We’re on approach with the 

cargo from Ossus.”
“Copy that,” said the voice of flight control. “Glad you got here without problem. Aren’t you a little ahead of 

schedule?”
“My nav officer knows a little shortcut here and there,” said Bershot with a proud smile to Ann, who grinned 

back.
“I can believe that,” said the Control. “You’re all clear for Bay 6. Welcome to Yavin IV. Control, out.”
“Okay, Reven, take us in, nice and easy,” said Bershot.
“Aye, Captain,” said Reven, setting the course with a mocking salute. 
Minutes  later,  the  ship  was  settled  on  the  landing  bay,  its  ramp  down,  and  Megenrod  was  pushing  a 

gravitational cart, on which their cargo was set. Ann and Bershot were behind.
“I still don’t understand why those damn crystals are so valuable to these guys,” said Bershot.
“[They’re involved in the construction of lightsabers],” said Megenrod, patiently. 
In the distance, they could see Master Solusar walking to meet them.
“It was no need to come in person, Master Jedi,” greeted Bershot with his booming. “Or do you fear that we 

could break some of your cargo?”
“I have the utter trust in your abilities, Captain,” said Master Solusar with a smile, before to bow in front of 

them. “Welcome back to the Academy. I trust everything went well?”
“Everything did, indeed,” said Bershot, grinning. “They’re all here. Where do you want them?” he added with a 

nod toward the crate.
“I’ll  show you the way,” said Solusar.  “In the meantime, could I talk to you about another proposition? A 

mission for the Academy.”
“At this rate of fee you’re paying for this one, you could even get me to sign a contract with you, my dear 

friend,” laughed Bershot. “Lead the way, please. And tell me what you have in mind.”
“I’ll stay around her to have a look,” said Ann.
“Alright,” said Bershot over his stony shoulder. “See ya ‘round, honey.”
Ann waved at the trio as they were walking away, and she slowed down at the exit of the Hangar and stepped 

out into the sunlight just outside the Temple. Already, her guardian, the Jedi Master and the zenidian mechanic were 
out of sight. She was on her own. Just what she wanted to enjoy this peace and quiet.

As she was wandering around the Temple, she sighed in content and opened herself to the emotions filling 
the air of the Academy. The calm invaded her once more, clearing her mind. She was walking aimlessly near the 
training pads of the Jedi training facility, watching younglings of all races training with short lightsabers or meditating. 
Despite the clear activity, nothing disturbed the ambient peace of the place. This was amazing.

At some point, she felt a little stir, in the distance and turned to see what caused it. Her eyes got caught by a 
pair of trainees that were sparring on one of the pads, and they had gathered a rather impressive crowd around them. 
There was some cheering from time to time but most people were looking on, with intense focus. Ann came a little 
closer and was surprised to see Daykin as one of the duelling partners. He was involved in an intense duel with a 
young man with long dark hair, and a clear blue gaze. Her mind opened as it was, she could feel the flow of emotion 
from the both of them. She was surprised and reassured to feel only determination and focus from Daykin, but the 
other one was clearly enjoying this. He was having a lot of fun… Carefully closing her mind, she focused on the duel.

It looked fierce, but it was clear it was a training duel. They weren’t actually trying to hit each other. The more 
she looked at them, the more she could see that they were both trying to break the guard of their opponent. The 
blades seemed to be flying, as they hit each other, blocking each attack with a parry. It didn’t take long to Ann to 
notice that Daykin and his partner were using different styles of fighting. It seemed to Daykin was more focused on 
defence, and the other on attack.



They battled like this for a few more minutes and suddenly, Daykin seemed to seize a chance and his blade 
found the wrist of his opponent. The training lightsaber sent a shock in his partner, who dropped his lightsaber with a 
wince. The crowd clapped at this, and one of the bystanders, a shorter boy with raven hair, spoke up.

“So, T’siarra?” he asked the vanquished.
“Well, I stand corrected,” said “T’siarra” with a wry smile, with a bow toward Daykin.
There was a collective chuckle and the crowd started to scatter. Daykin and T’siarra stayed behind, breathing 

in deeply to calm them down after the duel, while the younger boy who had spoken was waiting for them. After a 
while, T’siarra nodded and joined the boy, along with a young zabrak. Daykin turned and saw Ann. He smiled and 
walked to her.

