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Destinies Entwined: Roots of Evil: Unmasked Soul

Prologue

A large galaxy far, far away, spins quietly in the middle of the vastness of space. Space. The endless
void, where mysteries lie in wait around every corner. Whether those mysteries be comets, or gas
clouds, or uncharted civilizations, even a galaxy as well mapped as the New Republic held it’s fair
share of enigmas and shameful secrets. Long ignored and often reviled, the planet of Nephron spun on
its axis just outside of the Corporate sector. Travelers through space failed to even recognize the rock as
having once been a thriving planet. After a millennium of its original inhabitants raping the landscape
clean of all its natural elements, the planet turned sour, acrid, desolate. No tree, no blade of grass, no
creature except for the soulless roaches that plague every corner of the universe, lived on the planet any
longer. Even the last remnants of scum and villainy left the planet after nothing remained to be looted.
The constant churn of stormy skies blissfully blanketed the ravaged, horrifically naked and spoiled
landscape from any passing pilot’s eyes; thereby ridding him of any shame he might feel towards what
mankind did to the once prosperous planet. The rain that fell in a constant drizzle burned the land,
scorched it, leaving pools of reeking, stagnant liquid that’s eventually absorbed into the lifeless soil.
Each acid raindrop continued the original Nephronian’s mission to further kill the land until there was
nothing worthwhile left on the planet surface.

In effect, Nephron no longer mattered. The capital of Nemorarea once thrived as a metropolis of
industry, free thinkers, and artisans. Travel down the barren, dust and debris covered streets and one
can still see traces of the great civilization. Once vibrant murals and mosaics covered the city walls,
their colors now stripped bare of the brilliance as they existed in a constant gray world. Large
advertising plaques wept in jagged tears over the long forgotten product photos, scarred by the acid
rain. The city, filled with architecturally fascinating, crumbling buildings surrounded the bottom of a
great dormant volcano, Trilitona. Looming on the ledge of the cold crater stood the Nephronian capital
building of Nemorasis. Built in complete defiance to nature, the massive structure loomed over the
empty streets below. Screeching, freezing wind roared down Trilitona shaking the forgotten houses and
shops with its unrelenting fury.

The government of Nephron once commanded attention by working in the massive edifice of
Nemorasis. They stripped the planet of every natural resource all in the name of commerce. They
vowed that man would conquer nature. And they succeeded with horrific consequences. From the city
below, it appeared that the volcano must still be active, as large plumes of smoke spilled forth from its
crater. The smoke came from Nemorasis, as the polluting smoke still ran the electricity in the aging
building.

A single, solitary line of natural smoke issued out of the many chimneys that dotted the rooftops of the
menacing gray structure. Climbing up the twenty stories, in the farthest northwest corridor a single
window faintly glowed with light. In the window, inside the vaulted, dusty room, a solitary figure sat in
a large throne chair before a flickering fire. The figure rasped with phlegmy breath. A crooked,
wrinkled finger tapped its yellowed fingernail on the wooden armrest as the figure pointed the other
hand towards a holonet, changing channels through the bent, twisted will of the Force. Images roared
past a pair of red eyes, captured in a pile of sickly, white, wrinkled skin. The figure sneered as the same
cheerful images of the former Chief of State’s only daughter’s wedding plastered the holonet waves.
Gossip and entertainment meant nothing to the figure. The entire event was dismissed and completely



ignored. Yet one image from the wedding caused the figure to gasp. Suddenly, the red eyes held on a
girl who stood to the right of the bride. The figure leaned forward and paused the image. Groaning, the
figure lurched out of the chair and hovered close to the image.

“No. It can’t be,” the figure seethed. Yet pictures do not lie. The figure stared at the vibrant, happy, dark
haired girl standing beside the bride in a light pink bridesmaid dress. Lips sneered together as the full
weight of betrayal floored the figure. Then the figure balked at the name of the groom, Marxx Racees,
flashed across the screen. Suddenly unanswered questions from the last several months snapped into
focus. Hate and anger swelled in the figure’s chest.

Ripping red eyes off of the dark haired girl, they found a new home on the girl standing in the shadows.
The other girl’s titian hair glittered in the sunlight. What caught the figure’s attention was the fact that
her stormy gray eyes flared in complete opposition to her calm expression. The red-haired girl’s eyes
dripped with hatred, the very language that the figure spoke fluently. A wicked smiled crested thin,
bloodless lips and an inhuman cackle erupted from a paper thin throat.

From outside the room, a tall, gaunt, skeleton of a man stared in at the figure. His devotion to the
figure, bound by a blood oath, made it impossible to ever leave. The cackle called to him, soothed his
aching, soulless heart. A smile that reached his eyes spread across his lips. For he knew that in that
laugh adventure lay ahead. And he believed that their time of isolation on this hateful planet would
soon be over.
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Chapter 1

Tanned, flushed, and euphorically happy, the newlyweds, Marxx and Jaina returned to Naboo and met
up with their combined families at Chariss and Rowlon’s home. They blushed as their parents and
siblings bombarded them with questions about their honeymoon. Sheepishly, they admitted to not
spending much time traveling around Mon Calamari, instead opting to stay in at their spacious
bungalow and cavorting on their exclusive beach for the two week’s time. Marxx and Jaina smiled
remembering how clothing became optional for them throughout their stay; an option they rarely chose.
Even when the cleaning droids showed up to clean the bungalow and restock their refrigerator, the
newlyweds wouldn’t bother to dress in much beyond sarongs.

They spent their days outside sunning and playing in the brilliant turquoise waters on Mon Calamari.
For Marxx vacationing on a beach planet was fascinating and a truly marvelous adventure. Having
grown up on a planet devoid of waterholes and lakes, his swimming skills were lacking. He learned to
swim on Yavin 4, yet while on Mon Calamari, with the helpful (and often times playfully groping)
hands and advice of his wife, did he finally learn to master and enjoy the skill. He found being
immersed in warm water under the bright natural sun to be an invigorating and enticing experience. Of
course with Jaina floating at his side to smother him with kisses as they treaded water, he found no
reason whatsoever to not enjoy the recreational sport.

Being a modest girl, Jaina at first felt somewhat naughty and wild running free on their beach. Seeing
that her husband showed no shame in his natural state, Jaina quickly learned not to even think about
being without clothing. She found it liberating to be able to race into the water and not have to worry
about removing shoes or extraneous layers. She discovered that by not hiding anything in regards to her
body from her husband that they felt no reason whatsoever to hide what insecurities lurked in their



souls. When they swam together in the warm waters, Jaina let her mind rid itself of all worldly worries
and she let the gentle lapping waves wash her spirit clean. Every time she stared at the gloriously clean,
turquoise water, it reminded her of Marxx’s eyes. With Marxx at her side in the bobbing sea, together
they felt reborn.

Never in their lives did they feel so alive, and utterly carefree as they did on their beach. The waves
would gently guide them out into the clear waters where they would snorkel, examining exotic
underwater wildlife. In the evenings they would cuddle under a warm blanket on the beach, staring at
the stars, discussing the endless possibilities for their future as a small fire burned beside them,
warming them with its gentle, crackling heat.

When the evening’s chill finally took hold and the young lovers retreated to their cozy bungalow where
they would find their large jet tub beckoning them for long luxurious bubble baths. Then two large
fireplaces roared with constant heat to dry their wet bodies. By the end of their two weeks, there was
nothing that each did not know about the other. Bound together in body and spirit Marxx and Jaina felt
that they had became one person, with one purpose, and one heart that beat in a unified rhythm.

Leia grinned at her daughter and patted her husband’s arm as his face fell, realizing the full
implications of how his daughter spent her time on her honeymoon. Uncomfortable, he stood up and
stalked out of the living room at the Racees home into their flower courtyard. Marxx and Jaina shared a
knowing glance as Jaina let go of her husband’s arm and followed her father outside.

Han sensed his daughter’s presence as his eyes swept, unseeing over the green, tree filled, Nubian
valley. He turned his head and Jaina stared up at him, a sweet, small smile rested on her face. Han
noticed her hair in the sunlight. Loose and long, her brown hair had bleached into a golden honey from
her days at the beach. Her usually pale skin shimmered with the vitality of a glowing tan, her white
teeth shined brightly. Han barely recognized his Jaina.

“So you had a good time,” Han said, clearing a lump in his throat.

“Yes, we had a marvelous time. Although I wish we were still there, we were anxious to get back. We
still have so much to do in Theed,” Jaina responded. Taking her father’s large, calloused hand in hers,
Jaina leaned against his arm and stared out across the valley. Although she loved Mon Calamari, her
heart swelled at the sight of the valley. Jaina now considered Naboo her home.

Han clasped Jaina’s hand tightly as he squinted up into the sun, hoping it would burn away his rising
tears. “I am happy for you, honey. You know that, right?”

“I know,” Jaina said, grinning as her heart leapt from his words.

Han flashed her one of his famous, charming smiles. “You know, I think if you walked past me on the
street somewhere | wouldn’t recognize you. Your hair, your tan, and that dress.” Jaina glanced down at
her favorite two piece red dress confused. “You know, when you were growing up, I always thought
that someone, somewhere, was playing a joke on me. I didn’t know how it was that out of my three
children my daughter was the one who’d want to spend hours fiddling with engines with me. I look at
you now... and I don’t see a single trace of that little girl anymore. She’s changed....for the better I
may add,” Han grabbed her hand tighter, his heart filled his eyes with love. He placed his right hand on
her hair and gently stroked Jaina’s face. “You have turned into the most amazing young woman... so
much like your mother. I’d really begun to worry that you’d end up wasting your life like your old man



as a pilot. Instead you’ve become a beacon of light for this place. Do you know the people on this
planet adore you? Everywhere your mother and I go here on Naboo, all anyone can talk about is you
and Marxx. They truly appreciate all the hard work you’ve put into restoring the capital. And they love
the both of you. It’s as if you’d grown up here... I’'m so proud of you.”

Jaina’s chin quivered as she felt tears rise in her eyes. She threw her arms around her father’s waist and
hugged him tightly. Han returned her embrace with equal fierceness. “I just feel like my children are all
getting ready to leave me. Even Jacen’s changed. Since he met Raven, he has become a man. I guess |
still have Anakin, but even he’s on his way to becoming an adult. I would have never thought when |
was young that I would have ever seriously enjoyed being married and being a father. It’s been the
most rewarding and amazing part of my life. You three have given me so much joy over the years.... I
guess I just feel like an era is ending. If I seem distant, or grouchy... I guess it’s just because I don’t
want that era to end.”

Smiling into her father’s soft cotton vest, Jaina said, “We’ll always be there for you, Dad. Just because
I’'m married, doesn’t mean I’ll stop loving or needing you. In fact, I may end up needing you more.
Where else am I going to get advice when I have my own children?”

Han slightly frowned at that thought. Then he realized that Jaina was right. Somewhere down the road,
there would be grandchildren. More giggling, happy children would be filling his home with laughter.
And grandchildren carried the extra bonus that when he got tired, they would eventually leave with
their parents, leaving he and Leia alone in silence.

“Don’t you worry, I’1l be there for you sweetheart. Always.”
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Marxx found Jacen sitting up in Paulo’s workshop flopped in a large comfy chair, sporting a deep
frown. Marxx felt a lopsided grin form on his face as he rolled up beside his best friend on his
grandfather’s swivel chair.

“What’s up?” Marxx asked.

Jacen stared gloomily at his brother. Marxx appeared to shine with his deep tan. Seeing his friend look
so happy just depressed him all the more. “How long was your honeymoon? Two months right?”

“Sorry pal, two weeks,” Marxx said, knowing full well what was going on in his friend’s head.

“I don’t know how you did it, buddy. I mean, you were gone from Jaina a full eighteen months. I’ve
only got to wait six and yet, I feel like I’ll never make it,” Jacen replied. He swirled his foot absently in
circles on the floor.

Jacen flashed back to the day after Marxx and Jaina’s wedding when Raven flew out of his life.
Raven's long dark brown hair whipped around her head as she stood on the landing platform next to
The Fiery Phoenix. Jacen sensed a strengthened resolve emanating from her spirit as her cape swirled
around her body.

“The sooner I get on this ship, the sooner I’ll be back to you. Master Skywalker and Master Durron
said that after six months in near isolation that I could be returned to my family and friends...and to



you. Master Durron will still be overwatching me and my training afterwards. Or they may send me to
Yavin to continue my training, ” Raven said, her warm hand caressed Jacen s strong cheek. “I’ll miss
you everyday. Master Durron did say he would allow me to send and receive holonotes. So we won t be
completely cut off from each other.”

“No holoimager messages though,” Jacen said glumly.

“No. No holoimager messages. Apparently wherever we are going the signal won t be strong enough
for long transmission,” Raven replied with equal sadness.

“Its not fair! Young people in love should not be ripped apart like this,” Jacen said, shoving his hands
in his pockets, he tore his brown eyes off of Raven s beautiful face to hide his tears. In a small voice he
added, “There should be some Nubian law that forbids it.”

Raven smiled and cupped Jacen's face. Her pale blue eyes hugged Jacen's brandy browns, “Well
maybe you need to discuss that with your sister and my brother when they return from their
Honeymoon. They are helping to draft a new Constitution for Naboo, right?”

Offering a tiny smile, Jacen threw his arms tightly around Raven. Then he brushed aside her messy
hair and they kissed, tightening their hold, melting into one another, hoping that somehow, they could
make their final moments together extend into eternity.

Kyp exited the ramp to pick up their last box of cargo for the trip. His dark green eyes lingered on the
young couple and he fled back up into the ship, giving them a final moment together.

Jacen released from their kiss and stared at Marxx s twin. Raven's light blue eyes, bloodshot red, held
enough love in them to light the darkest voids of space.

“I miss you already,” Jacen said.
“Me too. I love you, Jacen Solo,” Raven said as she shoved more hair from her teary eyes.

“I love you,” Jacen said, tears falling. Knowing she had to leave, he added, “May the Force be with
you.”

Raven replied with another kiss. Each burned the feeling of their lips into their memories. She then
ripped herself from him and raced aboard Kyp's ship, not looking back as she began to bawl.

Kyp poked his head out of the ramp and gave a small goodbye wave to Jacen before the ramp shut. As
Jacen watched the golden ship lift up off of the platform, he felt as though a light had gone out in his

life.

“You know it’s for the best. She’d be thrown in the stockade if she wasn’t off Jedi training,” Marxx
said, trying to comfort Jaina’s twin.

“I know,” Jacen said as he stared at the floor. He glanced back up at Marxx, his eyes dark from
depression, “I just really miss her. It’s like someone ripped my heart out and left me wandering alone
trying to figure out how to live.”



Throwing a hand in front of his face to smother a grin, Marxx replied, “She loves you. I can guarantee
this is as hard for her as it is for you. I know, I felt her misery the day she left here.”

Jacen’s heart leapt. “Thanks.”

“You know what else?” Marxx asked, leaning his elbows on his knees. Jacen shrugged. “I’m sure glad
that my sister has you. I couldn’t think of anyone who I’d rather have as a possible, double brother-in-
law some day.” Marxx hooted with laughter at the dumfounded expression that marred Jacen’s face.

“Who’d have thought my leaving you on that ship would’ve been the best thing to happen to you, eh?”

A small grin formed on Jacen’s face. “Yeah, I guess I needed that butt kicking from Raven to set my
life straight.”

Marxx laughed as Jacen began to chuckle, his dark mood lifting. Jacen let out a breath then raised an
eyebrow at his friend, “Spare me the explicit details, but how was the honeymoon?”

Beaming Marxx continued to laugh, “Yeah, I don’t think I need to ever know the exact details of what
you and Raven do together either.” Marxx shuddered his shoulders. “Let’s just say my honeymoon was
perfect. Jaina and I enjoyed our time on Mon Cal, but we’re happy to be back.”

Jacen sensed a stab of jealousy rise inside and then buried it as he felt genuinely happy for his twin and
her husband. “I guess it’ll be a while before I get to feel that kind of happiness.”

“It’1l happen, pal. Mark my words. Jaina and I have plans to keep you plenty busy in Theed. We’ve
been back what, an hour? Already it appears there’ve been labor disputes and problems brewing all
over at the Reconstruction Project, just waiting for our chief negotiator to get in there and resolve
things,” Marxx said grinning.

Jacen stared at his friend. Then he nodded as the idea sunk in. “That would be good. I can definitely
use a distraction. Thanks, Marxx.”

Marxx reached over and punched him in the shoulder, “No problem, bro.”
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Chapter 2

Two month’s into her sentence, Raven’s booted feet pounded through the sticky muck as she ran deeper
and deeper into the Dagobah swamp. Humidity clung to her skin and hair plastering her mud-splattered
flightsuit to her body. The overall effect made her miserable. She cleared her mind as her light feet
effortlessly sailed over fallen logs, and plodded along on her running course. The only thing she truly
enjoyed about her daily runs was the fact that she got to do them alone. Her ‘Master’ annoyed her to no
end. Raven inwardly fumed, He keeps using me as an errand girl. Go get some wood, Raven, dig up
some roots for our stew Raven...We haven't had a single discussion on how the to properly use the
Force...Kyp hasn 't taught me anything about lightsaber skills, mind control, nothing! She thundered on
through the muck frustration building as her thoughts crashed about in her head, And he wears that
arrogant smirk on his face... like...like a favorite piece of clothing. Urrrggghhhhh!!! I just want to slap

it right off!



While focusing on the surrounding energies of the vast amounts of wildlife on the swampy planet, to
help her to enhance her energy, Raven suddenly remembered landing on the planet a month and a half
ago. She stared in horror out the cockpit window as Kyp glided The Fiery Phoenix down through the
soupy atmosphere. When they landed, Raven tentatively withdrew to the back exit door.

“You’ve got to be joking,” she said, as her boots clanked down the metal ramp of the ship. Her eyes
drifted over the disgustingly swampy environment. The calls of primordial birds greeted her ears.

Leaning his raised right arm against the hatch opening, Kyp grinned at his apprentice with
amusement. He said, “Master Skywalker learned to become a Jedi Knight here from Jedi Master
Yoda.” He sauntered down the ramp and stood beside the glowering girl. “I would have thought you
would be honored to be trained here.”

