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Author’s Notes and Acknowledgements

Here is the main idea of this story: I simply didn’t like the way the New Jedi Order series presented the future 
of the Star Wars Universe. It looked more like pure slaughter than a real Star Wars story. I’ve never bought into the 
whole Yuuzahn Vong concept.

So a simple note of warning: if you’re a die hard fan of the NJO books, you’ll probably disagree on what goes 
on in this fiction.

Still, I need to be honest and as such, I think I must acknowledge the fact some elements used in the NJO 
books do exist, though in a different fashion, in The Second Sith War Trilogy. I think mainly of two elements: the son 
of Luke and Mara does exist, and I’ve kept the interaction of Anakin and Tahiri roughly like it was staged in Edge of  
Victory: Conquest and Rebirth by Greg Keyes.

Apart from this, It is a completely different version of the Star Wars future that I plan to tell about. I based my 
work on many books of the Expanded Universe and of course, on the exceptional movies of George Lucas.

I did take into account the events and characters of a lot of stories that happened both before and after the 
movies, in the expanded universe. I first of all used the Wikipedia Online encyclopaedia which conveniently provides 
both information and a chronology that allows making all the events fit into the Star Wars movies continuity.

Then I based most of the initial situation on the events depicted in the Star Wars movies, the Tales of the  
Jedi comic book series, The Knights of the Old Republic video games series, the Star Wars: Republic comic books 
series and the following books of the expanded universe: Heir to the Empire, Dark Force Rising, the Last Command,  
the Jedi Academy trilogy, Dark Saber, Spectre of the Past, Vision of the Future, and the comic book Star Wars Union.

I voluntarily avoided mentioning events of some books like Children of the Jedi, because I think the plot lacks 
continuity regarding the movies. I however keep mention of the character of Callista, which was a nice one; even if 
she hasn’t the romantic potential she was meant to have. Any reference to the previous stories will be developed, so 
that a reader that wouldn’t have read all of these books would still be able to follow my story.

However, there are a few elements that I take as granted, like the elements introduced by both Timothy Zahn 
and Kevin J. Anderson. So I enclosed a quick recap of the events that took place between Return of the Jedi and the 
beginning of this story.

I hope you will enjoy reading this.
At no time this story is meant for profit. I intended it only for fun, and I don’t own any right on the characters 

created either by George Lucas or any of the authors of the Expanded Universe. I do however claim credit for the 
characters that I introduce myself in this fiction. To name them would take too much place, but if you (by any chance) 
want to use one of these characters, you’d be very kind to ask permission first.

I included some pictures in this document to illustrate things. Again I do not own any right for the pictures 
inside, which come either from the Star Wars movies, or some artwork from various sources. But there will be a few 
drawings that I will have done myself. I hope you’ll like them.

Thanks and enjoy the reading.

http://www.sharpfish.net/gallery/

http://www.sharpfish.net/gallery/


The story so far…

The Old Republic had stood for thousands of generations, uniting thousands of worlds together across the 
Galaxy. To protect this noble institution, the Jedi Knights relied on the power of the Force, the energy that links all the 
beings in the Universe. The Jedi had to face many trouble through time to defend the republic and the light side of the 
Force against the enemies of light.

For thousands of generations, there had been a Dark Side. People using the power of the Force to Dominate, 
to oppress others. The fiercest users of the Dark side were the Sith. Born from a schism inside the Jedi Order, the 
Sith were dark Jedi who had sought refuge on a remote planet called Korriban, after being defeated by the Jedi. 
Enslaving the local race, called Sith, with their powers, these Dark Jedi created an Empire that stood in the darkness 
for millennia.

Five thousand years ago, the two sides of the Force clashed against each other once more, in the Great 
Hyperspace War. The Sith Empire was crippled, but there were survivors, like the followers of the Dark Lord Naga 
Sadow. The ways of the Sith endured, hiding, waiting for their time to rule over the Galaxy.

In many occurrences, the Jedi had to face the Dark Side in violent conflicts, whether the menace would come 
from the Sith or from within their own ranks, when Jedi were seduced by the ways of the Dark Side. But never did the 
Republic yield in front of its enemies.

The Sith Empire was destroyed, its survivors scattered and driven into the unknown regions of the Galaxy. 
Still, this wasn’t the end of the Sith.

The ways of the Sith were born again, when a Jedi was seduced by the Dark Side and, becoming Sith Lord 
Darth Ruin created a new sect of the Sith. It waged a war against the Jedi that lasted over a millennium, later known 
as the Light and Darkness War. At the end of this conflict, at the battle of Ruusan, the Army of Light destroyed the 
Brotherhood of Darkness, but at such a price that the republic threatened to collapse after the war. The Republic had 
to take a fresh start after this war and the date system started again from this point. The wars of the past turned into 
legends, only remembered by the wisest and the most savant, and the Jedi.

After the Light and Darkness War, the Republic knew another Millenium, but of relative peace, this time. But 
the darkness had never surrendered, and the Sith were hiding, deceiving, lying and manipulating, in order to take 
control  again  over  the  Galaxy.  The  Sith  were  now  following  the  Code  of  Darth  Bane,  the  last  survivor  of  the 
Brotherhood of Darkness, with only one Master and one Apprentice.

After a thousand years,  the Sith were ready to strike at an unsuspecting Galaxy. Both by treachery and 
intrigue, a Sith Lord called Darth Sidious succeeded in being elected Supreme Chancellor of the Republic, under the 
name of Palpatine. From his position, he moved to start a war within the republic. Using pawns and alliances, Sidious 
triggered the Clone Wars, the first full scale War since the reformation of the Republic. Helped by his apprentices, he 
dealt many blows to the Jedi Order, weakening its position and reducing their ranks.

Only one Jedi could have stood in his way: a young Jedi Knight who had been prophesized as the Chosen 
One, as the one who would bring balance to the Force and destroy the Sith. His name was Anakin Skywalker. Taught 
by the Jedi Knight Obi-Wan Kenobi, Anakin was on his way to become the greatest defender of the Republic ever, 
challenging even the legendary Ulic Qel Droma in power. But Anakin had weaknesses, his mind being too easily 
distracted by feelings considered dangerous by the Jedi. Sidious used these feelings to slowly turn him to the Dark 
Side of the Force. Driven into darkness by the Dark Lord, Anakin turned against the Jedi and became Darth Vader. 
His power, under the control of Darth Sidious, destroyed the Jedi Order, save for a few survivors, who went into exile 
and hiding, giving up their life as Jedi. Sidious, rid of his enemies, proclaimed himself Emperor, and began to rule the 
Galaxy with fear and Terror. The Sith were now the rulers of the Galaxy, the Master and the Apprentice.

Soon, a rebellion rose against the rule of Emperor Palpatine. And twenty years later, a new hope was born. 
Unbeknownst to Anakin,  his late wife Padmé Naberrie had given birth to twins, Luke and Leia, before to die in 
despair. Both had been raised on different worlds, but both were meant to fight the darkness of the Empire. Leia was 
fighting the dictatorship in the ranks of the Rebel Alliance, and in the Senate alleys, until its dissolution. Luke’s part in 
the war came up by chance, when a message sent by his sister to Old General Obi-Wan Kenobi threw young Luke 
into the heart of the Galactic Civil War, along with his sister Leia and the smuggler pilot Han Solo. Sent on the path of 
the Jedi by Kenobi, Luke had to follow the training of Jedi Master Yoda, once the old Knight had found his death by 
the hand of Darth Vader,  his former disciple. Luke became a Jedi at the same time he was learning of his true 
parentage. His goal was now to turn his father back to the light side.

In a climactic confrontation, Luke defeated Vader and rejected the seduction of the Dark Side, pushing his 
father to do the same, when Palpatine attempted to kill his son. Vader sacrificed his life to save Luke and died a Jedi 
again, saving the Galaxy from the Evil of Palpatine.



After the return of the Jedi Anakin Skywalker from the Dark Side of the Force and the victory of the Rebel 
Alliance over the Emperor over the Forest Moon of Endor, the task was far from over for the Rebels. They had to try 
and build a new government over the ashes of the Old Republic, while the Remnants of the Empire were struggling to 
reclaim power.  Many foes emerged from the defeat  of  Endor.  But  with determination and courage,  the Alliance 
prevailed and retook Coruscant, the centre of the Old Republic. But the Empire hadn’t yielded, yet.

At first, Grand Admiral Thrawn, a strategy genius who came from the Unknown Regions, started a Campaign 
that nearly destroyed the New Republic. But he was defeated again through the efforts of Luke Skywalker and his 
companions. During this conflict,  Luke met a character  that  would change his life forever:  Mara Jade. Once the 
personal agent of the Emperor Palpatine, Mara was carrying out his orders across the Galaxy using her latent Force 
abilities to enforce the will of her master. Known as the Emperor’s Hand, her life collapsed when Palpatine died. She 
was programmed by Palpatine to kill Luke. But through their adventures, she freed herself from this implanted order, 
by killing an evil clone of the Jedi Knight. Slowly, she became a reluctant ally of Skywalker.

After the defeat of Thrawn’s forces, the Emperor himself returned in the form of a clone, only to be destroyed 
by the Jedi rebirth from the will of Luke Skywalker and his sister. The Empire fell into internal conflicts between the 
different Warlords. But once in a while, they would unite to strike against the New Republic, through admiral Daala or 
Admiral Pellaeon. But the New Republic was holding on, under the guidance of Mon Mothma, and then Leia Organa 
Solo.

Meanwhile, Luke Skywalker was gathering new Jedi around him to recreate an Order to protect the Republic, 
like in the Old days. Settling on the fourth moon of the Planet Yavin, Luke created a Jedi Academy, welcoming many 
students. But again, the shadow of the Dark Side was far from gone. Even in the sanctuary of the Jedi Academy, 
Luke and his students had to face the ghost of Exar Kun, shadow of a long forgotten past. One of Luke’s students,  
Kyp Durron, fell to the Dark Side, under the influence of the ghost, and his rampage destroyed a whole Star System. 
Through the help of his comrades, Durron redeemed himself and the Jedi rose again from their ashes.

Many challenges were faced by the New Republic, but its heroes overcame them. A plot by the Imperials 
tried to stage a return of Grand Admiral Thrawn, forcing The New Republic on the edge of self destruction. Luke 
Skywalker and his friends once again rose for the occasion, and during this adventure, while Leia was establishing 
with Admiral Pellaeon the bass of a peace treaty between the New Republic and the Empire, Luke and Mara Jade 
were confronted to Thrawn’s personal forces, who were waiting on the edge of the Unknown Regions, silently keeping 
watch over threats that the Old Republic itself couldn’t imagine. During this mission, Luke and Mara became aware of 
their feelings for each other and when they returned, they decided to get married.

The union of the former agent of the Emperor with the Jedi Master was used as a symbol for the Peace 
between the Empire and what was now called the Galactic Republic. Peace was at hand, finally. Luke and Mara 
returned to Yavin IV, where Mara completed her training as a Jedi. Luke then decided to study on a personal level 
along with one of his apprentices. He helped to perfect the mastery of the Force of one of his first recruits at the 
Academy, a young human named Leger Tcha. Leger and Luke deepened their relationship in the Force before the 
Knight would set out for a long journey among the stars, while his master would remain on Yavin to finally organize 
and establish a new Jedi Council, in order to defend this newfound peace.

But Peace is a fragile thing in this Galaxy. The Jedi were now about to face a new menace, coming from the 
shadows of the past… 



Prologue: Failed Jedi

Coruscant usually felt so full of life. So much movement 
at the same time...  It  was a vast cauldron of life, boiling and 
erupting under the gaze of the one who could look at it from 
above. But right now, it suddenly felt cold, and lifeless. Around 
him,  everything  had  frozen.  In  an  instant,  everything  had 
crystallized into a single second of disgust, hatred and rage.

He was standing in front of the Jedi Council. They were 
denying him! It was the most outrageous and ridiculous thing 
ever.  How  could  they  deny  him?  This  whole  pack  of  stupid 
sycophants,  stuck,  in  their  principles  and their  restraints  was 

denying him! They were unable to see he was far above them all. He could do so many things! He could go beyond 
all their achievements. And still they were rejecting him.

Ethan Ath breathed in slowly, his nostrils still flaring in anger.
“How could this be fair?” he spat. “You call this Justice?”
“You’ve heard our decision, young Ath,” said Master Windu. “You have asked to enter Jedi training and now 

you have failed it. You will return to your family.”
“Just because I’m stronger than Thane?” mocked Ethan, between his teeth.
“[Because you used this gift you have to attack him]” Master Koon said. “[This kind of aggression cannot and 

will  not  be  tolerated.  You  will  leave  Coruscant  in  two days.  Your  transportation  has  already  been  arranged  to 
Nooran.]”

“How kind of you,” said Ethan sarcastically.
“Do  not  defy  us,”  said  Master  Windu,  coldly.  “You’re  already  lucky  that  your  family  has  arranged  with 

Chancellor Valorum that you’re not tried for the attack on the Padawan Thane.”
“I’m underage,” said Ethan.
“Not by Jedi Law,” said Master Yoda. “Strong willed you are, young one. But on the Force this way do not 

rely. Only pain will it bring to you.”
“These are weak arguments,” spat Ethan.
“Get this young man out of our sight,” ordered Master Windu, to the Jedi standing behind Ethan. “And don’t 

forget, Ethan Ath, you will be watched. The Jedi do not thread lightly with the ones who resort to the dark side of the 
force.”

Ethan only shrugged at that and walked out of the room. He didn’t know how, but he would soon make them 
all pay for this offence. No one rejected him that way. No one. And yet a burning thought was spinning through his 
mind. Fourteen years old Ethan Ath, born a hierarch of Nooran, had just been expelled from the Jedi Order.

Once Ath was out of sight, Mace let out a deep sigh. It was always a sad feeling to see a Padawan fail.  
Besides, this had been a tense moment. This young boy couldn’t be allowed to carry on with his training, though. He 
was far too ambitious and relied too much on anger. If allowed further training, he could access a power far too 
dangerous.

“Maybe we are making a mistake,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi, on a sad tone. “We are only alienating him. This could 
be the cause of great woes in the future.”

“Lost for the Jedi, this boy is,” said Yoda. “Too much anger he carries.”
“And we will  have a  watcher  keep an eye on him,”  said  Mace. “We couldn’t  grant  him access to more 

knowledge of the Force. That would have turned him into a very serious menace. We had enough trouble with Qui-
Gon’s apprentice. Ethan is off the same mould as Xanatos. They are both too much convinced of their superiority.”

“[Fortunately, it seems young Kenobi isn’t made of the same wood],” said Plo Koon. 
“Rash and untamed, young Obi-Wan is,” said Yoda. “But something with him, there is. A great Jedi, he can 

become.”
“I agree,” said Mace. “But we must keep it from him. Pride would be a dangerous state of mind for him. Now 

that the issue of Ethan Ath is settled, we must focus on the other problems we face.”
“Chancellor Valorum has asked for Jedi mediation in the Naboo blockade,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi. 
“Queen Amidala has asked repeatedly for a diplomatic intervention of the Republic,” said Mace. “It is strange 

that Valorum wishes to involve the Jedi.”
“Tied his hands are,” said Yoda. “Trapped in corruption and bureaucracy the Senate now is.”



“I think Valorum knows he cannot overcome the Senate apathy,” said Master Gallia. “I do believe he prefers 
to see the Jedi get credit for solving this crisis, rather than seeing Senator Palpatine gain even more influence. This 
Naboo Senator is gaining support inside and outside the Senate. I think Valorum dreads this threat to his already 
weakened position.”

“Most likely,” admitted Mace, with a nod. “I think, as a matter of fact, that Qui-Gon and his apprentice could 
act as ambassadors to the Neimodians. His nerve would be enough to convince them to back out.”

“Agreed,” said Yoda. “With extreme care this should be handled. Dealing with politics only brings trouble.”
“Does everyone agree on this?” asked Mace.
Everyone in the Council nodded.
“It is settled, then,” said Mace. “On with the next issue.”
And the Council  went  on,  forgetful  of  the young spiteful  apprentice they had just  expelled of  the Order, 

unaware of the wound he would cause later in the Galaxy.

Thirteen years later

The binoculars weren’t lying, and the night sky was helping to see even better. It was an Imperial Cruiser in 
orbit. Imperial. A rather new term of designation. But Ethan liked the sound of it. He felt like the Empire was a way to 
lead things properly. Still, he wondered what a Stardestroyer of the Empire was doing, taking position in the Nooran 
System. Besides the fact it  was prosperous,  and free of  trouble,  his  home world should have been without any 
interest for the Empire. Ethan’s family was paying the taxes on time and without any failure. Its loyalty to Palpatine’s 
New Order, expressed by Ethan’s brother in the Senate, was clear. There was no need for such a ship to be here. 
This was troubling.

Then he saw it.  The Shuttle was heading toward the surface. And more precisely it was heading for the 
landing pad of the Palace.  And Ethan felt  a presence on board.  A very strong presence in the Force.  It  was a 
presence that was closing on him. He could feel it. Ethan’s heart suddenly froze. What if they were here to destroy 
him, like all the ones who had the Force?

Ethan rushed inside his apartment and opened the main door. He quickly reached the great Hallway and 
grabbed the arm of one of his servant. She looked in a hurry and under slight panic. But she had enough control of 
her nerves to fall on one knee, like tradition commanded.

“What is this Shuttle?” asked Ethan.
“Lord Darth Vader has demanded audience to your father, Messer,” said the servant, shaking in fear at the 

thought.
Usually, this fear would have been coming from him. She would have been scared of him, like it should have 

been. But now she was terrified because the Dark Lord of the Sith, the Emperor’s second in Command was now 
coming to her world, possibly to slaughter everyone, like he had done so many times.

“Out of my sight,” said Ethan, rudely.
She was so fast at disappearing that Ethan could have admired it if he didn’t despise his servants. Vader! So 

he was right. The Empire was here to destroy him. There was no other reason for Vader to come here. There was 
also no use in running. If Vader was on his trail, there would be no safe place in the galaxy for him to hide. No one 
had ever escaped Vader. He couldn’t flee. In fact, he wouldn’t flee. But he would stand up a fight. Ethan rushed back 
in his apartment and opened his secret chest, under his bed. He grabbed the hilt of the lightsaber he had stolen from 
the Jedi temple. Oh, yes, he would go down, but not as easily as Vader believed.

“It  is a great honour to greet you, of course, My Lord,” said Khoren Ath, Hierarch of Nooran, as he was 
leading the tall and sinister figure of Darth Vader in the great hallway. “We are honoured, though a little surprised that 
you would pay attention to a world like ours.”

“There is no need to be so obsequious, Hierarch,” said Vader, his metallic voice cutting all the polite remarks 
Khoren was summoning, his breathing a chilling sound. “I’m here to see your son.”

“My son?” said Khoren, troubled. “Is there any kind of trouble with him, My Lord?”
What mess this damn boy had gotten himself into this time? Khoren thought darkly. Vader paused suddenly 

in the middle of the corridor. He seemed to search for a thought.
“Possibly,” he finally said.
It was curious, but Khoren would have sworn that Vader sounded like he was smiling under his mask.
“I… I’m quite certain we can find him a once, My Lord,” he said.
“I know he’s here,” said Vader. “He’s really close.”
“I’ll send my people looking for him,” said Khoren.
“There’s no need to look for me, Father,” said the voice of Ethan, from the other end of the corridor.



Khoren slowly turned to see his son, standing there, looking resigned to something. In his hand, a green 
lightsaber was lighting the hallway.

“I’m right here,” said Ethan, coldly.

“What are you doing?” exclaimed Khoren, going very pale.
“You know that holding a lightsaber against me usually means death, young Ath?” asked Vader, very calmly, 

as if Ethan was no threat at all.
Which was probably true, in fact. But Ethan felt no fear at all, now. Certainty of death brought this kind of 

peace. He took his guard, his blade humming and shining in the dark hallway.
“I’m aware of this, Lord Vader,” he said. “But I’m also far from being a fool. Why should a Sith Lord come to 

Nooran, except to get rid of the Force Sensitive Son of the Hierarch? I just don’t intend to die on my knees.”
The sound of Vader’s breathing shifted slightly. Was he laughing? He suddenly raised his hand and Ethan’s 

weapon flew out of his grip, switched off and sped to Vader who caught it casually in mid air. He held it up a little, to 
study it. 

“Interesting and very revealing Weapon,” said Vader. “Jedi training design. A token from your years in the 
Temple, I suppose?”

Ethan had paled. So he was so weak, compared to the Dark Lord, that he couldn’t even keep a hold on his 
weapon? Then he deserved his  fate.  Weakness  was inexcusable.  But  again  he would  not  bend in  front  of  his 
executioner.

Slowly, Vader walked toward him.
“So much anger and pride,” he said, as if appraising the young man. “Very interesting. As I can see, the Jedi 

Archives were right about you. You are way too focused on your aggressive feelings, according to your file.”
He stopped just before Ethan, looking down to him.
“That’s excellent,” he said.
Ethan’s surprise must have shown on his face, because Vader had his chilling laugh again.
“No, I am not here to kill, or you would already be dead,” said Vader.
As if to prove his point, the second later, Vader’s red lightsaber blade was merely an inch from Ethan’s throat. 

Ethan hadn’t seen him reach for the weapon. He hadn’t seen the move. This was amazing! How could he even move 
like this? And how could Ethan marvel at this fact, while he had a lightsaber blade near his neck?

But the words of Vader had an impact on him. He wasn’t here to kill him.
“My Master, the Emperor has seen potential in you. He wants to see you immediately,” said Vader.
“To see me?” said Ethan. “I’m… I’m at the disposal of the Emperor, of course.”
“Indeed you are,” said Vader. “Do you intend to resist, now?”
“No, Lord Vader,” said Ethan.
“Excellent,” said Vader. “You have a quick mind.”

The Dark Room was quite impressive. Ethan could feel the power that was lurking inside of it. He could feel 
the presence of the Emperor. He now understood clearly what the Galactic Empire was. Behind the reorganisation of 



the Republic, in fact, the Sith Lords were now ruling over the Galaxy. The Destruction of the Jedi Order hadn’t been a 
political move. It had been the last act of a war growing and raging for Millennia. All of this had been the doing of the 
Sith. The ancient Enemy of the Jedi had returned. Vader hadn’t been the leader of the Sith. He was the follower of the 
Emperor and the Emperor was the Dark Lord of the Sith.

Ethan could feel the power surrounding him, moving in furious waves. He felt really drawn by this power.
In the back of the Room, near the only window that gazed on the endless see of lights that was Coruscant, 

Ethan could see the shape of a dark throne.
And when the throne turned on itself,  Ethan could feel the gaze of  the Emperor even before to see his 

piercing eyes. These eyes were unlike anything he had ever seen or felt on him. Even Master Windu’s iron-hard gaze 
seemed weak compared  to  this.  This  man was the power  incarnate.  He was beyond anything  Ethan had ever 
imagined. Vader joined his master and knelt in front of the throne. Ethan felt obliged to do the same.

“Welcome back, Lord Vader,” said the Emperor. “I see you’ve brought our young friend with you.”
“He was more than ready to follow, My Master,” said Vader.
“Very good,” said The Emperor.
Slowly he rose from his throne, and stepped into the dim light of the room, walking to Ethan. And when his 

face came into the light, Ethan fought a wave of disgust inside of him. Was this the price to power? It was a hard price 
to pay. Still, this man ruled over a Galaxy.

“You don’t like the way I look, do you?” said The Emperor, a devilish smile on his face.
“I don’t think that’s important, Your Highness,” said Ethan, refusing to lower his eyes.
“And what is important, then, my young friend?” asked the Emperor.
“You’re the Emperor,” said Ethan. “You have power. That’s the only thing important.”
“Excellent,” said the Emperor, with the same smile. “You have spirit, young Ath. The Force is strong with you. 

You could become a very precious asset. Your mind is after power. I can bring you the key to this power, freeing your 
mind from the narrow vision the Jedi have of the Force. I know you’ve been frustrated by this Council of fools.”

“They were weak,” said Ethan.
He knew where this conversation led. If he was judged worthy, he would follow the teaching of the Sith Lords. 

If not, he wouldn’t survive this conversation. But he knew that what the Jedi had feared in him was a great strength for 
the Sith. And it could give him a power beyond anything the Order could give him. He could rule over more than the 
lousy system of Nooran.