“Is the Starlight back, already?” he asked.
“We’ve delivered some lightsaber crystals for your Master Solusar,” said Ann. “I thought I could check on you. 

How have you been?”
“Fine, thanks,” said Daykin, inviting her for a walk, with a nod.
She smiled and set out to wander near the Temple.
“Hey, Elessian, aren’t you going to introduce us to the lady?” protested the young boy, behind them.
“Later, Master Jedi,” said Ann, over her shoulder, with a laugh at the feint disappointement that passed on his 

face, while his emotions mirrored some friendly jealousy.
They found a garden near the training field and started to stroll around it, walking in silence for a moment.
“I’ve been worried about you,” she said, after a while.
“A lot of people have been worried about me, these last few weeks,” said Daykin. “But I appreciate it, thank 

you. I’m doing better now. I understand your concern. I’ve read about the Toggs’ empathy. I was a real mess, last 
time you saw me. I guess I must have made quite an impression.”

His voice was calm. Ann could feel that he was really better, more balance, more at ease. There was still this 
lingering sadness deep within him, though. And some bitter spite, buried even deeper mixed with a curious dread for 
the future.

“So, your place was here, then?” she asked, turning from her vision of his emotions.
“Yes, I think it was,” said Daykin. “I’ve found a lot of things here. Calm, peace… it doesn’t wash away the 

pain, but it helps dealing with it. I even made real progress in my training.”
“You’ve found another master?” asked Ann.
“Yes,” said Daykin. “Master Jade was kind enough to agree to help me.”
“Master Jade… as in Mara Jade?”
Daykin nodded at that.
“Well, I’m glad,” said Ann. “I’m relieved you’re not in that awful state I felt you, last time.”
Daykin had wry grin.
“Speaking of your gifts,” he said, after a moment. “Have you ever considered being tested as a Jedi?”
Ann couldn’t help but chuckle. Typical. Each time her abilities came up, one would pop the dramatic question 

“what about being a Jedi?” But Daykin meant well by that, she was sure of it.
“Well, I’ve never wanted to,” she said. “I don’t feel like I’m meant for this life. I canot change the galaxy all by 

myself.”
“Nobody can,” said Daykin, with a humourous smile.
Ann was expecting the next argument, but it never came. She looked at him and saw that Daykin was just 

walking beside her, in silence. She was surprised by that.
“You’re not going to insist?” she asked.
“What for?” asked Daykin, shrugging.
“Well,  usually,  this  kind  of  conversation  ends  on  someone  blaming  me  for  turning  my  back  on  my 

responsibilities, being a coward, or being a selfish brat. “Who gets powers has to use them for the greater good”. I 
can almost hear the voice of the Jedi Master who told me this, once,” she added with a chuckle.

“That would be unfair,” said Daykin. “First, no one has ever found out if the empathy of the Toggs is linked to 
the Force, so you may not be Force sensitive. Second, being a Jedi is a choice, a path. If you don’t feel like it’s your  
path to walk, who am I to push you? If you’re happy with your life, the rest doesn’t matter.”

“I appreciate it,” said Ann.
That seemed to close the matter for him, and they resumed their walking. Ann felt good near Daykin. There 

was some kind of  closeness between them, maybe born from mutual  understanding.  She had a glimpse of  his 
emotions and he had a very good insight of her choices of life. It was nothing like attraction. She had always been 



able to spot attraction in someone, no matter the species and human beings were clear as crystal, in that matter. The 
young boy she had seen earlier had felt more attracted to her than Daykin was. And he hadn’t been very serious 
about it, more like admiring her beauty, which Ann found flattering. But Daykin didn’t feel this way. And that was 
better, in Ann’s opinion. She liked that understanding that could come from friendship. And one could never have 
enough friends in a galaxy so large.