Raven peaked an eyebrow and issued a sigh of disgust. She glanced at Kyp. He 'd removed his Jedi
robe and had stripped down to his tank shirt, apparently already aware of the drenching humidity that
permeated the planet’s atmosphere. Raven's eyes briefly lingered on his powerful chest, deciding that
she preferred Jacen's lean build as opposed to Kyp s inflated, neck-lacking, imitation of a Gamorrean
pig. She averted her gaze towards the swampy jungle.

“So are we going to sleep on The Phoenix or what?”” Raven asked, shucking her robe as the sticky air
began to make her uncomfortable.

Kyp grinned and ran his fingers through his jet black, spiky hair, “Or what.”” Raven stared at him
questioningly. “While you were off choosing flower arrangements and dress colors, I was here building
our quarters. Come on, follow me.” Tall and powerfully built, the Jedi Master led the way through the
swampy jungle expertly ducking branches. “You'll find the only inhabitants on this planet are organic.
There are no cities, no citizens, no people, and no technological amenities of any kind.” Raven
groaned, causing Kyp to laugh. “It’s a great place to become completely in tuned with the Force as a
result.”

Raven let out a yelp and clenched her hands together as one of the hanging vines off of the many trees
suddenly flickered towards her and grew snarling teeth. Kyp chuckled as he yanked Raven past the
dangling snake. “Don 't worry, you’ll get used to them. I don 't think they re poisonous.”

“What do you mean you don’t think they’re poisonous?” Raven asked in a higher than usual voice. She
suddenly felt her confidence waning.

Kyp turned around and flashed her a large grin, “Well they are tasty.”

Raven's light eyes widened, groaned, and threw a hand over her mouth in disgust as she stepped away
from him, right into a large prickly branch. “You 're kidding, right?”

Kyp looked back as her hair became tangled in the branch. He said, ““You, uh, might want to think of
cutting your hair to avoid that from happening a thousand times a day.”

Reaching up behind her head, Raven frantically untangled her hair from the branch. Her heart sank as
tears welled in her eyes. She quickly found herself loathing this planet. Kyp's eyes danced with
merriment over her obvious distress as a less than charming smirk caressed his lips. Raven started to
think that maybe a prison cell would have been a kinder option than this hellish sentence. She knitted



her eyebrows together and snapped at Kyp, “Do you have any idea how long it took me to grow my
hair out? Do you? My grandmother used to force me to keep it butchered short. When I finally got my
mask [ let it grow. It took me six years to get it this length. Last thing I'm going to do is cut it off!”

Kyp laughed heartily at Raven's outrage. She scrunched up her face and pounded him in the arm,
“Stop that!” Kyp's laughter roared louder as he doubled over. From behind them a small flock of birds
flew off frightened by Kyp s outburst. Raven rolled her eyes and blasted past him down the path.

Kyp sobered up and chased after the snarling girl. He said, “I’'m so sorry, Admiral. ” His last word
reeked with sarcasm. “It was merely a suggestion.”

Raven stopped dead in her tracks as the path opened to reveal a huge rounded mud hut. Organic
looking in structure, the hut had no glass windows, no machinery attached to it in any way shape or
form. She realized with horror that there was nothing attached to the structure to alleviate the humidity
or to cool it down. Kyp stood at her side and beamed with pride at his creation. He then realized his
apprentice appeared to be waging a battle with tears.

He stared at her, raised an eyebrow, crossed his arms and said, ““You're not going to do the girly thing
and cry are you?” Raven puckered her lips together as anger brewed under her surface. Kyp felt her
rising ire. “And that, my young apprentice is why you are here. We 're going to get that anger under
control. I'm going to mould you into the perfect Jedi, just you wait and see.” Raven shut her eyes and
swallowed her growing rage, replacing it with shame. Her cheeks turned bright red. She forced her
eyes towards Kyp as he continued, “I didn 't bring you here as some sort of maniacal punishment.
Remember I have to endure being here for six months alone with you as well. If we spend the entire
time at each other s throats, this will be the longest six months of our lives. Now I recommend that you
suck it up, grow up, and accept how things are.” Kyp tilted his head in a determined manner.

Raven flashed him the sweetest of smiles and said, ‘“‘Whatever you say, Master.”

Kyp watched his apprentice as she stepped into their new abode and he shook his head. He mumbled,
“This is going to feel like eternity”

Finishing her course, Raven’s feet landed at the edge of a watering hole located a mile from their
abode. Her sides heaved in and out from exertion as she wrinkled her nose at the unpleasant smell of
her own perspiration. She unzipped the front of her flightsuit and let it fall around her waist, revealing
her white tank top. She wiped a stream of sweat out of her eyes. Then Raven yanked a rag out of her
back pocket and collapsed to her knees at the water’s edge, immersing the rag into the pool. She wiped
herself off then rested it on the back of her neck to try and cool herself down. Her mind lingered to
Jacen and she wondered how he was doing on Naboo since it had been three days since their last
communications. Although they usually share communications daily, sometimes atmospheric
conditions on Dagobah prevented every communication to come through properly. Course the bonus
was that when the storms would lift, she’d usually have several messages waiting to be listened to at
once. She wondered if a message from him would be waiting for her today on The Fiery Phoenix. She
heard a thrashing through the brush and recognized her Master’s heavy footfalls.

“So much for my alone time,”” she thought as she stood up. Kyp appeared out on the path with an
armload of wood. His eyes rested on Raven’s lean form. In just two weeks, Raven had already managed
to put on extra weight as her muscles became denser and more defined from physical training. Kyp
liked the way her muscled arms had developed. His eyes lingered to her head. True to her stubborn



word, she refused to cut her hair. Instead it rested in a series of tight braided cornrows. As much as he
disliked the style, it still couldn’t hide her beauty.

“What?” Raven asked, eyes flickering with annoyance.

Kyp met her glaring icy eyes and grinned. “Want to help me carry these? I think it’s going to rain
tonight, I wanted to gather as much dry wood as possible.” Raven tucked her rag back in her pocket
and came up beside Kyp and held out her arms. Kyp dumped the entire pile into her arms and she
yelped in annoyance. “I’m off to go cut more, come back here and I’ll give you another armload in a
few minutes.”

Raven sucked down a biting comment about being his errand girl, and sweetly said, “Certainly,
Master.”
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The rain pounded against the mud roof with thundering precision. Raven nestled into a ball on her cot
and stared at the dying fire. She felt an uncomfortable, disgusting sheen of perspiration form all over
her body as the rain from outside only managed to enhance the sweltering humidity.

Raven let her mind wander to Jacen. He consumed her thoughts practically all day, every day. And it
was the visions of his handsome, loving, sweet face that lulled her to sleep at night. She fantasized
about them frolicking in their meadow on Naboo and tried to recapture the feel of his lips against her
own. Under her bed sat a small pile of holonotes downloaded from The Phoenix s computer. Each note
she had memorized every word and every expression from Jacen’s face. And each one she returned a
follow-up note. She only hoped he enjoyed and cherished them as much as she loved his messages.
Raven tried to allow her lovely memories lull her over into dreamland. However her Master prevented
such a thing from happening. From across the room, Kyp lay sprawled out on his cot blissfully snoring
the sleep of the dead. Raven tried to close her eyes and fall asleep, but the ear-shattering reverberations
of Kyp’s snoring prevented her from entering into a peaceful trance.

Smirking she yelled, “Kyp!”

Kyp jolted in his cot. Unfocused, wild eyes stared around the room. In that heartbeat, Raven settled
down and fell asleep having successfully disturbed his wretched nasal song.
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She shivered in the corner of her near empty room watching the news on the holonet. The big Boonta
Eve podrace winner was Trazychio, a Dug whod just arrived from nowhere. She had predicted
incorrectly. She quaked, fearing for her own safety.

She wondered if sheer will could make the sportscaster say a different name. Too late. From across the
room her tiny wood door burst open. A large, skeleton of a man loomed before her quivering form.
Ragged, frightened breaths escaped icy blue lips.

“You didn t guess correctly, now did you?” he sneered.

Tears burned in her eyes as she lowered her head into her knees.



“You little slimy womprat, do you have any idea how many credits you just lost me today????” When
she didn 't emerge from her fetal curl, a skeletal hand grasped her by the shoulder and lifted her high in
the air. “DO YOU????” he raged. She gasped at the man's snarling, white face. His black mustache
curled into a sneer. The girl’s pupils dilated huge with fright.

“You know what happens when I lose credits? I get... very... angry,” the man's hand began to shake
from ire. He slammed the girl down on her rickety bed. The girl yelped in pain as she landed on her
tailbone. He grabbed something from his back pocket and brought them before her face. High voltage
stun cuffs. Desperately she tried hiding her fists from his huge hands. However the man overpowered
her and slammed the cuffs into place. His wretchedly ugly face beamed a hideous smile as he grabbed
the girl by the arms and forced her hands over her head. He looped the stun cuffs connecting chain
around a high placed steel peg in the wall and left the girl to dangle. As her wrist's skin connected with
the outer edges of cuffs blindingly searing, nauseous waves of electrocuting pain surged through her

body.

“I’ll be back to check on you in a half an hour... unless I forget,” he cackled and slammed the door
shut. The girl helplessly swung from the peg, her entire body quaked and jolted as unending pain
numbed her senses, and rattled her teeth. The stench of seared meat filled the air as the cuffs began to
lightly burn the girl’s slender wrists.

“NOOOOOOooo00000, Blast you Ryzano!” Raven screamed, bolting upright in her bed. Crashing
waves of anger ripped through the Force. In two seconds, still strangled by her nightmare Raven felt
strong arms encircle her body. As consciousness began to replace her vivid nightmare, Raven clung to
her savior. Tears welled and flowed down her eyes as she rested her cheek on the comforting broad
shoulder. Her vision focused and Raven realized her location. And she immediately remembered who
had captured her in their embrace. Gently she peeled herself away from Kyp and looked him in the eye.
The low embers from the cooking hearth gave the room a fiery orange glow as the wood crackled and
popped in the background. Outside, she focused on the continuous, pounding of the rain as her heart
wound down from its rapid speed. Kyp dropped his arms, right arm to the side of her legs on her bed
and the other in his lap.

“Are you alright?” Kyp’s deep voice purred with concern.
Raven gulped, then smiled faintly. “Yes. Thank you. It was just a nightmare.”

Kyp shook his head and bore his stare into her eyes, “No. Jedi’s don’t have nightmares, or dreams.
They have visions.”

“Fine. It was a vision then. One I’d like to forget,” Raven said, as she rubbed her scarred wrists.
“Tell me about it,” Kyp said smoothly.

Raven licked her lips and shook her head violently, “No.”

Kyp’s eyes bore into hers. “You’ve got to trust me.”

“I can’t!” Raven said.



“Can’t or won’t?” Kyp spat back. Raven crossed her arms and scowled. Kyp’s eyes briefly flicked to
the dying embers, worried by the lack of light.

Frustration brewed under Kyp’s calm exterior. His apprentice flat out refused to open up about her
problems. She couldn’t even muster being civil to him. Feeling much like he was at the helm of a
sinking ship he decided to throw dignity out the window.

“Raven, what do you need from me? You need to learn to trust me. There was a reason Master
Skywalker selected me to train you. I understand a lot of what you are going through... have gone
through. I really don’t want to fail at my mission here, anymore than I would think that you do. The
only way that we can succeed if you trust me and open up to me. Believe me, I wish Jacen Solo was a
full fledged Jedi Master and that he was here in my place...” Raven’s eyes grew large. “But he’s not.
So I’m afraid you’re stuck with me. Tell me what I need to do to earn your trust. I will do or say
anything that you request,” Kyp said. His deep green eyes pleaded with her, praying that she would
finally allow her hardened walls to crumble. His eyes then flicked briefly to the dying embers, worried
by the lack of light.

Raven liked the honesty in his voice. She decided to venture towards meeting him halfway. “I feel like
I’m your errand girl. You send me off into the swamps looking for junk. You’re not teaching me
anything. And if you expect me to open up to you, you need to do the same for me.”

Kyp stood up from her creaking bed and walked over to the fire. He threw on a couple logs and stoked
it until the room brightened again. He brought over a water flask and offered it to Raven. He then sat
down on the floor in front of her bed. “Ok. You feel like an errand girl and that I’m not teaching you
anything. Why do you suppose that I’'m doing what I’m doing?”

“What? Nothing?” Raven asked, peaking an eyebrow.
Kyp smirked, “Right.”

“I don’t know, find out how high my annoyance levels are and see how long you can go before seeing
me explode?” Raven replied.

Kyp chuckled. His eyes grew serious and he said, “For a Jedi, the greatest virtue he or she can possess
is patience. You my friend are sorely lacking in that virtue. You’re always scowling and pouting and
impatiently stomping around seeking attention.” He pointed a finger at her, “You’re not focusing on
where you are, and what you are doing. You seem to like being told what to do, so that’s why I send
you off on errands. I don’t need an errand girl; I need you to become a Jedi Knight. At the moment,
beyond seeing you have great stamina in the physical fitness department, I don’t see much that I can
work with.”

Raven scratched her cheek. “Okay, I see your point.”
Kyp balked with surprise. Then he said, “So what do you want to know about me?”

Raven’s mind went blank. She stared at the fire and said, “Why do you always keep the fire stoked? I
hear you in the latest hours of night get up an start a fire, even when it’s boiling hot in here.”



Biting a fingernail, Kyp stared at his apprentice. “Great, immediately pick up on one of my
weaknesses,”” he thought unhappily. However he could not help but be impressed by Raven’s skills of
observation for finding something to ask that deeply bothered him. Maybe she hasn’t been just
completely wrapped up in herself, he thought. “My family was made political prisoners by the Empire.
I was separated from everyone I loved and was sent to spend my childhood working in the black mines
of Kessell digging for spice- for hours. Every day. No holidays. I either slept, or I dug. That was pretty
much my life. I was a human mole who never saw sunlight.” Kyp’s eyes grew hollow as he seemed to
disappear from the room, returning back to the void of his past.

Shaking himself out of his reverie, Kyp gazed at his captivated student, “Now that [’'m free, I hate the
dark. I know, it’s a weakness. But I can’t help it. The firelight comforts me. It keeps my own
nightmares at bay and reminds me that I’'m alive.”

Nodding, Raven understood his fear. She sensed her iron will begin to corrode. She took a long
swallow of water, handed the flask to Kyp and began. “My grandmother kidnapped me when I was a
small child. She didn’t love me. She didn’t...doesn’t... love anyone. She saw me as a meal ticket. First
I was the poor sickly girl that people would throw spare credits to as a beggar. Then as my Force
abilities developed, she started using me in other ways.” Raven ripped her eyes away from Kyp’s
interested stare and gazed at the far wall. “She met up with a man, Ryzano Darkglider who posed as my
father. I was forced to even take his last name. He is the most wretched person in the galaxy. He headed
a huge gambling ring on Tatooine. He taught me about all sports and forced me to use my Jedi instincts
to determine in advance who would win. When I guessed incorrectly...” her fingers again caressed her
scars and she swallowed, “I would be punished.” Raven lowered her head and spoke into her chest. “I
just had a lovely, vivid reminder of one of those times. I buried all of those awful memories years ago.
Now they all seem to be resurfacing.”

She turned her face towards Kyp as tears glistened in her eyes. Kyp noted how difficult it was for
Raven to relive her past. He sensed a foundation of trust bridging between them and it earned from him
a broad, genuine smile. His deep voice rumbled as he said, “Maybe these visions are coming to you to
remind you of who you no longer wish to be. Or possibly the Force is willing them forward, so you can
face and conquer them. Only you can determine their purpose. Your focus is your reality. If you allow
yourself to wallow in your past, you can never advance in the future.” He uncurled his long legs and
stood up. “Tomorrow, we will begin your training. Get some sleep, okay?”

Raven beamed and nodded. She curled down under her blanket as Kyp headed for his bed. For the first
time since landing on Dagobah, Raven felt the tingles of excitement for what would be in store for her
on the next day.
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Chapter 3

The waves crashed with thundering regularity against the black rocks that surrounded the base of Reef
Fortress on Hapes. The strong, cool, salty wind smashed against Tenal Ka’s body with no regard for her
well-being. She didn’t notice her shivering limbs. For the past two months Tenal Ka felt nothing. The
once expressionless girl now seemed to have ceased to exist entirely. Having retreated from prying
family eyes, Tenal Ka came to her favorite getaway location on Hapes to rethink her life.

Behind her stormy gray eyes a battle between despair and jealousy waged that showed no clear victor.



For well over a decade she had loved Jacen Solo. He brightened her days at the Academy with his
goofy demeanor, his fiercely loyal friendship, and his unending compassion. They had fought side by
side, and he always impressed her by his quick thinking and battle prowess. Now he was gone, ripped
from her life entirely. He fell in love with someone else. She couldn’t even utter the tart’s name for the
mere thought of her brought bile up in her throat.

Had Jacen died, she could have accepted that fate. Warriors died. Death is nothing to fear, but to be
embraced. For it means that your time in the physical world had ended and you are then rewarded with
eternal salvation. At least that’s what her mother, Teneniel Djo, taught her to believe. Instead Jacen
found a new person to love. Tenal Ka, his good friend and unrequited love, apparently vanished from
his heart entirely. At Jaina’s wedding, he briefly approached her to talk, however the entire time they
spoke his eyes wandered the reception hall looking for Marxx’s twin. He appeared to be bewitched by
the dark haired vixen. Tenal Ka stood alone and miserable on the balcony of the Lake Country Resort
and watched the happy lovers take a water skiff towards the mainland. When they returned, Raven was
filthy as they raced off laughing together to clean up.

Laughing. She wondered if that was the key to why Jacen loved this new girl. Tenal Ka never laughed
at his jokes. On Dathomir, she never had the time to be merry or carefree. Laughter implied that work
was not being done. Only the most stern, serious, and dedicated of women became warriors. She grew
up focused as a result, wishing nothing more than to become a warrior who would make her mother
beam with pride. Merriment and goofing off held no value or place in her life. Now she would
welcome one of Jacen’s silly jokes. She would even laugh at it, even if she didn’t understand it, if it
meant that his affections would return.