“I can feel your greed,” said the Emperor. “It is a powerful drive. You must learn to focus this greed, in order 
to become a worthy apprentice. Do you pledge yourself to my service, Ethan Ath?”

Ethan didn’t have to think very long about this. This was a way to power.
“I am at your service, your highness,” he said, lowering his eyes this time.
“Excellent,” said the Emperor. “I am Darth Sidious. From now on, you will address me and Lord Vader as your 

Masters. Lord Vader will teach you the ways of the Sith, until you will have earned your title as a Sith Lord. Then I will 
complete your training personally. Rise, now, my young apprentice, and embrace your new destiny.”

Ethan thought briefly of Master Windu’s cold look as he was ordering Ethan out of the Jedi Council Chamber. 
He had an inner smile. Where was his watch, now? How could he prevent him to fulfil his potential, now?

Maybe Ethan Ath wouldn’t be a Jedi, but he would soon become the most powerful Sith Lord the Galaxy had 
ever seen.

Five years later

His steps echoed in the hallway of the Imperial Palace, his dark cloak floating behind him. And the courtesans 
knew better than standing in his way. They were fleeing like scared mynocks. He smiled slightly. He revelled in this 
fear he inspired to everyone, in here. Let them fear him! One day, they would all have to bow before him like they 
bowed to Lord Sidious.

His masters wouldn’t last forever. Slowly, the toll of the Dark Side would come upon Darth Sidious. He was 
slowly losing his control over the Force, age catching up with him at last. Vader was losing himself in his self-hatred 
and madness, slowly forgetting all things in the Galaxy.

Ethan reached the Emperor’s private audience room, and waited for the Imperial guards to open the door. 
Then he walked in. He saw that the Emperor wasn’t alone. Once more she was here. The Jade child, Mara. Ethan 
didn’t understand why he hadn’t entrusted this girl to his teachings, like for the other apprentices. He had to realise 
that she had the potential to become a powerful Sith. Maybe that was what he feared, in fact. But the Emperor kept 
her in ignorance of the most powerful uses of the Force. He preferred to use her as an elaborate puppet, to act on his 
will. And she was really gifted at it, but it seemed a waste to Ethan.



When Ethan reached the middle of the room, the Emperor made a slight wave of hand and Mara left the 
stairs near his throne to disappear in the shadows of the darkened room. Ethan wasn’t fooled; he knew she would spy 
on the conversation. The Emperor knew it as well. She was trained for this. Everything that the Emperor refused her 
to know, he could remove it from her memory.

Ethan knelt to receive the orders of his Master. 
“What is your command, My Master?” he asked.
“The Ravager is ready,” said Lord Sidious. “Your mission is confirmed.”
“I obey, My Master,” said Ethan.
“There is a growing threat against our rule, Lord Blade,” said Sidious. “This Rebellion could start to become a 

problem.”
“Yes Master,” said Ethan. “I was against the fact of keeping the Senate active.”
“I know,” said Sidious, with a dismissive wave of hand. “But the Sith dominion over the Galaxy mustn’t be 

compromised. So you will take the apprentices on the Ravager with you.”
“All of them, Master?” asked Ethan.
“All of them,” said Sidious. “You will train them to create the next generation of Sith Lords. I will keep my Hand 

and Lord Vader by my side.”
“It will be done as you wish, My Master,” said Ethan, nodding his head. “When do you wish us to depart?”
“I’ve already ordered the transfer of the apprentices aboard the Ship,” said Sidious. “Captain Norda will lead 

the Ship under your command. You will depart at once.”
“As you wish, My Master,” said Ethan.
“I will give you further instructions, once you’re aboard and on your way to the borders of the Empire,” said 

Sidious. “Do not fail me, Lord Blade. The Future of the Sith will now lie in your hands.”
“You order, I obey, Master,” said Ethan, getting back on his feet, before to bow, and headed out of the room.
There were two edges to this mission. It could be that Lord Sidious knew the ambition of Ethan to take over 

from him the rule of the Empire, and as such he was sending him away. On the other hand, he was entrusting him 
with the apprentices.  It  was giving him a power beyond anything over the young minds.  He was handing him a 
weapon. The young Sith would be a weapon to rule over the Empire. There was surely some scheme of his own. 
Maybe Lord Sidious was dreading Vader more than him. Anyway, Ethan had to take the most of this occasion. Soon 
Darth Blade would have even more power than Darth Vader.

The sound of his breathing told Ethan that his Master was right behind 
him. He once again struggled with the slight chill running down his spine. Fear. 
He  had  discovered  fear,  in  the  presence  of  his  first  teacher.  Ethan  had 
understood something very early in his training. Darth Sidious was maybe the 
most savant and the most cunning of the Sith Lords. But one thing was certain: 
Darth Vader had a force in him that knew no rival. He was the strongest Sith to 
walk the Galaxy.

His fear of Lord Sidious had faded during the years of training, as he 
had grown stronger himself. But never had his fear of Vader ever faded. He 
knew he was no match for the fallen creature that was haunting the Empire, 
enforcing its rule by pure terror.  It was something to respect and to dread. 
Vader was a lost soul, Ethan had realised that, even if he still didn’t know why. 
But he was still very dangerous. And he couldn’t be dismissed lightly.

Ethan turned to face the one who had trained him. Vader came to 
gaze at the Stars, right next to him. In the distance, the shape of the Ravager was eclipsing the light of the Stars.

“Yes, Master?” asked Ethan.
“I heard of your mission,” said Vader, his hollow voice echoing like death.
“It’s important for Lord Sidious,” said Ethan.
“Yes, it is,” said Vader. “I must warn you, though. Betrayal is the Sith way. I’ve taught you this myself. But 

beware of arrogance. I you one day decide to use the Seven to conquer the Empire, you will find me in your way. And 
then you will die. If someone succeeds or overthrows Lord Sidious, it will be me, and not a Jedi failure.”

For the first time since he had met with Vader, fear almost was pushed aside by anger.
“Good, your anger is still strong,” said Vader, on a mocking tone, without turning from the window. “Would 

you finally dare to confront me?”
Ethan took a firm grip of his anger. This wasn’t the right time. One day, he would be ready. But not now.
“I must be on my way, Master,” said Ethan.



“Indeed,” said Vader. “Farewell, my apprentice.”
“Farewell, Master,” said Ethan, bowing slightly to him and walking away. “The next time we meet could very 

well be the last.”
“Probably,” retorted Vader, never turning from the window he was facing, gazing at the void of space and the 

light of the stars, from the bridge of the destroyer that was bringing Darth Blade to his new ship.
This was no threat. It wasn’t a warning. It was a simple promise. Ethan knew it. Vader was seeing through 

him. And, indeed, the next time the two of them would meet, one would either be dead or die. Ethan had better be 
prepared for what was coming. He had to be ready to face Vader.

Because Sith did not share power. There could be only one Dark Lord of the Sith. And once Lord Sidious 
would be out of the way, it would be Darth Blade. It was only a matter of time.





Chapter One: Mourning Star

Fourty two years later

The night sky was a vast field of sparkling stars. You could never see them brighter on this world than on 
nights like this. Tonight, the two moons of Vanturia were eclipsed by their own planet, leaving the sand and rock of 
the desert only lighted by the thousands of diamonds in the sky.

The Vanturia desert was cold. Cold and lonely. There was no life in here. It was one of the rare regions of 
space where even the usual predators had fled this desert. Nothing could survive in this place. For many people, 
Vanturia was the symbol of the frontier between Republic Space and the wildness of the Unknown Regions. Beyond 
this point, you were stepping into the untamed part of the Galaxy.

But in Daykin’s mind, the frontier was already behind them.
He took a long look at the ruins surrounding him. This was a dark place, with high walls, half buried in the 

sand. The light of the stars was almost too weak to shine in the deep corridor where he stood. His lamp’s light was 
running on the walls and their decoration. This was a familiar design. Daykin had studied it in Leger’s holopads.

He was facing a stone pillar with writings on it. The motives were dark and scary. It was clear that this place 
was an Evil place. It seemed like Leger was right. They had found Sith ruins. This maybe explained the fact there was 
no life around here. Daykin didn’t like this place. He had been haunted by some impressions since he had set foot out 
of the speeder that was waiting for them above, out of the ruins. The inhabitants of the closest village, hundred of 
miles away, had told them that this place was cursed and haunted. But there was no sign of any activity in here. Still,  
this Necropolis’ outlook was enough to justify this impression. Daykin wasn’t superstitious, but the atmosphere of the 
place was weighing on him. He was now anxious to leave.

But these marking were worthy of interest. He was about to open the channel of his comlink, when it switched 
on, on its own.

“I found some Sith markings,” said the voice of Leger Tcha, through the com.
“Me too, Master,” said Daykin. “This place looks like a cemetery.”
“Yes,” said Leger. “But it looks different from the pictures I’ve seen of Korriban. Maybe an older site.”
“Possibly,” said Daykin, looking around. “Still this place is giving me the creeps.”
“Don’t let the atmosphere of this place cloud your mind, Daykin,” said the voice of his Master. “We could learn 

a lot from this place, so it’s worth investigating.”
“I thought you said that studying Sith knowledge could only lead to the dark side,” said Daykin, sarcastically.
“Don’t be so insolent, boy,” chuckled Leger. “What I meant was that we could find out what has caused this 

place to be deserted. And maybe find the reason why the Vanturia desert is so devoid of any life. A Sith cemetery 
could be more than enough incentive, in my view of things.”

Daykin smiled.
“Sure,” he said. “But couldn’t we study it from afar?” he added on a feigned childish tone.
He only heard his master laugh.



“Can you read the language?” asked Daykin, on a more serious note.
“I don’t think so,” admitted Leger. “Tionne could read it. I simply couldn’t get used to these symbols.”
Tionne,  another  name  from the  past  of  Leger.  Daykin  had  noticed  that  those  names  were  popping  in 

conversation more often lately. As time went by, the Jedi knight was telling him more about Yavin IV and his friends 
there. Before this, his teaching had been centred on the Force and the Jedi Code. But more recently, Leger started to 
speak of the Jedi as something closer than just an Order of Fighters for the Force. They were his friends, students he 
had learned and grown strong with. Sometimes, Daykin could even feel a little more. The way he sometimes spoke 
about Kirana Ti, the Dathomiri fighting instructor, Daykin wondered if Leger wasn’t in love with her. But Leger had 
always managed to keep his distance with these feelings. So it wasn’t easy to tell.

“A pity that we cannot ask her, right now,” said Daykin.
“I’ll take pictures and readings of the markings,” said Leger. “We’ll ask her opinion when we get there.”
“There, Master?” asked Daykin, puzzled.
“You heard me,” said Leger. “It’s time for you to face the Jedi Council. Once we’re through here, we’ll be 

heading for Yavin IV and the academy, even if that lands me into trouble.”
Daykin suppressed the wave of excitement that rose in him, when he heard this. Him, going to Yavin? That 

was unexpected and almost impossible to consider! Since Leger had started to teach him the ways of the Jedi, to 
achieve enough progress for his master  to take him to Yavin had been something he could only dream of. But 
something Leger had just said brought him back to reality.

“Trouble?” he asked. “Why would you get into trouble?”
“I told you that you were a little old,” said Leger. “Without Swansea, I wouldn’t have accepted to teach you. 

Master Skywalker prefers to train young minds, now. Besides, I trained you alone, without consulting the others. This 
is not something Master Luke likes.”

“Why is that?” asked Daykin.
The way Leger spoke of his master, Daykin had built an image of an open minded man, with a kind heart, 

even if his understanding of the Force was sometimes setting him apart from the others. It was surprising that he 
would now be described as someone using so much authority.

“Master Luke disapproves of rash action,” said Leger. “He doesn’t like the Jedi to go in risky ways without 
consulting anyone. He has lost too many students that way, so he has grown careful.”

“I understand, Master,” said Daykin. “So, do you think they will accept me?”
“When they will see your progress and potential, I don’t doubt it for a second,” said Leger. “But I’m in for a 

lecture, I guess.”
Daykin had a discrete smile, both for the funny tone of his Master and the compliment he had just received. 

He was glad his master was pleased with his progress. 

Being a Jedi was something Daykin yearned for since he had met with Leger.  His knowledge of the Force 
was older than his encounter with Leger, since Swansea, the old recluse, had shown him so much before Leger had 
found them. But the ways of the Jedi were more fascinating for him than the ways of the Force. It  had been a 
completely new world opening to him, when the Leger had started to teach him the ways of the Order.

Daykin had been what you could call a refugee for most of his life. His family was originally from Corellia, but 
some very shady events had forced his father to move his familiy out of Coronet, as Daykin was only a few years old. 
He barely remembered the towering capital of the great planet, now. He had always known the distant Tatooine as his 
home, after his father and mother had established themselves in Mos Espa. There he had grown, learning how to 
survive and avoid trouble in a dangerous environment. Until his parents had died in a speeder crash, leaving him sole 
survivor of the disaster.

If not for Swansea, an old woman living alone in the far outskirts of Mos Espa, Daykin would probably have 
been sold as a slave. But the woman had taken him in, when he was something like six years old. She had taught him 
how to be strong without his parents, how to rely on his wits and will to overcome obstacles, and how to listen to the 
voice of the Force to lead his actions. Where she had gotten her knowledge of the Force, Daykin didn’t know. All he 
knew was that he had been told legends and tales about the Force and the Jedi, while she was tucking him safely in 
bad. 

She had been a mother to him for all these years, until he reached the age of fourteen. Swansea fell ill, age 
having caught up with her. She was haunted by the thought of leaving Daykin alone, when their path had crossed with 
Leger’s. Leger wasn’t on the lookout for an apprentice. He was there investigating some spice smuggling operation. 
But he had been drawn to them by a stir in the Force, as he had told the recluse. He had been drawn to them by 
Daykin. Swansea had begged Leger to take Daykin under his wing, because she knew that the Jedi could protect her 
ward and help him fulfil his destiny, for whatever it meant.



Leger had been reluctant, but he had finally agreed, and Swansea passed away, finally joining the Force in 
peace. From that moment until now, Leger had been Daykin’s Master.

Daykin had had a real hard time figuring out his Master. He was a discrete, kind man, more interested in 
Daykin’s own growth than in showing off his skills as a Jedi knight. But after long hours and nights of discussion, 
Daykin had finally learned enough about his master, and he had learned an impressive truth: Leger Tcha was Luke 
Skywalker’s pupil. Of course, one could say this about the entire generation of Jedi knights that was now walking the 
galaxy. But Leger’s relationship with Master Skywalker had been slightly closer than for most of the Yavin Jedi. From 
what Leger had told Daykin, when the Master of the Jedi Order had decided to re-establish a ruling council of Jedi, he 
had also re-established a personal relationship between master and apprentice. While most of his apprentices had 
chosen to educate young Padawans, Luke had chosen to study on a more informal mode with Leger, the both of 
them further sharpening their skill in the Force. Leger had told Daykin that it had been both to help Luke to take a little 
break from the pressure of leading the Order and to help Leger gain the confidence he lacked to train an apprentice of 
his own.

Leger hadn’t been the most powerful or the most skilled student of the Jedy Academy’s first generation. He 
had been recruited  in the second draft  of  students.  And he had long stayed in  the shadow of  more prominent 
students, such as Kyp Durron or Kam Solusar, his friends. Kyp was one of the most impressive Jedi the Galaxy had 
ever seen, even after his passage through darkness. Kam was a kind man, who had become the second teacher of 
the Academy, after Master Skywalker. Leger wasn’t as powerful as Kyp or as wise as Kam, but he was honest. He 
was a dedicated learner and a very elegant fighter. Luke had found a perfect pupil to guide on a personal level. Of 
course, it hadn’t been aimed at making Leger a Knight. Leger had gone through enough training to be a knight. But he 
and his master had explored the Force and their understanding of the Force on a deeper level, allowing Leger, upon 
his departure from Yavin, to be considered a Jedi Master.

Leger was subject to wanderlust. He liked to travel and visit places that no one or very few had seen. This 
lust sometimes entered in conflict with his jedi duties, but he had always managed to handle both. His wanderings 
were called following the Force. He was never planning ahead, following the Force’s calls and embracing whatever 
path it sent his way.

Daykin had been on that path,  and he considered himself  lucky. Leger had been a kind mentor,  always 
attentive and supportive. Leger wasn’t what you could call a weak man. He was just a peaceful nature. He was gifted 
at making friends, in whatever place he visited. Even in the remote parts of the Outer Rim, he had a few people that 
knew him and appreciated him enough to lend him a hand, whenever the need arose. But there was a place that 
Daykin had never visited with Leger, despite many friends of his living there. It was the Yavin Academy.

It had been the most difficult part of Leger’s past to discover, for Daykin. Leger’s relationship with the Yavin 
Order  had been distant  at  best,  during his time with Daykin.  He hadn’t  made contact with his  Master  in  years, 
because he felt that he needed to complete this journey without exterior help. He had explained Daykin that once you 
take an apprentice, many ways are opent to you. And on Yavin, it would have been too difficult to stick to the direction 
he wanted to give to Daykin’s instruction, because his friends would have offered to help. He didn’t refuse help out of 
pride or out of spite. He just wanted to prove himself as a Master. When he would have considered his work with 
Daykin over, he would put his teaching skills to the test and bring Daykin before the Council, to ensure they would 
accept his pupil.

Sometimes Daykin wondered if his Master wasn’t taking a huge chance by training him on his own like that. 
But Leger’s nature did a lot to reassure him. The way his master had taught about the Force, warning him about 
selfish uses of it, or malevolent paths of the Dark Side, telling him to keep his passions under control, to express them 
without the Force, to make sure his path never strayed from the peaceful way a Jedi was supposed to act, he couldn’t  
doubt the truth of what he had learned. He trusted Leger.

And yet  Yavin echoed in his mind like a thing to wish for. To see the Jedi Academy would be absolutely 
fabulous. He tore himself from these thoughts. He had to focus on the present, as Leger had taught him to.

As he was centering his mind again on the task at hand, Daykin felt a sudden shift in the atmosphere.
“Master?” he asked, through the comlink.
“Yes, I felt it, too,” said Leger. “Something’s coming.”
It had been a slight disturbance in the Force. Something was moving close, causing the force to react. What 

was this? Daykin gripped his lightsaber, suddenly convinced that there was a threat. The temple suddenly shook 
slightly, as echoes in the distance broke the silence of the night. There was something in the middle of the ruins! Light 
suddenly exploded, as spot lights were suddenly lit up there. Daykin looked above and saw three holes in the walls 
that could help him. He took a deep breath, drew from the Force and leaped to the first one. He bounced from it to the 
second, and his third jump led him on the top of the stone walls.



In the distance he could see the lights of what looked like a platform. A secret landing pad! Smugglers? It 
took nerves to settle in the middle of a place like this. Something was really wrong here. Able to see without his lamp, 
Daykin put it off and hanged it on his belt. He silently headed toward the landing pad, to see what was going on, 
there.

There was a ship on the platform. Daykin had never seen such a design, before. It was all in curves. It was a 
little troubling. In this region of space, only familiar races of colonists dared to come or to settle.

But before he could move to investigate further, he felt something else. No, not something… someone! It 
wasn’t something he had ever felt before. So much… hate! This was like a wound in the weft of the Force.

“Master,” Daykin called through his com. “There is someone here!”
“I’ve felt it,” said Leger.
The tone of his voice was enough to convince Daykin that this was really serious.
“What is that feeling?” he asked.
“The Dark Side of the Force,” said Leger. “We have an enemy in these ruins.”
“I’m coming to join you,” said Daykin.
He started to run on the walls’ top, focusing on the presence of his Master. The dark presence was moving 

closer. And suddenly, hate exploded at the surface of his perceptions, forcing him to pause to clear his mind. He 
grabbed his comlink.

“Master?” he called.
No response.
“Master?” he repeated.
Nothing. The hate he could feel from the presence was only increasing and pure fury was now flaring in the 

Force near him. The presence was fighting! And his Master’s aura was focused on the Force like rarely before. Leger 
was attacked.

Daykin ran faster, leaping over the alleys of the Necropolis. He almost missed one of his receptions, but 
caught back his balance. His heart started to feel fright for the danger he was in, now. He just hoped Leger was 
alright.

He closed in, feeling his master’s presence more clearly. And he stopped on the top of one wall, standing 
over one open alley, which was going deep. The scene taking place below was stunning.

Leger was fighting with his lightsaber, his opponent a black figure, with a pale skin and dark red hair. And he 
wielded  a  lightsaber  as  well.  The  red  light  of  its  blade  was  frightening,  as  if  the  weapon  was  exuding  such 
malevolence that Daykin could feel it. This man was pure evil. Leger’s golden blade was blocking the strokes of his 
assailant. And Daykin could see the concentration on his master’s face. The dark man jumped and bounced against 
the closest wall and plunged on Leger. But the Jedi had moved before his attacker could reach his goal. Taking his 
distances, Leger took back his guard and waited for the next assault. When the assalliant attacked, Leger raised a 
hand to repulse him with the Force. The enemy was thrown against the wall, but his fury suddenly exploded, sending 
a shockwave around, that pushed Leger back. The man in dark robes got back to his feet and charged.

Leger  met  his  assault  with  determination,  and countered  all  his  moves,  looking  for  a  way  to  break  the 
opponent’s defence, like he had taught Daykin to do so many times. The exchange lasted for long minutes, each side 
trying to surprise the other, but none really getting an edge. Daykin could feel something in his mind, like a buzzing 
sounding, shrouding his conscious mind, blurring his perception of the Force. He realised that it was coming from the 
dark man, when Leger managed to link a parry with a kick right in his opponent’s jaw, pushing him. Daykin’s mind 
cleared suddenly, and he activated his weapon, ready to fight beside his master. The dark man ran to meet Leger 
again and they started something that looked like a deadly dance, their blades lighting the darkness of the ruins 
around them. The silence was only broken by the humming and clashing of the lightsabers and Daykin’s breathing.

The dance lasted for  a  moment,  the two blades swinging and hitting each other  so quickly  that  Daykin 
sometimes lost sight of them. The sand was dancing around the duellists. Daykin was looking for an opening, so he 
would be able to join his master without blocking his moves. But it never came.

Suddenly, the dark silhouette made slight wave of hand and a stone flew from the wall, to speed at Leger. 
The Jedi dodged it and destroyed the next one with his blade, countering the nest assault of the enemy. The dance 
resumed and they once more tried to break each other guards, but when another wave of stones came from the 
walls, Leger missed one that came to hit him in one of his knees. Leger didn’t fall, but it slowed him enough… the 
dark man struck with a triumphant shout.

The image seemed to freeze in Daykin’s mind. He could see the burning blade bite into Leger’s chest, and his 
master fall on the ground, all of this seemed to happen very, very slowly. Leger rolled on the ground, sending dust 
and sand flying in the air.

“Master!!!” screamed Daykin.



The dark silhouette suddenly waved a hand in Daykin’s direction and Daykin plunged from the top of the wall 
just in time to duck a bolt of lightning. The pillar next to the spot he had been standing in exploded and Daykin rolled 
on the ground, got back on his feet quickly, to run for cover, somewhere in the shadows.

His heart was pounding furiously in his chest. He was trying to fight the waves of terror he was feeling as he 
was trying to hide, to escape the deadly presence of the assassin. He was losing all his control.

Try to focus, he told himself. Fear is the path to… Fear… Master!!!
“You’re right to hide,” shouted a voice in the distance. “You’re very lucky, in a way, pathetic fool! I’ve spared 

you the shame of being taught in ways of weakness by a wimp! If I wasn’t due somewhere else, I would show you 
what we can do!”

We… there were others like him! Suddenly Daykin’s mind came to a full stop and started to function again. 
Fear receded. He could draw in the Force to feel the dark presence move away from him. Slowly, he made his way 
back to the spot where Leger had fallen. Maybe…

When he emerged in the open alley, he saw that his hopes were futile. Leger was lying there. Daykin rushed 
to his side.