“So, you’ve just come to check on me, right?” asked Daykin.
“Mostly,” said Ann, chuckling. “But I saw that duel… What was it all about?”
“Oh, this? It was nothing but an opposition of styles,” explained Daykin. “T’siarra wanted to prove Anakin that 

no matter what, Djem So would always be superior to Soresu.”
“Err… you’re speaking Jawa, here,” said Ann, with a childish wave.
Daykin smiled.
“Sorry,” he said. “It’s about lightsaber fighting styles. Recent findings in the Jedi archives have allowed us to 

recover some of the ways of fighting from the Jedi of the Old Republic. We have discovered seven forms of fighting 
with energy blades, along with a few variations. For exemple, Djem So is the variation that Master Skywalker is using 
most of the time. It’s based on the fifth form of combat. It’s usually an aggressive form, trying to break the defences of 
one’s opponent. Soresu is a determination form, based on defence. Most Jedi use it when deflecting blaster bolts, for 
example. Master Luke’s first teacher, Jedi Knight Obi-Wan Kenobi is said to have been the master of this form, in his 
days. I was using this form against T’siarra’s Djem So. He was sure that his style was able to break my defence solely 
on the moves, quicker than Soresu would overcome his defence. We were simply experimenting all the situations you 
can come across using one form against the other. I got an opening before he did.”

“So you won?”
“The third form won this fight,” said Daykin. “Neither of us was really adding strength in this combat. Beyond 

the simple form used, there is the will of the fighters, their own inner force and their use of the Force. But in absolute 
terms, Soresu isn’t inferior to Djem So.”

“So this was all a style exercise,” she said.
“More or less,” said Daykin.
“You realise we’re talking about ways to kill someone with a lightsaber?” said Ann, with a grin.
“No, we’re talking about using the Force and lightsabers to defend ourselves against an attack,” corrected 

Daykin.
“Now, that’s a Jedi answer!” mocked Ann. “You truly belong here, Daykin.”
“I guess I do,” said Daykin with a smile.

“Come on, kid, we got to get out of here, and not tomorrow,” said Han, through the comlink.
“I’m almost done,” said the voice of Anakin, thourgh the channel. “Just fixing a few things in the secondary 

system. You can take off, it you really have to.”
Han sighed at the humour in his youngest son’s voice. He was settled in the Millenium Falcon’s cockpit, while 

Anakin was busy somewhere near the hyperdrive, doing what he liked most after his jedi stuff. He was fixing things. 
Anakin had this gift, no doubt comeing from both his father’s knack at it and the use of the Force, but there was 
nothing he was unable to fix. Some claimed he had gotten this from his Grandfather. Curiously, it didn’t sound like a 
good thing to Han, but his view of his family in law was biased, after all. It’s not easy to consider Anakin Skywalker 
with nice eyes, when his last incarnation had personally tortured him. But then again, Anakin wasn’t like his ancestor. 
He was a bright young kid, and he was carefully watched. Luke had told Han that his training was really going well 
and that his personal balance wasn’t a source of any concern. Han trusted Luke and Leia on this, and his wife had 
confirmed Luke’s opinion. Heck, even Mara had said that she would have trained Anakin with pleasure. 

So the only thing you could reproach Anakin Solo was that once he was focused on fixing something, he 
didn’t understand the meaning of a time table.

They didn’t have to take off. But even if Yavin wasn’t as busy a spatioport as Coruscant, and that was saying 
something, they still had a schedule and the more they lingered, the more the Falcon would be late on that schedule, 
forcing the Jedi to rearrange it. They would do it, but that would be a little rude to impose it on them. As a former 
smuggler, Han knew that a spatioport had as much etiquette as a senatorial meeting on Alderaan.

“We don’t  have to do anything, son, but Chewie and I would like to be on our way to Dantooine before the 
next solstice. I mean, you know, ceremonies and stuff…”

“Daad, I thought you said there would be no ceremonies,” said Anakinon a moaning tone.



“There won’t,” said Han, with a playful smile, as his wookie copilot Chewbacca was snorting in contempt at 
the idea. “We’re going there for the Solstice festival, but if we play it well, we should be able to avoid all this stuff and 
go for our trekking without a hitch.”