She’d always known, or thought she’d known, that Jacen loved her when they were growing up. She
knew it by the way he would often seek and take her hand in stressful times. The way he would always
try to comfort her during those occasions. And the way he ripped himself apart when she lost her arm.
Her arm. She never blamed him for the accident. The fault was hers alone. Her arrogance and pride
allowed her to think that her own proficiency as a warrior could easily over compensate for the defects
in the design of the lightsaber she had built. She was wrong. The result ended with devastating
consequences. Her fingers lightly caressed the stump of her severed arm, her reminder of her own
idiocy. She felt a wave of self-loathing arise.

Tenal Ka then forced herself to think of Raven. Riddled with physical defects her family helped her to
heal. A defective heart and lung were both operated on. Afterwards the girl seemed to have taken on a
whole new lease in life. As her physical limitations no longer restricted her actions, the girl flourished.
What’s more though, it wasn’t just that she had healed physically, but Jacen’s love seemed to have
enhanced her spirit. A roaring spasm of jealousy raged through Tenal Ka as a grimace lined her face.
Then an unpleasant feeling of deep satisfaction replaced it as she knew Raven was off and away from
her precious new boyfriend, into forced secluded training as a Jedi by Kyp Durron. A deliciously
delightful idea flickered in her mind as she envisioned the two becoming enamoured with each other in
their long time of isolation, leaving poor Jacen broken hearted. And Tenal Ka would be there to help
mend her friend’s wounded soul reminding him of why he had loved her for so long. He would then be
hers forever.

Then something rare and unusual happened. Tenal Ka smiled.
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For centuries the Hapes Cluster hung in the balance of governing stability. Located at the door between
the Core Worlds and the Corporate Sector, the illustrious Perlemian Trade Route passed right by the
cluster of planets. Raids from spice smugglers, jewel thieves, and every kind of scum and villainy
happened on a near daily basis.

The result, the Hapes Cluster remained heavily guarded with one of the finest, most expertly trained
armies in the galaxy. Ta’a Chume, the reigning matriarch of the worlds, and Tenal Ka’s grandmother,
ruled the militia with an iron first. She took no prisoners. Negotiations ended swiftly. She did not bend
her will to anyone. The men and women who ran the mighty Hapan military machine respected the
wiry older woman because of her tenacious nature.

Admiral Shorum’s Hapan Saber-Dragon class Destroyer headed the patrol fleet which closely watched
the border between the Hapes Cluster and the Trade Route. The Admiral stood with three of her
captains as they flickered through the logs of the past shift when a perimeter warning claxon shouted
throughout the ship. Alert, the Admiral raced to the window and dropped her jaw as one by one twelve
enormous Dellaltian destroyers dropped out of hyperspace and opened fire. Before her eyes, three of
the Dragon patrol ships exploded outside her window.

“Engage all firepower on those Destroyers!” Shorum shouted as she raced to the torpedo controls. A
sickening, leaded feeling exploded in her stomach as she looked out the bridge window. The immense
nose of one of the Destroyers now filled the entire window. She pounded on the controls and sent a
flurry of torpedoes towards the looming craft seconds before her world disappeared in a sea of flying
glass, smoldering metal, and flames.
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Ta’a Chume stared at the long list of names. Each name represented a person killed in the attack. 3,286
soldiers in all died along the border. Her frail body shook inside her high-necked green velvet gown.
Each man and woman died attempting to protect her kingdom, her system of planets. The people were
her responsibility. She failed those heroic souls. She flicked through to a complete list of the recovered
wreckage. Most of the bodies would never be recovered. She thought of the vast number of parents,
children, and siblings who would never see their loved ones again. The idea made the older woman
fume. She sifted through the reports that indicated her fifty destroyers apparently only got in one round
of retaliatory shots before being destroyed. From the wreckage, analysis determined the attacking ships
to be of Dellaltian in nature.

“They broke our peace agreement. For what? Why? Why would they risk this now?” Ta’a Chume found
her mind racing as she thought about her bordering galactic neighbors. She paced in her functional
office in the Fountain Palace on Hapes. “What could they possibly have to gain by doing this?” Fifty
vessels of her grand fleet were now gone. With that simple fact, Ta’a Chume knew what they wanted to
accomplish; they wanted to weaken her army. By weakening the Hapan militia they could eventually
take over the cluster. An unusual feeling of despair slithered into the matriarch’s mind as she thought of
the possibility of losing her rule over these planets. She directed her despair not for herself, but for the
people on her planets. Those who ruled the Tion Cluster would be merciless in their slaughter of the
people of Hapes if they did succeed in overthrowing her militia.

Placing a hand on her waist and tapping a fingernail on her tooth, an image burned in her mind. She
called into her comlink, “Rendart, where is my granddaughter?”



Her young and often jumpy secretary Rendart’s unsteady voice replied, “M’lady I believe she is still at
the Reef Fortress.”

“Bring her here, immediately,” Ta’a Chume commanded.
“Yes M’lady.”

Ta’a Chume’s smoky eyes turned up to the clear Hapan sky. The time for Tenal Ka’s inaction was over.
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Tenal Ka stormed into her grandmother’s office, head high, showing obvious displeasure at being
interrupted from her self pity wallowing. She stared at her grandmother’s back. The woman wore her
dignity and grace like a tight-fitting glove. Yet Tenal Ka knew that under that cool exterior lay the heart
of a tigress that would willingly kill to protect her own, without thinking twice of the consequences.

“You sent for me Grandmother,” Tenal Ka said.

“Yes, I did. Please sit down,” Ta’a Chume replied as she turned her wizened face away from the
window as regarded her heir. As usual, Tenal Ka wore her reptilian dress complete with utility belt. Her
titian hair sprouted in drifts of braids. Her gray eyes appeared distant, clouded. Tenal Ka shrugged and
sat down in the offered chair.

“It 1s time for you to decide what you wish to do. Your days of loafing about are over,” Ta’a Chume
replied as she peaked her fingers together, elbows on desk. “Grave matters have forced this decision.”

Tenal Ka watched her grandmother unimpressed. The Hapes government was always in the midst of
some kind of ‘grave matter.” Ta’a Chume commenced in telling her granddaughter about the recent
attack. The depressed girl found her interest piqued.

“I don’t know why they attacked. They have not sent us any kind of a reason for their actions, nor do I
believe there will be one forthcoming. Because I do not know of their intentions is why I have asked
you here. You must decide what you want to do. I can’t run the risk of you just sitting out there being
an open target for these cowards,” Ta’a Chume said. Standing up she walked around her desk and
leaned against it directly in front of her granddaughter.

“The way I see it you have two options,” she said sticking a bony finger up in the air, “One, you can
finally accept your Hapan destiny and learn to rule beside me during this conflict.” Another finger
popped up, “Or two, I will order for you an armed and escorted shuttle to take you to Yavin 4. There
you can work as a Jedi instructor.”

An overwhelming feeling of surprise surged through Tenal Ka by her grandmother’s second suggestion.
She said, “Why would you willingly suggest that I go to Yavin 4?”

The older woman crossed her arms and stared sternly at the confused girl. “Because that would at least
mean that you were away from here and out of harm’s way.”

Tenal Ka stared at the floor gripped with uncertainty. She’s spent her time at the Reef Fortress worrying
about her own heart, never once giving a thought to her professional future. She said, “I’d need some



time to decide.”

Her grandmother furrowed her brows. She replied, “You can have one day cycle to decide.” Reaching
out a hand she cupped her granddaughter’s chin and raised her eyes to lock with her own. “Sometimes
it is easier to mend a broken heart by going to work. You just need to decide which path you want to
take. I am giving you the option here of what to decide. I think it should be obvious to you which path I
would prefer for you to take, but I cannot decide that for you, only you can.”

Heart sinking into her boots, Tenal Ka realized the validity of her grandmother’s words. Work would
help to clear her mind, regain her focus: reawaken her warrior instincts.

She stood up from her chair and faced Ta’a Chume. “I do not need a day cycle to decide. It is time for
me to accept my destiny. I will work with you.”

Ta’a Chume nodded her head and said, “Go rest, be back in here at oh six hundred tomorrow morning.”
Tenal Ka nodded and left the room. As the door shut behind her, a smile that could have lit up the
galaxy spread across her triumphant grandmother’s face.

sk sk sk sk ok

Chapter 4

Jaina’s feet relaxed on a square, upholstered footstool in the living room of their bungalow. In two
hours she and Marxx would be heading to Theed to check in at the Capital. In their absence Anakin and
Jacen sent them daily reports of the project’s progress. After arriving back on Naboo, the newlyweds
briefly stopped in Theed then continued on their quest to talk to the people on the planet. The crew of
the The Vengeance were sentenced to work as manual labor at the reconstruction site. With around the
clock attention now to the project, Jaina, Marxx, and Anakin felt safe in believing the capital would be
completed in less than a year. Even now the crews broke ground to start the new Nubian Museum of
Arts.

A broad smile crept across Jaina’s face as she realized the project, her baby, was nearing completion.
Through the Force, she could almost feel her grandmother beaming with pride. A pair of strong,
callused hands crept to her slim shoulders and began to knead out non-existent tension.

“Good morning, husband,” Jaina purred.
“Good morning, wife,” Marxx replied back.

“Come here,” Jaina said patting her lap. Marxx laughed and turned around the couch. He stretched out
on the couch placing his head in her lap. Jaina gently traced the sculpted contours of his pectorals with
her left hand and worked through the morning knots in his thick curly hair with her right hand.

They lay in a comfortable silence as Marxx gazed up at his beloved’s face. Each beautiful curve, from
the tip of her nose, to the slant of her cheekbones burned in his memory. He watched her long dark
eyelashes flutter open and shut as she blinked. Her hair, long and loose drifted down her shoulders. He
snaked a finger up and captured one of her bouncy curls. He said, “I love you.”



Jaina rested her eyes on Marxx’s pool blue irises and felt her heart swell with joy. Marxx sat up and
turned around beside her and said, “I will always love you, when you’re old and gray, with no teeth,
and wrinkled beyond belief, I will love you completely.”

A vision of a wrinkled, toothless Jaina flashed before her eyes. Jaina giggled. “You silly man. I love
you too and will always love you.”

Marxx leaned forward and cupped her chin and stared deeply into her eyes, “I meant every word of
that.”

Crinkling her brows, Jaina searched over Marxx’s handsome features, his high cheekbones, his square
chin, she asked, “What’s gotten into you this morning?”

“I don’t know... well yes I do,” he stood up and paced over to the painting on the wall. It was Paulo’s
painting of the two of them at the Lake Country Resort- his wedding present to them, and last painting
he’d finished before he died. Jaina watched Marxx place his hands on his hips. Her eyes wandered over
his bare bronzed back waiting for him to speak. “I woke up thinking of Grandfather Paulo, and how my
grandmother just left him. How their love wasn’t strong enough.” He turned and faced Jaina and
continued, “I guess I just wanted to let you know that I will never leave you. You are my life, my main
priority. You mean everything to me.” He rubbed his right hand on his neck, his nervous tick, and said,
“I guess I just felt I needed your reassurance.”

Jaina bolted to her feet and walked in front of Marxx. She sensed the main cause of his concerns
centered around his grief over Paulo’s death and the tears now forming in his eyes confirmed it. His lip
quivered as he said, “Foolish of me, huh?”

Softly Jaina’s hands wandered up and down his torso, then they encircled his waist. She squeezed him
tightly and rested her head on his chest. Marxx crushed her tightly against his body. Jaina said,
“Sweetheart, you are not foolish. That’s a word I would never use to describe you.... I love you. You
are my life, my love... I will always love you... Sometimes marriages don’t work out. I don’t see that
happening with us.” She glanced up at him, “Are you really worried?”

Marxx met her brandy brown eyes and wrestled back a tear from falling down his check. He rested his
cheek on the top of Jaina’s head. “No, I’'m not worried. I look at both of our parents as examples on
how to make a good marriage last. Apparently there was something just... wrong with my
grandmother.”

“I don’t know what to tell you, Marxx. Maybe we can find more of her files when we return to Theed
to help answer any questions you still have about her,” Jaina said.

Images swirled in Marxx’s mind. Each image fuzzy and distorted appeared as blips in his mind. They
were snippets of Raven’s memories that she Force sent to him back on her ship to prevent him from
going to the Dark Side. Knowing the horrific things the woman did to his sister, he replied, “I don’t
know if I really want to know. But I suppose I should. We have to learn to let go of the past to have a
bright future, right?”

Jaina sensed Marxx’s distress and replied, “Right.” She pulled herself from his embrace and rubbed her
hands down his muscular chest, playing with the light scruffs of dark hair, then around to his backside.
The corner of Marxx’s lip curled upwards as his wife’s fingers roamed. She flashed him a large smile



and seductively arched an eyebrow. “You know we do have a couple hours before we have to go meet
with Trevalis Borenman about the latest draft of the Constitution. What do you say we go and remind
each other how strong our bond is?”

Beaming wolfishly, Marxx replied, “M’lady that is the best suggestion I’ve heard all morning.” Jaina
giggled and raced out of the living room. Marxx stood rooted to the floor.

“Are you coming?” Jaina said with a singsong voice. As she spoke, her nightgown soared into the view
and landed on his head.

Marxx let the silky fabric slip through his fingers and he whispered, “Mercy.” Suddenly spurred into
action, Marxx grinned and dashed down the hallway towards their bedroom.
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Jacen locked his door to prevent his spying brother from entering his room unannounced. Together they
shared a small condo in Theed as they worked on administering duties over the Reconstruction project
while Jaina and Marxx remained out of town. As his mind lingered briefly on his twin, Jacen sensed
that his sister seemed to be in a good mood: a very good mood. Grimacing, he switched his mind
elsewhere, having spent many hours in the two months enduring her blinding, euphoric twin vibrations.
“Bless the stars, at least her honeymoon is over,” he thought gloomily. Without knowing it, Jaina
helped to contribute to a growing depression that had begun to overtake Jacen. Although he couldn’t
help but be happy for his twin, all her joy managed to do was remind him of how lonely he felt without
Raven. Daily he sent messages to her on Dagobah. She in turn sent him messages. Every time he
returned home from work to find a note from her, his heart leapt with joy. Not being able to actually
speak to her though, started to wear on his soul. At least Marxx could talk to Jaina when he trained on
Yavin 4. Jacen began to wonder how long he could stand their separation.

Jacen found himself thinking of his Grandfather. Anakin and Padme were separated for long periods of
time during the Clone Wars and they survived. He slapped his forehead, Bad example, they eventually
got ripped apart and their love was destroyed... Their marriage was forbidden, they had to hide their
love from everyone. At least Uncle Luke doesn t forbid Jedi's from marrying. As soon as the word
entered his mind, Jacen knew why he felt so helpless. In his heart, he knew that he wanted to marry
Raven. He wanted to be her husband, to start a family with her, and be her protector. He helped bring
her back to the light, by his not being at her side right now, it seemed as though he was somehow,
miserably failing her, or shirking his duties. And now they couldn’t even speak to each other.
Frustration bubbled inside as Jacen fought back the rising swell of tears.

Leaning back in his desk chair, Jacen replayed Raven’s holonote message from last night. A blue image
of her appeared wearing a white tank top and her hair sat in a series of cornrow braids on her head.
Jacen noticed her arms appeared muscular from constant exercise. Unconsciously Jacen reached up to
his own arm and realized he’d fallen behind on working out and decided maybe a trip to the local
sports complex and partake in a good long run. While staring at her gorgeous ice blue eyes, his heart
melted.

“Jacen, my love. Today was a good day. Master Durron and I have appeared to reach an end to our
stalemate and he is now actually training me. Although I still think he'’s somewhat arrogant, he doesn t
annoy me as much as he did in the beginning. We’ve...ah... reached an understanding. Which is good,
1 guess. I can't exactly get very far in my training if [ don 't trust my Master. After my morning run, we



went to a clearing and Kyp made me stand on my head and levitate objects by concentrating
completely on the Force around me. [ felt calm, at peace. It'’s a strange feeling using the Force as an
ally instead of warping it to my will. For all that I dread and despise this place, I can understand the
benefits of training here. The lack of people and technology do help me to better concentrate on my
lessons. I better get going. I'm tired and I need to go gather wood. I love you and miss you, Jacen Solo.
May the Force be with you.”

Jacen watched as Raven kissed her fingers and then touched the transmitter. Tears lined her eyes. He
unconsciously squeezed his lower lip as he pondered her words. He understood the importance of
Raven and Kyp bonding. If there was no trust between Jedi Master and apprentice, nothing would ever
get accomplished in Raven’s training. His stomach, however, constricted with jealousy. Listening to
Raven and her repeated declarations of love, he did not doubt her and her feelings. Instead, he believed
that he despised the fact that Kyp got to spend every day with his love, while he could only sit and wait
with bated breath for each of her tiny messages. He knew though that if he suddenly showed up on
Dagobah, that he might inadvertently set back Raven’s training. Jacen rubbed his forehead as the first
twinges of a headache began to creep into his mind.

Suddenly his holo-emitter chimed. Leaping forward he activated the incoming message. His heart
briefly fell, then a large smile spread across his lips when he saw the person on the other line.

“Hi Tenal Ka, how’re you doing?” Jacen asked. He felt relieved to see a friendly face at the moment to
end his wallowing in self- pity fest. He noticed immediately that she wore a long green traditional
Hapan dress.

Tenal Ka stood with her hand on her hip watching him closely. He seemed happy to see her, but
appearances could be deceiving. “Hello, Jacen. I am doing fine. How are you doing?”

Jacen gulped and said, “Well, I’m a bit lonely. Raven’s off training. At least Jaina and Marxx are
coming back to the Capital today. They’re usually good at getting my mind on other things.”

Tenal Ka inwardly grimaced at Jacen’s moaning over his girlfriend. Biting down her distaste she said,
“I am sorry to hear you are lonely, my friend.”