“Master,” he begged. “Don’t leave me! Master!”
And Leger reacted. His lips started to move. Daykin leant closer to hear what he was saying.
“You’re not weak, Daykin… He cannot see… Don’t give into fear,” said the dying Jedi, before to let out a last 

sigh. “You must warn the others… Yavin… go to Yavin… the Sith…”
And his eyes closed. His body suddenly went limp. Daykin could have cried. But sadness was overcome by 

something else. His eyes suddenly hardened. He slowly stood up, dropped his cape, and seized his lightsaber again.
“I’m not weak,” he whispered.
And then he started to run. His mind was joining with the Force. The ruins around him suddenly seemed to 

blur. And seconds later, he emerged in the landing pad he had seen earlier. Only the strange shuttle was already 
taking off, speeding up in the sky. Daykin followed it with the eyes, as it was disappearing in the night sky.

Movement on his right warned him. His lightsaber moved almost without a conscious thought. His blade 
deflected a bolt from a fire weapon. This was no ordinary blaster. The shot went to hit a wall nearby, taking a chunk of 
stone from it. Daykin saw an alien with a dark blue skin. In fact, his instincts, connected to the Force, showed him that  
there were six of them. He could see their guns and that they were about to fire.

He leapt just at the second one of the creatures pulled the trigger. His jump led him just next to one of the 
enemies. Daykin felt rage invade him for the death of Leger. His lightsaber went to find the neck of the creature, 
beheading it in a second. He turned swiftly to dodge another shot and to counter one with his lightsaber. His blue 
blade was flashing furiously. He had weighed his move and the bolt of energy went to hit back the shooter, killing him 
on the spot. Daykin ran to another of his opponents and cut him in two, without any hesitation. His lightsaber found 
another one, and the creature fell on the floor, holding its severed arm with a cry of pain. Without blinking, Daykin 
made its head fly across the landing pad. The last one tried to shoot Daykin down, but Daykin blocked all his shots. 
He suddenly sent his lightsaber spinning across the air and the blade found its target. The blue alien fell on the floor, 
without a shout. Daykin summoned back his weapon with the Force and looked around him. The rage of battle was 
leaving him.

And horror caught up with him.
What have I done? he thought, falling on his knees.
He was terrified. Anger had been so quick to join him in battle. And… Leger…
Slowly, feeling numb, Daykin got back on his feet and went back to the place where his master was lying 

dead. He sat next to him, tears starting to come to his eyes.
“And now, what am I going to do, Master?” he asked softly, brushing sand out of his master’s hair. “How can I 

carry on without you? How can I go on alone?”
You must warn the others… Yavin… go to Yavin… the Sith…
The words of his master echoed in his mind.  Maybe Leger was right.  Maybe he wasn’t  as alone as he 

thought. Yavin IV. The Jedi Academy... The Jedi had to be warned of this. If Leger had been right. If this dark man 
was indeed a Sith, then the whole Republic was in danger. If the Sith were back, then nobody was safe. 

In Daykin’s heart, a resolve crystallized into a decision.
Yes, he would go to Yavin. But not alone.
Again, fighting the tears, Daykin lifted his master in his arms and headed for the exit of the ruins, to reach the 

speeder.



The certainty that  she was alone in her bed woke Mara Jade up. She rolled on herself  to find that her 
husband wasn’t here. She got quickly out of bed and passed a night robe before to try and find him with the Force.

He was on the terrace of their apartment. She could feel his trouble, his uneasiness. Something really grave 
was bothering him. She didn’t think twice and went to find him.

When she joined him on the terrace, she saw him, standing there, his hands on the stone balcony. The way 
his shoulders slumped, the way he stood was enough to tell Mara that he was feeling something really terrible. She 
refrained the urge to rush to his side. Instead, she walked and slowly wrapped her arms around his waist.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.
He stayed silent. She wondered for a moment, if he would shut her out of his trouble, as he sometimes did, to 

spare her.
“Luke?” she asked.
“Someone’s dead,” said Luke, sadly.
Mara let go of him and went to face him. The Jedi Master Luke Skywalker, leader of the Jedi Order, was 

looking haunted by something.
“Dead? How can you know?” she asked.
“I felt it,” said Luke. “It’s someone close, but I don’t know who. I’ve reached Coruscant. Leia is fine and the 

rest of the family as well. I didn’t say anything to her. I didn’t want to worry her.”
“Who could it be, then?” asked Mara.
“I can’t say,” said Luke. “But there is something wrong. I can feel it. There is trouble ahead of us.”
Mara could sense the stress and tension in her husband’s voice. Luke had been under a lot of pressure, 

these last months. Finally, after years of debate and struggles with the Senate and the High Council of the Republic, 
he had managed to re-establish the Jedi Council, easing his shoulders of the burden of the leadership of the Order. 
Now he wasn’t alone anymore to lead the Jedi, something he had never liked or wanted.

To reform the Jedi Order had been a necessity. Luke had done it because he had to, and because he was 
the one able to do it. But Luke had never been seeking fame or control. He only wanted to pass on the knowledge he 
had been the last to possess. Now, there was a Council to deal with the Jedi business. Mara knew that Luke wished 
to resume teaching, now. But there had been many tensions, especially around Kyp.

To appoint Kyp Durron on the Jedi Council had caused uproar in the Senate. The memories of the deeds of 
Kyp when he was under Exar Kun’s dominion had left many scars in the mind of many people. But Luke had been 
adamant. Kyp’s experience of the Dark Side had been a huge shock to him and now he was one of the wisest aides 
of Luke. Finally, Luke had enforced his decision.

But the tension hadn’t worn off, yet. And now, there was this death. Mara knew that her husband was rarely 
wrong about his foreseeing. So someone was dead, and that would soon, bring trouble.

She turned to the sky. The gas giant Yavin was lighting the sky like a dying sun. Night almost never existed 
on Yavin IV. She had grown used to it. There were stormy clouds coming from the horizon. Soon the Academy would 
be under a heavy rain.

“A storm is coming,” said Luke.
Mara nodded. She knew he didn’t mean that only for Yavin. Now that he had voiced his feelings, she could 

feel the signs as well. There had been a death somewhere and now, someone was heading toward them. In fact, 
many people would soon converge on the Academy. Mara just hoped that the Jedi were ready for what was coming, 
now.

“Come on, Luke, let’s not stay outside,” she said, taking his arm softly.
Luke didn’t fight her pull and followed her inside. Mara only hoped things wouldn’t get too dangerous. The 

Republic had had enough trouble, in her opinion. They deserved a little peace. They had enough to deal with, at the 



moment, thanks to the young apprentices that were now living in Yavin Academy. Mara hoped they wouldn’t  be 
plunged into turmoil. The Jedi weren’t ready for another war.

Laina could feel the presence of Tharn when he stepped inside the main bridge. The way he walked, the 
feeling of his aura, all pointed at the fact he was clearly pleased with himself. And this was something Laina didn’t like 
that much. Tharn was way too overconfident.

The pale skinned Sith Lord came to kneel in front of the Throne.
“My Master,” he said. “I’ve made the first move against the enemy.”
“The Enemy?” said Laina. “What kind of enemy are you talking about?”
“The Jedi, Lady Laina,” said Tharn, with a fierce smile.
Silence fell on the bridge.
“The Jedi?” hissed Laina. “It cannot be. The Jedi are extinct.”
“Apparently not,” said Tharn. “I met one of them and his weak apprentice on the landing field of Vanturia.”
Everyone turned to the throne. Laina waited for the reaction of her Master. Lord Blade slowly rose from his 

seat and walked to Tharn.
“You are certain he was a Jedi?” he asked.
“He certainly acted like one,” said Tharn. “Using the Force and wielding a lightsaber. But he wasn’t very 

impressive. I killed him very easily.”
“Killed him? Did you leave any trace?” asked Laina, before to be silenced by a look from Lord Blade.
“So you killed him,” said Lord Blade. “Was there any witness?”
“The Jedi had an apprentice,” said Tharn. “But he hid, and I had no time to search for him, if I didn’t want to 

leave a trail for other enemies.”
“And so the apprentice will have all the leisure to warn his friends of our coming,” said Laina. “You definitely 

show no common sense at all.”
“Easy, Laina,” said Lord Blade, raising a hand.
“How can you question my decisions?” snapped Tharn in her direction. “I’ve killed a Jedi. I wonder what gives 

you the right to criticize me.”
Laina had moved in a second, and her blade was on his throat before he could even react. Her cold eyes 

gazed at him.
“This gives me the right, Tharn,” she said. “I’m stronger than you, and I have always been. Never forget who 

you’re talking to.”
“Yes, Lady Laina,” said Tharn, swallowing carefully.
Laina switched off her lightsaber, and went to take her place back behind Lord Blade. Some clapping sound 

echoed from the other side of the room. Slowly emerging from the Shadows, Lady Neeris appeared and took a long 
look at  the scene.  Her  perfect  figure  was almost  lost  in  the darkness of  the room,  but  she was still  striking  in 
appearance. Beautiful and cold as ice.

“Still as impressive as ever, Laina,” she said. “Yet, I don’t think there is so much to blame. Killing a Jedi is 
hardly a crime.”

“I do not blame the killing, My Lady,” said Laina, stiffly. “I do blame the recklessness. An apprentice would 
have been easy to deal with, if Tharn had just taken out a Jedi. And he should have killed him. Now our enemies will 
be warned of our coming in this sector.”



Tharn seemed to accept the nuance.
“I’m sorry if I lacked judgement,” he said. “I think the men I left there were going after him. He is probably 

dead by now.”
“Anyway, I don’t think this could be a real threat,” said Lord Blade.
“The Jedi?  Not  a threat?”  said  Neeris.  “You have grown very  confident,  my dear  Lord.  The Jedi  are  a 

menace.”
“If there are Jedi left, it means that somehow, the Empire we have come to claim is very different than the one 

I knew,” said Lord Blade. “And as such, we will find enemies on our way, whatever happens. Besides, it could be 
helping that the Jedi start to fear us, if Tharn struck down one of them so easily.”

He looked down at Tharn.
“But you will not be forgiven this mistake so easily, my young apprentice,” he said.
Lightning shot out of his hand and sent Tharn flying across the room. He landed brutally on the black metallic 

floor and refrained a grunt. No one screamed in protest for a punishment. Lord Blade didn’t add anything.
“Someone else will go in the next scout mission,” he said. “We need information on what is going on in the 

Empire.”
He turned to Laina.
“Who would you suggest?” he asked.
“Serra, My Lord,” said Laina. “She’s really crafty and able.”
“I do agree on that,” said Neeris. “She’s very promising.”
“It  is  decided,  then,”  said  Lord Blade.  “Laina,  you will  inform Serra  of  her  assignment.  We seem to be 

stepping into a different place than I expected. Since we’ve entered the range of Imperial Networks, I’ve sent coded 
transmissions to Coruscant and Wayland. I had no response at all. Something happened that we hadn’t foreseen. I 
fear that the disturbance I felt in the Force years ago was maybe the disappearance of Lord Sidious.”

“So your precious Master would be dead?” said Neeris. “That is very instructive on his powers if he manages 
to die in an Empire freed from the plague of the Jedi.”

“I don’t think that’s this easy,” said Lord Blade. “It may be Vader’s doing.”
“Vader?” said Neeris.
“Darth Vader,” said Laina. “The Emperor’s first apprentice.”
“Actually, Vader was Lord Sidious’ third apprentice, but that’s not the point,” said Lord Blade. “He was very 

powerful, and I knew he planned, sooner or later to take over. Maybe we will have to face him after all. But that would 
be surprising that Vader endured the return of Jedi in the empire. This situation will require caution.”

Silence fell again on the Bridge.
“And if the Jedi have overthrown the Empire?” said Laina.
“Then we will crush them,” said Lord Blade, calmly. “There is no Jedi that can stop us.”

Next:   The Lost Apprentice.  



Chapter Two: The Lost Apprentice

“I still don’t understand where the problem is,” said Daykin, trying his best no to lose his patience.

The  Cantina  was  buzzing  with  activity.  Like  many  lost 
planets  of  the Frontier,  Vanturia  hosted a few discrete 
astroports, used by adventurous entrepreneurs and some 
smugglers, of course. And the Cantina provided shelter 
for all kind of people during the heat of the day. The place 
was  swarming  with  transporters,  mechanics  and 
crewmen, most of them involved in at least one or two 
various  illegal  businesses.  They  were  all  in  search  for 
business opportunities, or simply a little relaxing time. But 
Daykin didn’t seek either of this. He wanted a transport. 
And he had neither the time nor the will to check on the 

people’s reference. This Captain Bershot would be a spice dealer that he wouldn’t care at all. All he knew was that 
Bershot was honest in this negotiation.

The Alien was quite a sight, to be honest. Short but wide in shoulders, Bershot looked like a living and talking 
pile of stones. And that a pile of stones could express emotion was a miracle in itself, but it seemed that for the 
moment, Bershot was getting annoyed.

The reason for this was the second alien at the table, a being full of tentacles. He was the problem, in fact. He 
seemed reluctant to the deal.

“I still wonder what could be in that crate,” said the alien, through a crystalline translator. “You could very well 
be hiding what’s inside of it, behind this burial story.”

“I don’t see why he would lie about this,” said Bershot, apparently frowning. “Besides, I’ve transported illegal 
stuff in a less subtle way, and in Republican Sector. You know that, Low.”

“But…”
“This deal is acceptable, and you know it, Low,” said Bershot
Daykin felt something odd was going on and so he reached out with the Force and felt the motives behind the 

words of the alien. Bershot was the original owner of the ship Daykin was trying to rent. But at some point and thanks 
to a bad luck in business, Low had managed to get his tentacles on it. And now this deal was enough to cover the 
debt of the stone skinned alien, and after this contract, Bershot would get his ship’s property back, which Low didn’t 
want, of course, since he had made a rather good profit out of its business.

Daykin decided that the situation needed some tip up.
And so the next sentence he said was followed by a slight wave of hand, and a discrete draw from the Force.
“This payment will do fine after all,” said Low, right after Daykin.
“Huh?”
Bershot was surprised, and that was underestimating his reaction.
“I will sign the resolution of our debt as soon as I get this payment,” added Low, still under Daykin’s guidance.
Soon after, Daykin was paying his last credits to Low and Bershot, humming joyfully, made the alien validate 

the fact  that  he was getting back his  ship’s  property.  Rather  disgruntled,  Low left  the Cantina very quickly,  still 
wondering how he could have accepted that deal. Bershot put the papers back in one pocket of his belt and turned to 
Daykin.

“I’m sorry about your friend’s death,” he said. “But I must admit that this little just makes my lucky day.”
“Well that was arranged luck,” said a voice behind them.
Daykin turned to see an alien woman sitting behind them. She had dark blue skin and clearer hair, almost 

white. Her outlook was stunning. Bershot acted casually at the interruption.
“Why would this be arranged, Ann?” he said.
“He forced Low to accept,” said the blue woman. “He used something on him.”
“Something?” said Bershot, turning to Daykin.
“I thought you needed a little help, here,” said Daykin, shrugging. “I only convinced Low to surrender to the 

inevitable. He would have been forced to give this ship back to you sooner or later.”
“The move of hand was very familiar,” said Ann. “You’re a Jedi, or something?”
“Apprentice,” said Daykin.
“You mean you did that?” said Bershot, reaching for the paper and waving it under Daykin’s nose.
“Just a little,” said the young man.



“I’ll tell you something,” said Bershot, exploding in a cavernous laughter. “I’ll use what we need of the fee to 
get you anywhere you want and you get the rest of your credits back. So, now that we’re between good friends, is this 
really a corpse in that crate?”

“Yes,” said Daykin, sadly.
“And to what remote place are we headed?” asked Ann.
“Yavin IV,” said Daykin. “The Jedi Academy.”
“Should be interesting,” said Bershot. “Never seen this place before. When are we leaving?”
“As soon as possible,” said Daykin. “This is why I needed your transport, instead of waiting for the Republican 

regular liner.”
“Alright,” said Bershot. “You meet us at hanger B-27 as soon as you’re ready. The minute you’re aboard, 

we’re off the planet. It will be a nice change to see civilized space.”
“I will only remain civilized until you reach it, Bershot,” said Ann, with a mocking smile.
“Yes, sure,” said Bershot, starting to laugh again.
Daykin only had a sad smile. He was too depressed to really enjoy the joke, but he liked the attitude of those 

two. But again, his thoughts drifted away from the Cantina and toward Leger. Once again the image of his master 
falling in the dust of the Necropolis filled him with rage and sadness. He fought to suppress them. He had to be 
careful. He remembered the words of Leger on these emotions. Fear, despair, anger… If they weren’t controlled, they 
could lead you to your destruction.

They were a path to the Dark Side.

The only thing that got Daykin out of his apathy was the sight of the transport, when he reached Hangar B-27. 
It was difficult to figure out what the original model was. What kind of ship looked like that? The outline of the hull was 
indistinct, lost below the extra gun turrets and the shields generators. It was a ship that had clearly seen quite a 
respectable amount of fighting, given the traces of impact on the visible hull.

Bershot was standing next to him, sighing proudly.
“Go on and say it,” he said. “She’s a piece of Junk, right?” he added.
“In fact, I was more thinking that you seem to have quite an active life,” said Daykin with a smile. “She seems 

pretty effective, but I could wonder if you’re really honest people with an arsenal like that on the ship.”
“This is a dangerous galaxy,” said Bershot as an explanation.
“It’s even more dangerous, when you manage your ship like you do, Captain,” said a voice coming from the 

hull. “When you go at everybody’s nerves, it’s logical that you need to have protection from everybody.”
“Gimme a break, Meg,” said Bershot, bending under the hull to yell into a hole in there. “You like trouble as 

much as I do.”
A furry  head appeared  upside  down from the hole.  It  was  a curious mix  between a feline  head and a 

marsupial.  Daykin had heard of this species. With the Wookies and the Verpine, the Zenidi were known as being the 
best mechanics you could find in the whole Galaxy.

“I didn’t say the contrary,” said the creature. “I just explain to our guest that the shape of the Starlight is plain 
logical.”

The creature seemed to drop on the ground and quickly crawled from below the ship. When it stood up, 
Daykin saw that it was standing almost as high as a wookie, its tail whipping the air slowly.

“Daykin Elessian, this is Megenrod, our mechanic,” said Bershot. “I don’t know anyone that can fix my ship 
the way he does.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Megenrod.
“Same here,” said Daykin.
“Okay, we’re loading your friend, right now,” said Bershot, nodding his head to the astroports droids that were 

lifting the crate inside the cargo hold of the ship.
Megenrod followed the crate with the eyes.
“Mourning? I’m sorry for you,” he said. “Who was this?”
“My Master,” said Daykin, on an absent tone.
“Master?” said Megenrod.
“Our friend is a Jedi,” said Bershot.
“Only an apprentice,” said Daykin.
“Jedi, huh? Interesting,” commented Megenrod. “Well, I’d better start the engines up, or this flying saucepan 

will never leave this planet.”
“How many times do I have to tell you, Meg,” said Bershot, frowning. “I’m the only one who can speak ill of 

this ship! You pay respect to your source of income.”



“As if I was getting decently paid with that trash,” said Megenrod, on a teasing tone, before to disappear in the 
ship.

“Zenidi,” said Bershot. “They think they’re the funniest race of the galaxy. If you wish to get aboard, we will 
take off immediately.”

Daykin nodded to the alien and followed him inside. The inside of the ship was cleaner than the outside, but it 
seemed that the whole thing was meant to look in complete chaos. Daykin was led to his quarters, and then Bershot 
headed to the cockpit.

Daykin didn’t feel like staying in this small room. Instead, he went to the cargo hold, as the ship was starting 
to vibrate from the take off manoeuvres. Daykin reached the hold when the Starlight tore itself from Vanturia’s surface 
and jumped into the sky, its booster lighting the sunset. Daykin quickly sent a look outside the window. The night sky 
of the planet turned into stars beyond anyone’s sight. They were in space. The sub light engines started and the ship 
plunged into the infinite ocean of stars, while the crew was calculating the coordinates for the hyperspace jump.

Daykin turned his attention back to the crate. He opened it and looked at Leger’s face. The corpse was 
preserved by an energy field. It had cost Daykin most of the credits he had saved up to now. But his master deserved 
a funeral on Yavin. Daykin took his master’s lightsaber. He stroked the metal hilt with a sad tenderness.

“What am I going to do without you, Master?” he asked to the silence of the cargo hold.
He shook his head and put the lightsaber back in the crate, covering the deep wound on his chest. No one 

was ready to face creatures like Leger’s murderer. The Jedi would have to be very careful, now that this enemy had 
revealed himself. Daykin sighed and closed the crate.

“What could possibly kill a Jedi?” asked a voice behind him.
Daykin turned to find himself facing Ann. She had seen the wound, she had seen the lightsaber. She looked a 

little shocked.
“An enemy,” said Daykin. “This is a very grave threat. You’ve been very helpful to me. You and your captain 

really should find someplace safe. I think rough times are ahead.”
“You’re in pain,” said Ann, sadly. “I can feel it.”
“Feel?” said Daykin.
“My people are empath at birth,” said Ann, walking to join him in the middle of the hold. “I can feel people’s 

emotions around me. You’re holding back the pain. It won’t do you any good.”
“I have to be strong,” said Daykin. “My Master wouldn’t want me to weep like a child.”
“The children are the wisest of all, since they don’t hold back their feelings,” said Ann. “I heard Jedi need to 

see beyond their feelings, to find peace. But to contain the pain will not help you.”
Daykin felt himself react to these words. It was as if she was speaking to his heart. Slowly, she put a hand on 

his shoulder and closed her eyes.
“Don’t hold it,” she said.
And she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. And the contact was enough for Daykin to suddenly break 

down. He started to cry on her shoulder. It was madness. He had met her only hours before and he felt like he could 
confide in her to share his pain. Maybe her species had this gift. But somehow, Daykin felt he couldn’t fight the flow of 
tears, now.

He felt so lost that he doubted that, without Leger, his path would ever be safe again.

“Obi-Wan!”
Lost in the jungle... Could things ever get better than this? The jungle was as thick as ever. Nomi heaved a 

sigh. She almost had to struggle for every step. Why in blazes did he need to go that deep in that blasted Jungle? It 
was always the same. And Nomi was starting to lose her patience, each time she was sent to look for Obi-Wan. 



Maybe it was some kind of test. Her mother knew far too well the ways of her children and it was more than likely that 
she was sending Nomi on purpose, to see how well she could handle it.

“Obi-Wan!” she called again.
It was no use trying to use the Force to pick up a trace of the little boy. The mental presence of her brother 

was elusive whenever  he wanted it  to be.  Nomi was still  amazed by the way her brother could disappear from 
anyone, this kind of gift being very rare. Except for their parents, no one could find Obi-Wan if he didn’t wish to be 
found.

“Please, Obi-Wan,” she moaned. “Don’t make me turn this jungle upside down for you.”
And suddenly she found a mark.  There was a clearing nearby.  Something she knew was there.  And of 

course, she should have known that it had been there all along. She really needed to focus. If she wasn’t focused 
enough to find her way to a familiar  place in the jungle,  it  was a miracle Master Annyah did let her train with a 
lightsaber. Shaking her head in annoyance, she entered the clearing. And no mistake, he was there, like always. He 
always came here to meditate.

Floating in the air, in a sitting position, rocks levitating around him, Obi-Wan Skywalker had his eyes closed. 
He may be pretending that he hadn’t noticed her presence, Nomi knew better. She had never been able to sneak up 
on him.  And the smile he was trying to contain was revealing enough.  So Nomi walked casually  until  she was 
standing right in front of her adoptive brother.

“Obi-Wan,” she said patiently, on the tone her mother used to tell her little son it was time to quite playing 
around.

Obi-Wan slowly got back to the ground, but the rocks around him didn’t. They fell brutally and Nomi had to 
make slight jump to avoid one of them to fall on her foot.

“Hey!” she protested. 
“Oops, sorry,” he said with sheepish smile, and opened his eyes.
“As if you haven’t done that on purpose,” she sighed.
“Me? You wanted something, sis?” asked Obi-Wan.
“Dinner’s ready,” said Nomi, tapping her foot and putting her hands on her hips, in an irritated pose.
“Am I late again?” asked Obi-Wan.
“Yes, and if I don’t get you back home, Mother will have both our butts cooked,” said Nomi.
“Alright,” said Obi-Wan, chuckling. “We’re going, we’re going.”
He got back on his feet and led the way for his sister. Nomi knew that he would find the fastest way to get 

back to the Jedi Temple. He, at least, could get the focus needed to engrave the way into his mind.
It was absolutely mind blowing to see how gifted Obi-Wan was with the Force. He was only nine years old but 

in a lot of ways, he was more advanced in his mastery of the Force that Nomi, by ten years older than him. He was 
even showing more potential than his cousins, even Anakin, the last of the Solo children, who was only fifteen. It 
didn’t come as a surprise, though, since Obi-Wan was still Luke Skywalker’s son. Many people saw Luke as the most 
powerful Jedi the Galaxy had ever seen. And his son was walking in his trails, his own powers reinforced by the 
talents of his mother Mara. Maybe the fact of being raised amongst Jedi was helping Obi-Wan to focus his gifts, and 
explained his power.