“I still don’ t understand why you insisted on doing this now,” said Anakin, without any acrimony.
“Well, I thought that it would be a good way to relax after Kashyyk,” said Han. “I know the place, I know the 

people. If you were there to train, you need vacation.”
“I won’t object to that,” chuckled Anakin. “Okay, all fixed, now. Power it up.”
Han smiled and put the systems online. He felt the vibration of his ship start to rise, and noticed a slight 

difference. He shook his head in a mix of annoyance and pride. The damned kid had it right once more. It did work 
better.

“Okay, it works fine,” he said. “Now, get over here for the checklist.”
“On my way,” came the reply.
Seconds later, Anakin was letting himself fall into the seat behind Han’s, checking on controls as the Falcon 

was rising in the sky, slowly making its way to break orbit.
“Okay,” said Anakin. “Course for Dantooine is calculating. Are you sure about this? I mean, the region where 

we’re going is pretty remote from everything…”
“Hey, no problem, son,” said Han, smiling.  “Some quality time just between a kid, his dad and a wookie 

friend… What can go wrong?”
Chewie had non commited grunt.
“Now, that’s plain unfair,” said Han, a little vexed. “Last time wasn’t my fault. How was I supposed to know 

there were Bounty Hunters on that Forest moon?”
“The trekking was exciting,” said Anakin, with a smile.
“It wasn’t my plan,” said Han, with the same grin on his face.
“Right,” said Anakin. “It’s never your plan, and it’s never your fault, is it?”
“Not if I can claim otherwise,” admitted Han. “Are we good to go?”
Chewie  grumbled  an  agreement,  Han  pulled  on  the  Hyperspace  levers  and  the  Falcon  jumped  into 

Hyperspace. 

The Starlight Reverie. An odd pick of name for a shady club and a very shady owner. When the four Jedi and 
the bothan councillor made their way through the crowd of the club, they had the clear and distinct impression that 
they just didn’t fit in this place. Between the elengance of Frrrah and Hom’, the casual simplicity of Unis’ tunic and 
Jahn’s robes, and the severe look of Thorn’s cloak, they clearly weren’t the sort of people that usually lingered in this 
club. The customers were mostly non-human, and they were of all kind of races, including some gammoreans, which 
proved once for all that this wasn’t Delvio’s club.



The bouncer had taken Hom’s bribe without any trouble. So the five of them had entered the place and were 
now pausing to look around, in search for any exits and way in or out, before to move. Then, Frrrah put on her most 
esquisite manners to ask a waitress to lead them to the owner of the place for an urgent business. The twi’lek woman 
led them to the back of the main room, to a hidden door, through which they walked.

A rather impressive desk was sitting in the middle of the room. From there, one could see the entire club main 
room through a transparent one-way glass. Behind the desk sat a twi’lek bent on some notes. He wasn’t paying 
attention to what was happening around him. He barely raised his eyes on them, as they were shown in.

“What is it?” he snapped. “I’m busy.”
“From the top of my head, I would say, trouble,” said Hom’, with a cold smile.
The twi’leck, took a sudden piercing look at them and his green skin paled suddenly. He spotted Thorn’s 

cloak and their cut told him more than enough. He made a sudden move, his hand reching under the desk.
“Stay back!” roared Frrrah to the bothan.
 A hidden switch activated some mechanism and a metal curtain fall  around the desk, while wide panels 

opened in every wall except the one peering into the club. They left passage to war droids! Old ones, but clearly 
armed. And behind them, came even a…

“A Neimodian destroyer!” exclaimed  Unis.
“I thought those were out of commission since the Rebellion,” said Thorn.
“Don’t let him activate its shields!” shouted Frrrah, igniting her orange lightsaber with a lound hiss.
The Four Jedi moved at the same time. Thorn had his two lightsabers out of his belt in seconds, and slashing 

forward, cut down three droids at the same time. Jahn didn’t attack, but drew on the Force to suddenly levitate the 
destroyer droid, confusing it long enough for her clear blue lightsaber to hit to core and disable it. Frrrah was ravaging 
the ranks of droids with the large strokes of her lightsaber. Unis hadn’t drawn her weapon. She raised a hand and 
struck with the Force, sending all the remaining droid against the walls. Thorn joined his will to hers and the shock 
even sent a wave of power through the floor and the walls, which bent in reaction, with a loud sinister creaking sound.