“What’s up with the clothing? Your grandmother has you going to some formal function?” Jacen asked
trying to change the topic.

“Actually, I am about to join her in a military strategy meeting. Two days ago our neighbors, the
Dellaltians, attacked and destroyed fifty of our warships. We are on high military alert.,” Tenal Ka
replied.

Jacen sat up alert and asked, “Are you and your family alright? What happened? Why are they
attacking you?”

“Thank you for asking. My family is fine. We do not know why they have attacked. We only know they
broke a long standing treaty with this action. They have wanted our territory for years. We only assume
that they believe that by weakening our military they can eventually take over the Hapes Cluster,”
Tenal Ka’s said, her gray eyes flashing with anger. “We lost over 3,000 people in their attacks.”

Jacen gasped, his eyes filled with concern. “I’m so sorry. That’s horrific! And you’re helping out your



grandmother?” Jacen said, knowing that must not have been an easy decision for Tenal Ka who spent a
lifetime shirking her duties to the Hapan crown.

“Yes, it is time that I begin my formal training and accept my destiny,” Tenal Ka replied.
Surprised, Jacen asked, “So you’re giving up being a Jedi?”

“I would say that I will be applying my Jedi training towards my pending rule. One must be able to
keep a clear head when negotiating with cowards and enemies,” the titian haired girl replied.

Jacen nodded, “I can see that. Well let us know if you need our assistance. The Reconstruction Project
here seems to be on track. If you need the help of four Jedi, I’'m sure Jaina, Marxx, Anakin, and I can
spare some time to come help you out.”

A slight smile formed on Tenal Ka’s lips causing Jacen to grin. “Thank you my friend, I will let you
know.”

“It’1l be just like old times,” Jacen replied.

“That 1s a fact. Just like old times,” Tenal Ka said, knowing full well things could never be exactly like
old times again. “I will talk to you later.”

“Goodbye,” Jacen said.
“Goodbye,” Tenal Ka said and her image vanished from the holo-emitter.

Jacen let out a sigh and berated himself for feeling blue. There were plenty of people out there with
worse problems than he had to worry about. He kicked away from his desk and decided to wait and
send off his holo-note to Raven at the end of the day. Feeling rejuvenated, he unlocked his door,
gathered his brother and headed off to the capital.

ok sk ok

Chapter 5

“Clear your mind. Let the Force flow through you. The Force is your ally, created by all living things. It
can enhance your skills and calm your nerves.... When you are calm, you will see things... The Force
will speak to you. They may be memories, they may be visions of the future, they may be present day
happenings.... Whatever the Force shows you, pay attention to the images,” Kyp’s deep voice entered
into the dark haze as Raven sunk deeper into her meditative state.

Standing on her head, her arms lightly shook from gravity’s weight on her body as she Force-lifted six
large boulders into the air, casually spinning them with precise balance with the Force. She let out a
long sigh and directed her concentration towards her Master seated some five feet away on a fallen log.
Another tangent in her mind absorbed more energy from the Force and she casually embraced the air
around Kyp’s body. She ignored his surprised squeak as slowly she lifted him off of the ground. She
chewed on her lower lip, to contain her giggles, as Kyp’s mouth shot off a slew of profanity. In her
mind’s eye she watched as Kyp rose up from his log, his arms reaching out in all directions to try to
find some purchase of handhold to prevent himself from rising any further. Finding nothing he



eventually just plopped his hands in his lap as he spun in a slow circle.

“You just better not drop me on my head,” Kyp said, fighting back a laugh. He watched the world spin
before him as Raven calmly, controlled his Force fueled joyride. Knowing that he weighed
considerably more than the other boulders and stones that continued to circle around him, pride swelled
Kyp’s heart at his apprentice’s progress. He began to spin faster.

“It’s noted, I’'m impressed. Now please put me down,” Kyp said, as a wave of nausea began to rise in
his stomach. Suddenly his dark green eyes grew large as the taste of bile rose in his throat. Before he
could warn her again, Kyp jolted upright and calmly returned to his seated position on the log. He
placed a hand on his stomach to calm it down and watched as his apprentice continued to stare,
expressionless into a black void. He watched her carefully and rested his forearms on his knees. Her
control impressed him greatly.

Raven shut her eyes and the glare of a bright, sandy afternoon flared before her eyes. 4 small girl, with
cropped dark hair, lay sprawled out on a sandy street. In the hot, arid air rasping jagged lungsful of
breath she sobbed. The front door of the hut opened and an aging, severe looking woman emerged.

“What are you doing just loafing around. There are chores to be done!” The woman's eyes fell upon
the upturned, empty water flask which had spilled all of its contents into the thirsty sand. “You wasted
precious water! You good for nothing little twerp. Do you have any idea how much that costs?” The
girl slowly forced her elbows to work as she shoved herself up. Her breath labored with each
movement. She flipped over, covered with sand, both knees and elbows sported new abrasions from her
fall.

“I'm...*gasp*... sorry...*gasp*... grand...*gasp*....mother,” the girl moaned as she lifted the now
empty flask. Tears poured from her eyes.

The elderly woman's thin lips sneered and her nostrils flared, “Get up. Go clean yourself up. And don't
you dare think of using water since you seem to think it s free around here!” A large wicked hand
flashed forward and met with blaster shot precision against the small girl’s cheek. A loud smack echoed
down the street as the girl pitched over from the force of the blow. The girl rasped for air, a huge, white
handprint etched on her right cheek. A pitch black shadow crawled up and over the cowering girl's
form. The girl forced herself to her knees and attempted to rise to her feet. Only to be met by another
bone cracking smack to the other cheek. The girl yelped in pain as her neck snapped backwards flying
off of her knees flat on her back. The shadow consumed her body. The girl, barely able to see straight
began to crab crawl backwards as the shadow continued to chase her retreating frail body....

Kyp jumped and his heart raced as his serene student suddenly screamed, “Stop it! I didnt do it on
purpose! Leave me alone you evil old crone!” A wave of blinding anger rocketed across the practice
field. Raven’s link with the Force snapped apart. Rocks thudded to the swampy floor as she tumbled
out of her handstand. Covered in sticky mud, Raven threw her filthy hands to her cheeks, still stinging
from the phantom traces of the fierce slaps. Kyp squatted before her and lifted her chin up to meet his
concerned gaze.

Raven’s eyes flew in and out of focus as the looming figure appeared before her eyes. Savagely she
reached out and Force choked the looming figure. Still in the throws of her vision the face of the old
woman contorted with pain as she grasped at her constricting throat. She heard her name squeaked. The
voice did not belong to her grandmother. Shaking her head her grandmother’s face became replaced by



the worried visage of her choking Master. Horrified, Raven severed her link with anger and Kyp sunk
to the ground gasping in breaths of air.

“What have I done?” Raven cried. Wailing in agony, Raven bolted to her feet and raced away from the
practice field, blindly into the Dagobah swamps.

Kyp’s sides heaved in and out as he inhaled much needed oxygen. He watched Raven dash off into the
woods and shook his head. He rubbed his forehead, then snatched up a skin of water. “Well, this is
definitely payback time for the pain I've caused in my lifetime,” he thought unhappily as he headed off
into the woods, following after his distraught student. He experienced no difficulty in finding her trail.
She left a path of broken tree limbs and uneven footprints as she raced through the swampy woods.
Kyp also sensed and zeroed in on her waves of guilt that reverberated through the Force.

Five minutes later he found Raven lying at the base of a tree in a fetal position, her face streaked by
tears and covered in mud. Her fingers twitched as they dug into her braids. Her pupils blackened her
entire eyes with fright. Kyp wondered if she’d heard his approach. He sat down with a thud next to her
shivering body and lightly caressed her cheek.

“You thirsty?” he asked as he showed her the water skin. For some reason the sight of the nerthide
container only made her wail further into her misery. Kyp didn’t know what to do, he’d never had to try
to comfort anyone in a situation like this before. He inhaled the strong mildewed scent from the
surrounding boggy land and said, “Raven, I’'m not angry with you, you’re alright, you’re alright...” he
said. As his words sunk in, she lifted her eyes and stared at her Jedi Master. He was apparently fine and
in one piece. She sat upright and threw her arms around Kyp’s broad shoulders and sobbed
uncontrollably. Kyp tightened his embrace on his student.

Raven finally removed her arms from his strong neck and rubbed her forehead in despair. She asked,
“How could I have done that to you? Bless the Force, you were only trying to help me. And I... I...”
Her chin quivered and she started to sob again.

Kyp grabbed her back into an embrace and felt her fingers dig into his back. His shoulder became wet
with her tears. Only feeling concerned, he replied, “Obviously we have a lot of work to do. I think I
now see why Master Skywalker wanted you to be trained on your own. We’ve got a lot to deal with
here.” He gently pulled her apart from him and lifted her chin so she could stare into his dark green
eyes. “I’m not about to give up on you. You have real potential. But we’re going to need to get through
this, and the sooner we start seriously addressing your Dark Side issues, the sooner you can heal.”

“Why do I keep seeing these things? I locked these memories away years ago because they hurt too
much to think about,” Raven said, voice cracking and dry.

Kyp watched his apprentice carefully. Her light blue eyes now streaked bloodshot, her nose and eyelids
were swollen red from crying. He reached behind him and extracted a rag from his back pocket and
handed it to her to wipe off her face. Taking the rag, Raven meekly smiled and rubbed it over her eyes
and blew her nose.

“What did you see? Tell me,” Kyp said softly.

Searching her Master’s face, Raven choked down another sob. Her eyes rested on Kyp’s long, straight
nose, his deep green eyes, and his expressive dark eyebrows. She couldn’t believe he would calmly sit



and talk to her after she tried just tried to choke him to death.

“I don’t deserve this. I should just be thrown in a jail cell somewhere. Or better yet, thrown into a
Sarrlacc pit and be done with me. I don’t think I can ever get past this... I knew that [ wasn’t good
enough for Jacen, or for my family. I can’t...do this,” she said, wiping her nose.

Kyp offered her a slightly lopsided smile as he wiped off a slab of mud off of her forehead, “Who are
you trying to convince with that little speech, you or me? Look at me... no look into my eyes...” Raven
reluctantly met his gaze. “I am not giving up on you, do you understand me? You most certainly are
NOT going to give up on me. [ won’t let you. You’re tougher than failure. And your family needs you,
Jacen needs you. They don’t need you in some jail cell somewhere. Also do you really think Jacen’s
parents would let him associate with a criminal?”” Raven’s mouth opened wide, as if that thought had
never even crossed her mind. “I am not letting you give up. We are going to conquer these demons of
yours, day by day. And when we’re done, you’re going to be stronger, wiser, and the best Jedi ever. Do
you hear me?”

Raven nodded slightly. “Yes, Master Durron.” Her hands continued to shake and she fell back into a
crossed legged squat. She closed her eyes and breathed in and out to calm her nerves. Kyp watched her
as she silently worked to regain control of her emotions. In the distance she heard a couple local birds
cry. As she washed away her anger, her fear, her guilt, Raven focused on the beating of her heart. Her
heart, that loved and was loved in return. Jacen. Jacen. Jacen. Thinking his name, envisioning his smile,
calmed her and erased her pain. Then with her spirit focused, she revisited her vision and in a detached
voice, she spoke the details of the encounter with her grandmother to her Master.

Listening intently, Kyp became increasingly horrified by what Raven recalled.

“I was helpless. She wouldn’t let me get a respirator, I had to drown in fluid in my lungs everyday. And
my heart couldn’t sufficiently circulate blood to help my lungs to breathe. I’d been outside, heading off
to the store to buy a loaf of bread, when a pair of school bullies zoomed by on Swoop bikes. They
picked on me, as usual, threw me against the hut wall and I fell to the ground. Then of course they took
off. My grandmother found me outside and thought I was slacking off. Then when I couldn’t get up,
she began to beat on me,” Raven’s heart tightened, her lips drew together in pain, “She didn’t even
notice | was bleeding and hurt before she began to lay into me.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong, Raven. It wasn’t your fault,” Kyp said, hands lightly dangling over his
bent knees.

Wiping away an errant tear, Raven replied, “I know. That woman had no love in her heart. I can’t ever
recall her saying one encouraging thing to me. She never told me she loved me, or that she was proud
of me. She had great pride in belittling and insulting me. The only time she finally took any notice of
me was when [ finally began to fight back. Instead of cowering, I’d get angry. In school, I broke a kid’s
arm and ripped apart our school cafeteria one day with my rage by using the Force. My grandmother
grinned like a madwoman. It was the first time she ever showed me any attention. From then on, I was
so starved for attention that I just continued down my dark path. She gladly fed my growing abilities
with praise and affection.” Raven shuddered.

Kyp furrowed his brows, “Are you worried that I’'m not giving you any praise for your progress around
here?”



“What?” Raven asked, confused, “No. I mean, you just complimented me before I went psychotic on
you. Why do you ask?”

He shook his head, “I’m just trying to figure out why you are receiving your certain visions is all. How
do you feel when someone praises you, or compliments you now?”

Raven thought about his question for a moment. Her mind lingered to Jacen and his comments about
her beauty that night on Naboo when they first kissed. He said, “No you re not beautiful. There's no
word in the whole of existence that describes you... luminous maybe, radiant, gorgeous, breathtaking.
My heart constricts in my chest when I'm around you. It’s almost overwhelmed by how closely you
resemble a heavenly creature.” She’d responded by behaving as if he had said a joke. She didn’t
believe he actually meant the words.

“I generally don’t believe them. I figure they just want something out of me, and that they can’t really
mean what they said. If that makes sense,” she replied rubbing her forehead.

Kyp smiled and said, “Actually it makes perfect sense. What you’ve got is a serious self-esteem issue
Raven. You don’t know what you’re worth. Let’s look at this, your grandmother beat on you, she
ridiculed you, and she made you feel worthless. The only time you ever felt like you meant anything
was when you did things that were contrary to your nature. When you gave into your anger, your fear,
your hate, she suddenly saw you as a person instead of a nuisance.” Raven stared with wide eyes at
Kyp. She’d never thought about that before. “Now you are trying desperately to reject your fear and
anger. You no longer want to be controlled by those darker emotions. For the longest time, anger was
your ally. Those emotions were your only weapons in your arsenal in life to use to defend yourself
with. Now that you rejected them, you fell like you’ve got nothing to fall back upon. You need to learn
to do a couple of things. You need to learn who you are, and you need to learn to love who that person
is. Who is Raven Racees? I think once you discover that, you may find out how to accept compliments
and not see them as empty platitudes.”

“How do I do that? How do I find out who I really am?”” Raven asked, in a very small voice.

“Truthfully, I don’t know. It’s something you’re going to have to do on your own. I promise you I’ll do
everything I can to help, but for the most part, you’re going to have to do that on your own. I once
faced a similar dilemma during a very dark period in my life. Self discovery is a long and painful
process. Personally I don’t think you’re that bad off. You’ve allowed yourself to fall in love with
someone else... that’s a major first step in the right direction. You’re lucky to have managed to capture
the heart of a Solo. There’s something about those men, they are able to see good in people who don’t
even know that goodness exists in themselves...” Kyp’s eyes seemed very distant. “You already know
what you do not want to be, now you just have to figure out who you do want to become,” he said
smiling. Then Kyp stretched back his shoulders and arms out in front of his legs. In one fluid motion he
rose to his feet. He extended his hand to his apprentice. “Come on, we’ve had more than enough drama
for one day. Let’s go make us some snake stew.”

Raven shriveled her nose, grabbed the water skin from the ground and took his hand. He heaved her to
her feet. “You’re not really going to make me eat that stuff are you?”

“What do you think you’ve been eating for the last two months?” Kyp replied peaking an eyebrow.

Raven’s mouth flew open in disgust, and let out a long,“Uggggghhhhh.”



Kyp lightly punched her in the arm and laughed, “See I told you it didn’t taste all that bad.”

Shaking her head, Raven followed after the footfalls of Kyp towards the most unappetizing of dinners.
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Chapter 6

The glorious late morning sun shined brilliantly onto the cobbled streets of Theed. The sweet air filled
with the glorious chatter of songbirds and the sweet perfume of thousands of newly planted, blooming
flowers. Jaina and Marxx strolled along the mosaic filled courtyard outside the now fully restored
capital building. They just emerged from a meeting with Trevalis Borenman, a Nubian political
historian who they selected to oversee the creation of the new Nubian Constitution. Now that all of
their notes that they’d gathered over the past six months were safely delivered out of their hands, a
strange overwhelming sense of calmness blanketed the happy couple.

Marxx and Jaina dressed in Nubian finery clothing. Jaina’s midnight blue dress, flowed long and
hugged the sides of her shoulders with its short sleeves. The dresses square neckline accentuated her
cleavage, then tapered in at the waist and flowed down with layers of sheer fabric that sparkled with the
hints of shimmering rainbows in the sunlight. Jaina’s hair gathered atop her head in a single braided
bun that snaked down into spiraling curls down her back. Marxx wore a long sleeved, tan cotton shirt
and tailored brown slacks that tucked neatly into the tops of his polished brown Jedi boots. Over his
shirt Marxx wore a midnight blue brocaded velvet vest. The couple stopped to admire a newly added
water feature in the center of the plaza. Their arms laced luxuriously around each other as they pointed
out the finely chiseled craftsmanship that went into the intricate designs on the cherubs in the marble
sculpture. Jaina smiled delightfully at her husband with his affinity for noticing the minutest and finer
details of artistic expression. Marxx sensed his wife’s admiring stare and met her gaze.

“What?” he asked, peaking an eyebrow.
“You just never cease to amaze me,” Jaina replied.

“Well I did grow up with the esteemed Paulo Brannoush in my household. I did learn a thing or two
about appreciating art. [ wasn’t only some junk shop repair boy,” Marxx said. Together they turned
their eyes to the south of the plaza and saw that within only a few days the foundation to the new
Nubian Art Museum had set. Newly erected scaffolding littered the skyline to begin the construction of
the internal infrastructure of the building.

“Beauty, art, truth, and love,” Jaina said.

“Yes, and you my dear Queen, represent all four of those principles,” Marxx said, grin etching across
his lips.