Nomi felt no jealousy toward her little brother. She was already happy to live on Yavin with a loving family. It 
hadn’t always been that way. A young Naboo refugee, Nomi had lost her family at the age of three. She had been 
taken care of by the leader of her community but he was a responsible man, not a loving one. So her life had been a 
hard  one until  she had  been taken to  dealings  on  Coruscant,  by  Geroon,  her  foster  care.  There  she  had  met 
newlywed Mara Jade Skywalker, who had just returned from her honeymoon. Luke was off on a mission for the Jedi 
Academy. Something in Nomi had drawn Mara to her. She had felt compelled to find the girl. And when she had, 
something had awakened her maternal instinct, and she had taken the young girl in. After a short negotiation with 
Geroon, Nomi had stayed with the Jedi. These had been the most exciting and happiest weeks of her life. And by the 
time Luke had returned from his mission, Mara had made up her mind. She wanted to take care of Nomi. Luke felt the 
same bond to Nomi as his wife. But he also felt something else. He felt her link to the Force, which could be trained, 
refined, and developed. Ironic that her name, which had been given to her as an homage to the legendary Nomi 
Sunrider, would be so fitting, since she was now a Jedi student. Of course she couldn’t hope to become as great a 
Jedi  as  her  homonymous,  but  the fate she had now was more  than enough for  her.  At  first  admitted  in  Yavin 
Academy, she had quickly been legally adopted by the Skywalkers. That was ten years ago. She had been joined by 
a little brother, Obi-Wan, less than a year after she had met Mara. But she had never felt excluded from her new 
family, even with the birth of Mara and Luke’s natural son. She had never felt the slightest ounce of jealousy toward 
Obi-Wan, except on one thing.

“I still understand how you can do that, microbe,” said Nomi, smiling. “How can you master all of this so 
quickly while I’m forced to do all my exercises over and over again?”

She ruffled her brother’s hair to soften her remark. Obi-Wan only shrugged.



“I don’t know,” he said. “It comes just like that.”
“I wish I was that lucky,” said Nomi with a grin.
“I heard master Annyah was very pleased by your progress,” said Obi-Wan. “With the way she snaps at every 

student, that is saying something, right?”
“Yes, I know,” said Nomi, smiling fondly like always when she was thinking of her Master. “But it’s kind of 

boring. Always the same thing all the time. I’ve got other things to do, after all…”
“Yeah, things like a tall guy with long hair, huh?” said Obi-Wan with a sly grin. “T’siarra is still chasing you?”
“I don’t think that is your business,” said Nomi, with a dreamy smile that couldn’t fool anyone.
“Sure,” said Obi-Wan, chuckling. “Does Mother know about this?”
“I don’t see why she would object to it,” said Nomi. “T’siarra is one of the best students of the Academy. He’s 

handsome, and he’s very strong…”
“Alright, I get the picture,” said Obi-Wan. “You should drop the subject, for now.”
“Why?” asked Nomi.
“Because T’siarra is right over there,” said Obi-Wan, smiling broadly.
Nomi jumped slightly and looked in the direction Obi-Wan was pointing to. And as they were walking out of 

the Jungle, she could see that the topic of their discussion, Jedi Apprentice T’siarra Dano, was walking toward them, 
with an open smile across his face. She had to restrain the warmth feeling that invade her as she saw the handsome 
young man walked toward her. She managed in not blushing too much, which was already quite a feat.

“Hey, the Skywalkers,” said T’siarra as a greeting. “How are you, Nomi?” he added with a different smile.
“Fine, T’siarra, thank you,” she said. “Any word of Anakin, yet?”
“No,” said T’siarra. “He’s not due to arrive until tomorrow. So, Obi-Wan, still practicing your magic tricks in the 

jungle? Do you know half the Academy thinks you’re dealing with superior powers there?”
“It’s nonsense,” said Obi-Wan. “I’m only training at the exercises Master Kyp gave me.”
“Oh, that I know,” said T’siarra with a chuckle. “But you have to understand that we’re all envying you, kid.”
“Well, I don’t think you should,” said Obi-Wan. “It’s still very delicate to train that way. I mean, I can’t risk to 

get trapped by the Dark Side like Kyp did. When he was, there has been a huge number of killed.”
“Obi-Wan, who told you about that?” asked Nomi, shocked by the way he talked about his master.
“Master Kyp,” said Obi-Wan. “He wants his mistake to be a lesson for me. So he spoke to me about this very 

openly.”
Nomi was surprised, but decided to drop the subject. To mention the destruction of an entire star system 

wasn’t really the kind of story you tell a nine years old boy, in her opinion. But Kyp had to know what he was doing, 
after all.

T’siarra walked them to the level of the Temple where the Skywalker lived. When they reached the right floor, 
T’siarra had courteous wave of hand for Nomi and Obi-Wan to precede him, greeted by a chuckle from the little boy.

When they reached the door, it slid open and Mara appeared. She was half frowning and half smiling.
“Well, it’s about time,” she said. “I was about to send Artoo looking for you. Is your little brother still smart 

enough to lose you in the jungle?”
“Aww… Mom,” moaned Nomi, mortified to be talked like that in front of T’siarra.
“Good evening, T’siarra,” said Mara, without paying any attention to her daughter’s wounded pride. “How 

goes your studies with the holocrons?”
“Very well, Master Mara,” said T’siarra, bowing respectfully. “Master Kirana says I shouldn’t spend so much 

time on the Jedi Legends, though. She says I should try to find new exercises, there.”
Mara smiled at this.
“You want to join us for dinner?” she asked.
“It would be great,” said T’siarra, bowing his head again.
Nomi fought the urge to jump around joyfully. She was hoping for this; but couldn’t dare to ask her mother in 

front of him! She caught a discrete wink from Mara as she entered the apartment followed by a delighted T’siarra.
Could life get even better?

Laina coldly wondered if things could get any worse than this. Since their return on the edge of Imperial 
Space, things had been going almost opposite as the way Lord Blade had planned. None of the messages the 
Ravager had sent had been heard,  apparently,  which meant  the old chains of  command were more than likely 
broken. This was completely incredible to imagine that the Empire could have disappeared just like that.

She wasn’t good at hiding her feelings in presence of her Master, and so she was certain he would question 
her about her worries very soon. And no mistake, he turned to her as soon as she took her place next to his throne.

“You’re troubled, my child,” he said.
“Yes, Master,” she admitted. “Nothing is going as planned. This is frustrating.”



“I can understand that feeling,” said Lord Blade. “But no matter how damaged the Empire is, it will not affect 
our plan. Our forces allow us to conquer this galaxy sector, if we’re cunning enough. And the Jedi will never be a 
match for the Dark Side of the Force.”

“But I still cannot understand how there still could be Jedi in this Galaxy,” said Laina. “Master Vader had killed 
them all.”

“Oh, far from it,” said Lord Blade. “The killing of the Jedi isn’t only Vader’s doing. I killed one or two survivors 
myself, but there has been a great hunt for Jedi in the days following the Empire’s establishment. I  think people 
referred to it as the Jedi Purge. And we weren’t certain that we had eliminated all of the remaining Jedi. Besides, 
there were the failed apprentices or the Force users who weren’t in the Order. Maybe they have turned to the Jedi 
ways to fight against Palpatine.”

Laina nodded.
“Of course, I wasn’t expecting the Jedi to be our first encounter,” said Lord Blade. “This could be a problem. 

But I think we can handle it. Do not worry, my young apprentice. Our allies and the Sith of Neeris will be an asset that 
the Jedi cannot counter.”

“If you think so, Master,” said Laina.
“Answers are coming,” said Lord Blade, with a cold smile.
As if answering to his foresight, the com channel buzzed, and a slight wave of hand activated the com-unit. 

Admiral Norda’s stern figure appeared in the holographic field.
“My Lord, Lady Serra is asking for contact,” said the Imperial admiral.
“Send her signal through, Admiral, and please inform Lady Neeris that we are receiving words from our spy,” 

said Blade.
“At once, My Lord,” said Norda, bowing his head.
The holo-field changed and Serra appeared inside of it, in a respectful kneeling position.
“I send word, my Master,” she said, her eyes to the ground.
“Greetings, Serra,” said Lord Blade. “I’m ready to hear what you have to say.”
At this moment, the doors of the throne room opened on Neeris and Lord Naad. The tall  Sith Lord was 

following his Mistress. He was still his first advisor, no matter the terms of the alliance with Lord Blade was. And 
Neeris couldn’t afford to lose his support.

“So, what news?” asked Neeris, stopping next to the Hologram.
“Lady Neeris, I’m afraid the situation is more complicated than we 

thought,” said Serra. “I’ve infiltrated the Ord Mantel Station and sneaked into 
their  databases.  The  Empire  as  we  know it  is  gone.  There  has  been  a 
Rebellion against the Emperor.”

“The Emperor knew about this movement,” said Lord Blade. “It was 
partly the reason of our mission on the Ravager.”

“Yes, My Lord,” said Serra. “But this Rebellion turned into a powerful 
Alliance that gathered enough forces to destroy both the Emperor and Lord 
Vader.”

“Both of them?” said Lord Blade. “How can this be?”
“They both died when the Alliance destroyed the Death Star over the 

forest moon of Endor,” said Serra. “Since then, the command chain of the 
Empire has been completely destroyed and the Rebels have repelled the 
Imperial  forces on a steady rate.  Now the two sides of  the conflict  have 
reached an agreement. The Empire is now an established territory, which 
coexists with a New Republic. But the Empire is only the shadow of what it 

once was.”
“Who rules over it?” asked Laina.
“A Council of Moffs,” said Serra. “But the holo-net keeps on saying that the Grand Admiral Pellaeon is the 

leading man in the imperial politic structure.”
“Moffs and military,” said Lord Blade, his eyes narrowing. “This is not acceptable. The Empire is for the Sith to 

rule and no one else. What of the Republic?”
“They reclaimed Coruscant and they established a new Senate,” said Serra. “Currently, the Republic is led by 

President Lithiane Adenway. But I think you should know a few things. The leaders of the current regime are for most 
of them, out of the Rebellion movement. A few names may be familiar to you, My Lord.”

“Names such as…?”
“Mon Mothma, Garm Bel Iblis, Leia Organa Solo,” said Serra.
“Organa,” said Blade. “The Daughter of Bail Organa. I always knew he and Mon Mothma should have been 

killed.”



“Bail Organa was indeed killed,” said Serra. “Along with Alderaan. The planet was the first to fall under the 
power of the Death Star.”

“I see,” said Lord Blade. “Anything else?”
“Yes, My Lord,” said Serra. “The Jedi.”
“So there are truly Jedi left?” said Laina.
“Yes, Mistress Laina,” said Serra. “There is a new Jedi Order, and their ranks are growing steadily. Master, 

they are led by a man called Luke Skywalker.”
“Skywalker?” said Lord Blade. “How can this be? What do you know about him?”
“I heard different things,” said Serra. “He’s a hero of the Rebellion. Apparently he was the pilot who destroyed 

the first Death Star station, on the first great scale success of the Rebellion. But it seems he was a Jedi. Many 
rumours run on him. Most of them say that he defeated Lord Vader and the Emperor. And then, he started to gather 
new students of the Force. Now he’s called a Jedi Master and he leads the Order. But… I heard more troubling 
things.”

“What kind of things?” asked Lord Blade.
“Luke Skywalker is Leia Organa Solo’s brother,” said Serra. “Apparently they have been raised in separated 

places, and only found out about each other during the Rebellion. But rumour says that they are in fact the children of 
Lord Vader.”

Silence fell on the room.
“Children of Vader?” said Lord Blade, after a long pause, a slight trace of shock on his face.
Laina  was  stunned.  It  seemed  impossible  that  Vader  could  have  children.  But  suddenly,  a  look  of 

comprehension appeared on her master’s face.
“So this was Vader’s secret,” he muttered. “Incredible, but it still makes sense.”
“What do you mean, Master?” asked Laina.
“That I had never succeeded in finding out the real name of Darth Vader,” said Lord Blade. “I had always 

assumed he was a fallen Jedi. I even believed that he could be Quinlan Vos. But now it is all clear to me. Vader was 
Skywalker.”

“Who?” asked Neeris.
“Anakin Skywalker,” said Laina, astonished at the thought.
She had grown up reading the archives of the Old Republic. And even for a Sith, the exploits of Anakin 

Skywalker and his Master Obi-Wan Kenobi had been impressive. They had been fierce opponents for Lord Sidious, 
killing two of his apprentices, Darth Maul and Count Dooku. So to think that Skywalker would turn to the Dark Side 
and become the sinister Darth Vader was hard to believe. Still,  that was possible. The Emperor had his ways to 
corrupt the mind and twist enemies into allies.

“Enlighten me, young Laina,” said Neeris, without hiding her interest.
“Skywalker was the most powerful Jedi Knight of the Order, when the Emperor took over,” said Laina. “He 

was a very dangerous foe for the armies of the Separatists. Some people believed that when he was teamed with his 
mentor Obi-Wan Kenobi, they were unstoppable.”

“I wouldn’t dream to speculate on their strength, compared to the powers of the Sith,” said Naad, with disdain.
“I wouldn’t take this lightly, lord Naad,” said Laina, sharply. “Both of them had killed the apprentices of the 

Emperors. Kenobi killed Darth Maul when he was just a Padawan. And Skywalker killed Count Dooku when he was 
just a young knight. Dooku was known as one of the greatest swordfighter of the Old Jedi Order.”

“That would impress me if I held the Jedi skills in any value,” said Neeris.
“You should,  dear  Neeris,”  said  Lord Blade.   “From what  I  have seen,  your  warriors  still  need to  equal 

Dooku’s skills with the lightsaber. Arrogance is a flaw, especially for Sith Lords. The Jedi maybe a minor threat to our 
goals, we still  can’t  afford to lose precious Sith warriors.  We must be cautious. If this Luke Skywalker has even 
equalled his father, then we are facing a serious opponent.”

He turned to the Holographic projection.
“Serra,” he ordered. “Do not expose yourself, but begin to call out to our old alliances. There are a few people 

in this so called Republican Space that will owe us a favour or two. I’ll send Meron to take over. In the meantime, get 
as much intelligence as you can on these Jedi. I want to know their numbers, their powers and their influence. Send 
out your data, as soon as you get them.”

“Yes, My lord,” said Serra, bowing her head before the transmission faded out.
Lord Blade remained silent for a long time after the contact was broken. 
“I do think our contacts with Lokin could prove more useful than just allowing us to send people in the Imperial 

space after all,” said Lord Blade. “Denon’s mission is all the more important. We were right to assign him to our 
friend’s protection. And it is a good thing I trust his training so much.”



Laina smiled at the implied compliment on her teaching to her apprentice Denon. She was really satisfied with 
the way he was progressing. Denon was efficient, powerful and deadly. These were excellent qualities for a Sith. He 
would succeed in his mission.

No one in this Republic would be strong enough to stand in his way.

The  blaster  shot  hit  the  spot  where  Ryle  had  stood  only  two 
seconds  earlier.  Without  his  instinct,  he  would  have  been  shot  in  the 
head. Ryle rolled on the ground quickly, drawing his own gun. But another 
shot incoming prevented him from retaliating.  One quick  look over  his 
shoulder was enough to tell Ryle that ZP320 had found him again!

This blasted droid would never let this rest!
Ryle saw a way out and plunged into an air shaft, but he had no 

time to grab to something before he slid into a larger conduit, falling into 
darkness. With his luck today, he would end up chopped in little bits by a 
ventilation screw. When he bounced on a metal wall before to finally hit a 
grid, inside another conduit, he realised that the screw had been above, 
and not below.

The last  thought  he  had before  to  pass  out  was  that  his  luck 
hadn’t failed him.

When  he  regained  consciousness,  Ryle,  quickly  realised  two 
things. First, his shoulder was hurting like hell, and second, he had lost ten minutes. Ten minutes were more than 
enough for  ZP320 to compute the way to find him. Ryle forced himself  up,  with a painful  groan. His head was 
spinning, but he couldn’t allow himself to pass out once more. He reached for his lamp at his belt, relieved to see that 
it was intact. He switched it on, lighting his way in the air shaft.

What a week! It had been a wild chase across two sectors of the Galaxy. He should have known that ZP 
wouldn’t drop it. A Bounty Hunter wasn’t keen on letting his prey go. And when it was a droid, you could forget about 
it. They didn’t tire, they didn’t give up. Once they were on your tail, there was no way to escape them, even as far as 
Kessel Ring. ZP320 had caught his trail again there, after Ryle had managed to shake him off. Ryle could understand 
how it had happened. A droid had ways to hunt down people.

But still, Ryle, couldn’t understand why he was after him. There was a bounty on his head, and Ryle didn’t  
know where it came from. He had tried to find out, and the name of Keller Lokin had showed up. Apparently the man 
wanted him dead. The trouble was that Ryle knew nothing of this Lokin. This was madness. He had been on the run 
for a good month, now, going from one hideout to another, with this cursed droid on his heels. All of this for no 
reason.

Ryle had never been someone to seek trouble. Thanks to military training on his homeworld and an incredible 
luck, he was able to defend himself and he was a competent mercenary, but his profession was more means to an 
end. His main goal was to travel. And to travel in peace required staying out of trouble. So he was renting his services 
to easy clients, like the Republic, and once or twice, since the Chimaera’s Treaty, the Empire. But he didn’t want 
anything to do with Hutts, smugglers or anyone like that. And now Keller  Lokin, a name whispered often in the 
underground, wanted him dead. That didn’t make any sense.

The conduit led him to a loosened grid. He slipped in the gap and let himself fall into what looked like a 
docking bay. There were many of them, buried under the surface of the Astroport of Anchorhead, on Tatooine. Aware 
that this place could be dangerous, Ryle hid behind a crate as soon as he was on the ground. It probably saved his 
life, as he heard some people talking. And he recognized the voice of this bloody droid. He had been right. Ten 
minutes had been more than enough for ZP to find him. He was with two people.

“Where is he?” asked one of the two men.
“Patience, Lokin,” said the droid. “There is only one way out of this shaft he fell in. If he’s alive, he’ll show up 

sooner or later.”
Ryle dared a look beyond the crate and saw the group clearly. There was ZP320, a broad man with silvery 

hair and rather fancy clothes, and the last guy was dressed in black, with a dark cloak and a hood. Ryle distractedly 
told himself that this kind of fashion was gone since Darth Vader had been taken out. But he didn’t care that much 
about the outlook of the guy.

“This is important,” said Lokin. “He mustn’t escape me.”
“He won’t,” said ZP320. “I’ve hunted him long enough to know how he works. However, I don’t like working 

without knowledge of the stakes. You could have told me why you want him dead.”
“None of your concern,” said Lokin, the silvery haired guy.



So this was the man who had issued that bounty? Maybe Ryle had a chance to end this hunt, right here, right 
now. He had to be cautious and…

He didn’t have time to conclude this thought. In one second, the man in black had moved, and he was out of 
his sight. Damn! How could he move so fast? Something in Ryle rang, as a warning through his entire body. He 
dropped on the ground. The second after that, the pace where his head he been suddenly exploded in hundreds of 
melting metal shards. And Ryle, raising his eyes, saw the dark man standing on the top of the rate, a red lightsaber in 
hand!

Jedi! I’m in trouble.
“He’s there!” shouted Lokin.
Ryle didn’t pause to think. He shot his blaster toward the dark man, in random, before to get off the ground 

and start to run. He rolled on the ground, avoiding another swing of the glowing blade. He shot in the approximate 
direction of the attacker and heard a muffled groan. He turned to see ZP320 starting to move. He had no time to think. 
He took his aim, and shot right at the head. He only had time to see the head explode, before he had to plunge again 
to avoid being cut in two by the lightsaber lunatic.

He heard some noise on his right and he turned just in time to see Lokin taking his aim with a blaster. He 
couldn’t do anything to avoid the blaster shot once it was fired.

A bright red light exploded in front of him, and then all went black.

“Is that it?” asked Lokin, looking down at the young man’s corpse.
“Yes,” said Lord Denon, coming to stand by his side.
“I expected… I don’t know what I expected,” said Lokin, puzzled. “Are you sure this man was a threat to my 

mission?”
“Absolutely,” said Denon. “This was clear.”
“Good,” said Lokin. “Now, he won’t be a threat anymore. And without any credit spent on his bounty after all,” 

he added, looking at ZP320’s headless body lying on the ground. “Are you hurt?”
“He’s incredibly lucky,” said Denon, rubbing his bloody shoulder. “He got a lucky shot.”
“Fortunately, luck is far from being enough to defeat a Sith,” said Lokin, with a feral smile. “So, I will proceed 

with my plan. My next move will lead me to Attamah. I don’t think this place would be appropriate for you. You would 
be spotted too easily on this planet. I suggest you return to Lord Blade and report ton our progress. He will decide of 
our next encounter, no doubt.”

“I will report to my Master,” said Denon. “Don’t take any unnecessary risk, until I return. We’ve cleared your 
path, but the future is always in motion.”

“I appreciate the advice,” said Lokin. Please tell Lord Blade that I will carry on my mission, with no more 
interference,” he added. “And again, assure him of my loyalty, along with my pleasure at his return.”

“I will,” said Lord Denon.
With  one gracious  leap,  he  was gone into  darkness.  Lokin  smiled  slightly.  Even wounded,  he  was  still 

impressive. This was why the Sith would win. They were superior. This was the reason why Lokin would be on their  
side. Lokin knew this. He believed it.

He had been patient,  trustful.  When Ethan Ath had contacted him, years ago, to be his eyes inside the 
Empire, Lokin had been frightened, at first, then honoured, and now, his mission, had brought him enough profit to be 
proven valuable. By obeying orders from Ethan Ath, he had gathered a powerful organisation around him, and he was 
now a power you had to consider, in the Galaxy. The mission had had its share of rewards already, and more would 
come soon, now that Lord Blade had returned, as he had promised. So many years waiting for a sign… Sometimes 
he had lost faith, but no more. Now, he knew the war was near, and that he would be on the winning side.

Lokin walked away from the scene, without any further look to the man he had just killed. He was nothing, 
now. He was another ghost added to Lokin’s collection. He was of no importance, whatsoever.

Lokin was committing his first mistake in many years.

 A violent shock ran through Ryle body, as the emergency system of his vest was shocking him back to 
consciousness. Square in the chest! He had been shot square in the chest! How lucky was that? If this Lokin had shot 
him in the head, he’d been done for. Now, the blaster had hit his protective vest, and the survival system was trying to 
keep him alive, in the hope help would be on its way.

And, no mistake, blaster fire was bound to draw attention. He was hearing shouts and orders, in the distance.
“Over here! Someone’s down!” shouted a voice. “Call medic teams!”
“Yes, sir,” replied a sharp voice.



Military? What were they doing on Tatooine? If one planet was far from the reach of either the republic or the 
Empire, it was this pile of sand. Ryle saw faces over him, and soon, he felt hands on him. And they were helping 
hands. Don’t mind the uniforms, now, he told himself. You’ll see soon enough who’s got you.

But someone was helping him. He had even a chance of living through this one.
Always the lucky one…
Something was amiss, though. Why? Why would someone like this Lokin want him dead? And why would he 

want him dead so badly that he needed to send ZP320 after him, and then show up with some Jedi? That didn’t make 
any sense! Ryle had never heard of Lokin, before the bounty on his head had been issued by him. Why did he want 
Ryle dead? Ryle didn’t like trouble, that was for sure. But he certainly didn’t like to be shot with no reason! So clearly, 
he was going to interfere with this guy’s plan, no matter what it was.

A word was engraved in his mind. A word that would be his next destination.
Attamah. He would go to Attamah.