Soon the battle was over. The jedi  switched their  blades off, as Hom’ was surveying the scene and the 
damage inflicted to the room. The office was ruined, between missed blaster shots form the droids and the marks of 
lightsabers against the walls. The strike with the Force had cracked the observation bay and parts of droids were 
scattered all across the floor, some of them still twitching with surges of power.



“Interesting,” he said. “Now I understand why the High Councillor hates knowing you out of his control.”
“I guess,” said Thorn, with a shrug.
“Now,” said Hom’, walking to the metal curtain. “On to business.”
He knocked on the curtain with his ornate cane.
“I think you should come out, now,” he said, unctuously.
“You keep dreaming, you bothan scum!” spat the comm speakers.
Hom’s fur flattened. He didn’t react well to insults but he chose not to give the twi’lek the pleasure.
“Well, I wouldn’t like to have my Jedi friend slice through this curtain to rip you out,” he said, casually.  “You 

don’t seem to have that much space in there. And we all know how imprecise a lightsaber can be on that kind of work. 
They’re no microscopic knives, you know. You could either die from the heat, the blade or any kind of accidental 
shrapnel. But that’s your choice, after all.”

He nodded to Thorn, who came to push the tip of the lightsaber on the metal wall, which started to glow in 
response to the energy blade, going red in seconds.

“Alright! Alright!” came the panicked reaction of the owner. “You win! I give up!”
The curtain suddenly went up and disappeared in the ceiling. Before Raatin could do anything, Hom’ had his 

blaster trained at his forehead.
“Excellent,”  he said. “Now, my Jedi friend here will  ask you a few questions,”  he added, nodding toward 

Frrrah. “You’d be prudent to be honest in your response, because, otherwise, she will know it, and I’ll blow your head 
off. I’m starting to lose my patience.”

Thorn only arched an eyebrow, as Raatin was starting to tremble.
“You can’t do this!” he protested. “Jedi don’t…”
“I’m no Jedi,” said Hom’, harshly. “Bothan scum never care about the rules, do they? Just like the twi’lek 

lowlies you represent. So I swear you either talk or die. Jedi Tri, please go ahead.”
Frrrah showed only the faintest sign of reprobation, while Unis was clearly more disturbed by the turn of the 

conversation. The trianii walked toward Raatin and waved a little bag of white powder under the twi’lek’s nose.
“Alright, this is Dalhia,” she said. “We don’t need to know if you’re dealing this stuff, because we have all the 

proof we need. Now, what we need to know is if you’re the only supplier on Coruscant, and if it’s the case, who is your 
supplier! Where did you get this?”

The twi’lek gulped noisily in terror, as his eyes were venturing again toward Hom’s blaster.
“I’m waiting,” said Frrrah, a slight smile starting to creep on her feline nuzzle.

“Raatin is in custody,” said Frrrah as a conclusion. “He has given up the name of his contact on Nar Shadaa. 
Apparently this provider is testing the market for his product. I guess the attempt is only at the early stages. Raatin 
said that this Venek Tar contacted him because of his position on Coruscant, being a way to test the drug on many 
species at once.”

“Any leads on who is sellers are?” asked Leia, darkly.
They were back in her office to report to her about the event of the previous night.  Raatin and his cronies, 

including the droids had all been round up by the security forces, and now the supply line of Dahlia on Coruscant had 
been cut off.

“He gave us a whole list,” said Hom’, with a smile. “It appears our entrepreneur friend isn’t much of a tough 
fellow. A slight threat was enough to make him give everyone he knew in the business. Security forces of Coruscant 
are having a field day, as we speak. It doesn’t only concern the Dahlia. It also gave them serious trails for more 
“regular” drug traffic. They send their gratitude to the jedi, by the way.”

Leia nodded graciously.
“I must say I’m surprised at your attitude, Councillor Honomicus,” she said. “I was expecting more will from 

you to claim credit for the progress of the investigation.”
“Well, you must be aware that this was the main purpose of my assignment,” said Hom’.
“All the more reason for me to be surprised,” said Leia. “Aren’t you supposed to make the spotlight shine on 

you, so the bothan cunning can take credit for a quickly solved investigation and thus diminishing the impact of Ponc 
Gravisom’s proposal to turn some matters of security over to the Jedi?”