“As do you, Nubian Son,” Jaina replied, licking her lips lightly, inviting for a kiss. Marxx, always
happy to oblige, leaned down and lightly grabbed her lower lip between his and tugged. Jaina grinned
and they sank into a deep, sweet kiss. In the midst of their unified bliss, Marxx thought he heard a sigh.
He unwillingly pried open an eye and widened it, abruptly pulling apart from their kiss. From all



around them, townspeople emerged from their shops, restaurants, and homes to watch the planet’s
famous couple of lovebirds. Jaina’s cheeks flushed bright pink, and Marxx turned bright red, as women
and men of all ages encircled the happy duo, silently watching them bask in their love.

“Guess it’s time to mingle with your loyal subjects. Right, my Queen?” Marxx said teasingly.

Jaina rolled her eyes and said, “Oh stop calling me that. But yes, I do think spreading some goodwill
with the locals would be a nice idea around now.” Jaina grabbed her husband’s hand and together they
met with the locals of Theed. As they shook hands and talked to the people Jaina and Marxx failed to
notice a familiar looking craft descend out of the atmosphere and head to the local spaceport.
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Han and Leia watched as Jacen engaged in a heated discussion with Sruga Munn, the Ithorian in charge
of the construction crews around Theed. Jacen tilted his head to the side and slapped his hardhat. The
crew bosses leathery face lowered in defeat and stalked away from the Jedi. Jacen turned around
shaking his head. Completely lost in his own thoughts he walked right past his parents.

“Hey!” Han shouted. Jacen jumped and shook his head. A confused grin formed on his face.

“What’re you two doing here?” Jacen asked as he hugged his mother.

“We actually came to check on you,” Leia replied tugging her green tunic back into place.

Jacen knitted his brows together, “You mean check on the progress here?”

“No, Jacen. We came to check on you. Let’s go get a bite to eat,” Leia replied and directed her son
towards a small café in town. The lilac walls of the café offered a calming atmosphere as the trio
escaped from the ear shattering construction area. Jacen placed his helmet on the table and stared
expectantly at his parents. A busty, dimpled, blond girl approached their table to take their order. They
each ordered Jawa Juices and a pastry plate to split.

“So what was that all about back there, son?”” Han asked as he leaned back in his booth seat. His fingers
absently climbed up the wall and rubbed on one of the leaves from a hanging plant, checking to see if it
was real or faux.

“Several of the crew members from Raven’s old ship are trying to create dissention in their group
apparently. They are refusing to work. I told Sruga to go back to them and tell them if they don’t
comply they are headed to the brig,” Jacen said with a bored expression caressing his face.

“Think they’ll shape up?” Han asked.

“I don’t know. Hopefully. We need them to work in order to keep the project on track,” Jacen replied.
“They don’t know how lucky they are. Their punishment could have been a lot worse.”

Leia and Han exchanged a glance.

“What?” Jacen asked lounging an arm across the back of his booth seat behind his mother’s back. The
waitress stopped by and dropped off the cups and pastries. “Thank you.”



Han leaned forward and wrapped his large hands around his mug and stared his son in the eyes. “Your
mother and I are worried for you and your attachment to that girl.”

Jacen’s stomach exploded in agony, as if he’d just been kicked. Incredulous he squeaked out, “What?”

Leia scowled at Han for his directness and turned her son’s chin towards her gaze. “What your father
meant to say is that we are concerned about how you are getting along without Raven.”

Growing angry Jacen’s voice rose as he yanked himself from his mothers grasp, “That’s not what Dad
said! Since when did the two of you suddenly decide you don’t like Raven?”

“We like Raven fine, it’s just that...” Leia began.
“...It’s just what?” Jacen asked. “What? Please, I'm all ears.”
“Son, do you know why she’s off into isolation training?” Han asked, eyebrow peaked.

“She’s got issues to take care of,” Jacen said. “She used her Force abilities through the Dark Side and
needs to learn to become a Jedi.”

Han and Leia exchanged glances again. Leia ran a hand over the twists that snaked down from the top
of her head and decided to lay it all on the line. She said, “According to the laws of the New Republic,
Raven should be serving a lifetime sentence in prison for the crimes she committed while she
commanded her ship. We had her on illegal gambling charges, 20 counts on grand theft larceny, and
seven counts of murder. She had a habit of killing her crewmen who displeased her.”

Jacen shifted his blank gaze between his parents. Leia continued, “She got off easy, honey. I had to use
every amount of influence I could to get this deal. You’re lucky her training is for only 6 months. The
courts demanded her isolation be at least a three year sentence.”

Gripping the sides of his nose to fight back a rising, developing headache, Jacen squeezed his eyes
shut. “That’s not true. Raven’s no murderer.”

“It is true. She kept very detailed logs of her daily activities. She listed her crewman’s deaths as
emotionlessly as if she marked down what she ate for lunch,” Leia replied. “Believe it or not, I fought
for her more for Chariss and Rowlon’s sake than yours. It wasn’t really until the two of you became
like glue and I saw you together at Paulo’s funeral that we realized you were possibly more than just
friends with the girl.”

“She’s bad news, Jacen. Even Luke doubts that she’ll be able to handle her six months in isolation,”
Han replied. “You need to get yourself prepared for the fact that she might not be coming back to you.
If she fails... she’s going to finish out her sentence.”

A searing heat rose in Jacen’s breast. “I can’t believe you two. You...” Jacen said pointing an accusing
finger at his father who sat back, “to this day you are still Kyp’s biggest supporter. Even though he
single-handedly blew up an entire star system, you still invite him into your home and hang out with
him like he’s one of the guys. Kyp killed millions of people. Millions! And you act as if he did nothing!
And Mom, in time you even learned to forgive your own father, even though when he was under the



grip of the Dark Side he also mercilessly killed thousands, if not millions of people! Raven killed,
what, seven people? Where would be the justice if she were thrown in jail for life and Kyp gets to walk
free? You call THAT justice? Is that the New Republic that you’ve so proudly been creating all these
years?” Jacen leapt to his feet and slammed his hands down on the table. Leia and Han jumped as their
drinks fell over leaving a dark spreading stain on the white table surface. Jacen breathed deeply and
hotly continued, “I’m not saying Raven didn’t do things she shouldn’t have. Her life wasn’t worth
much until I came along. But she has changed. I know she has! There is great goodness in her heart.
And I think I know that more than anyone... maybe even herself....”

“Jacen, sit down, you’re making a scene,” Leia scolded. Jacen’s brandy eyes flared towards his mother,
then he noticed all conversation had ceased in the café. Turning his head, dozens of Nubian citizens and
the waitresses stared at the angry young man. Scowling he sat down. Leia’s voice remained low and
steady, “We’re not saying she can’t change Jacen. Or even that she hasn’t already begun to change.
This is why she’s being given this opportunity to train with Kyp. We just wanted to make sure you had
all the facts before you got in too deep with her is all. We also wanted to prepare you in case she fails
of what will happen to her.”

“If she fails,” Jacen snorted and stood up again. “My girl is tougher than durasteel. I pity the demons
that she has to face down. They will lose miserably. She reported to me recently that she and Kyp have
begun to trust each other and that she’s beginning to truly understand how the Force works. Raven will
become a Jedi.... And when she does, I’'m going to marry her, whether you like it or not! If you’ll
excuse me, | have work to do... Sorry about the mess.” With that, Jacen picked up his hardhat and
stalked out of the café and into the blinding Nubian sun.

Their waitress came over and wiped down Han and Leia’s table. “Do you want another round?” the
pleasant girl asked expectantly.

“Yes, please,” Leia said as the girl dashed off for new cups.

“What do you mean? We need to go after him,” Han said to his wife.

Leia gazed her coffee brown eyes at her husband. “His mind his made up, Han. There’s nothing we can
say to change it. He’s a man now. Jacen’ll have to figure out on his own where his destiny lies with

Raven.”

The waitress returned with two steaming mugs and left the table. “I only hope we haven’t given him
ammunition to do something really foolish.”

“We? You’re the one who got us off on the wrong foot here, not me,” Leia said, calmly taking a drink
and watched as her husband’s face screwed into an indignant frown. She noted the gray hairs that
dotted her husband’s temple and the few extra wrinkles that lined Han’s face.

“Me? Me? You're the one who insisted we come here. I just assumed you’d want to get right to the
point, being your time is so valuable and all, your worshipfulness,” Han said, maintaining his straight
face.

Leia’s mouth dropped open. “Stop calling me that you scruffy-looking nertherder!”

Han beamed at his wife, eyes dancing with merriment as he replied, “Absolutely, your Highnessess.”



Leia groaned and squeezed her husband’s hand affectionately. Mood feeling lighter, Leia only hoped
that her son would not find himself seriously disappointed with his new girlfriend. And she prayed her
worries about Raven’s stability would be unfounded.
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Jaina and Marxx raced across the plaza after abruptly ending their impromptu meeting with the locals.
Sensing a rising anger from her twin, the couple rushed off to meet up with Jacen. Storming out of the
café, Jacen nearly plowed over his twin as she leapt in front of his path.

“Hey! Jacen, what’s the matter?” Jaina said as she fell into step beside him. Jacen grumbled to himself
and failed to notice his twin.

“JACEN!” Marxx yelled from behind his friend.

“WHAT?” Jacen shouted as he wheeled around on Marxx right fist clenched. Marxx jumped back.
Startled out of his reverie, Jacen gazed at the shocked expressions of his sister and best friend. He
loosened his fist and collapsed on a nearby bench Jacen dragged his fingers through his hair as his
hardhat clattered onto the cobbled tiles. He whimpered, “I’m sorry.”

Sitting next to her twin, Jaina rubbed her hand across his back. “What’s troubling you, Jace?”” Marxx
squatted on the ground in front of him at eye level.

Staring up at Marxx, Jacen asked, “Did Raven kill people on her ship?”

Jaina stared on confused. Marxx licked the inside of his mouth and nodded his head. “Yeah, ah... she
had some serious anger control problems when she was in charge of her ship. She went around Force
choking people who fell behind in their duties.” Jaina’s startled expression, and Jacen’s look of despair
spurned him on. “I saw their deaths in the memories she sent me....”

“So Mom was right,” Jacen said interrupting Marxx. “She was a cold-blooded killer.”

Marxx’s pool-blue eyes met his friend’s red rimmed eyes, “She despised herself every time she did it.
She’d go into her room afterwards and get violently sick and cry herself to sleep. She loathed what she
had become. Jace, you saved her from her from a life she hated. She’s not that person anymore...you
know that... I know that... and she certainly knows that. You can’t give up on her. She needs your
support more than anything right now.”

After beginning the day miserable, then the conversation with his parents, Jacen sensed himself coming
to the brink of a full on bawling fit. Jaina picked up on her twin’s growing despair and decided to try to
brighten the mood. She said. “Come on Jace, you have nothing to worry about. Raven will do
everything in her power to return to you. You know why?”

“Why?” he replied meekly as he forced down a lump in his throat.
“Because she’s head over heels in love with you. She told me as much while we were planning my

wedding. You are her beacon when she’s training. Continue to support her and give her your
unconditional love, and she will succeed.” A sly grin etched her pink lips. “The sooner she can get done



training, the sooner you two can get married.”
“If she’s successful.”
Jaina grabbed his chin and resolutely stared at him, “No, when she’s successful.”

A lopsided grin formed on Jacen’s face as his faith in his beloved renewed and cemented in his heart.
“Right. Absolutely. Nothing to worry about.”

Marxx stood up, his knees popping. He slightly grimaced at the noise. “Come on, want to go help us
find some files in the file room?”

“Sure,” Jacen said. The three stood up and headed across the plaza towards the new left wing and
towards the records room. As they neared the newer construction, conversation shifted and Jacen felt
his anxieties and worries slip from his mind. He wrapped an arm around his sister’s shoulders and
joined in as the newlyweds laughed over a silly joke, feeling entirely better and more sure of his future
than ever before.
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Chapter 7

After dinner with the parents, the Solo children returned to Anakin and Jacen’s apartment. Jacen and
Anakin crashed in the living room. Anakin flipped on the holonet seeking a sports game to watch.
Jacen scowled in deep concentration over the dinner. Marxx and Jaina battled with him to even get him
to agree to spend an evening with his parents. Having been outnumbered he chose to sit as far away
from his parents as possible. The meal proved to be tense with Jaina and Marxx acting as the lively
conversation mediators. When Han and Leia left to return to Coruscant, Jacen refused to wish them
goodbye. Although stung by his rebuke, Leia and Han left for home to allow Jacen to come to terms
with things in his own time.

Jaina and Marxx went into Jacen’s bedroom and changed out of their afternoon attire and into more
comfortable clothing. Exiting the bedroom, Jaina finished shoving her white tank top into a pair of her
old, now faded and worn looking Rogue Squadron flight pants, when her eyes met chaos. Jaina
wrinkled her nose at the takeout debris that littered the room. Piles of discarded news pads lay all over
the place and empty glasses piled on the tables. Anakin lounged in a reclining chair as he flipped
through channels on the holonet and Jacen sat staring at the walls. Both appeared to be oblivious to the
mess.

“Mom should give you guys C-3PO. You’re living like a couple of Hutts in here. Have you no respect
for an orderly home?” Jaina asked and squirmed at the sight of one of the containers still containing
remnants of a meal.

“Blame Anakin...he leaves all this junk everywhere,” Jacen said snapping out of his daydream.

“And what, you’re incapable of cleaning?”’ Jaina asked, hands on hips.



“Do I look like his maid?” Jacen replied indignantly while pointing at his chest.
“Anakin, we’re not sitting in here or touching anything until you clean up this mess!

“What mess?”” Anakin absently replied, frowning at his sister’s noise over the holonet. He turned up the
volume.

“What mess? Turn on your visual scanning, laserbrain! We need this place spotless in here so we can
get these papers out and hopefully not damage them any further,” Jaina said and with the assistance of
the Force snapped off the holonet.

“Hey!” Anakin moaned. Then he turned into Jaina’s fiery gaze and rolled his eyes. “Fine!” After twenty
minutes of intense cleaning, they found the rest of the boy’s furniture. Jaina conveniently hid the
holonet remote as they laid out their piles of files they had removed from the archives room.

After Raven’s men knocked over the cabinets in the records vault a large cleanup operation took place
to attempt to restore it back into working order. When the trio had arrived at the file room earlier, they
found a large container towards the front door that held the remains of hundreds of disintegrated papers
from the time of cleanup. Although the filing droids worked meticulously to attempt to properly keep
the papers complete and in order, many of the older, more fragile paper files, simply fell apart on
contact. The file room was now in order and properly cataloged again. To the naked eye appeared to
have never been touched, however upon a cursory inspection of the files, Marxx and Jaina noted that
many of the papers did appear to be missing pieces, or large corners of the paper had simply ripped off
or fell apart. They worried about removing them from the relatively safe environment controlled room,
but figured if the files fell apart in there, it really didn’t matter where if they removed the papers.

Jacen flipped through the earliest of the files for the Palpatines. “So what are we looking for?”

“Anything that would explain why my Grandmother was such a mystery,” Marxx replied. “Course
things might be tough with the records being incomplete now.”

Anakin grabbed a couple files and glanced his blue eyes inquiringly at Marxx, “Didn’t you already
look at these things a while ago?”

Marxx held the most recent datapad in his hand and gazed back at his brother-in-law. He replied, “I
briefly looked through them when I realized that my grandmother’s maiden name was Palpatine. I
stupidly left all the Palpatine files in there though instead of removing them.”

“And how were we supposed to predict that Raven’s men would have done that to the files?” Jaina
asked, placing a reassuring hand on her husband’s knee. “Don’t beat yourself up over it.”

Jacen winced at the mention of Raven’s crew’s actions. He said, “Well hopefully we can figure
something out. Why do you want all these old files as well as the current ones? Shouldn’t you be able

to get the info you need just from the earlier ones?”

Grinning, Marxx said, “Yeah, I probably could, but you know, I’'m nosy. I don’t know anything about
this side of my family. I just want to see if there’s anything interesting.”

“This is gonna be a long night, isn’t it?”” Anakin asked, letting out a long, loud sigh.



“Yup,” Marxx replied. “This’ll probably take all week to go through these things properly.”

“Course it’ll seem a lot shorter if you just stop your whining,” Jaina said as she passed around non
static gloves that everyone put on for when handling the paper files.

Anakin balked and stared at his older sister indignantly, “Hey, I represent that remark!”

Everyone giggled and then got down to work.
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Kyp paced in the cabin of The Fiery Phoenix. Paralyzed by uncertainty, he stared at his ship controls
trying to decide what to do. His final, private conversation with Master Skywalker prior to leaving
Naboo about Raven surged to the foreground in his mind.

“I want you to contact me immediately if she does anything that remotely compromises your ability to
teach her,” Luke sternly said, his blue eyes bearing up at Kyp.

Kyp shuffled lightly under his Master s stern gaze, “Absolutely, Master Skywalker. The last thing [
would want is for my personal safety to be compromised.”

’

“Leia had to bend over backwards to get this deal arranged. The slightest problem...’

“I understand completely, Master. I will contact you immediately if I think she's not responding to the
training,” Kyp replied.

An attempted Force-choke definitely should be qualified as a deal breaker, Kyp thought glumly. Then
he remembered Raven curled up in a fetal position under that tree and their conversation afterwards. He
just couldn’t believe or think that she couldn’t change. She was positively horrified by her actions.

He continued to pace.

Master Skywalker needs to know about this. She's obviously got some emotional instability issues that [
don 't know if I can help her through. Master Skywalker might be able to give me some tips on what to
do, he mused.

Then he stopped mid pace and realized the error of that train of thought. 7 can t tell Master Skywalker
about this, if I do, he’ll command for us to come back and they’ll throw her in jail. He’ll see ME as a

failure. He still sees me that way, I think. For all that he's nice to me, I think he still doesn t trust me...
Well, who can blame him? Look at what I did....

Kyp stopped and ran his hands over his face as guilt embraced his tormented soul. A/l those people,
dead. Because of me...including... NO! I can't do this to myself. I've put that behind me. I've changed.