“I can feel something coming,” said Jahn’Do, softly.
“What do you think it is?” asked Streen, sitting opposite to her, in the candlelit room that his apprentice had 

chosen for meditation.
The tension he could feel in her words, despite her 

apparent  serenity,  was a  little  worrying  for  Streen.  Jahn’Do 
had been a lot of things, in her life. She had been lost, when 
she had been discovered on the desert planet of Sandraft, her 
memories gone and a curious link to the Force latent inside of 
her.  Then  she  had  been  hesitant,  when  the  old  smuggler 
Kheron Hord had brought her to Yavin IV, aware of her Jedi 
potential.  She  had  been  surprised  to  be  accepted  in  the 
Academy and to fit in so quickly among her kind. 

Then  she  had  been  fascinated,  when  she  had 
discovered the range of her abilities with the Force, and with 
the past of her race. Jahn’Do was a Miraluka, one of the last 
survivors of the ancient species. Her home world Katarr had 
been destroyed millennia earlier.  The Miraluka communities 
were rare, and to meet more than a handful during a lifetime 
was impossible. They were very sensitive to the Force. Blind 
at birth, they saw the entire Galaxy around them through the 
Force, and Jahn’Do’s race had given many Jedi to the Galaxy.

Then she had been eager, when she had started to 
explore  her  Jedi  potential,  first  with  the  trainers  of  the 

Academy and then with Streen, a few years ago. Since then she had been at peace, serene, meditative, sometimes 
losing herself in the perception of the Force. But never before had Streen sensed so much anxiety and tension in his 
student without the tension of combat.

They had settled here after Jahn’Do had asked her mentor for help her to sort out impressions, in her recent 
dreams.

“I feel a warning,” said the young woman. “Something is moving toward us. It’s something that I can’t trace 
exactly.”

“You can’t expect to read the messages of the Force clearly all the time,” said Streen with Philosophy.
“I know, Master,” said Jahn’Do. “But I feel this is important. I don’t know what it is, but I feel this is familiar. 

Maybe something from my past is moving toward me again.”
“Do you feel a threat?” asked Streen.
“Yes, but not only,” said the Miraluka. “Both Light and Darkness are moving toward us, now. We’re on the 

edge of great troubles, I’m afraid.”
The echo of Luke’s warning in his apprentice’s words worried Streen more than he could afford to let out. The 

dreams that the Jedi Master had recounted to the Council and the warning within it was way too close to Jahn’s 
feelings not to take them seriously. According to the Jedi archives they had recovered, the Miraluka were not only a 
strong material for Jedi, but they had a very strong gift in Sight. The way they saw through the Force helped them to 
perceive not only the physical level of things around them, but also some moves in time, and in the distance. Streen 
had to  admit  that  he was  very  impressed by his  own student.  She looked so mysterious,  sometimes,  and that 
impression was only reinforced by her outlook. The green hair, the veil before her eyes… each time she spoke of the 
Force, the others instinctively listened to her. Her warning would have to be relayed to the Council as well.



It had been a few years, now, that Jahn’Do, the “Nameless One”, in Sandraft local tongue, had been in the 
Jedi Academy. She was now a full fledged Knight. Her experience of the force could be trusted, even if she avoided 
to venture far from Yavin. Never one of her visions had been proved wrong.

“I’ll tell the Council about this,” said Streen. “Does it trouble you that much?”
“It’s been a lingering impression for a few months, but it’s getting more urgent,” said Jahn’Do. “Things are 

now in motion.”
“I understand,” said the old Jedi.
Jahn’Do suddenly froze, as if she was listening intensely to something. Streen made one with the Force and 

tried to feel what was bothering her. He suddenly felt a presence. Not on the Yavin Moon, but near. And it was closing 
on them.

The com system suddenly beeped and Master Luke’s voice echoed across the whole Jedi temple.
“Attention to all Jedi,” he said. “An unexpected ship has requested landing. We sensed a force sensitive being 

inside of it. Be ready to greet him. The presence isn’t hostile.”
Streen  turned  to  Jahn’Do,  and  she  was  sitting  differently,  now,  her  tension  apparently  gone  from  her 

shoulders.
“It has begun,” she said.
“This visit is linked to your perceptions?” he asked.
“Yes, Master,” said Jahn, nodding. “We’re now on the very edge of changes.”
“Do you want to come with me and meet the changes?” asked the old man, with a smile, as he was getting 

up.
She returned her smile and stood up at the same time as he did. They walked out of the meditation room, and 

headed to one of the terraces of the Temple.
“You mentioned light and darkness,” said Streen, as they walked. “Do you know which is coming to us, now? 

Is it light or darkness aboard this ship?”
“I don’t know, Master,” said Jahn, shaking her head slowly. “It’s difficult to see.”
They emerged in the bright daylight, just in time to see the transport float down to the landing pad. It was 

heavily armed, but Streen couldn’t feel any energy in the weapons. It wasn’t planning any attack. Luke had said this 
presence wasn’t hostile, but unknown. Who was this visitor?

“I feel sadness,” said Jahn’Do, sighing deeply.

“He’s so sad,” said Obi-Wan, weakly.
Nomi turned to see that her little brother was looking at the ship with teary eyes. She knelt beside him and 

wrapped her arms around his shoulders.
“What do you mean?” she asked.
“Someone on this ship is mourning,” said Obi-Wan. “I can feel his sadness.”
Nomi held him tighter.
“It’ll be okay, Obi-Wan,” she said.
The access ramp of the ship lowered itself, slowly. A zenid exited the strange looking vessel, and was soon 

followed by a short alien, who seemed made of living rock. The crowd that had gathered around the ship was now 
watching them intensely.

The rock-skinned alien bowed respectfully.
“Greetings, Jedi,” he said. “I’m Captain Bershot, and I was hired to bring you a very sad cargo.”
A crate was brought down the ramp. It was clear by its form and size that this was a coffin. Nomi felt her heart  

tighten. So what her father had felt was true. There was indeed someone dead among the Jedi. The crate stopped at 
some distance of the ship, and silhouette appeared on the ramp. It was a man, wearing a Jedi cloak, with his hood 



up. His face was hidden in the shadows of his hood. Now that he was closer, Nomi could feel the sadness Obi-Wan 
had perceived. It was heart wrenching to feel the pain of this visitor.

Master Kam walked across the crowd and went to face the hooded figure.
“I’m Kam Solusar,” he said, as an invitation for the newcomer to identify himself.
The man lowered his hood, revealing a tired but young face. His dark hair was tied in a ponytail. Nomi felt 

some kind of shock when she saw his eyes. So young and yet so desperate! He looked not really older than Nomi,  
but he seemed so hurt, that Nomi couldn’t imagine what he was going through.

“I’m Daykin Elessian,” said the young man. “I… I didn’t know what to do. I thought my Master would have 
liked to be buried on Yavin IV.”

“Your Master?” asked Kam.
Elessian sadly turned to the coffin.
“He was a Jedi,” he said. “Jedi Knight Leger Tcha.”
Nomi exchanged a look of horror with Obi-Wan, as the shock of the revelation was hitting them fully. Nomi felt 

tears come to her eyes.
“Oh, no,” she whispered. “Not Leger!”

Leger.
Luke felt a huge weight fall on his heart. His own pupil… 
Luke had always been close to the first generations of students he had gathered in Yavin. It had been the 

reason why he had trusted them so much to form a new Jedi Council.  When it  had been decided that the Jedi 
Masters would take a personal apprentice, Luke had been at first tempted to undergo the training of Jacen Solo or his 
twin sister Jaina. But he had been stopped by two things. First, he had feared his personal feelings would have 
interfered with his teaching, and second, he had realised that his most skilled students like Kam or Kyp were up to the 
task of training apprentices in turn. Even Kyle Katarn had managed well with his own Padawan, Jaden Korr. So Luke 
had let his friends teach his nephews. He had even let Annyah Kel teach his adopted Daughter Nomi, because he felt 
the two shared the closeness needed to build a strong connection as Master and apprentice. 

Luke had searched for a candidate for a student. It had taken time for him to find an echo in someone. Leger 
had been this echo.  It  wasn’t  something like an initiation.  Leger had shared many lessons with his first  draft  of 
students. He was a knight already. But their discussions had soon led to a mutual understanding and their debates 
had created a strong link between the two friends. Luke had decided that they would try to learn more from each other 
about the Force, and that their relationship would help Leger to fully realise his potential as a Jedi Master. So Leger 
had become a more personal pupil, often welcome in Luke’s and Mara’s home. No jealousy had ever been felt about 
this within the ranks of the Academy. Leger had many friends among the Jedi he had studied with. They were all 
aware that this learning relationship between Luke and Leger was a great benefit for the both of them. Since Leger 
had departed Yavin, Luke had felt more confident about leading the Order and taking the lead of the Jedi Council, 
despite his initial reluctance. He was now convinced that he was indeed suited for his role as Master of the whole 
Order, since he had been able to teach Force users coming from every corner of the Galaxy, and teach them well 
enough for them to become Jedi Knights. He had been able to teach the young pupils of the Academy, and then he 
had  proved  he  still  had  things  to  teach  an  accomplished  knight  as  Leger.  As  for  Leger,  their  relationship  had 
recinforced his self confidence. Leger had often felt a little behind his friends like Kyp, although he had always been a 
capable Jedi. His studies with Luke had done him a lot of good. Luke had considered Leger one of his closest friends, 
on Yavin.

It was no surprise that he had felt his death across the distance from Yavin to Vanturia, through the ties they 
had forged in the Force.

He let himself fall into his chair, his forehead resting on his joined hands, sighing deeply. Death was the fate 
of all living creatures. And Jedi were more likely to encounter it before their time, since they chose the path of the 
protectors. But to hear about the death of his personal student was still very painful news.

Yet he had to deal with it later. Leger’s death was probably linked to the warnings he felt. So he needed to 
clear up things before to mourn.

“How did this happen?” he asked Kam, who was standing in the middle of his living room.
“I’m not sure, yet,” said Kam, still sounding shocked by the death of his studies friend. “But I’ve examined 

Leger’s corpse. Lightsaber wound. He’s been killed in battle. Daykin says that Leger’s been killed on Vanturia by an 
enemy he identified as a Sith.”

“A Sith?” said Luke, shocked by the implications. “Is it sure?”
“I’ve probed his mind the most gently I could, given his current state of shock,” said Kam. “For him that’s the 

truth. They were exploring a Sith Necropolis. I saw a few images, fragments of memories. He saw it happen. I’m not 



sure it was a Sith, but Leger’s been killed by a Force user, armed with a lightsaber, that’s certain. And it wasn’t 
Daykin.”

“How come we’ve never heard of this apprentice?” asked Mara, from her couch.
She had wrapped her arms around Luke’s shoulder, her face was a little grey, as she was recovering from 

the terrible news. Leger had become a close friend of her family when he had been studying with Luke. He had spent  
many dinners at home, often playing with Obi-Wan and Nomi, as they were little.

“That’s the least surprising thing in all this,” said Kam, with a very faint smile. “Leger’s been out of touch for a 
long time. The fact we knew nothing of his decision to take a Padawan is far from unusual for him. He’s always been 
like this, slightly stubborn. I bet he wanted to surprise you with this apprentice upon his return, proving your teachings 
had worked on him as a Master. Daykin said their plan was to head for the Academy when they were attacked.”

“I see,” said Luke. “This is very grave news. We need to gather the Council. And we must warn Coruscant 
that an enemy is possibly rising.”

The way the Jedi Council took place was sticking closely to the way described in the archives of Coruscant’s 
temple,  as  they  had  been  gathered  from the  ruins  revealed  during  the  planet’s  reconstruction.  After  the  World 
Devastators had struck at the Capital, years ago, a lot of buildings had been torn down to make room for new ones. 
This works had revealed the ruins of the Jedi Temple that Palpatine had done his best to bury under layers of Imperial 
buildings. There, Tionne and the other historians had found many artefacts and archives from the Old Republic days 
and a lot of informations about the way the Jedi Order had been built. Luke had found the perfect room in the Yavin 
high Temple, for the meeting of the Council. After a few transformations in the architecture, there was now a large 
circle of chairs, so that each master could see and hear everyone clearly, as an equal. There were also holographic 
projectors for each seat, in case one of the masters had to attend the meeting from another place of the Republic.

Today, everyone was settled in his chair, save for one Master, which wasn’t really surprising, since he was 
most of times anywhere but on Yavin IV. His projection was still attending, though, for today’s news were grim and 
important.

The room was brightly lit by the daylight coming from the large openings in the walls of the Massassi Temple. 
But the light around the Jedi wasn’t reflecting on their face. Most members of this Council had known Leger as they 
had been students, and his death was a shock for all of them. Some of them were shocked by the death of a fellow 
Jedi, but some were saddened by the loss of a friend.

Each session began the exact same way, with a quick review of the personal apprentices of the different Jedi 
Masters, when they had one.

Master Kyp Durron was talking last, about a student that bore great importance to Luke, despite all his efforts 
to be fair. But no one on this Council could blame him to be concerned about the training of his own son.

“I wasn’t under the impression that Obi-Wan was a difficult pupil,” said Kyle Katarn’s hologram, after Kyp had 
voiced some slight worry about his future work with Obi-Wan.

“Quick is the word that comes to mind first,” said Kyp, with an exaggerated sigh, but a kind smile. “He’s 
learning way too quickly for me to keep up with him. Apart from that, he’s bright, gifted, and most important, he’s very 
patient. I think he takes more care to review all his exercises on his own, compared to what I would consider cautious. 
I was relieved by that, too,” he added, when he saw Luke’s reaction to this.

There was a slight  chuckle  in the Council.  Luke was glad to hear  this.  He had taken a big chance,  by 
entrusting the training of Obi-Wan to Kyp Durron. Kyp had succumbed to the possession of Exar Kun, when he had 
arrived in the Academy, more than a decade ago. Fallen to the Dark Side, he had turned one Imperial weapon, the 
Sun Crusher, against the Imperial academy of Carida, wiping out the whole star system. Many in the Council, despite 
their respect and care for Kyp, had been worried that he would train the potentially most powerful student of the 
Academy. But the gamble had paid off.

Kyp had been traumatised by his experience of the Dark Side of the Force, and as such, he had grown more 
cautious than anyone in the Academy. So he had proved to be the perfect teacher for Obi-Wan. The child was a very 
attentive student. It was a wonder that a child born from Luke and Mara Jade, both well known for their temper and 
occasional recklessness, could be so patient and serene. Of course, no one could say that Luke hadn’t learned one 
thing or two about patience, in all his years as a Jedi…

“Anyway,” Kyp went on, “I’m not concerned for his balance. It’s more a concern about the fact he will most 
likely get bored if we don’t find something to keep his mind busy, until he can start to work with a lightsaber.”

“He’s only nine,” said Luke.
“My point exactly,” said Kyp, with a grin. “You wouldn’t consider teaching him how to fly a starfighter, would 

you, Luke? That could save us… let’s say a few months.”
This time the laughter was more earnest, the mood being lightened by this conversation.
“So what?” said Kirana Ti, on a teasing tone. “You say that you’re the best teacher of the Academy?” 



“No,” laughed Kyp. “I’m simply teaching the best pupil. No offence to T’siarra, dear, but once Obi-Wan is 
allowed a lightsaber, no one, not even T’siarra will ever be able to play in his league. I’m starting to get behind him, in 
many ways. But I’m not worried. Obi-Wan has a good nature. He’s more than able to learn on his own, and soon, he’ll  
give us lessons on the Force.”

“I see,” said Luke, with a doubtful grin.
No matter how much he was proud of his son, the idea of being taught about the Force by a nine year old kid 

was a little strange, and he knew that most students wouldn’t allow that.
“Now that we have surveyed all your students, we need to discuss the case of Daykin Elessian,” Luke went 

on. “I think you should all see this. Kam has found this in Leger’s belongings.”
He got a data card out of his robes and inserted it  in his holo-projector.  And the face of his apprentice 

appeared in the middle of the Council  Room, like a ghost of a 
distant past.  He looked  slightly  younger.  He looked exactly the 
age he was when he had left the Academy, a few years ago. He 
was looking at them, with his serene smile and his kind eyes, like 
always. Luke felt a vice start to grip his heart. To see the face of a 
dead man speaking had never been his favourite part of being a 
Jedi.

“Master Luke,” said Leger. “My friends of the Council. If 
you’re viewing this message, it will mean I’ve been successful in 
the task I’m undertaking today. I’ve decided to begin the training 
of a young boy. He’s twelve and his name is Daykin Elessian. 
He’s born on Corellia, but his family had to move to Tatooine for 
political reasons. He’s been orphan at six and since this age, he’s 
been taken care of by a recluse called Swansea. It is my belief 
that Swansea was the descendant of a Jedi,  because she had 
knowledge of the Force that she had started to pass on to Daykin. 

She has begged me not to let Daykin alone when she would die. When I accepted to take care of him, she has 
passed away in peace. It is my belief that the Force has intended for me to find and train Daykin. I know you prefer to 
begin the training at a younger age, now that we have more and more candidates, but I feel that losing Daykin’s 
potential would be a terrible waste. If my plan goes well, I’ll be able to comment on this report with you in the Council 
room.”

And the report suddenly shifted to another picture. Leger was dressed in a different way. He had the same 
smile, although he couldn’t hide a serious satisfaction.

“I’m comforted in my impression that Daykin will be a valuable asset for the Jedi Order,” he said. “I’m amazed 
by the potential he’s showing. He’s learning very quickly and the strength of his mind is impressive. I must say that I 
think he’s potentially stronger in the Force than I was. Only he needs to focus. I begin to think his greatest flaw is his 
lack of confidence.”

The image shifted again and again, each time describing a new step of Daykin’s training. Leger was changing 
outlook at each record, showing that some time was passing between the moments where he was telling his masters 
about the progresses of his Padawan. A beard was now covering his face.

One hour into the report, they reached the critical stages of the training.
“Daykin has built  his own lightsaber,  today,” said Leger at some point.  “I’m really proud of  him. He just 

activated it, checked that it was functioning and then he shut it down, despite the fact all his friends were here. He 
could have given into the urge to show off, but he didn’t.”

The lightsaber training went on.
“I must say that I’m impressed by Daykin’s instincts with the Lightsaber,” said the Jedi in the hologram. “But I 

must confess that I’m a little worried by the fact Daykin is progressing quicker than I expected. It could be dangerous 
to him to be so early in his training, because it could lead him into recklessness. But so far, he hasn’t shown anything 
but patience and dedication. Again, he only needs more self-confidence. But he has well learned the ways of the Jedi. 
He has known his first battle, recently. I had been asked for help in a hostage situation and the negotiations didn’t 
succeed. Daykin and I had to fight off the hostiles. And at no time he needed to use his lightsaber to fend off his 
opponents. I must say I’m proud of his care for others.”

And soon, the last entry of the report came up.
“I’ve reached the point where I think I have nothing left to teach Daykin,” explained a Leger that was close to 

the one who was lying dead in the funerary chamber. “Once we’ve completed our investigation of Vanturia, I will take 
Daykin to Yavin. I’m sure he’ll be able to face the trials the Council will impose him, and that he will be a Jedi soon. 
I’m sure I will be in for a lecture from you, Master Luke, but I will be glad to be back and hear it. May the Force be with  
you all. End.”



The hologram faded out, leaving a very heavy silence in the room. Luke felt like he had been touched by a 
ghost, and the feeling wasn’t pleasant…

“So what should we do?” asked Kyp.
“I think we need to focus on the Sith threat,” said Kyle.
“All things in due time,” said Luke. “We must first decide of Daykin’s fate.”
“But Master Luke,” began Dorsk 82. “If an enemy is rising…”
“The fact an enemy is rising shouldn’t change within the next minutes, Dorsk,” objected Kyp. “There is a 

young man, just outside these doors, that awaits our decision.”
“I say there is no reason not to allow this young Daykin in our ranks,” said Kirana Ti. “Leger has always been 

a good Jedi. I have faith in both his judgment and training. His Padawan would be a great asset to the Order.”
“The arguments between Luke and Leger…” began Kam Solusar.
“These  arguments  were  nothing  more  than  differences  of  opinion,”  said  Luke,  calmly.  “For  Leger,  the 

secluded life we have on Yavin wasn’t a good way to learn the ways of the Jedi. He said the Jedi had to know the 
Galaxy they were supposed to defend. I felt that we were too few to be scattered this way. Not until we’re numerous 
enough. Apart from that, Leger and I had issues about patience and theories on the nature of the Force. None of 
these should have affected Daykin’s training. Everyone here knows Leger and I were friends. None of our differences 
of opinion has ever affected the respect I paid to his skills.”

“I see,” said Kam. “Still, there is an issue left.”
“Which is?” asked Kyp.
“I sensed much confusion in Daykin,” said Kam. “Maybe we have to watch him closely. His mind is far from 

being at peace. I sensed, fear, anger, and despair. This comes dangerously close to the Dark Side.”
“Is it clouding his mind?” asked Cilghal, the Mon Calamari healer.
“No,” said Kam. “Not yet. But we must be careful. He is strong with the Force. If his balance fails, we could 

unleash a grave threat in the Galaxy.”
“Still, he belongs here,” said Kyp. “Only here can he learn to overcome these feelings. He needs the Jedi.”
“I agree with that,” said Kirana.
“So do I,” said Corran Horn.
“I agree as well,” said Streen.
Cilghal, Tionne, Kam and Annyah nodded. Kyle stayed silent for a moment.
“I’ll keep my judgment until I see him,” he said. “My vote wouldn’t change anything, in this situation, anyway,” 

he added with a smile.
Dorsk finally nodded.
“Very well,” said Luke. “We will see him, now.”
Kyp stood up and went to open the door, to leave passage to Daykin. The young man entered the room and 

walked to the centre of  the circle of chairs.  His look seemed haunted by something.  But Luke couldn’t  consider 
pushing the issue, right now. Daykin was wearing Jedi robes over his rather simple tunic. Kam had told Luke that 
when offered new clothes, the young man had chosen clothes that looked much like Leger’s. But the large robes over 
these clothes were dark, almost black. Combined with the look on Daykin’s face, this gave him a very sinister outlook. 
Luke pushed this feeling aside. The memory of his own way of clothing, a few years ago, was a proof that looks could 
be deceiving. Daykin was facing him, his eyes clearly aware of what was at stake, here.

“Daykin,” he said. “We’ve reviewed a holographic report from Leger about your training, and it is the belief of 
the Council that you’ve been well trained. From your master’s point of view, you’re ready to be a Jedi Knight. We will 
have a of course to test you personally to decide if we agree with him. But we will not test you until the time is right in 
your opinion.”

“The question now is: do you feel ready?” asked Kirana.
“No,” said Daykin, his voice cracking a little. “And I think no apprentice is ready for what’s coming,” he added, 

darkly. “The power of this enemy is too strong for many of them.”
“What of the Masters?” asked Kirana, a little sharply.
She had the patience of Jedi Masters, but she still didn’t like to be challenged, as the warrior in her was still 

strong enough to rise and meet this kind of challenge about her strength.
Daykin turned to her, and bowed his head.
“Master Skywalker has faced Darth Vader and the Emperor,” he said. “Most of the people in this Council have 

faced the Ghost of Exar Kun. My Master had told me about it. You know what the Sith are. And you know how to face 
them. But the apprentices have no idea what it is to be confronted to pure hatred.”

There was an edge in his voice that made him sound almost desperate. Luke sighed.
“Your encounter with this dark man has marked you,” he said, not really asking a question.



“Yes, Master,” said Daykin. “I must confess I’ve been paralysed by fear, when I saw him kill Leger. I fear 
we’re not ready to face the Sith, if there are indeed more like him. And I’m not sure I can control this fear inside of 
me.”

“What do you mean, Daykin?” asked Luke.
Daykin looked around him, deep into the eyes of the Jedi Masters.
“I know Leger intended to come here to try and make me a Jedi,” he said. “But I… I don’t feel ready. I know 

that it’s not easy trying to recreate a relationship between a master and an apprentice, especially with someone my 
age. But with your approval and permission, I feel I still need guidance,” he concluded, lowering his eyes.

Luke was unsure of what to make of this confession. Was it admitting failure? Weakness? No, Daykin was 
confident in the Jedi ways. But this insecurity about himself was somehow disturbing. It could lead Daykin to extreme 
ways, in order to prove himself. To expect too much of one self was a way to the Dark Side, even if it was a subtle 
one, based on good reasons.

“If that is what you feel, we will grant your request,” said Luke. “Your new Master will come and find you. In 
the meantime, you should try and rest, and maybe meditate. You will  need to clear your mind, before to resume 
training.”