“I see you have more lucidity than the High Councillor Fley’la gives you credit for,” snorted Hom’. “Another of 
his miscalculations. He maybe thought that his move wasn’t this obvious. And he obviously expected me to follow his 
directive to the detail.”



“And can I ask you why you don’t intend to do that?” asked Leia.
“He doesn’t like being pushed,” said Thorn with a twisted smile.
“A little roughly summed up,” said Hom’, “but otherwise true. To ensure my cooperation, Fley’la made it clear 

that he could cause me some discomfort. I don’t like being threatened, and as such, I intend to do what I’ve been 
ordered, to cooperate with the investigation. Nothing more.”

“I think I understand,” said Leia. “And I appreciate the nuances. I think we can benefit from your contacts.”
“You might just as well benefit from my resources,” said Hom’ with a shrug. “My personal yacht could take us 

where we’re supposed to go next.”
“And where would that be?” asked Leia.
“Nar Shadaa,” said Frrrah. “Raatin’s contact, Venek Tar, can be found there. If we’re lucky, we can uproot this 

Dahlia, before it starts running across the usual supply lines for drugs. We can stem the damage before it gets too 
important.”

“What are the results, so far?” asked Leia.
“Thorn has done some digging, in the underworld,” said Frrrah.
“I’ve encountered a doctor from a local dispensary,” explained Thorn. “Raatin has been picking some subjects 

in the poor classes of Coruscant, before to go to Delvio and his rich pals. She, the doctor, had to face more than a 
dozen deaths in her sector from this stuff. I’ve put her in contact with the authorities. Besides, since she’s tolerated in 
the underworld by the local crime lords, she’s almost certainly positive that none of them is involved in Dahlia traffic.”

“How can their word be trusted?” asked Leia.
“For the simplest reason, your Highness,” said Hom’. “They claim it’s bad for business.”
“You believe them?” asked Leia.
“On that issue, I think we can trust them,” said Frrrah. “An infinitely addictive drug is perfect for drug dealers. 

A drug that kills the patient is no use for them. It cannot be used as a poison either. Way too obvious. This Raatin and 
his partner Venek Tar are either viciously deranged, or completely stupid.”

“Or maybe they lost control of the situation, not expecting the drug to be lethal,” said Jahn.
“That’s always possible,” said Thorn. “But the way Raatin greeted us is inciting me to believe he’s an idiot. If 

Tar is off the same mold, then we must consider one question: how come two mulgraks like those two have come 
across such a substance? And if Tar isn’t the producer, where does he get it? It could be more than just drug dealing, 
here.”

“And you think you’ll find answers on Nar Shadaa?” asked Leia.
“Best lead so far,” commented Frrrah. “Tar is the key. We find him, we have a chance to stop the whole 

thing.”
“Agreed,” said Leia. “Do you wish me to arrange transport to the Smuggler’s Moon?”
“With all due respect, it would be a little obvious,” said Frrrah. “An open gesture may have impact at the 

senate, when acting on Coruscant, but on Nar Shadaa, busting into the scene on a Hutt territory with either Jedi or 
Republic colours flying high would only push people into hiding. If  we make it  a private trip,  like with Councillor 
Honomicus’ ship, we may be able to dig up a few more elements.”

“That’s your field, Frrrah,” said Leia, with a nod. “I’m not this familiar with all this shady business. It’s more my 
husband’s area of expertise. He’s been more than often enough on Nar Shadaa to know what there is to know about 
the place. I can assure you of one thing, though,” she added.

“Any advice would be appreciated,” said Hom’.
“Nar Shadaa is a very dangerous place,” said Leia. “You’d better tread lightly.”
“And here I was thinking this was going to be a sight seeing trip,” said Thorn with a twisted grin.
“For once in your life, can’t you just bite your tongue?” asked Frrrah, sighing deeply.
“Here they go again,” sighed Unis.
Jahn only smiled.

Next…  The  Shadow Moon  
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