A little voice whispered to him “You’ll never change. No one will ever really forgive you for what you
did.”

That s not true! Han forgave me. I needed a lot of time to heal. But I have healed. I'm just...scarred... |



can't turn her in. I... I understand her pain. I lived her pain. That'’s why Master Skywalker gave me this
assignment in the first place. She can change, I know it. She wants to change... I can feel that she does.
She just doesn t understand how to do it. I need to show her.

The little voice snorted, “And how are you going to help her do that, when you can’t even forgive
yourself?”

“How indeed?” Kyp asked, his deep voice trailing off into his empty cabin. [ just need to help her to
refocus her energies, and try to help her to get through her anger. I know it’ll be tough but I think I can
do it. How do I do that? Does she trust me enough? How do I know if she s telling me the truth?

The voice slyly said, “You know where she is right now?”

What does that have to do with anything? he thought indignantly, shaking imagined images out of his
mind; images he had no business fantasizing about. She worked hard today and deserves her bath time.
Bless the Force, she deserves any and all of her free time away from me.

“You’re falling for her. Admit it.”

Kyp stopped mid pace. Ever since they’d arrived on Dagobah, he’d done everything in his power to not
even let those words cross his mind. He feared them- even more than failure on his mission. Yet his
mind wove through his memories, and he remembered the first time he laid eyes on his apprentice; it
was on her ship, after she’d been shot. Her skin an unhealthy blue, still didn’t hide her beauty. His heart
constricted at the sight of her profile- she looked like a wounded porcelain statue. When she awoke and
he saw her gazing at herself in her mirror in the hospital room, he believed he’d just laid eyes on an
angel, resurrected from the dead.

Raven’s beauty haunted his soul. At night, he’d dream of her icy blue eyes, her defined, muscular arms
wrapped tightly around him, and he’d allow himself to be happy. For once in his life, in his dreams, he
felt alive and free. He found someone who understood his personal pain and remorse. Then he’d wake
up and reality always crashed into focus. She is Jacen’s girl. How could he ever think of hurting the son
of the only man he considered to be a real friend? His only friend. Jacen deserved to be happy. Kyp
thought of how his apprentice would perk up when he’d deliver to her a new holonote from Jacen.
She’d squeal in delight and race off to listen to it in private. Just thinking of him, made her face light
up. She looked as if she’d swallowed the sun. Her love for Jacen illuminated her being.

He dug his fingers into his closed eyes and temple, I can never compete with that. She loves him,
completely... If  want to ever repay society for my past transgressions, the only way I can do that is by
bringing that girl back to Jacen. I will not interfere, regardless of how... much...it hurts.

Kyp tasted salt on his lips and noticed he’d shed a few tears. He scrubbed at his eyes and headed to the
holoemitter and set it to record.

“Master Skywalker, things are moving along here. Yesterday Raven lifted me up from my seated
position and spun me around like a rock. She has excellent control over the Force. I sense her coming a
bit around more each day. She still awakes with nightmares, and we discuss them. She seems to be
willing to face her errors and move on. Raven is trusting me more and more each day. I’'m just pleased
about our progress. I’ll send my next report tomorrow, same time. Over.” Kyp clicked off the recorder
and before he could change his mind he transmitted it, sending it off in the galaxy towards its intended



party. He lowered his head in his meaty hands as his body began to shake. The magnitude of his
omission to Master Skywalker unsettled his stomach.

May the Force be kind to me if I'm wrong about this, he thought unhappily.
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Raven luxuriously massaged shampoo through her long hair as she stood in the middle of the foggy,
bathing lake. Prior to bringing Raven to Dagobah, Kyp discovered this pool, a half a mile from the hut,
and determined the private setting would make it perfect as their bathing area. After listening to Master
Skywalker’s story about the lake creature that swallowed R2-D2, he made several tests to determine
that nothing lived in the lake and verified the water was clear enough for them to use to clean
themselves. They set up schedules on when they could swim and bathe without worrying about the
other stumbling in on the other. Raven preferred to swim in the late evening. Then she could wash up
after her physical exertions throughout the day. She liked the soothing sounds of the night creatures as
they emerged from their daily slumber to act as her natural music. She worked through all of the knots
in her hair and then gently bent her knees, closed her eyes, and sunk backwards into the water. She
lightly kicked and rung her fingers through her hair to release the shampoo. After a few more dunks
and when she could readily make her hair squeak clean, she began to backstroke across the lake. Her
hair swished and clung to her body as the cool water tingled and cleansed every inch of her exposed
skin.

In the beginning she used to wear her bather, completely terrified that Master Durron would barge in on
her while she attempted to bathe. In that regard, he had proved himself to be the perfect gentleman and
ignored her completely when she took off towards the pond. Now she allowed herself the liberating
sensation of bathing naturally.

Her mind lingered to the lovely holonote message that Jacen had transmitted to her last night.

“Hi Sweetheart,” Jacen said, smiling into the camera. “Today Jaina and Marxx came to town and we
began searching for information on your Grandmother. Apparently, your brother is quite intent on
discovering her secrets. We'll all probably be up all night sifting through the hundreds of files on the
Palpatine family. They 've been on Naboo for eons and were apparently very prolific in producing
children in the past. We 've already determined that your grandmother came from a family of fifteen
children! The fascinating thing is that her brother, who became the Emperor, was the only male in the
entire clan. He was the first born and then had fourteen baby sisters come after him.... I wonder if that
had anything to do with how he created the Empire. Women had no place in his military world. Maybe
he deeply hated women. I don 't know. Hopefully we’ll get a lot of information on him, and your
grandmother in those files.... Anyway, many of the early files have disintegrated so we re hoping that
important information won 't be lost forever. I'll keep you informed on what we find.”

Jacen s face clouded, as if an unpleasant memory just surfaced in his mind. “I want you to know that
I’'m very proud of you for what youve accomplished so far. I know that deciding to trust Master
Durron was not an easy decision for you. But trust does need to be established in order for you to
successfully complete your training. I miss you terribly.” He peered over his shoulder as if verifying he
was alone and continued, “My heart aches for you. [ miss everything about you, the feel of your silky
skin, the smell of your hair, the way your soft lips press against mine... I want everything to turn out
right for us... for you. I know that you can conquer any demons you have to face. I only wish I was



there to help to battle them with you...1 feel sometimes as if I'm failing you somehow by not being there
at your side. I only hope that Kyp can offer you the support you need to complete your mission
successfully ... Just know you have a huge support group here cheering you on. I'd better go. Jaina and
Marxx are going to show up soon to start the quest for your grandmother. I miss you. I love you. Come
back to me safe.” Jacen then blew her a kiss and the image shut off-

Stroking her shoulders and arms through the water a smile formed on Raven’s full lips. She loved
Jacen’s reports. His notes reminded her a world existed outside her murky, swamp prison. His words
warmed her heart and made it quicken its pace. She closed her eyes as she kicked in the water and
remembered the warm Nubian sun kissing her body as she lay beside her love in their meadow on one
of the afternoons after helping with wedding plans. Her entire life, Raven never had another soul to
confide her about her feelings or worries. She never made friends. From that moment lying on the table
next to him on 7he Vengeance when Raven decided to trust him, her heart opened and she willingly
exposed its contents to the handsome young man. Jacen, her love. Just thinking his name sent shivers of
happiness through her body. She still often wondered what possessed her to change her mind. She’d
trapped her heart closed, locked like a precious jewel in a vault. Was it his smile? His kind words? Or
the fact he listened without passing judgment on her? She didn’t know for sure. She only knew that
deciding to trust Jacen was the best decision of her life. Raven Darkglider ceased to exist, and Raven
Racees re-emerged out of darkness.

Who is Raven Racees? She realized that was the question of the hour. Now that Jacen saved me from
my empty existence, who am I? Obviously I cannot erase my past completely. My past helped make me
who I am today, she mused. Her face darkened with despair. What can I salvage out of my empty, lonely
past, to help me with my future?

As her arms and legs churned though the water and mist, Raven thought about herself when she grew
up. Images of physical abuse flared, then of emotional abuse. Her grandmother and Darkglider both
delighted in dishing out abuse to her in either form. Throughout the pain though, one thing remained
constant in Raven’s mind: hope. Hope that she could escape her miserable existence. Hope that she
could be free of the pain. And somewhere, deep in her subconscious, she always hoped to find her
loving family again and re-enter their fold. She shivered with happiness as she realized her days of
loneliness were at an end. Now even across the galaxy, she could feel her twin’s happiness with his life
and his new wife. As she recalled being at the wedding, she realized that was the happiest day of her
life. Shortly after she and Jacen returned from their rendezvous on the cliff, Marxx spent a short time
with her before he and Jaina left on their honeymoon.

Marxx s suit jacket rested on the back of the chair in the living room of his wedding morning suite as he
stared across at his sister. Raven sat on the couch in the same place their father had been hours before
when he gave Marxx a pre-wedding pep talk.

The corner of Marxx s lip curled up as he regarded Raven's disheveled appearance.

“I feel horrible that you 're going to be apart from us for six months. We just got you back and have a
lifetime to catch up on,” Marxx said, his pool blue eyes looking intently into her eyes.

Raven lowered her gaze to the floor. Her voice grew heavy as she stated, “I have a lot to atone for. 1
don 't blame Master Skywalker for sending me off into seclusion. I deserve it.”

Marxx peaked an eyebrow and replied, “You know that I know what you did. You sent me all your



memories back on your ship...Raven, look at me.” Raven nervously met her twin's gaze. Marxx
reached out and grabbed her right hand and held it tightly in both of his palms. “I don 't blame you for
what you did. I'm amazed you had the strength to go on and keep living after all of the things life threw
at you.... I want you to know something. I am going to make it my mission... my sole purpose to find
out all that I can about Grandmother Palpatine.” He snorted, “Sorry, I refuse to call that evil woman a
Brannoush- she disgraced our family name. I can only hope that I can find something to help give you
some kind of closure. She was, unjustly cruel to you. And I don't blame you for using the only weapons,
your fear and anger, that you had at your disposal to try and combat her cruelty.”

Withdrawing one of his hands he pushed a clump of hair out of Raven's face and saw her eyes begin to
turn red. Marxx fought down a rising lump as tears began to well in his eyes. He continued, “I'm
genuinely thrilled and excited to have you back in my life. I feel as though I’ve found another half of
myself that had been missing for many years. I will be there for you...always.”

Unable to speak, Raven got up and launched herself at her twin. The two embraced and sobbed into
each others shoulders. When Raven finally composed herself she pulled away and knelt on the floor in
front of her brother. Her large ice blue eyes pleaded up to him and she said, “I won t fail you, Marxx. 1
need you as much as you need me... probably even more so.” She let out a small laugh and wiped a
tear from her face with the back of her hand. “This is silly. Come on groom, let’s wipe that sad frown
off of your face. You have a nervous bride waiting for you out there. Let s not keep her waiting any
longer.”

They stood and Marxx reached over and grabbed something off of his pile of luggage. It was his brown
Jedi robe. “Here put this on. Nobody will notice your stains on your dress.”

“You don t need it? ” She asked, uncertain.

Marxx laughed, “I’'m going on my honeymoon, dear sister, on a beach planet. I certainly hope I don 't
need that robe.”

They both giggled and left the room arm in arm.

Raven’s smile from the memory changed to a frown as she recalled the incident from yesterday. Tears
appeared in her eyes as she realized how closely she could have already failed on Dagobah. An icy
dagger of fear crept in her heart.

Raven thought as she treaded water, I wonder if Master Durron will report the incident to Master
Skywalker. If he does, I'm finished...to be sent to prison... forever. I'll never see Jacen again. His
family will never allow Jacen to associate with a criminal. Why did I do that? Why did I delve into my
anger and nearly choke Kyp?.... Because I hate her. I hate her more than anything. All those years |
thought I was pleasing her by turning myself into a vengeful puppet, and really she couldnt have cared
less. Even when I acted as her perfect servant, she still hated me....belittled me...berated me. She
wouldn t pay for my surgery to make me whole, even though I made her millions in credits. She told me
the operations were impossible, that I could never be healed. She used me! She waited until I was
nearly dead before she finally relented in buying me that blasted mask and respirator! And she loved it.
It meant she didn t have to see my discolored lips and face anymore. She could forget that I was sick. 1
HATE HER! Raven’s tears burned in her eyes as they trailed down her face. Despair gripped her soul as
body wracking sobs began to form in her chest. I need to get over this obsession. I can never get on
and become a Jedi if I still allow myself to hate. Jedi'’s are rational and clear minded. Normal people



even don 't allow their emotions to rule them. If they do, their actions can have devastating
consequences.

Images swirled in her mind. Contorted, red faces of the seven men she killed in anger flared screaming
in rapid succession through the rising mist. Her mother falling to the ground after being hit by the dart.
She then thought of the satisfied expression on Hydin’s face when he shot her before her world went
black. All of those people suffered from her anger. Her rage. Her power. And Kyp... guilt gnawed at
her stomach.

Sobbing, she stood up in the pool and covered her face with her hands. She allowed herself to cry until
she felt emotionally spent. Then when she felt she couldn’t cry any longer, Raven stared into the
darkened evening, determination etched on her face. /'m going to win this battle. I may never be able

to completely atone for the pain I caused earlier in my life, but I can live a just and good life for the
future... I have all the reasons in the world to succeed.... How do I do that? She placed her hands on
her hips and chewed on the inside of her cheek. The answer beckoned to her and she faced it head on. /
need to learn to let go of my anger to my grandmother. Only when I do that, only when I learn how to...
forgive her, can I ever truly heal..... Blast! This isn 't going to be easy. Her cheeks flushed at just the
thought of the woman she despised. I truly hate her. But know what? My love for Jacen is stronger.
That has got to be my starting point. With that she nodded her head. Bending her knees she leaned back
and immersed herself completely in the water again. When she emerged, she felt refreshed. Her soul
lightened as the water cleansed away her tears and pain, leaving her newly charged and invigorated.
She walked out of the water and dressed, ready to face her Master and start the newest chapter in her
life. Energized, she welcomed the oncoming battle with the demons that currently separate her from her
destiny.
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Chapter 8

Shiurria and Lymar sat on a dewy hill outside of the barracks gazing up at the star filled, cool night on
Hapes 8. New cadets to the Hapan military, they discovered each other during basic training. Never
before had they thought that their simple love of their planetary cluster and their fierce loyalty to wish
to protect it would end in their finding personal love as well. They laced their fingers as they picked out
moving objects amongst the stars trying to determine if they were their local patrol dragon ships, or far
off ships passing by in the night.

Shiurra’s thick, short, black hair brushed against Lymar’s muscular shoulder. He inhaled her fragrance.
His heart swelled at the sight of his lady love.

“We should be getting back soon. Last thing we want is to get court marshaled,” he said, not moving.

“I know,” Shiurra’s dark eyes glistened in the starlight. She stared back up to the dark void and gasped.
Together they jerked upright, gripped by terror. Outside the upper atmosphere, large brilliant explosions
lit up the sky. Systematically each one of the dozen patrol ships they had earlier detected flashed
violently out of existence. The debris from the destroyed vessels fell in fiery trails, like golden
streaming fireworks, towards the planet below. Bolting to their feet, the young lovers raced towards the
barracks. As they stood outside the door, Shiurria glanced back up into the sky. Before her eyes, the
blackened sky shimmered and from nothingness, a large Dellaltian attack cruiser uncloaked. Lymar
tightly embraced his love and they locked their lips as their entire world vanished into a fiery blaze.



>k 3k sk sk sk s sk sk ok s sk sk sk sk s sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk skosk sk sk sk ks skok

Dawn’s first light mocked in welcome of a new day onto Hapes. The red orb bathed the capital
Fountain Palace in a bloody light. The clouds absorbed the fiery light like weeping bandages in the sky.

No amount of makeup could perfectly conceal the dark circles that surrounded Queen Ta’a Chume’s
haunted eyes. Tenal Ka watched her grandmother silently from across the room. The Queen’s face in
the last couple weeks had changed from stern and resolute to gaunt and wrinkled. The stress of the
attacks began to physically wear on her appearance. The older woman aged ten years, practically
overnight. Tenal Ka barely recognized her resilient grandmother.

General Margantall waited patiently for the Queen to respond to his report.
“There is nothing left of the training post?” Ta’a Chume asked, in her commanding voice.

“No, my Queen. They burned it completely to the ground. There’s now only a large crater where the
facility had been,” the General replied, his adam’s apple bobbed as he choked on the words.

“How many lives?”

“With two dozen dragons destroyed and the entire cadet compound as the targets, casualty estimates are
approximately two thousand. None of the planetary sensors even detected the vessels, even when they
opened fire on the patrol ships. That leads us to believe they entered the system using cloaking
devices,” Margatall reported.

“Thank you, General. You can leave us now,” Queen Ta’a Chume replied. The General saluted the
Queen and then left the room.

Alone with only her granddaughter as audience, the Queen silently moved to her large throne chair and
shrank into the soft cushions. Her wrinkled, shaking hands snaked up to her cover face. Tenal Ka
furrowed her brows as she heard her grandmother cry. She smoothed the silk fabric on her teal gown,
stood up, and walked to the window. In the glass Tenal Ka analyzed her reflection. Her hair hung loose
in waves down her back. Sitting atop her head rested a sparkling tiara. Her scoop-necked dress hung
loosely down her body. She looked every bit of her royal heritage.

Her grandmother’s sobbing distracted her thoughts. She decided to try to refocus Ta’a Chume.

“Grandmother, why do we no longer have any spies infiltrating the Dellaltian court?” Her gray eyes
stared out across the manicured gardens located outside the Fountain Palace walls.

Ta’a Chume swallowed and cleared her throat. She replied, “Clawdites demand a very high price for
their services. The physical strain of altering their appearances into Dellaltian’s form tends to shorten
their lifespans. When we signed our treaty with them over fifty years ago, they ceased to be a threat...
we ceased to see a reason to keep a spy in place...Obviously that was a bad decision.”

Tenal Ka considered the reasoning. The Dellaltian physiology would be difficult to reproduce. They
were a race of black furred, scaled, fanged creatures with bulky bodies. It would take a lot of energy for



a Clawdite to maintain their personal appearance.