“Yes, Master,” said Daykin, bowing a little stiffly.
“You may go,” said Luke.
The young man walked out of the Council room, his shoulder slightly slumped. Luke couldn’t help but think 

that he needed to shake off that depression and these doubts. It would only weaken him. Someone seemed to share 
his opinion, because as soon as the doors slid closed behind Daykin, one of the Masters spoke.

“He’s badly wounded,” said Kyle, his voice slightly distorted by the holographic projection.
“You sensed it?” asked Dorsk 82.
“No need to sense it,” said Kyle. “You just have to look at him. The way he stands, the way he walks and 

talks. I’ve been there. He’s been shaken in everything he believes in.” 
“I agree,” said Annyah, her soft voice tinted with sadness. “We need to do our best to help this boy. Maybe 

he’s right, he really needs guidance. But this potential in him…”
“Can’t be wasted,” said Kyp, decidedly.
They all turned to Luke, who was thinking of whom to assign to Daykin’s training. And the idea that came to 

his mind brought the first smile since the beginning of the recording of Leger’s report.
“I may have an idea of who could do it,” he said.

“Me?”  exclaimed  Mara.  “You  want  me to  take  Daykin  as  my 
apprentice?”

She and Luke were preparing for the night, in their apartment of 
the thirteenth Level of the Academy. Luke had just asked her who she 
would consider as a proper guide for the young orphaned apprentice. But 
his tone was more than enough to show her that he had a plan already.

And the look Luke gave back to her, along with his sly grin, only 
confirmed her growing suspicions. She sighed in annoyance.

“Why is it that you always come up with the perfect plan to land 
me into trouble?” she asked.

“I  don’t  understand why you’re so reluctant,”  said Luke,  with a 
smile. “It’s not like you had any problem with your first and - if you allow 

me to underline it - only apprentice.”
“I told you I’m not that comfortable with the idea of teaching,” said Mara.
“You were a great mentor for Sleeyah,” said Luke. “She’s become a well balanced Knight.”
“I know,” said Mara, without hiding her pride for the accomplishments of her Padawan. “Still, there are many 

Jedi in here that know more about teaching than I do.”
“But very few have your knowledge of how difficult life can be,” said Luke, very seriously. “I’ll be honest with 

you,  Mara.  You’re  a  great  Jedi.  I  don’t  say  it  because  you’re  my  wife.  You  have  strength,  power,  and  an 
understanding of the Force that I admire and respect.”

Mara had a little smile. Luke wasn’t used to compliment her that way on her Jedi abilities. So she simply 
enjoyed the recognition of her skills.

“But?” she said.



“But you’re right,” said Luke. “If I needed someone to teach Daykin about the ways of the Force, I would 
better ask someone else. You’re not really easy with expressing what the Force is. You understand it, you use it, but 
you’re not the best teacher of the Force I’ve met. It fitted Sleeyah because she was wild, a little like you.”

“Alright, so why would you want to entrust me with the training of Daykin?” asked Mara.
“Because, from what this card says,” said Luke, putting a data card on the table, “Daykin doesn’t need much 

training in the Force. And from what I saw in him, when we spoke to him, in the Council Chamber, all Daykin needs 
now is reassurance.”

“And I’m the one to give reassurance?” said Mara, sarcastically. “So I’m a Jedi shrink?”
“No,” chuckled Luke. “You’re a Jedi that saw more in being a Jedi than the meditation and the greater power 

of the Force. You went through your share of rough times, and honestly some rougher than what I went through. You 
had to face loneliness, isolation, and uncertainties. And now Daykin is orphaned of his master, he feels isolated  even 
among the Jedi and he’s shaken in his beliefs. He’s scared and uncertain. You can show him that the Force can 
guide him, whatever the path he is now walking. If Kyle wasn’t so busy with his spying trips, I’d ask him to help you.”

“No way,” said Mara, with a twisted grin. “If you put both Katarn and me as teachers of this poor boy, he’ll end 
up either suicidal or a rampaging killer.”

“Point taken,” said Luke, with the same grin. “So, will you help him?”
“I’ll try,” said Mara.
“Yoda always said something like do or do not…” began Luke, on a joking tone.
“… there is no try,” finished Mara, on a drawling tone. “I heard that one before, yes. But it’s easier to deal with 

levitation than to deal with a troubled mind.”
“Trust me, I know,” said Luke.
Mara could tell that there was something else bothering her husband. She sent him an inviting look, urging 

him to come clear with what he had to say. Luke smiled. This was the absolute beauty of their marriage. None of 
them needed words to express their thoughts to the other. And they could read in each others like in open books.

“I need to send someone to Coruscant,” said Luke. “I cannot send the news of Leger’s death through official 
channels. It could cause a little panic. I need to let Leia know what’s going on. Besides, we need to gather the people 
who knew Leger for his funeral.”

Mara nodded sadly at the reminder of Leger’s death. She had always liked the kind nature of her husband’s 
Jedi apprentice. She would miss him badly. Maybe this was a reason why she dreaded to be around Daykin so much. 
He was the reminder of Leger, he was his continuator. 

“Who will you send?” she asked distractedly.
“I think Thorn will be good for this,” said Luke, still looking at the data card of Daykin’s progress, which was 

resting on the table.
Mara nodded to this, feeling all too well that Luke was uneasy about something. Daykin’s situation was a 

tense one. Maybe he was worried about the fate of this student. Mara turned her gaze through the window, into the 
stars, and beyond that, to Coruscant. 

Still he was right in his choice, she told him that.
Yes, this assignment would be good for Thorn.

Next… Warning and Homage



Chapter Three: Warning and Homage

Thorn Denorrio wondered how in the stars Master Luke could think this was an assignment for him. Looking 
around, he remembered fully why he hated cities so much. Thorn had always been better in the wild than in civilized 
space. Maybe his Cathar blood was speaking in this matter. His kind had never felt at ease in the cities, for millennia 
they had been a part of the Republic. Even Thorn’s mixed origins couldn’t tamper this thirst for open skies and fields 
around him. The call of blood couldn’t be fought, even with corellian urban instincts.

Thorn was the result of an almost impossible encounter. When his mother talked about the day she had met 
Thorn’s father, Rand Denorrio, she described it as the most painful day of her life. It could seem rather cold, but once 
you knew that she had met Rand right after she had crashed on a desert planet with her starfighter and that Rand had 
been the only person in the vicinity to rescue her, you could understand why she mentioned pain, since the woman 
had been in a critical state. Naryë was a proud warrior of a Cathar colony that had decided to join the fight of the 
Rebellion. Shot down by an imperial Interceptor, she had been rescued by the corellian smuggler Rand Denorrio, who 
had tended to her wounds the best way he could on such a remote planet. During that recovery, they had fallen in 
love, which had been, by the words of Rand, no small feat for both of them. Thorn had been born in the year that had 
followed. Rand had succeeded in seducing the fierce feline warrior, but Naryë had also managed something. She had 
been the first and only person able to give Rand a reason to stay anywhere. He even gave up his smuggling life to 
settle with Naryë on her home world, Cathar. 

The  planet  was  then  under  Imperial  rule,  but  some  secret  cults  still  existed.  They  had  been  there  for 
millennia, even before the reestablishment of the Republic, after the Battle of Ruusan. The cult followed by Naryë and 

her clan was paying homage to the memory of two great Jedi Knights both 
coming  from  the  Cathar  race,  Sylvar  and  Juhani.  Thorn,  raised  in  this 
environment had been surrounded with admiration, when he had developed 
his abilities with the Force. So, when his home world had rejoined the New 
Republic, after the peace had been signed with the New republic, Thorn had 
gone in search of the Jedi. 

Admitted in the Order on Yavin, Thorn was now a full fledged knight. 
His outlook was striking because it clearly revealed his origins. He was a tall 
man, with deep blue eyes, with long blond hair.  The rest  of  his body was 
covered with a light blonde fur, and his face revealed a trace of feline blood 
here and there. But if it wasn’t easy to determine what race he was from, it 
was  clear  to  everyone  that  Thorn  was  a  Jedi.  Clearly  savant  in  the  Jedi 
tradition and history, Thorn had chosen traditional Jedi robes, whenever and 
wherever he travelled. And if there was any doubt, left, the lightsaber at his 
belt was more than sufficient to dispel it. When walking in the alleys of the 

Republican Senate, Thorn gathered quite a few looks, another thing he didn’t like. Yet, he accepted it was the burden 
that came with the title of Jedi and with passing through a City. There had to be reason why he hated cities, after all. 
This was one as good as any.

When he reached the door he was looking for, he took a deep breath, before to face this confrontation. This 
wasn’t a pleasant mission. Thorn had known Leger, in his days as a student, and to carry word of his death wasn’t 
something he looked forward to.



He placed his palm on the signal plate, next to the panel.
“Yes?” came the voice of a woman, inside.
“Thorn Denorrio,” he announced. “I’ve been sent by Master Skywalker to see the High Councillor.”
The door opened and he walked in the waiting-room of High Councillor Leia Organa Solo. A young woman 

with clear brown hair and green eyes had stood up to greet him.
“I’m Naera Thotma, the High Councillor’s assistant,” she said. “I’m very sorry, but her Highness is out at the 

moment. She should return momentarily, though, if you would like to wait for her. One of your Jedi companion is 
already in the guest lounge.”

“I will wait here, then,” said Thorn, bowing with a kind smile.
He followed the assistant in the lounge, to find himself facing a small framed Omwati he was really familiar 

with. He had been his partner of studies in their common fields of fascination: Jedi Lore. Her pale blue skin contrasted 
with her dark black eyes and feathers. Her name was Unis Xihi, and she was one of the most savant scholar of the 
Yavin Academy.

“Unis? What are you doing here?” asked Thorn, when he reached.
The small Omwati took his hand warmly.
“I’ve been doing research on Coruscant for three months, now,” she said. “I’m gathering the traces of the Jedi 

Archive, to help Master Tionne to recreate the great Archive the Jedi had in the Old Republic.”
“Any progress?” asked Thorn.
“I came across some interesting things,” said Unis, with a smile. “But the real question is why you are here?”
“Unfortunately, my mission isn’t as pleasant,” said Thorn, his face becoming grim again. “Do you know if any 

other Jedi is on Coruscant, right now?”
“Yes, only one, apart from her Highness’ escort,” said Naera, stepping into the conversation. “They will be 

here with her when she arrives.”
“Can you give me his name?” asked Thorn.
“Her name,” corrected Unis with a chuckle.
“What’s so funny?” asked Thorn, surprised.
“Who do you think this Jedi is, apart from your best friend ever?” asked Unis, with a cocked eyebrow and an 

ironic smile.
“Please, don’t tell me it’s…” began Thorn.
“I’m afraid so,” said Unis, with a sympathetic smile.
“Oh, great,” said Thorn. “I must have offended the Force, back when I was a Bantha.”
“You were a Bantha, in your previous life?” teased Unis.
“No, two lives ago,” said Thorn, with a sneer, while reaching for his personal comlink. “The offence must have 

been pretty bad.”
He typed one frequency; one he knew would reach the Jedi that was on Coruscant with them. The return 

signal came in, proving that unfortunately, there was no doubt left. She was there, alright. The confrontation wouldn’t 
be avoided.

“Yes?” came the deep voice on the other side of the channel.
“Hello, Frrrah, this is Thorn,” said Thorn.
He could make out a growling sound that could stand for a groan of annoyance from the Triani Jedi.
“What do you want?” she asked.
“I need to see you,” said Thorn. “Can you meet Unis and me at the office of the High Councillor Organa 

Solo?”
“Why? What’s going on?” asked Frrrah, her voice getting rid of her annoyed intonations.
“I can’t say it on an open channel,” said Thorn. “But someone died. We need to get back to Yavin very soon.”
There was a short silence that was echoed on Thorn’s side of the comlink, because Unis had paled suddenly, 

shocked by what he had just said.
“I’ll be there in a few minutes,” said Frrrah through the comlink.
“We’re waiting for you,” said Thorn.

Frrrah Tri was quite a sight. When someone defined someone as feline, one usually meant graceful, slender, 
with seductive eyes. Frrrah was feline, indeed, just not in that way. Triani were large feline creatures, standing on two 
feet. Some people said the Triani were the evolved version of a mist tiger of Taor. So she was tall, wide shouldered, 
and strength emanated from every move she made. She was graceful, in that extent. She was a predator, no matter 
how tamed she was, by centuries of evolution and civilization.



This feline nature of her was the reason her relationship 
with Thorn was so tense. They were both born from races of 
hunters, predators. So their instincts pushed them into conflict. 
Their cultures and Jedi training had done a lot to prevent them 
to  go at  each other’s  throat  whenever  they  met.  Soon,  their 
relationship  had  turned  into  a  friendly  competition,  made  of 
teasing and banter. Thorn had an edge on this field, since he 
wasn’t half a corellian for nothing, but Frrrah’s tongue had been 
sharpened by her noble education. So to find Thorn and Frrrah 
on the same planet was a promise for sparks flying shortly after 
they  had landed.  Their  differences  of  views  weren’t  only  the 
product of their instincts. They had both been raised differently, 
Frrrah  in  a  noble  clan  of  her  world  and  Thorn  in  the  secret 
caches of Cathar. And they had also very different conceptions 
of the Jedi life.

If Thorn was a wanderer, bent on finding traces of the 
past and defending the people who couldn’t stand for themselves on the way, Frrrah was a city creature. She was an 
investigator, seeking the guilty and the corrupt in the heart of the cities of the Galaxy. She was in her domain on 
Coruscant. This was her area. So Thorn knew that he couldn’t be too harsh with her. She was on her turf; he was 
visiting, so he had to behave. It was part of the rules in each of their encounters.

The doors closed behind the massive Jedi, when she entered the guest lounge, escorted by Naera.
“Her Highness will be here shortly,” said the assistant before to leave the Jedi on their own.
“Thorn,” purred Frrrah, with a nod of her head.
“How are you, Frrrah?” asked Thorn, without any trace of animosity.
“I’m well enough,” said Frrrah.
She was stopped in her  reply,  when she saw that Unis was sitting, her  face grey, her wide black eyes 

shinning with tears. She looked really shaken. Frrrah moved swiftly and knelt next to the Omwati Jedi. Her big paws 
took the little hands of her fellow Jedi with an unexpected kindness.

“What is it, Unis?” she asked.
Unis sighed deeply.
“Leger…” she whispered.
“What?” said Frrrah, turning her eyes to Thorn.
“Leger’s been killed on Vanturia,” said Thorn. “Master Luke wants to warn the Jedi and the Republic. I’ll give 

you details when the High Councillor is here.”
Frrrah nodded.
“Did you know Leger?” asked Thorn.
“Not closely,” said Frrrah. “But what I know of him was enough. He was a good man and a good Jedi. Master 

Luke must be much shaken.”
“He is,” said Thorn.
A slight stir in the Force made them turn their eyes to the door. Unis forced herself up, even if she was 

trembling a little. Thorn had always known his friend was a very sensitive being. She had a profound care for the life 
of others and the death of a fellow Jedi, one she had known on Yavin, was enough to shake her deeply. She soon 
regained her composure, though, drawing on the Force to calm herself. The doors of the lounge opened and Leia 
Organa Solo walked in, with her husband, Special Operations Admiral Han Solo, and her Jedi escort. Thorn knew the 
two apprentices very well. They were their mother’s escort only when they were visiting her, on a break from their 
training.

Jacen and Jaina Solo were twins, the first children born from the marriage of the princess with the corellian 
hero. And they were both powerful Jedi children. They had been trained by the best masters of Yavin, who had taken 
turns to train the kids, when they had been the only children in the Academy.

The former Head of State of the Republic was now acting as the official link between the Senate of the 
republic and the Jedi Order led by her brother. She was also one of the close advisors of the current President of the 
Republic, Lithiane Adenway. She wasn’t tall, but every inch of her person was radiating both authority and kindness. 
No wonder she had been such a leader back in the days of the Rebellion. Leia was a living legend, as much as her 
husband, one of the luckiest man in the Galaxy, if half the things that were told about him were true.

Thorn had had very few contacts with the couple, even in his years at the Academy. He had spent too much 
time in the Archives and in meditation to pay attention to politics, or great personas visiting Yavin IV. But Leia was 
familiar  with most of  the Jedi  knights,  since she was informed anytime the Council  appointed one.  She nodded 
friendly to Frrrah and Unis. 



“Frrrah, Unis,” she said with a smile. “How are you?”
Her smile froze, when she felt the state of mind of the three Jedi.
“Is there something wrong?” asked Jacen.
“I’m afraid so,” said Thorn. “High Councillor, I’m…”
“Thorn Denorrio,” said Leia, with a smile. “I’ve heard about you. You’re Kam’s apprentice and Tionne speaks 

very highly of your science.”
Thorn bowed at the compliment.
“You came with a message, according to my assistant,” said Leia.
“Master Luke sent me to warn you that one of our Jedi has been killed,” said Thorn.
“Who?” asked Jaina, who had paled, much the same way as Unis earlier.
“Leger Tcha,” said Thorn.
“Oh, no,” said Leia, letting herself fall into the nearest couch.
“Leger?” said Solo. “You mean the guy Luke was working with, a while ago?”
Thorn nodded. Jaina sighed deeply.
“Some considered Leger as being Luke’s apprentice, even though they were friends above all,” she said.
“What happened?” asked Leia.
“He was exploring ruins on the planet Vanturia when he was attacked by a man wielding a lightsaber,” said 

Thorn. “He was killed in the duel.”
“How do we know what happened?” asked Jacen. “Vanturia is too remote for Uncle Luke to have felt it in the 

Force.”
“The duel was witnessed by Leger’s apprentice,” said Thorn. “He brought back the body of his Mentor.”
“An apprentice?” said Jaina, who had recovered from the shock. “I didn’t know Leger had one.”
“We ignored it as well, until Daykin showed up on Yavin IV, aboard a transport carrying Leger’s coffin,” said 

Thorn.
“Daykin?” said Solo.
“Leger’s apprentice is a young human called Daykin Elessian,” said Thorn. “Apparently he’s from Corellia. 

Leger has met him on Tatooine.”
“Seems Tatooine is the right place to find Jedi,” said Solo, with a wry smile.
“Anyway, Daykin has told us everything that had happened, and we have checked that it was true,” said 

Thorn. “The conclusion is clear: we have an enemy. Daykin believes that the attacker was a Sith.”
“A Sith?” said Solo, puzzled. “Like Exar Kun?”
“Or like the Emperor,” said Jacen, darkly. “Was he alone?”
“According to Daykin, he had followers that didn’t use the Force,” said Thorn. “But he also believes that he’s 

not alone. There could be more than one Sith.”
“Perfect,” groaned Solo. “Just what we needed.”
“What does Luke want us to do?” asked Leia.
“He requests that you warn the High Council, discretely, in order to prevent panic, that there could be a threat 

from the Sith,” said Thorn. “Maybe it could be useful to alert the Watchers.”
“I’ll send also a message to Talon,” said Solo. “He and Shada should be able to find clues on these enemies.”
“That would be great,” said Leia. “When is the funeral planned?”
“As soon as the Jedi Leger knew will be on Yavin,” said Thorn. “Master Luke wanted to know if you would 

come.”
“Of course, we will,” said Leia.
Jacen and Jaina, behind her, nodded gravely. Thorn turned to Unis and Frrrah.
“We’ll be there, of course,” said Unis.
“Did you come aboard your fighter?” asked Frrrah.
“No, I took one of the regular shuttles,” said Thorn. 
“My family’s yacht is on Coruscant,” said the Triani. “She’ll be ready for launch as soon as I make the call.”
“Alright,” said Thorn.
“If you want to tag along,” offered Frrrah to Jacen and Jaina.
“I think we’ll fly with Mother and the Falcon,” said Jacen.
“I  will  go  and  warn  President  Adenway  of  my  departure,”  said  Leia,  standing  up.  “Thank  you  for  your 

diligence, Master Denorrio,” she added.
She left the lounge, leaving Jacen, Jaina and their father behind. Solo came to speak with Thorn, as Jaina 

was joining Unis on the couch, to get rid of her shock.
“Since you just came from Yavin, do you have any word on Anakin?” he asked.
“Anakin had just returned from Kashyyk when I departed,” said Thorn. “From what I saw, he was in a pretty 

good shape.”



“I could have guessed that,” chuckled Solo. “A training trip on Chewie’s world should be enough to toughen 
up anyone. Did Lowbacca return with him?”

“No, he decided to spend some time with his family,” said Thorn. “Anakin has resumed his training in the 
Academy. Master Kam will soon complete his personal training.”

“My son is a little too young to be a Jedi Knight,” said Han. “I hoped to be able to teach him a few things on 
the Falcon, before he goes all mystic like his Uncle or you guys.”

Thorn had a little smile. Han winked before to chuckle.
“I think it’s unlikely,” said Thorn. “I’ve been following him, since we had the same mentor. Anakin is way too 

wild to become a mystic man.”
“I guess he is,” conceded Han. “So, we’ll see him on Yavin, then?”
“Yes, probably training with his newly built Lightsaber,” said Thorn.

Flashes of light exploded each time the blades were meeting. The hall was humming with the echoes around 
the blades of energy. The sound was familiar to Daykin, but it was different. When he had trained with his lightsaber, 
it had only been with Leger, so there had been the only sound of their two blades. Now, he was hearing dozens of 
them, cracking through the air at the same time.

He looked around. This room of the Jedi Temple was curious. Leger hadn’t told him about it. This part of the 
Praexum had many levels and platforms, where several duels were taking place. He saw young Jedi leaping from one 
platform to the other, blocking and striking back with their weapons.

Master Jade must have felt his trouble, for she smiled a little.
“Leger was already gone from Yavin when we created this place,” said Mara. “We thought the kids needed a 

ring to spar.”
“To spar?” said Daykin. “They’re wielding lightsabers. It’s not my idea of sparring, Master.”
Daykin had a curious feeling around Mara Jade. She was a legend. Leger had told him about the redheaded 

Jedi. She was a fierce warrior, and gifted in whatever she wanted. According to his late Master, Mara had gone 
through almost everything possible, before to find her path as a Jedi and the love of Master Skywalker. Yet, now that 
she had been designated as Daykin’s master, she seemed to be so simple, so humble and so… open, that Daykin 
could now see the difference between the legend and the living being.

And there was this impression that he could trust her. It had grown very quickly, in the few days since he had 
met her. Maybe it came from her connection with Leger. She had been a close friend for his Master, since she was 
the wife of Leger’s own master. Whatever it was, it drove Daykin into opening a lot to her. He was never afraid to 
speak his mind with her. This wasn’t the case with everyone. He was more reserved around the other Masters, for 
example. Even the very open Kyp Durron was intimidating to him. Maybe it was that. Maybe he felt at ease with Mara 
because, although she was clearly a Jedi Master, she didn’t feel like one.

“They’re not in any danger,” said Mara, replying to his last remark.
“If there’s one thing I’ve learned, it’s that lightsaber are dangerous weapons,” said Daykin, still looking at the 

many duellists. 
“Did you train with a real one?” asked Mara, sounding surprised. “Oh, by the stars. Of course, since Leger 

was gone before Qwi…”
Daykin cocked one eyebrow. What did she mean?



Mara gestured for him to pay attention to one pair that was fighting over a platform. Daykin focused on them 
and saw that at some point, the shorter of the two, slashed his blade at his opponent, hitting the arm. But nothing 
happened, but a slight shock. His opponent dropped his weapon and winced, rubbing his arm.

“They’re not using real blades,” said Daykin, understanding. “How is it possible?”
“It’s an invention of the scientist Qwi Xux,” said Mara. “She has designed these training lightsabers, for the 

Academy. She had been bothered by the idea for quite a moment. She submitted it to us a few years ago. We found it 
a good way to divert the minds of the students from impatience. We later found out that the same kind of weapons 
had been used in Jedi training. But she came up with it on her own.”

She went to a rack, taking two lightsabers from it. She ignited both of them. Bronze blade and green blade 
lighted the corner of the hall they were standing in. She clashed the two blades against one another. The blades 
flashed and rebounded.