Clawdite shapeshifters were also notoriously unreliable as informants. Always impossible to catch due
to their natural biological ability, they would gladly ditch an assignment half way through if a new job
appeared that would pay them more. Tenal Ka replied, “That makes sense. I am curious why you would
have ceased to use the spies though. Do you not always tell me wise is the one who keeps her enemies
closest?” She turned and faced the older woman. Tenal’s heels lightly tapped against the cold marble
floor, sending light echoes throughout the room.

Ta’a Chume didn’t reply. She regarded her granddaughter. She looked at her as if for the first time.
Stern and serious, Tenal Ka wore her dignity well. As she paced across the room, back straight in her
long gown, she perfectly fit the part of a Queen. The real question remained, personal appearance aside,
was she mentally ready to assume the role?

Settling into her own throne, Tenal Ka stared at her grandmother, she said, “Tell me about the
Dellaltians, from before they signed the treaty.”

The Queen sunk back into her chair and steepled her fingers together. Clearing her throat she began,
“The Dellaltians are a warrior race of beings. They live to fight and they excel in creating weapons of
war. Over a hundred years ago a planet deep in the Corporate Sector called Nephron discovered a huge
amount of pure iron ore on their planet. They dug up every bit of it and sold it all over the galaxy
during the days of the Old Republic. The Nephronians established the Perlemian Trade Route that
travels past both the Hapes Cluster and those who lived in our neighboring Tion Cluster of planets. For
years the Dellaltians prospered in trading with the Nephronians. They never bothered us. Then as
Nephron died as a planet, the Dellaltians became desperate and attacked us. They believed that they
could further their trade empire if they expanded their territory.”

The Queen cracked her knuckles and grinned viciously, “We mercilessly battled them into submission.
The Hapan military might blew away their pitiful armed forces. When the Old Republic fell, the
Dellaltians found a new ally to sell their wares to. They sold heavily to the Empire. They became the
largest manufacturer of ion cannons in the Galaxy. I suppose that with the Empire now gone, and the
trade route getting a lot less traffic than it did in years past, that our neighbors are feeling the economic
crunch. They are probably repeating history.”

The titian haired young woman tilted her head and said, “Yes, the New Republic does not need any
new ion canons. I can see why they would be in economic trouble. Their plight is resulting in
devastating consequences to our military and people. We need to find out exactly why they are
attacking us. We need to open a line of communication with our enemies.”

“All of our efforts at communicating with them have failed. They refuse to listen to us. They deny that
they’ve had anything to do with the attacks even though we have physical evidence,” Ta’a Chume
replied.

Tenal Ka balled her fist on her chair’s armrest, “Then they need to be made to listen to us. We need a
third party negotiator to intervene. It appears that they’ve been patiently waiting to execute their
revenge upon our system. If they are using cloaking technology, our military forces could get
obliterated completely in a mere matter of days or weeks. We need to move on this quickly.”

“And who would we get to willingly go talk to those monsters on our behalf?” Ta’a Chume asked,



watching her granddaughter with great interest.

“A Jedi. In the past, the Jedi used to act as the guardians of Peace in the Old Republic. Their job was to
settle disputes within the Republic. Master Skywalker would gladly assign someone to assist us in our
time of need... Should I contact him?” Tenal asked.

“I certainly hope you are not implying that person should be you. You are too valuable....”

“Of course I am not implying that I should go. That would be foolish. I would make for a perfect
hostage. I have no intention of putting myself in that situation,” Tenal Ka replied, her eyes flaring with
annoyance.

Ta’a Chume massaged her lower lip and sized up her granddaughter. Her suggestion was excellent. A
smile crested her lips for the first time in many days. “Well then, that is a great idea. When it is at a
reasonable hour, please give Master Skywalker a call.”

The princess stood up. “Very well. I am going to go meditate for a while. I will let you know the results
of our conversation later.”

“Thank you, Tenal Ka. I'll talk to you later. Get some rest,” Ta’a Chume replied. As she watched her
granddaughter leave the room Ta’a Chume smiled slyly. Although I know I have many years left of rule
in me, I know it is time to pass the torch. This conflict couldn t have come along at a better time to
completely ensnare that young girl and force her into her rightful place. When this is all said and done,
she will be Queen, and will never think twice about being a pitiful Jedi again.

>k 3k sk sk sk s sk s sk sk sk sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk sk sk sk s sk sk skosk sk sk sk skosk sk sk

Removing her tiara, Tenal Ka stared at herself in her full-length mirror. The young Jedi Warrior, while
watching her grandmother this morning, realized that her time of taking up the Hapan crown had
arrived. Ta’a Chume appeared to have lost her ability to detach herself emotionally from the effects of
war. The princess thought about her decisions in life in training as a warrior. She now understood how
crucial that training, the seriousness of her nature, would be useful in becoming a ruler. Tenal Ka closed
her eyes and inhaled the sweet smell of calming incense. She suddenly no longer felt that rule would be
a burden, but found the prospect inviting and interesting. She opened her eyes rested then on the stump
of her arm. If I am going to become ruler of the Cluster, I will most likely need that cybernetic arm
attachment. People will most likely see me as... defective... if [ only have one arm. They must trust me
completely. [ must set aside my pride in order to gain the respect of my people. Tenal sighed and made a
mental note to contact the physicians. It will be done then.

She walked over to her bed and sat down cross-legged. She cleared her mind and focused on the energy
from around her walls, and outside the Palace. Ta’a Chume’s misery and pain flared through the Force.
Teanal Ka sank deeper into the Force as the details of her plan snapped into focus.

Jacen is the best negotiator out of all of the Jedi. When I ask for assistance, Master Skywalker
naturally will send him to help us with our dispute. A sly smiled tugged at the corners of her lips, Then
when I get Jacen here, he will see me as a queen in training, and realize again why he loved me from
so long ago. He will see how strong I am, and he will realize he wants to be with me and not... her.

Tenal Ka flopped back on her bed and began to softly giggle. She whispered, “This is a fact.”
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Exasperation marred Luke’s face as he held the spoonful of oats in front of Ben’s face. The boy sat in
his chair, arms crossed, lips securely sealed and brows furrowed. Around the dining area, splatters of
oats stuck like webs onto the walls.

“Come on Ben, you’re too old for this! Big boys eat their breakfast. You don’t want to be a baby, now
do you?” Luke asked, lightly Force pushing the suggestion to his stubborn son.

Ben’s face contorted into a scowl that almost brought a grin to Luke’s face. It was a mirror image of
one of Mara’s favorite expressions whenever she felt she wasn’t about to get her way on something.

“Don’t like. Won’t eat!” Ben said. “Where’s Mommy? Mommy make it good.”

Luke let out a long breath, calming his splitting nerves, and wished he could make Mara materialize out
of thin air. “Ben, you know Mommy’s been away for a few days. You’re stuck with Daddy. She’ll be
back later today.”

“Want Mommy!” Ben scrunched his nose down into a large pout.

“I know Ben, so do I. Mommy’s not going to be very happy if you don’t eat though. You need to keep
your strength up if you’re going to be a big boy,” Luke said, eyebrows peaking over his pale blue eyes.
Ben grabbed out with his small fist and grabbed the spoon. For the briefest of moments Luke sensed
victory, then jumped as the oats splattered into a gooey mess on his cheek. Ben’s eyes opened wide as
he realized he’d accidentally hit his father instead of the wall.

You faced a Rancor Monster and Darth Vader and kept your cool. Maintain your patience. He doesn t
know any better, Luke thought as he fought down an urge to scream. He casually stroked the back of
his hand across his face and removed the gunk. Ben grabbed his bowl and spoon and began shoving
heaping oats into his mouth. Sensing possible punishment, he ate without complaint.

Luke stalked over to the kitchen and washed his face. Oh well, if it got him to eat, it’s a small price to
pay. From the living room he heard the holo-emitter chime. Checking one last time on his son’s
bobbing red head, he left the room. He flicked on the emitter and saw Tenal Ka in full royal Hapan
dress.

“Good morning Tenal Ka! This is a pleasant surprise,” Luke said.

“It is good to see you too, Master Skywalker,” Tenal Ka replied. Her eyes lingered to the Jedi Master’s
hair. He had something sticking in his dirty blond locks. She shifted her focus back on his face, “Do
you have a moment? I need to discuss a situation with you.”

“Certainly, Tenal Ka,” he replied.

Tenal Ka went on to explain the recent attacks and the lack of communication from the Dellaltians.
When finished she ended, “My grandmother and I were hoping that you would be willing to assign a
Jedi Knight to come in on our behalf and attempt to open up communications with our neighbors and
find out why they are attacking our system.”



Nodding his head, Luke replied, “That sounds like an excellent idea, Tenal Ka. I’1l be glad to assist
you.” He scratched his chin and thought for a few minutes, “I’ll make arrangements and have your
negotiator there as soon as possible.”

With the slightest bob of her head, Tenal Ka replied, “Thank you, Master Skywalker. Your expediency
in this matter would be greatly appreciated.”

“May the Force be with you, Tenal Ka,” Luke said.

“And may the Force be with you, Master Skywalker,” Tenal Ka replied, slightly bowed her head and
cut off her link. Only afterwards did she realize Luke never mentioned which knight he planned on
sending to Hapes. She sighed and only hoped he knew to send Jacen.

Luke placed a hand to his hairline as names of his knights swirled in his head. A frown etched across
his face as his palm met with some of the sticky oats. Great, lovely impression to leave on one of my
former students, he thought as his face turned crimson. He got up, peered in at his son who obediently
continued to devour his breakfast, and then headed for the refresher to make himself more presentable.
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The holo-emitter chimed at the forsaken hour of seven. Jacen rolled out of bed and scrubbed his eyes
awake. Having just gone to bed three hours ago after staying up into the wee hours going through a
small fraction of Marxx’s family files, Jacen felt far from caught up with his sleep. Groggy he flipped
on the emitter and saw his Uncle’s face appear.

“Good morning, Uncle Luke,” Jacen said, yawning.
“Hi Jacen, did I wake you up?”

Jacen focused his eyes on his dressed and fully alert uncle, he yawned, “Yes, you did. But that’s alright,
what can I help you with?”

“Actually, I was looking for Anakin. Is he there?”

“Anakin? Sure, let me go wake him up,” Jacen put the emitter on standby and padded down the hall
towards his brother’s room. He pounded on the frame and swished the door open. Anakin lay sprawled
amongst his sheets snoring the sleep of the dead. Jacen stared at his younger brother, amused as his
long legs and arms crept over the edges of his bed.

“Hey! Wake up, Anakin!” Anakin didn’t move. Jacen flipped on the lights and gingerly stepped over
piles of clothes towards his brother’s bed. “Anakin!” No response. Jacen placed his hands on his hips
and gazed around the disastrous room. On the bedside table he found a half-full water bottle. A devilish
smile formed on his lips as he dumped the contents onto his brother’s head.

Anakin jumped in a sputtering mess. He stared murderously at his older brother. Jacen cuffed him on
the ear. “Uncle Luke wants to talk to you, he’s on the emitter.”

Jacen tore out of the room feeling Anakin’s building rage. Scowling, Anakin emerged from his dripping



bed. Flipping his soggy comforter off, he mumbled, “He’s gonna pay for that.” Slicking back his hair
Anakin flicked on his holo-emitter. “Hey, Uncle Luke.”

“Good morning, Anakin... Or is it?” Luke asked covering a smirk as he noted his nephew’s soggy
appearance.

“I’m fine, what’s going on?”

“How would you like to travel to Hapes with me?” Luke explained the situation as Anakin quickly
emerged from his slumber state.

“That sounds great! When do we go?”

“I need to wait for Mara to get back from some negotiating out in the Kathol Sector. She should be
back later this evening. I’ll be on my way after that. Do you want to meet me at the Fountain Palace?”
Luke asked.

“Sure, Uncle Luke. Sounds great. But why don’t you want Jacen to go with you? He’s the negotiator in
our family?” Anakin asked.

Luke smiled at his younger nephew, “I think it’s time we find out where your strengths and weaknesses
lie, Anakin. I have a feeling I could use your exceptional observation skills, even more than Jacen’s
rational mind.”

“Ok,” Anakin said, feeling a bit confused, but resigned and happy to be given such an important
assignment.

“I’ll see you there this evening. Just let them know I’ll be coming... Tenal Ka is probably only
expecting one of us, so she may not have the authorization entry codes set for two Jedi arrivals,” Luke
replied.

“No problem, see you later,” Anakin said.
“See you later,” Luke responded then ended his connection.

A large grin plastered over Anakin’s face. His bright blue eyes twinkled at the prospect of the new
opportunity for further developing his negotiation skills. Eyeing his lightsaber, he gingerly picked it up
and twirled the hilt nimbly in his fingers, “The question is, will we have normal, standard negotiations
or will we have to launch into aggressive negotiations?”” He posed in the center of his room, slicing his
non-ignited saber in an arc. Then knowing the importance of his mission, he placed his lightsaber down
and quickly began to pack.
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Chapter 9
Blinding light encircled a looming black form. Shuffling back on hands and feet I try to escape. A loud

clap fills the air. Blinding pain sears through my brain as stars erupt, clouding my vision. The world
briefly fades to black as stinging, throbbing pain explodes across my cheek.....I try to move, no longer



paralyzed by indecision, but my body does not seem to comply with my wishes. Suddenly I am flung,
crashing to the ground, breath ripped from my body. I can 't breathe! My entire face glows in an
excruciating, numbing pain..... (image morphs) ....... she sits below me, hands outstretched, cowering
...Steam and the stink of engine oil permeate the air...power, rage, engulf my soul, it cries for revenge,
thirsts for justice on all the wrongs that have recently entered my life....(image morphs) a woman
stands over a baby crib, thermometer moving nimbly between long fingers. [ watch as she places the
device in the baby s mouth. She cries and the thermometer clatters to the ground. The woman curses,
and flashes angry eyes at the baby, causing her to cry even louder.... (image morphs) A skeletal
creature clasps on high voltage stun guards around my bony wrists. He manhandles me, bodily lifting
me from my cowering position and laces the chain linking the cuffs over a post high in the wall. My
arms burn from my body s weight, but even worse, my wrists cannot escape the sides of cuffs. I cannot
reach the peg to try to relieve the unending, electrocuting shocks that rip through my body, causing me
to writhe against the wall. Every nerve cell quivers and my blood boils. The stench of burning flesh
stings my nose and somewhere in my clouded haze of pain, I know it is from my own wrists scalding
from the cuff’s heat...

Grabbing his wrists, Marxx gasped for air, crying out in pain, as he bolted upright in his bed. His nose
recoiled from reeking, phantom traces of burning flesh. His entire back writhed in pain- as his nerves
twitched in agony. Jaina, wide-eyed awoke next to him and gazed with concern at her husband. Tears
trailed down Marxx’s face as a pain, heartache, unlike anything he’d ever experience before in his life
gripped his heart. His hands tore up through his hair as he became engulfed by body-wracking sobs.

Placing her arms lovingly around Marxx’s shrouded body Jaina pulled him close to her, enfolding him
in her tight embrace. She gently cooed to him as she let the terrors of his nightmare run their course.

Slowly Marxx’s senses returned to him, instead of burning flesh, he smelled his wife’s sweet clean
scent, and focused on the comforting, diffused light of their Theed apartment bedroom. Wiping away
his tears, Marxx rested his head in his wife’s lap and laced their fingers together. Softly he forced up
each of her fingers so he could lightly kiss the pad on each tip.

Jaina patiently waited, stroking her hand through his damp, dark curly locks. His wild eyes refocused
as the nightmare loosened its strangling hold.

Regaining his ability to speak, Marxx began, “When I was on Raven’s ship, I felt lost, confused,
disoriented. Partly from being sick, partly from grieving I nearly gave into the Dark Side and
desperately wanted to...to...hurt Raven.” A hand rubbed at his stubbled chin as fresh tears poured from
his eyes. “She saved me by reconnecting our twin link- she sent me all of her memories from the past.”
His brows knitted together in despair, “For the most part, I mostly only remembered fleeting images,
and feelings. I think I just relived a couple of her more frightening memories.”

Marxx sat up and stared his wife in her brandy colored eyes. His hand gently caressed the soft skin of
her cheek. She searched his haunted face, his blue eyes streaked with red lines. Marxx continued, “I
don’t know how my sister was able to survive after all that she went through. My grandmother, and
some man abused her....physically... in ways that are unimaginable. She was a sick little girl! And they
used her like a...like...like...she was nothing! Worthless!” Tears fell down his face again, “How can
anyone do that to a person? How can a person be that cruel?”

Gazing at her husband supportively, Jaina lightly pushed a clump of hair from Marxx’s forehead. She
replied, “I don’t know.”



Marxx’s gaze fell to their sheets, and he lowered his head. In a small voice, he said, “The scary thing is
that in those brief moments on her ship, when rage and power consumed me...I... I could actually
understand that feeling of dominating over another person. When you are powerless yourself, it is
much easier to lash out against someone who is weaker, than simply facing your own problems and
feelings.”

Jaina wrapped her arms around Marxx tightly, crushing him to her breast. She sensed where his worries
lied and said gently, “Yes, you faced that threshold, and then you refused to cross over it. Why?
Because it isn’t in your nature. Marxx you are a good man; a wonderful, loving man. I could never love
someone who didn’t appreciate life and love the way that you do. You respect everyone equally, you do
not pass judgement on others... You are a true gem of a person. You have the greatest, sweetest soul in
the galaxy. I love you because of that.”

Choking down a sob, Marxx tightly encircled Jaina’s waist. When he felt he could again speak he said,
“Thank you... I didn’t realize how tough things were going to be for my sister. She’s got so much to
deal with. She went through so much pain... I only hope she succeeds. I don’t know if I could do it.”

“What? Of course you could. You’d never back down from any kind of a fight- even if it was with your
own conscious. You’d battle with any enemy that threatened the stability in your life. I can tell you this,
from what I know of Raven, she’s a fighter. And I don’t mean that in the physical sense. She’s got a
toughness to her that will win against any nightmares she has to face. You have to have faith,” Jaina
said, looking her husband in the eyes.