“This is solidified energy, just like the usual lightsabers,” said Mara. “But they only react to the energy of 
another blade. If they encounter anything else…”

She hit the wall with the green blade and the blade went through it, without any damage to the stone.
“When the students are old enough, they start to train with real lightsabers, on their own, then with their 

masters,” she went on. “Since Leger hadn’t been here to see this innovation, how did you train?”
“Well, at first I used a stick to deflect stones that my Master sent,” said Daykin. “Then I built my own blade.”
“How old were you?” asked Mara.
“I was fourteen,” said Daykin.
“Fourteen? Leger was really bold,” she said under her breath. “We prefer to keep this part of training for a 

later age. My Nephew just got his own lightsaber and he’s barely eighteen. Did you spar with Leger?”
“Yes,” said Daykin.
“With real blades?” asked Mara.
“Yes.”
“Really bold,” said Mara with a thoughtful face. “May I see your weapon?”
Daykin reached for the lightsaber at his belt and gave it to Mara. The Jedi inspected it a long time.
“Interesting,” she said.
“What’s so amusing, Master?” asked Daykin.
“The design of this weapon,” said Mara. “You’ve done it yourself, haven’t you?”
Daykin nodded.
“I see Leger’s influence in it,” said Mara. “He has always told Luke that he found his Master’s lightsaber 

uneasy to handle. This design is almost as different from Luke’s weapon as you can get. It is closer to the design of 
my former blade, the one Luke had given me.”

“You hadn’t built it?” asked Daykin.
“I wasn’t a Jedi yet, at the time. “I wasn’t even Luke’s wife. I had just ceased to be an enemy to him. He gave 

me his father’s lightsaber, as an offering of friendship. Your lightsaber reminds me of this one.”
She ignited the weapon, its blue blade shining brightly.
“Even in the nuance of colour,” said Mara, with a smile. “It’s funny. Most of the padawans here tend to choose 

a green blade, nowadays. I think they try to look like Luke or Kam. I heard that back in the days of the Old Republic, 
more Jedi chose this nuance of blades.”

She made the lightsaber  swish slowly,  then made it  slash through the air,  expertly,  testing its  balance. 
Somehow, Daykin felt like he was tested on the way he had crafted his weapon. Mara made two or three more moves 
with the blades and then switched it off.

“Was it your first attempt?” she asked.
Daykin shook his head with a weak sheepish smile.
“The third,” he said. “The first one would simply not ignite and the other almost exploded. I had the time to 

throw it into a pit before it went off. Leger had let me to it, so he only came down in the cave I was working, when I  
was about to finish the third. He said that I had been lucky to succeed at the third attempt.”

“Leger’s saber took five attempts before to even function more than an hour,” said Mara, with a kind smile, 
apparently reliving the memory.

She gave him back the weapon and Daykin hung it to his belt.
“It’s well balanced,” she said. “Maybe we will have to work on a few details to make it fit for a few tricks I 

intend to teach you, but it shouldn’t be more than a little upgrading. I think many padawans would like to have this 
kind of thing for their training weapons. And now for the main reason of our presence here,” she said, turning to the 
rack. “Why don’t you pick a weapon, so we can see how you manage?”

Daykin nodded and took of his robes, hanging them on a hook, next to the weapon racks. He then studied the 
hilts in front of him. They came in different sizes and shapes. Daykin picked one, made his fingers run on the smooth 



metallic surface, before to activate it. The blade was a curious cyan, a colour Daykin had never seen before in a 
lightsaber blade.

He heard Mara chuckle slightly.
“Funny that you should pick this weapon,” she said, hanging her own cloak on the hook next to Daykin’s. “It 

was the training weapon favoured by Sleeyah, when she was training here.”
“Sleeyah?” inquired Daykin, politely.
“My Padawan,” said Mara. “She’s currently out on a mission. You’ll meet her soon.”
“Is she a knight by now?” asked Daykin.
“Yes, she is,” said Mara. “Apart from my children, she’s my greatest pride,” she added with a cunning smile. 

“Come now, we’ll have to find a spot to begin.”
Daykin turned his attention to  the arena,  seeing many duellists  jumping and spinning in every direction, 

lightsabers blazing. It would be interesting to fight in this surrounding. But before he and Mara could pick out a place 
to fight, he noticed that many people had stopped to fight, in order to watch one particular duel. Frowning slightly, 
Mara walked to the side of  a  tall  woman.  Daykin  quickly  followed.  He recognized her  as Kirana Ti,  one of  the 
members of the Jedi Council.

“Who is gathering attention, today?” asked Mara.
Kirana Ti had a cunning smile.
“Who do you think?” she said, with a shrug.
Mara sighed and shook her head. Daykin followed her gaze and saw the two fighters that were gathering so 

much attention from the others. There was a rather built young man, roughly around Daykin’s age, with long black 
hair. He was moving very quickly and skilfully, wielding a green lightsaber. The other fighter was a young girl, younger 
than Daykin but not by much. She was fighting with a yellow lightsaber, but her moves weren’t as precise. But she 
compensated with a strong will and fiery in her moves. They were meeting each other with flame and made each 
other no concession.

The girl jumped from the platform to another, above them. But her opponent followed immediately, and they 
landed at the same time on the platform, resuming the duel. The girl’s moves were growing more aggressive. She 
was decided to defeat the young man. Daykin noticed that Mara was narrowing her eyes.

“Way too aggressive,” she whispered, sounding annoyed.
“She’s good, though,” said Kirana Ti.
“She’ll stop,” said Daykin, voicing something he felt.
“What?” said Mara.
“She’s about to stop,” said Daykin, never losing sight of the girl.
And as a result of his words, the girls suddenly jump back, taking her distance from the duel, switching off her 

blade. Her opponent did the same, a surprised look on his face. The girl was panting heavily. Mara nodded to Daykin 
and they both leaped to a closer spot of observation. The two duellists were facing each other.

“Why do you stop?” asked the young man. “I was about to yield.”
“And I was about to rip your head off,” said the girl, with a grin. “Such a cute head… it would have been a 

waste. I needed to cool down a little.”
The other one smiled smugly, nodded and ignited his lightsaber again. She did the same and soon, she 

engaged him once more. Within seconds, they were lost again in the fight. The passion built up on a quicker pace, 
and this time, the girl couldn’t fight it. She was starting to be overwhelmed by the fury of the fight. 

Daykin frowned only faintly, but it didn’t escape Master Jade. She grinned slightly.
“You’re right,” she said. “They’re going too far.”
She made an inviting gesture.
“Why don’t you set them apart?” she said.
He raised his eyebrows. She nodded.
“Consider this as a first exercise,” she said.
Daykin nodded gravely. He took a look at the fight going on, made his decisions on his next move, took a 

deep breath and reached out for the Force. He leapt on the platform of the Duel and switched his blade on. He tapped 
into the Force and the girl was suddenly pushed away from her opponent, her lightsaber escaping her grip. Daykin 
landed right in front of the young man, switched the yellow lightsaber on and blocked the green blade between his 
crossed lightsabers. There was a trace of shock in the eyes of the black haired apprentice, when he met Daykin’s. 
Then shock was replaced by anger.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he spat.
“How about you?” retorted Daykin, calmly. “If you stop a slight second and consider, you’ll see what you were 

about to do.”
The young man was surprised by this. He paused slightly, and then his eyes widened a little. He withdrew 

from the locking posture they were in, and he turned his lightsaber off. Then he smiled.



“You’re right,” he said. “I was out of line.”
Daykin switched off his two blades and nodded.
“Anger is quick to build in battle,” he said. “You should be careful with that.”
The young man’s reaction seemed a little vexed. He looked Daykin up and down, as if to gauge him.
“I wonder where are the scars that allow you to speak so confidently about battles,” he said sarcastically.
Kirana Ti landed on the platform, gathering everyone’s attention. She looked severely at the young man.
“Battle scars only show one thing,” she said. “They show the careless fighter. You should know this, T’siarra. 

And you should know better than letting yourself go like this.”
T’siarra lowered his eyes.
“I’m sorry, Master,” he said.
Master Jade landed right behind Daykin, and faced the young girl, with a withering look.
“As for you, Nomi, I thought I had been clear,” she said, on a stern tone. “You are not to train with people that 

are way out of your league. T’siarra has far more training than you with the lightsaber. By facing him, you’ll only 
expose your anger.”

“Nomi” seemed mortified by these words. She lowered her eyes, her lower lip trembling.
“If I may, Master Jade,” said Daykin, on a very humble tone. “She was conscious of what was going on. 

That’s the reason why I disarmed her first. She realized what she was doing and she stopped right away.”
“Nomi” was surprised that someone would come to her defence. Mara looked at Daykin, then at Nomi, and 

nodded.
“You’re right, Daykin,” she said, with a more serene smile. “She didn’t lose her consciousness of the moment. 

That’s the most important thing. Still, my reprimand stands. You’ll be ready to practice with T’siarra when you’ll be at 
his level. Am I clear, Nomi?”

Nomi lowered her eyes once more.
“Yes, Mother,” she said.
Daykin flinched at this a little. Mara noticed it  and mouthed something like “I’ll  explain later”. Daykin was 

astonished. Her mother? Nomi seemed a little too old to be Mara’s daughter.
“You can go and meditate to clear your mind,” Mara told Nomi.
Clearly this wasn’t  a suggestion.  Nomi nodded humbly before to walk away, still  under the effect of the 

incident.  Before  she  was  out  of  the  Arena,  one  of  the  students  gave  her  the  thumbs  up,  as  if  to  salute  her 
performance with T’siarra. Mara sighed at the general chuckle caused by Nomi’s half panicked, half satisfied reaction 
to this.

“How can they learn, honestly?” she said, with a smile.
“The Force finds its way no matter what,” said Kirana Ti. “Still, I wonder sometimes,” she added, turning to 

T’siarra. “Even the older and wiser let themselves be trapped in self-confidence and showing off.”
She walked around T’siarra, like some officer around a faulty soldier.
“I, too, have some remarks, my Padawan,” she said. “One, to practice this way with Nomi with either the goal 

of revealing her aggressive possibilities or the one of impressing her is a dangerous business. I will not have my best 
student playing with fire like this. Understood?”

“Yes, Master,” said T’siarra, on a respectful tone.
“Two, I would have expected more of a duel between you and Nomi,” Kirana Ti went on. “Not to be rude to 

her Jedi potential, Nomi is far from having your skill with the lightsaber. You could have defeated her any time you 
wanted. To maintain the illusion that she was in reach of you is dangerous for her training. She needs to be aware of 
her true abilities. And it’s not your place to train her. See that it doesn’t happen again.”

“Understood, Master,” said T’siarra.
“Ad you can go meditate on this, too,” added Kirana Ti, with the exact same tone as Mara.
T’siarra nodded and started to stride away. He stopped in front of Daykin, his hand held out. Daykin gave him 

back his lightsaber and T’siarra smiled.
“Nice move, back then,” he said, before to flee under the intense gaze of his Master.
Mara looked at the crowd around.
“Show’s over,” she said.
The students seemed to scatter like wompbats,  resuming their  training,  leaving the three of them in the 

middle of the platform. Kirana Ti turned to Mara, with a smile.
“Are you here to test him?” she asked, nodding her head toward Daykin.
Mara nodded.
“May I?” said Kirana.
“Be my guest,” said Mara, with an inviting gesture. “I’ll be in a better position to watch.”



Kirana extended her hand and one of the training lightsabers flew across the arena, to come in her grasp. 
She switched it on, the purple blade flashing wildly. Daykin prepared himself, but didn’t ignite his weapon, like Leger 
had taught him too. Kirana suddenly moved, leaping elegantly toward him, her weapon ready.

At the last second, Daykin switched the weapon on, blocking the blow from the Jedi Master. His instincts 
warned him on his right and his cyan blade blocked the next attack. He saw an opening and fended, but Kirana had 
anticipated it and blocked his assault. She spinned on herself and slashed her lightsaber at him. He ducked the strike, 
blocking the descending move, which should have cut him in two.

A strange dance then began. The both of them had their feet firmly rooted on the ground, but their upper body 
was moving very quickly, dodging and retaliating, without taking any step. They started to move so quickly that the 
arena around them seemed to slow down. It  wasn’t  the first  time he felt  like this.  He knew that  the Force was 
enhancing  his  perceptions.  He had  trained this  ability  with  Leger,  but  with  sticks.  This  was  a  little  trickier  with 
lightsabers. But a look on Kirana’s face was enough to show that she was surprised.

Daykin saw another opening and suddenly dropped on the floor, sending his leg in a circle right at Kirana’s 
ankle. She saw it coming and leapt backward, landing safely at some distance. She still wielded her lightsaber ready, 
inviting him to move. This was an opening for charge, Daykin knew it. Only he chose to decline. Leger had told him all 
too precisely that Kirana Ti was the best when she was under attack. Kirana saw his reaction and smiled. She walked 
to him and engaged the duel again. This time, they were moving, spinning around each other, with elegant moves of 
their  blades.  According to  Leger’s  teachings,  this  was Master  Skywalker’s  technique,  while  the previous  way of 
fighting on the same spot had bored the mark of Master Durron.

They seemed to dance like this for a long time, and Daykin was satisfied to see that if he couldn’t surprise 
her, neither could she.

Suddenly, Kirana linked her last blow with a kick in Daykin’s chest that sent him across the platform. He 
managed not to fall and landed on his feet, ready to block the next blow. This wasn’t a move he was familiar with. 
Kirana attacked once more and Daykin had to block a punch from her, after a cutting move of her lightsaber. He 
grasped her wrist, but she made a sudden move, that he didn’t fully understand, and the next thing he knew, her 
blade was cutting through his arm, sending a sharp shock in it. He dropped his lightsaber with a groan.

Another kick and he was sent on the ground. Kirana switched off her blade. Daykin slowly got back on his 
feet.

“Are you alright?” asked Kirana, with a smile.
“Yes,” said Daykin, rubbing his arm. “I’m not familiar with these moves.”
“I’m not surprised,” said Kirana. “Leger had never gotten used to Kyle’s technique.”
There was a faint nostalgia in her voice as she mentioned Leger. Daykin stretched his fingers to make sure 

they were recovering from the numbness. He then summoned his lightsaber from the ground. He brought the hilt in 
front of his face, as a salute. He and Leger had gotten used to this, as they were training.

Kirana showed surprise, but she did return the salute.
“You don’t intend to claim a rematch?” she asked.
“My arm’s been just chopped off,” said Daykin, with a wry smile. “I think I got the picture. I’ll have to train a 

little more, before to try another fight with you.”



“Good thinking,” said Mara, stepping into the conversation. “So, Kirana, what do you say of his skills?”
“I’d say that T’siarra may have found a training partner, with this one,” said Kirana, with a wink to Daykin. 

“He’s really good. He’s also focused, swift and elegant in his moves. And he has impressive reflexes.”
“I’ve seen that,” said Mara. “I’ve never seen a Padawan able to fight in Kyp’s style that long since Jacen and 

Jaina’s stunt, two years ago. I’ll think we’ll work on broadening his techniques, and then he’ll be ready to spar with our 
knights.”

Daykin felt himself blushing before he could help it. He took a look around and realized that the three of them 
had been the focus of all attention, in the arena. Again the duels had stopped, and all the padawans were looking 
either up or down at them. Mara followed his gaze and smiled cunningly.

“Had enough of a show?” she suddenly said, her voice cracking like a whip.
This was like a signal for all the students to focus on something else. And almost everyone reacted to it. Two 

figures leapt from a nearby platform to land near them. Daykin recognized Master Durron, and he was with a young 
boy that had to be seventeen at most. He had short dark brown hair. They were both smiling.

“You sure know how to provide distraction, Mara,” said Durron.
“Aren’t you supposed to be teaching my son, right now, instead of playing around with my nephew?” asked 

Mara, sarcastically.
“The Council has insisted that Obi-Wan is too young to wield a lightsaber,” said Durron, shrugging. “Right 

now, your precious son is meditating in the Jungle,  probably finding out about secrets of the Force I can barely 
comprehend. So I thought I could give Anakin a private lesson, before Kam stuffs his head with conventional fighting 
styles.”

“But the lesson was cut short, we started to see the two of them,” said the boy called Anakin, pointing at 
Daykin and Kirana. “That was totally wicked, you know?”

“Oh, thank you for this appreciation, Padawan Solo,” said Kirana, on a mocking tone. “Your great expertise 
and your kind judgement are overwhelming me.”

Daykin saw his suspicions confirmed. This young boy had to be Anakin Solo,  the youngest son of  Leia 
Organa Solo. This was the reason Mara referred to him as her nephew. Leia Organa Solo was almost as much a 
legend as her brother Luke Skywalker. People said everywhere that the young Anakin was a powerful Jedi. But the 
humorous face and the irreverent manners of this boy contradicted with the legend a little.

“Alright, I’ll behave,” said Anakin, with a chuckle. “But you must admit this was impressive,” he said, before to 
turn to Daykin. “Where did you learn to fight like this?” he asked.

“With my Master,” said Daykin, a little hesitantly.
“Very helpful answer,” said Anakin. “Couldn’t you be more precise?”
“Anakin, please,” said Mara, with an intense look. “Let’s not be rude, alright? Daykin Elessian, meet the most 

light-headed descendant of the Solo family. Anakin Solo, this is Daykin, Leger’s apprentice.”
“Oh,” said Anakin, his face sobering a little. “I’m sorry about Leger. He was a good man. Always nice to me, 

when I was a kid.”
“Thank you,” said Daykin. “I’m pleased to meet you.”
“Same here,” said Anakin, with a smile. “Are you finished, here, Aunt Mara?”
“Why?”
“Because I could show Daykin around the Academy,” said the smiling Padawan.
Mara sighed in feint exasperation, but smiled nonetheless.
“It cannot hurt,” she said. “Since you know the ground better than I do, I suppose you can show him all your 

hiding places.”
“So he can fetch me at your command anytime? No way,” said Anakin, brightly. “But I’ll show him a few,” he 

added with a wink.
“Alright,  Daykin,”  said Mara.  “I  need to discuss you skills  with Kirana and Master  Durron,  since he was 

watching, so why don’t you accompany my nephew?”
“I’d love to,” said Daykin, nodding.
“Alright!” said Anakin, on a decided tone. “Here we go!”
And Daykin followed him across the Arena.
“So,” said Anakin. “Now that we’re out of earshot of the grown ups, I’ll show some very cool places.”
“Lead the way,” said Daykin, putting his cloak back on.
There was something with this boy, something that was putting his mind at ease. He was in a more open 

mood. He still felt that constant sadness in the back of his mind, the echo of Leger’s death. But both Anakin’s and 
Mara’s attitude made him feel accepted. He felt like he belonged. And it was a new thing for him. It was overwhelming 
the pain.

He followed Anakin in the open, to discover this place that would be his new home.



Once Daykin and Anakin were out of view, Mara turned a very serious eye to Kirana and Kyp. They were 
both looking concerned, which confirmed what she had seen during this training duel. Her words to Daykin had been 
encouraging and reassuring, but she had hidden the fact that this fight had been a shock to her.

“You saw it too?” she asked Kyp, who nodded gravely.
“I  didn’t  want  to  sound  inhibiting,”  said  Kirana.  “But  he’s  powerful… frighteningly  powerful.  None  of  my 

students has ever lasted that long in front of me. Not even T’siarra.”
“I thought so,” said Mara. “Kyp?”
“I can hardly believe he’s been trained by Leger,” said Kyp, darkly. “Leger was a great person and a great 

Jedi, but he couldn’t be that good with a lightsaber. And he couldn’t be that good at teaching.”
“I  sensed Daykin’s  mind,”  said Mara.  “Many moves Daykin makes are instinctive.  He’s a natural  fighter. 

Combine to this the knowledge he got from Leger, and this gives him this talent with the lightsaber. But…”
“It’s dangerous,” said Kirana. “He’s confused, wounded. I could feel  it  in his way of fighting. His mind is 

standing on a razor’s edge. He feels despair and fear about his Master’s death. And I sensed anger, as well. All of 
them are deeply buried in him. He’s barely aware of them. He could be lost to the Dark side, at the slightest misstep.”

“And with a power like this…” said Kyp, letting his sentence trail off.
“And to think I have let Luke convince me that it would be an easy assignment,” said Mara, with irony.
“You’re a woman of challenges,” said Kyp, with a smile. “Or else you wouldn’t have married the saviour of the 

galaxy.”
“You want to know something, Kyp? This ability you have to turn anything into derision and that seems to 

cause everyone’s admiration. It’s really tiresome sometimes,” said Mara, with a dark look. “What should I do, now? 
We can’t restrain Daykin’s progression; it would only worsen the situation.”

“I  agree,”  said Kirana. “He’s  too advanced to be slowed down, now. We couldn’t  even if  we wanted to, 
anyway. But we must do something for his balance.”

“I’ll speak with Luke about this,” said Mara. “Maybe the “saviour of the Galaxy” will have a thought or two on 
how to deal a delicate student. I heard he had one or two under his wing himself,” she added with a cunning smile to  
Kyp.

“Touché,” said Kyp. “I just hope we won’t have to go through all of this again. The Dark side brings only pain.”

When  Ryle  emerged  from  the  darkness  of 
unconsciousness,  all  he  could  feel  at  first  had  been 
pain. So he had plunged again in the dark, to elude the 
pain.
When he came back to his senses, he realised that he 
wasn’t  on Tatooine anymore.  The darkness of  space 
was visible through a window near his bed. Wherever 
he was, someone had brought him here. He recognized 
the place. He was on a medical frigate of the Alliance. 
He  had  been  on  one  of  them before,  when  he  had 
fought  for  the  New Republic  as  a  mercenary,  a  few 
years  ago,  at  the  very  beginning  of  his  career.  He 
wondered how in  the universe he could  have gotten 
here.
He  blinked  a  few  times  to  clear  his  vision.  And  he 

noticed that someone was standing at the end of his bed, looking intensely at him. The first thing that Ryle noted 
about this man was that his face was so common, it was impossible to engrave its features in his mind.

“So, you’re finally coming back to us?” said the man, with a wry smile.
“What am I doing here?” asked Ryle, his voice nothing more than a whisper.
“We picked you up on Tatooine,” said the man. “Your survival equipment was barely keeping you alive, and 

you were most likely to have been shot by someone we were after, so we thought we could bail you out of trouble.”
“Who are you?” asked Ryle.
“Colonel Page,” said the man. “Republican Intelligence. I believe you’ve met with Keller Lokin, down there. 

Am I wrong?”
“Been trapped is more accurate,” said Ryle. “This blasted droid was after me and… maybe I should start at 

the beginning.”
“Allow me,” said Page. “We’ve done our research, and we only need you to fill the gaps. You’re Ryle Wirldine. 

You’ve been working as a mercenary on irregular basis. We have a file on you since you’ve helped the New Republic 



in one or two operations. We’ve checked. Keller Lokin has issued a bounty on your head, and you’ve been on the run 
since it was out. Am I correct so far?”

“Yes,” said Ryle, simply nodding.
“The droid found down there was ZP320, a bounty hunter from a mechanic world that we haven’t found yet,” 

said Page. “So what we need to know is what happened exactly.”
“Well, I had taken refuge on this pile of dust when I heard that ZP had just arrived,” said Ryle, his voice 

recovering slowly. “I’ve escaped him by an inch and I fell in a ventilation shaft. When I woke up after my fall, I walked 
down this shaft until I ended up in a hangar bay. And there they were. I think ZP has led them there, to make sure his 
bounty would be regular. With him he had two guys. One was Lokin. I mean, ZP called him Lokin. And the other… 
well, I think he was a Jedi.”

“A Jedi? Impossible,” said Page.
“Okay, maybe not a Jedi,” admitted Ryle. “But some lunatic with a lightsaber, then, with enough of this Force 

stuff to jump way too fast and too high for me. So, if you can use the advice, you should send a message to Yavin 
telling them one of their guys has burned a fuse, and is working for a crime lord.”

“Will do,” said Page, with a little smile at Ryle’s tone. “So, good news is: the bounty’s been taken off your 
head. Bad news is…”

“I’m officially dead, right?” said Ryle.
“That’s the only way to have a bounty off one’s head, apart from paying the debt you owe,” said Page. “What 

did he want with you anyway?”
“Will you believe me if I tell you that I don’t know?” asked Ryle.
“Probably not, but that’s your right to keep it private,” said Page.
“I’d think you would be more insistent, since I’m in custody,” said Ryle.
“Who ever said that you were in custody?” said Page. “From what I know, you’ve done nothing wrong except 

being hunted down by a bounty hunter. You’re free to go as soon as you’re patched up.”
Page moved to exit the bay, but he paused at the door.
“Oh, one last thing,” he said. “I heard of you by a few contacts. They say you’re a discrete guy, but that you 

could act as a hot head sometimes. If I were you, I would stay clear from Lokin. First, we have our sight on the guy 
already. Second, not to lower your worth, but the guy’s too big for you.”

“I’ll think about it,” said Ryle. “Oh, I think the guy with the lightsaber mentioned some guy he was working for. 
He mentioned a name. “Lord Blade”. Apparently, Lokin is taking instruction from the guy.”

“I see,” said Page. “Thanks for the info. We’ll check this out. In the meantime, I suggest you take a rest.”
“Probably a good idea,” said Ryle, with a half smile. “I was thinking of dropping to Attamah. I heard there was 

some very nice spot to relax, there.”
“You do that,” said Page. “But again, I would advise to lie low.”
The agent walked out of the medic bay. Ryle looked again out of the bay, into the infinite sea of stars.
“That would only show you don’t know me at all,” he whispered both for himself and Page.
Ryle  wasn’t  someone  keen on seeking  trouble.  But  there  was  something  that  was  enough to  push  his 

buttons. He didn’t like to be pushed. And if being shot in the chest without any reason wasn’t being pushed, then, 
nothing would be. If Lokin had ordered him killed to prevent him to interefere with whatever job he was planning, then 
he had just committed some ludicrous mistake. Because now, Ryle was ready to push back. No matter if Lokin was 
too big, to quote Page, he would still go after him.

Ryle knew that it was dangerous to lie to an Intelligence officer of the Republic. So he had been mostly 
honest with this Page. He had told him exactly what he’d do. He would go to Attamah, because Lokin was headed 
there.

Maybe he was officially dead. But he was far from being buried.

The sky of Yavin IV was clouded. A grey curtain had fallen on the horizon, masking the gigantic mass of the 
gaz planet the jungle moon was orbiting. It seemed the rain waited for the ceremony to be over to start to fall. 

Daykin was standing very stiffly, in front of the crowd. It has been a reestablished tradition for the Jedi to set a 
pyre for their fallen comrades. The people closer to the pyre were the Jedi Masters, but the fallen Jedi’s apprentice 
had to come in first, to light the pyre with a torch.

Master Skywalker had hesitated to put this burden on Daykin’s shoulders, but Daykin had volunteered. He felt 
he needed to do it. It was his task.

The ceremony was simple, so Daykin had a very basic torch in hand, as the Jedi needed only fire to pass into 
the Force.

Master Skywalker walked next to the pyre. He turned to face the crowd that had gathered near the pyre. He 
looked in the eyes of everyone before to speak.



“There is no death, only the Force,” he said. “It is sometimes difficult to believe this sentence of the Jedi code. 
It is difficult to fell the truth of this when someone close to us is taken from us too soon. Leger was my pupil, like most  
of you. I worked with him further on the Force. He was a brave, kind, compassionate mind, and for most of you, he 
was a close friend. Is it fair that he should leave us before his time? No, it isn’t fair, but it is the will of the Force. We 
would be arrogant to say we fully understand the will of the Force. We can only accept it. So is there nothing but 
suffering and renunciation? A Jedi has to know that the Force is everywhere. I don’t need to believe that the ones 
who leave us, as Leger has, join the Force. I know they do. So as they join the Force, they are with us forever. No 
one ever leaves us. As the Force, they surround us, they speak to us. The only thing we can do when we lose 
someone is to open our minds to the Force, so we hear our loved ones, and their advice and guidance. So we must 
remember that there is no death. The Dead only join a new level of existence.”

Daykin saw that Master Skywalker was looking straight into his eyes. His words were echoing into his very 
mind, into his very being, and slowly he started to assimilate their meaning. He breathed in deeply, reaching out for 
the Force, and opened his mind to the feelings around him. He felt the emotions of the attendance around him. He felt 
the sad serenity of the Jedi Masters behind him. He could feel the deep sadness of the young padawans, and the 
compassion from the guests of the ceremony.

A few people were standing out of the crowd, and Daykin could feel them. As Master skywalker was gesturing 
for him to step closer to the pyre, Daykin picked up some minds that stood apart from the crowd, because of their 
feelings. And when he turned to face the crowd, he found their faces easily.

The clan Skywalker was the saddest. Master Jade, her daughter Nomi and Obi-Wan, their young son, were 
all standing together, with a deep sadness in their eyes. Daykin had learned that Leger had spent a lot of time in the 
Skywalker home when he was on Yavin, studying with Luke. Beside them, Daykin saw the famous Leia Organa Solo 
and her husband, Admiral Han Solo. Anakin was standing with them, along with the twins that he had mentionned, 
Jacen and Jaina. They were all sharing the grief of Leger’s death with Daykin. He could sense that their sympathy 
was directed at him.

Daykin  also  noticed  that  Ann Thieno 
seemed to be affected by the ambient mood. Her 
empathy was deeply challenged by what she felt 
during this ceremony.

And  he  felt  something  odd  among  the 
Jedi Masters. He found the face of Kirana Ti and 
saw that her sadness was slightly different from 
the others.  He felt  nostalgia,  the impression  of 
missed chance, and deep regret.

But  he  could  aslo  feel  something  else, 
like a presence. He tried to focus to find who it 
was. The echo felt familiar. Was it Leger? Daykin 
started  to  believe  it.  He  tried  to  embrace  the 
presence, to make him feel how much he missed 
him. But the echo faded. It  was time to let  go. 
Master Skywalker was right. Leger was with the 
Force.  So he would  never  leave Daykin  alone. 
He would always watch over him.

Daykin turned again to the pyre and took 
a long look at Leger’s face. It looked so peaceful, 
now,  that  Daykin  felt  ridiculous  to  be  so  sad. 
Leger was at peace, and now Daykin only had to 
carry on what his master had started.

Daykin put the torch against the wood of 
the pyre and waited for the fire to start. It seemed 
that the wind started to pick up speed, suddenly, 
as if to feed the fire of the funeral pyre. And the 
flames  started  to  expend  among  the  wooden 
blocks.  And Leger’s  corpse faded  in  the  bright 
light of the fire.

The wind grew even stronger. Daykin’s cloak floated in the air as he was standing next to his Master, as the 
Jedi was completing his journey to the next level of the Force, in the blazing fury of the fire.

Daykin felt curiously better. Maybe it was the feeling of so many people behid him, joined with him in the 
mourning of Leger. Maybe it was the certainty that his master was at peace. The fear he felt for the future receded for 



a while. He looked up, following the fiery bits of cinder blowing in the wind. The wind was now clearing the sky of 
Yavin. There would be no rain to put out this fire. The Gas planet was rising again in the horizon. The time of sadness 
would soon pass, and then Daykin would have to face the threat of the ones who had murdered his Master. But right 
now, he felt no fear, just a serene sadness. The words of Luke Skywalker were sinking in his mind.

There is no death, only the Force.
Daykin looked up, into the stars. He hoped that they would be merciful to them. Because, even if the skies 

were clearing right now over them, dark times were ahead of them.

Marjie Tola was a thorough and efficient young woman. When she was checking everything in the House, 
nothing would or could come in her way. She wouldn’t accept any kind of reason to delay one of her duties to the 
House. It was her job to clean and attend to the rooms of the Ferris Home. She had to keep it in perfection condition, 
and she couldn’t allow herself to be distracted, not even by the customs of her employers.

The Family Ferris had learned to accept and respect that attitude in their housekeeper, in all the years Marjie 
had been with them. Lady Ferris really liked that attitude actually. It was a relief to her to be able to rely on her aide 
like this. Whatever the guests that would show up, and whatever their requirements, they would be sure to be met 
perfectly, thanks to Marjie. Lady Ferris knew that the place would be spotless. It was a family tradition. Marjie had 
been trained in programming the house droids and to make sure everything was perfect since her childhood. Marjie’s 
mother had been an aide for the House Organa, when the Senator had been on Coruscant, in her young years. 
Alderaans and Chandrillans weren’t that different from one another, so this House was an easy job to keep. Marjie’s 
cousin was having a hard time to adjust to her role as aide in the Mon Calamari home of Admiral Ackbar. But as 
always with the Tola family, her work was beyond any reproach. Even under Imperial rule, the Tola had delivered a 
perfect service as Aides and Housekeepers.

Marjie was honouring this tradition, and nothing could ever prevent her to. Not even the habits of the young 
Lady Cora. Marjie sometimes wondered how her mother would have coped with serving someone like Cora. She 
personally wasn’t easy to shock, but her mother had always had very high principles that would have crashed against 
Cora’s way of life.

Cora was the youngest daughter of House Ferris. 
And she was the most beautiful, and beyond any doubt, 
she was a party girl. She was haunting the most select 
clubs of Coruscant and Marjie could count on the fingers 
of her hands the number of times she had returned alone 
from one of her wild nights. Sometimes, she didn’t even 
come home, and showed up in the morning, or the late 
afternoon, depending on the night before, of course. Her 
family  had  stopped  arguing  with  her  and  had  even 
stopped to worry about her behaviour. Cora’s reputation 
was  beyond any  kind  of  covering.  The high  society  of 
Coruscant knew very well, that Cora enjoyed her life and 
that it wasn’t linked to her parents’ honour.

As  for  Marjie,  she  had  learned  to  dismiss 
whatever she saw in Cora’s room when she entered it, in 
the morning. Whether Cora would be in or not, exhausted 
from her  night  or  even  having  some company,  Marjie, 
would enter the room at the same hour to have the droids 
clean it up quickly and efficiently, without any comment.

She had seen it all with Cora. She had even held 
conversation with some of the guests Cora was bringing 
home. She had to give her young mistress the credit she 
deserved. She had good taste. And as she was a beauty, 
it was easy to bring back handsome, charming men in her 
bed. Once or twice, she had brought a woman in, as well. So there was nothing shocking enough in Cora’s habits that 
could stop Marjie from doing her job. She was prepared for everything, whenever she slid the door open.

Everything… except this.
So here she was, stunned on the threshold of Cora’s room, her hands to her mouth, her eyes wide in horror.,  

her face pale as ivory. The cleaning droid beside her was buzzing in anxiety. She couldn’t get herself to move, or to 
even make a sound.



On her bed, one of her hands hanging over the edge, Cora was lying, in a frighteningly grotesque posture, 
her skin covered by strange marks all over her bare skin. Her wide eyes were fixed on the ceiling and her mouth 
opened on a silent scream. She was dead.

After  a  while,  Marjie  found  her  voice  again.  Her  horrified  scream was  loud  enough  to  grab  everyone’s 
attention in the Ferris Home. Even in this, Marjie was an efficient woman.

“I think this could be an opportunity,” said Ponc Gravisom, shaking his wings slightly.
“A young woman has died,” objected Leia on a reproving tone. 
She was only back on Coruscant  for  two days,  and already something had happened that required her 

attention. The youngest daughter of the House Ferris had been found dead in her room, and the cause wasn’t clear. 
This was usually a matter of local security, but Ponc Gravisom had brought up the subject to her office. The Calibop 
rose from the chair he was sitting in, fluttering toward the window of Leia’s office.

“True,” he said. “It is tragic, indeed, but it gives us a possibility, as well. House Ferris is a powerful clan on 
Chandrilla. Apart from Mon Mothma’s entourage, no family has more influence over their world. Eyron Ferris is a 
powerful business man and as such, his weight on Coruscant cannot be overlooked.”

“What does this change?” asked Leia. “This is still a criminal investigation, or at least a matter of planetary 
security. If a virus is the cause of death, Ferris cannot refuse an inquiry.”

“He doesn’t,” said Gravisom. “In fact, it’s more the opposite. He claims the local security isn’t enough to lead 
a proper inquiry. He says that too many people have leverage on them.”

“I see,” said Leia. “What about the Intelligence Service? I could ask Talon to dispatch someone to investigate 
this…”

“I had something else in mind,” said Gravisom. “We have an opportunity to put the Republic back on its old 
tracks, and so I was thinking that the investigation could be handled by…”

“The Jedi,” finished Leia, with a smile.
“Exactly,” said Gravisom. “I’m told Frrrah Tri has returned from Yavin with you.”
“She gave me a ride, when Han was called with Falcon to check on something,” said Leia. “You think of hiring 

her for this mission?”
“Not hiring her,”  said Gravisom. “I  think we could enforce an idea thanks to her help.  She’s an efficient 

investigator. If she can solve this case, then I believe that we can convince more people to rely on the Jedi to handle 
these matters. It would place the Jedi at a central position, in the matters of interstellar situations. They could again 
act as mediators, protectors, and investigators. They have played that role marginally, in the past years, but I think it’s 
time to make it official. It may sound cynical, but if we help Eyron Ferris with this investigation, he could lend us his 
support later, to give back the Order its true place in the Republic.”

“Not everyone will like it,” said Leia.
“Look, Leia,” said Gravisom. “I know Borsk Fley’la is claming that the Jedi are trying to gather all power in 

their  hands,  but  there is also a strong majority  of  us that believes that the Republic  fell  because the Jedi  were 
betrayed and destroyed. For them, the Jedi are the cement that holds the Republic together. If we give them enough 
proof that the Jedi are truly restored, then they will raise their voice. And the Republic as we have known it before the 
Empire will be back at last.”

“Can we afford to push these changes?” asked Leia, thoughtfully. “The Jedi were never exempt of flaws.”
“Only Borsk Fley’la claims to be flawless, and we both know the reality on this issue,” replied Gravisom. “But 

the Jedi are a way to resolve the differences between different worlds. And we need one way. I’d rather have the Jedi  
as warrant of the Republic than to see the Senate become the place for personal interests, vendettas and the very 
same dispute we’ve seen that led to the rise of Palpatine. The Jedi are the very symbol of the Republic. Besides, the 
fact Frrrah Tri is a Triani, investigating a human matter is just as symbolic. A proof of impartiality. I must once again 
say  that  I’m  relieved  your  brother  found  so  many  Jedi  among  the  non  humans.  It  helps  to  dispel  Palpatine’s 
xenophobic tendencies in the people’s mind. Still, the Council…”

“The Jedi Council is formed by the most experienced students of Luke,” said Leia. “And we already have a 
non-human on the Council. Dorsk 82 has been a Jedi Master for years now. Besides, another is about to join it. Luke 
told me that Master Khou has been chosen to replace Streen, now that the old man has decided to leave the Council 
to focus on teaching.”

“Who is this Master Khou?” asked Gravisom, raising an eyebrow in interest.
“He’s a Shank,” said Leia. “He’s a perfect pick to be on the Council.”
“Shanki are really respected,” admitted Gravisom. “And no one could claim that humanoids are holding all the 

power in the Jedi Order, if a Shank is sitting at the Council. That’s good news. Who is handling the teaching on Yavin,  
nowadays?”



“Luke relies more and more on Cilgahl to train the children,” said Leia. “She has a special connection with the 
young minds, so she has a good contact with them.”

“Has Luke any political sense, or are we just plain lucky?” asked Gravisom.
“Luke would say that there is no luck, only the Force,” chuckled Leia.
She checked her clock, and made sure the hours were correct before to activate her access to the holo-net.
“The  time seems  right,”  said  Leia.  “I’ll  relay  your  request  to  Luke  right  now.  This  is  Leia  Organa  Solo 

requesting secure access to Yavin IV. Jedi Academy. Patch me through to Master Luke Skywalker.”
“At once, your highness,” said the Communication officer of the Senate palace.
Soon, the form of her brother appeared in the middle of her office.
“Hello, Leia,” he said. “What is it?”
“Luke, I’ve got Ponc Gravisom here,” said Leia. “He’s come to present a request to the Order.”
Gravisom came to flutter in Luke’s line of sight.
“Greetings, Master Jedi,” he said. “Early this morning, a Chandrillan Lady has been found dead in her bed, 

apparently exposed to something. The analysis in underway, but we suspect poison. It is a delicate matter. Her father 
is Eyron Ferris, a very influent man very close to the Senate. He doesn’t trust local security for the investigation. I 
thought we could rely on the Jedi on this case…”

“As the first of many?” finished Luke.
“Exactly,” said Leia. “It wouldn’t be a bother. Frrrah is already on Coruscant, so she can handle it. But we plan 

on making it official, so we need your approval.”
“No problem,” said Luke. “Frrrah is already handling this kind of things unofficially, so it won’t change her 

much. Jahn, Unis and Thorn are with her. It will be a good thing for Jahn to see Coruscant in this context.”
“Excellent,” said Leia. “I’ll get in touch with Frrrah immediately.”
“I’ll inform the Council,” said Luke. “Oh, by the way, it’s Official. Streen has stepped off the Council and Khou 

takes his chair. Streen has chosen a new Padawan.”
“Who?” asked Leia.
“Browra,” said Luke. “This should be interesting.”
“I guess so,” said Leia, with a grin. “I’ll keep you informed on the case. May the Force be with you.”
“And with you, Leia,” said Luke, before to fade out of the holographic projector.
“Who is this Browra?” asked Gravisom.
Leia chuckled.
“A young girl I would never have seen us Streen’s apprentice,” she said.
“Why? I thought Streen was a kind and peaceful man, so he could teach anyone,” said Gravisom. “An easy 

temper should be able to deal with any kind of student.”
“Well, Browra is a wookie,” said Leia. “And she has quite a temper.”
“I see,” said Gravisom, joining her chuckle.

Luke stepped away from the holo-projector and entered the living room of his apartment. Mara was looking at 
him, curiosity rising in her.

“What’s going?” she asked.
“Leia needs and investigator,” said Luke. “A delicate case on Coruscant. Gravisom wants to assign Frrrah on 

it.”
“That’s a good idea,” said Mara.
“Yes,” said Luke, letting himself fall on the couch. “If all goes well, more people will rely on the Jedi for these 

matters. And the Order will reclaim its role in the Republic. That was our goal from the beginning. If the Jedi are the 
protectors of the Republic again, then the wounds left by the Emperor will fade for good.”

“Besides,” said Mara, “it’s a good way to deal with trouble like these without troubling the Senate. I’m not 
surprised Puffers came up with that idea.”

“Han really passed this nickname to everyone he knows, hasn’t he?” chuckled Luke.
“I guess,” shrugged Mara. “So, where were we?”
“You were telling me about Daykin,” said Luke. “So he’s really powerful, just as we sensed. And not only with 

a lightsaber.”
“Yes,” said Mara. “I agree with Leger. He couldn’t possibly refuse to train him, if only to prevent him to go 

wrong. But this tragedy in his life is a real concern.”
“I see,” said Luke. “What do you want me to do?”
“What?” asked Mara.
“Well, you came to me about this,” said Luke, with an ironic smile. “It means you want my help, in a way or 

another. So what can I do?”



“You’ve trained Kyp and you’ve dealt with difficult students,” said Mara. “Sleeyah never was so tormented. So 
what would you advise me?”

“I think that hiding the truth from him would be dangerous,” said Luke. “Leger was truly open and despairingly 
candid sometimes. If we start to hold things from Daykin, now, we may lose his trust. And to lead him to defiance 
could cause more damage than anything.”

“So I have to be honest with him?’” said Mara.
“It’s up to you,” said Luke. “But that’s what I would do. The way I see things, Daykin means no evil. He should 

be made aware of this threat on his balance. That could be enough to help him.”
Mara nodded, and got up from the couch. Luke watched her walking away.
“You’re going to find him, now?” he said.
“No time like the present,’ said Mara, with a tender smile.
Luke nodded, smiling back.

She found him on one of the terraces of the temple. His presence was vivid in her perception of the Force. He 
was standing near the balcony, his eyes to the endless jungle that lay beyond the Jedi Academy. She could feel a 
slight turmoil at the edge of this mind.

Daykin turned to greet her.
“You wanted to see me?” he asked, without surprise.
Mare nodded. One good point for his senses and comprehension of the Force... She walked to join him and 

sat on the balcony.
“We need to talk,” she said. “Do you know why the Council has agreed to your request for more guidance?”
Daykin seemed to give it a thought and then nodded.
“They fear that I may be lost to the Dark Side,” he said, without any harshness.
Mara was shocked by his insight and his bluntness. Were the moves of the Jedi Council so obvious that they 

were found out by a Padawan? Still, she nodded.
“The threat isn’t clear,” she said. “But we felt your balance is uncertain, disturbed by what has happened to 

you. You’re in pain, you’re scared, and somehow, you’re angry. This is a dangerous combination.”
“I know,” said Daykin. “Leger has told me of the Dark Side of the Force. How it thrives on fear and hatred. I  

know I should control my feelings. It’s just…”
“Difficult,” said Mara, in his place. “But you don’t need to control your feelings. You need to go beyond them, 

and for this, you must express them. And you shouldn’t let them drive you. It’s normal to feel pain, Daykin. You’ve 
suffered a deep loss. I know what it feels like to be an orphan. You can’t make the pain disappear. If you don’t let go 
of it, it will consume you.”

A single tear rolled on Daykin’s cheek.
“Leger… he was…” he began, before to hesitate.
“Go on,” said Mara.
“He was like a father to me,” said Daykin. “Now that he’s gone, I feel a void in my heart. I know that what  

Master Skywalker said is true. I know he’s with the Force. But I don’t know how to cope with his absence. It’s hard to 
forget his kindness and what he brought to me.”

“You don’t need to forget it,” said Mara. “Being a Jedi doesn’t mean to be cut from emotion. You must learn to 
go beyond these emotions, because these emotions cannot be used to fuel your power. Leger is one with the Force. 
He’s not really gone. It’s not easy, I know it, but this is something you must do. It may take time.”

“I know,” said Daykin, darkly. “But I fear I lack time to deal with these feelings. I have felt more than just 
sadness.”

“You want to tell me about it?” asked Mara.
“I… I’m afraid,” said Daykin. “The Sith… If he could kill Leger, I just can’t think of what I could do against 

them. But as much as there is this urge that pushes me to run from them, there is another that pushes me to fight 
them. I want revenge, and I know I shouldn’t.”

“The  thirst  for  revenge  isn’t  a  good  thing,  but  sometimes,  you  can’t  dismiss  it,”  said  Mara.  “You  can’t 
surrender to it, though.”

“I’ve already surrendered to it, once, and it only frightened me more,” said Daykin.
“What do you mean?”
“When Leger fell, I was terrified, and then I got enraged,” said Daykin, his eyes lost in the jungle. “So I gave 

chase to this Sith. When I reached the platform, the shuttle was leaving. But he had left some of his men behind him. 
And I…”

He seemed to hesitate.



“I killed them all,” said Daykin. “I gave them no chance. One of them was wounded, but I couldn’t settle for 
this. I killed him. I… was so lost.”

Mara weighed deeply what her apprentice had told her. It was serious, but the mind of Daykin was echoing 
his words. The trouble he felt was enough to convince Mara that he hadn’t enjoyed a second of this killing gesture. It 
was a terrible thing to do, but Daykin’s only fault had been to surrender to grief and emotion.

“Being a Jedi will lead you to kill,” said Mara. “You’re a warrior for the Force. Death is a part of the life of a 
Jedi, as is life. To deny it is pure blindness. Jedi do kill. They don’t want to, but they do. Did you attack them?”

“They shot at me first,” said Daykin, his tone saying that it was no consolation to him at all. “But I could 
have…”

“Spared their lives? Probably,” said Mara. “Had your master not died, you most surely would have spared 
their lives. I’ve viewed Leger’s report on your training. In all the fights you’ve been involved in, you’ve never taken a 
life unnecessarily. You surrendered once to anger. I know no Jedi that never did this. Jedi are still  living beings, 
Daykin, and as such, they are fallible. You can’t expect too much of yourself. But you must meditate on these feelings 
that haunt you. You are aware of them, and that’s a good thing. Soon, you will learn how to face them and to go 
beyond them. Then you will find your balance again.”

“How can I do this alone?” asked Daykin.
“You will not be alone,” said Mara, putting a reassuring hand on Daykin’s shoulder. “A Jedi is never alone.”
They both turned to look at the jungle as night was starting to fall over Yavin IV. Mara felt some relief in her  

apprentice. Maybe this conversation had done some good, after all. She only hoped that Daykin wouldn’t be lost to 
the darkness. He was strong, and his heart was a good one. To lose him to the darkness would be a tragedy.

But something was telling her to trust this young man. And she was more than willing to hear the wisdom of 
the Force.

Next: Coruscant by night.
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