“Right. She will make it,” Marxx smiled. With that he flung his legs off of the bed and headed for the
door. “I’m going to help her the only way I know how... there are still mountains of files to go through.
Care to join me?”

Jaina threw off her cover and grabbed Marxx’s outstretched hand, “Absolutely, darling. Besides, I’ll
gladly do anything I can do to possibly help raise my twin’s spirits.” Marxx swept Jaina into his arms
and lightly kissed his wife. She pulled her lips away, wrapped her arms tightly around his strong back.
“Come on baby, let’s go make some sense out of those files.”

“You got it, M’lady.”

3k st sfe sk sk s sk sk st sk sk sk sk sk s st s sk sk sk sk s st s sk sk sk sk st sl skeosk sk skokesk ok

Jacen’s brief trip back to dreamland ended as a huge crashing sound jolted him out of sleep. He threw
off his covers, yawned and poked his head down the hallway and stood in his brother’s doorway. He
wrinkled his nose at the stale smell of dirty laundry.

Piles of clothes rested chaotically all over Anakin’s mountains of half finished machinery and droid
projects. Much like his sister, Anakin understood the inner workings of machines instinctively.
However, beyond Jaina’s abilities, he could foresee mechanical problems that were not often apparent
to the naked eye. The slightest tremors in machines or ships often alerted a part of Anakin’s mind that
allowed him to immediately diagnose the problem. His father loved it when Anakin rode on 7The
Millennium Falcon, usually after a few minutes aboard the ship, he’d always manage to create a large
list of onboard mechanical functions that needed checking. Oftentimes he liked to salvage dead droids
and mechanical objects, drag them home and tease them back to life. However, like many gifted



people, Anakin tended to start an undertaking and then ignored it as a new more stimulating project
enticed him away from his current task. Anakin’s room, unfortunately, suffered from his sometimes
scatterbrained ways.

Clothing and objects flew from unseen hands against the far wall. Jacen ducked as a hydrospanner
raced towards his head. He shouted, “HEY!”

A muffled voice muttered under the bed.

“What did Uncle Luke want?” Jacen asked, rubbing a hand through his hair.

Anakin peered up from the other side of his bed. “Have you seen my other boot?”

“No. Have you? Jaina’s right, you do live like a Hutt,” Jacen said, disgusted by his brother’s mess.

“So sue me...” he said. Anakin stepped on his bed, head nearly touching the ceiling, walked over it and
stood in the center of his room scanning over its entire contents carefully. Anakin appeared to be
dressed completely except for one boot. He balled his hands into fists on his hips and chewed on his
lower lip. A bright smile then etched on his face as he pointed to the ceiling, “Ah ha!” Anakin yanked
out a large box full of spare computer components and rooted noisily around in it. Suddenly he
extracted his very long boot, turned it on end and dumped, in a deafening clanking stream, a large pile
of small transistors, chips, and loose parts back into the box.

Jacen shook his head, leaned against the doorframe, and crossed his arms across his broad, bare chest.
He said, “I pity the woman you end up with.”

Anakin sat down in a pile of clothes on his bed and laced up his boot. He stood up, shook his pants legs
and looked himself up and down in the mirror. The tallest of the Solo children, Anakin towered over
Jacen at 6°6”. His dark brunette hair fell in shaggy drifts around his head. Bright blue eyes peered out
from an open, boyishly handsome face. Anakin snatched up his Jedi robe causing four socks to flutter
to the floor. Oblivious, he draped it around his shoulders.

“How do I look?” He asked, flashing his brother the Solo lopsided smile. He extended his arms out in a
model pose, and tossed back his shoulders.

Jacen smirked, “You’re a genuine Lando Calrissian. What’s up?”

Anakin shot his brother an annoyed stare and finished shoving more clothes in his bag. Then he
fastened it shut. He placed his hand on his hip, verifying he had his lightsaber. “I’m headed to Hapes.”

“Hapes?” Jacen asked.

“Yeah, there’s some kind of border dispute between the Hapes Cluster and their neighbors. Uncle Luke
and I are going to try to help Tenal Ka and her grandmother out,” Anakin said and walked towards the
door.

Jacen furrowed his brows and said incredulously, “Uncle Luke is sending you to help with a border
dispute? Why? You think negotiations should be best settled with blasters and lightsabers blazing, over
diplomacy.”



Anakin grinned savagely, “Jealous?”

“No, I’m just curious is all. Tenal Ka’s homeworld is in serious jeopardy, why would Uncle Luke send
you?” Jacen said, irritation entering his voice.

Anakin released an exasperated sigh and shrugged his shoulders. “Guess we’ll find out.” He stooped
over and shoved a finger on his brother’s nose, “You know you’re still not off the hook for what you
did to me this morning. When you least expect it, I’ll get you back.”

“Whatever,” Jacen said, not really caring about his brother’s threat. Anakin ducked his head down and
exited his room. “You still didn’t answer my question.”

Anakin stalked down the hallway shifting his bag into his right hand. He wandered into the kitchen,
unfastened his bag, shoved a couple of shurra fruit and a carbonated drink inside before resealing it
again. He walked back into the living room and headed towards the door.

“I don’t know why Luke asked me and not you. I was rather surprised and asked him why he chose me
instead of you. He didn’t really give me straight answer, something about figuring out my strengths,”
Anakin shrugged. “Hopefully, I will be able to help in some way.”

Jacen grinned at his brother. Punching his brother’s right arm, Jacen replied, “You’ll do fine. Just be
careful. And take care of Tenal Ka.”

Smirking, Anakin tousled his own hair and replied, “Right, because Warrior Princess, Tenal Ka really
needs a man to take care of her. I think it’s more likely she’ll need to take care of me.”

The two brothers laughed. When they sobered up and Anakin opened the door, ducked down and exited
into the hallway. Jacen said, “May the Force be with you, Anakin.”

“Thank you, Jacen. May the Force be with you...” a sly smile crept on his face, “And to Raven.”
Jacen smiled, “Thanks, bro. You’d better get going.”

As he began walking down the hall Anakin called out, “Tell Jaya and Marxx I’m sorry I can’t help
them any longer.”

“Right. I’m sure that just breaks your heart. I just know how much you love paperwork,” Jacen said,
grinning.

Anakin saluted his brother and headed down the hallway. Jacen watched his brother’s tall robed form
disappear down the stairs and sent a silent prayer to the Force to help him on his journey.
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Unrelenting, screaming wind crashed against the stone structure. Nemorasis refused to shiver or quake
under the wind’s fury. Deep inside the structure, the figure wiped a bony finger under her nose. A
computer terminal’s light brightened it’s ghastly white face, as her eyes darted over a series of news
reports on recent activity in the Galaxy.



A datapad traveled back and forth through nimble, bony fingers. The datapad contained the answers to
her prayers and the beginnings of her nefarious plans.

Red eyes scanned over a recent article concerning an unprovoked attack on a military training
institution on Hapes 8. Unconfirmed reports indicated that the Hapes military suffered serious losses
and appeared to be in danger of deteriorating.

The figure lurched to her feet and began to pace in the office. Square spots on the wall, revealed where
paintings, now long removed had once proudly displayed. The figure continued to weave the datapad in
and out between bony fingers.

Excellent. Everything is going as planned. Never in my wildest dreams could such a perfect girl fall
into my hands. The datapad activated a photo of the titian haired girl from Jaina Solo’s wedding. She
was Tenal Ka, Royal Princess of the planet Hapes, and Jedi Knight.

The shrouded figure activated a map reader and wandered amongst the glowing stars, stopping under
the Hapes Cluster. Red eyes calculated that the cluster was located a mere three parsecs from Nephron.
And the cluster is close to the Core Planets and Coruscant. Ta’a Chume is old. It appears she may even
be ready to give up her throne. I think it is almost time to make her acquaintance... almost... but not
vet. I dont think they are quite feeling the crunch of war ... yet.

The figure deactivated the map reader and shuffled back to the terminal. With a rasping thud, she sat
back down and entered an encrypted communication. A deep, rasping cough echoed though the empty

halls of Nemorasis as the figure composed a letter and transmitted it across the galaxy.

Yellowed fingernails tapped, waiting a reply. Then after several moments, the terminal beeped the
arrival of the returned message for her first communiqué.

The figure pounced on the terminal and ran an encryption descrambler on the note.
The reply message read, Your five hundred thousand units are ready and awaiting pickup. The next half
million will be ready in six months. Please reply and let us know when you will be by to receive your

order.

A wicked smile jagged across cruel lips. The figure whispered, “Excellent... Soon, very soon...
Everything is falling perfectly into place.”

A cackling laugh reverberated though the walls of Nemorasis, silencing the howling wind outside with
its bloodthirsty zeal.
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Chapter 10

Through the swirling mist, Master and apprentice silently walked towards the practice field. To a
degree each felt the weight of anticipation, with an undercurrent of worry. The brunette apprentice
worried about losing control, again. And the Master worried his apprentice would begin to suspect his



growing attraction. He also worried that his growing attachment would cloud his ability to continue
with his teaching. They entered their clearing and Raven stretched. Her long arms reached high into the
air, hands grasping together, rolling the tension out of her sculpted shoulders. She climbed onto her
tiptoes and then completely relaxed. Kyp watched her from behind, enjoying the view of Raven’s lithe
form.

“Are you sure you want to do this again?” Raven warily asked her Master.

“Of course I do, you’re never going to make it as a Jedi if you back away from your fears. You need to
face them, and conquer them. I have faith in you, Raven,” Kyp said, as he selected a seat again on his
fallen log. Raven searched her Master’s face as she stood over him, legs apart, posture defensive. Kyp’s
green eyes met her uncertain stare as a small smile rested on his lips. Realizing he was being truthful,
Raven gracefully melted onto the ground, legs crossed, arms casually draped across her knees.

“I’ve been doing some thinking,” Raven began.

Kyp stared at her, interest piqued. Usually she just threw herself into her lessons and rarely wanted to
just talk. His eyes wandered to her hair, again arranged in cornrows. From his bunk, last night, he’d
silently watched her meticulously weave each braid into place as she hummed. He shut off the memory
and focused on the girl. Her wide open, excited eyes itched to speak. He grinned and said, “What have
you been thinking about?”

“My grandmother, and what I need to do to get past my anger towards her,” Raven said. She lightly
bounced her knees up and down from nervous, excited tension. “She really is the root of my problems.
Well... ok... that’s not true, my inability to control my anger is my main problem. BUT, she is the one
who encouraged that behavior in me.”

Raven jumped to her feet and began to pace. Kyp leaned back on his hands and watched as his student
wandered back and forth, letting the wheels churn in her mind, producing thoughts. She surged on,
“The only way I’m going to ever get past things is if | learn to forgive her. Forgiveness and compassion
are central to a Jedi’s life, right?” She continued, not waiting for Kyp to answer. “If I can learn to
forgive her for all the pain she and Darkglider caused me over the years, I can be free. Free to become a
Jedi, to live a pure life. Free of anger, hate, and rage.”

Kyp chewed on his lower lip. Raven continued to amaze him with her maturity and wisdom. Although
she initially seemed somewhat arrogant and childish when they arrived, recently he began to see the
soul of a woman emerging. Kyp raised an eyebrow and asked, “That’s an excellent idea. Please tell me
how you plan on doing that? From personal experience, I know what you feel towards that woman.
Your anger for her is great. How in the galaxy are you going to learn to forgive her?”

Her feet stopped walking. Raven placed her fists on her waist and stared down at her dubious Master.
She then looked up into the mist. “First off I need to distance myself from the fact that [ was related to
this woman by blood. She may have given birth to my mother, I may share her blood, but that doesn’t
mean she knew anything about being a mother. There was nothing motherly about her. NOTHING.”
Raven commenced pacing. “From now on I will only call her Gwynalyn, her birth name... The Force is
resurfacing these memories for me to face them, and learn from them. I have to learn to not internalize
when I view the events. I need to allow myself to detach- to become an observer. I cannot allow myself
to just relive the nightmares and become what I once was...”



“Which 1s?”

“Afraid. Afraid of her. Afraid of myself and my weaknesses. /, Raven Racees, am no longer weak. [ am
physically strong. And when [ finish facing these things, I will be completely mentally strong as well.
Raven Darkglider was weak. She was a victim. She allowed others to manipulate her life. She had no
free will... no concept of freedom... self thought... self expression. She simply didn’t exist. She only
lived to try to avoid pain.” Her voice became softer, “Do you want to know something terrifying?”

“What?” Kyp asked, staring up at Raven as her eyes narrowed, staring into the trees of the surrounding
swampy forest.

“Raven Darkglider actually didn’t mind the pain. She could at least feel it. It meant she was alive.
She’d shut off her heart so long ago she could feel nothing! The pain those monsters inflicted upon her
reminded her that breath moved in and out of her lung... Their abuse made her stronger. Each time they
hit her, screamed at her, belittled her, or punished her, it made her wiser. She became crafty and
cunning. Determined.” A wicked smile marred Raven’s face, as she continued, “I learned to outwit
them both. The apprentice of pain, learned to become a master manipulator herself. I learned to tell
them what they wanted, and they left me alone. They were greedy, self absorbent people who couldn’t
care less about others. Only when I could provide for them did they learn to see me as something
valuable. I gave them what they wanted, and they in turn learned to respect me. I helped them both
amass a huge fortune. By doing so I finally convinced my grandm...Gwynalyn, to get me a respirator. |
told her that if I could be more mobile I could earn her more credits. I also told her we’d need to get off
of Tatooine, as the sand would most likely clog the breathing system, and it would constantly need
servicing- thus cost her more precious credits. She always hated Tatooine anyways, so it was a perfect
excuse to finally leave the planet.”

“Where did you go?” Kyp asked, fascinated.

“Darkglider went on a quest and found a planet everyone had forgotten. It’s a miserable, cold, desolate,
ugly world where nobody lives there anymore. They set up homebase there. I’d finally gotten old
enough by the time we all moved that I asked for my own ship. Gwynalyn had grown to trust me. My
arrogance and hate became my permanent shields that I could mask my true feelings and intentions
from her. She bought me The Vengeance and my crew. Course she had millions and she gave me a ship
that ran on spit and glue. It constantly broke down, my crew was incompetent for the most part. We
spent the better part of five years roaming the galaxy as pirates, helping to further amass my
grandmother’s fortune,” Raven said. She plopped back down on the ground. “I didn’t care though, the
ship was mine. And I was free. Free from her grasp and insults. I worked on building my own fortune
on the side, using the gambling techniques Darkglider taught me so well. I’d use my credits to pump in
more parts for my ship. It was my pride and joy. I also bought myself art objects. I never owned
anything as a child. Art fascinated me to no end. It’s in my blood of course, but I didn’t know that. I’d
just envelope myself with riches and worldly comforts to hide the fact that I was miserable and alone.”

Completely blown away by Raven’s candor, Kyp silently appraised his apprentice. He couldn’t recall a
single time in his own life he’d ever willingly opened up his heart and soul to another person the way
that Raven was doing right now. Something occurred to him and he asked, “Have you told all of this to
Jacen?”

“Some of it. Most of it actually. We had a lot of time together while we were on Naboo where all we
did was talk. I didn’t tell him much of the details about exactly how Gwynalyn and Ryzano abused me,



nor did I discuss my... moments... I truly gave into the Dark Side. But he knows most of the ugliness
of my past.” Raven peaked an eyebrow, and added, “Why?”

“Just wondering,” Kyp said, silently cursing himself for breaking her train of thought... and of
reminding her of her love. “So, we haven’t discussed those times you gave into the Dark Side. Do you
feel like talking about them? They are why you are here. You’ll need to face those men’s deaths the
same as you have to face your memories of your, Gwynalyn.”

Raven scratched her ear and said, “I know- I think I need to battle one thing at a time. If I can get past
most of my dark feelings towards Gwynalyn, I think I can reconcile with my other actions. That’s
mostly related to dealing with controlling my anger impulses...although those men I killed were all
murderers and thieves themselves, I am truly, deeply, sorry that those men suffered because I lost
control. However, no amount of wallowing in guilt and misery can bring them back to life. Again, I
have to learn to forgive myself for my actions. When I do that, I won’t feel guilty anymore... I think.
What do you think?”

Running a meaty hand through shaggy black hair, Kyp stared at his mud caked boots. Suddenly, he
found himself wondering who was Master, and who was apprentice around here. Visions of the sun at
Cardia exploding flashed before his eyes, his finger poised over the control that launched the Sun
Crusher’s deadly torpedo. In his mind the tortured cries of the millions he mercilessly slaughtered at
the imperial academy screamed in agony through the Force. Kyp threw his hands over his head as
visions of his brother, Zeth, killed in the blast continued to haunt his soul. He began to sob
uncontrollably.

“Master Durron, what’s the matter?” a startled Raven asked, as she watched her Master collapse on
himself. “Kyp? What’s the matter?”

Violently brushing his arm against his nose, Kyp stared up at his pupil through teary eyes. He chased
down a lump in his throat and asked, “Guilt never fully goes away, it fades. It always resurfaces. Did
anyone tell you anything about me before you came here?”

She shook her head and said, “Jacen just said that you and his father were good friends. And that you
were a little... unconventional with the way you viewed the Force.”

Kyp barked a guttural laugh, “Unconventional... Right... That’s a way to mildly put it.” He lurched to
his feet and wandered to the far side of the clearing. He turned his muscular back to Raven and kneaded
his forehead with his fingers.

Raven sat uncertain of what to say or do. Kyp’s large form buckled as he waged an internal battle with
his emotions. She closed her eyes and connected with Kyp’s pain. Teasing it, testing it, she recognized
it’s parameters. She knew his pain. Raven’s soothing voice requested, “Tell me.”

Refusing to face her, Kyp straightened his back, placed his hands on his hips and let out a long, loud
breath. He shut his eyes as flashes, memories, invaded his vision. “I was seduced by the Dark Side of
the Force. While training to be a Jedi on Yavin 4, a spirit of a long dead, Sith Lord named Exar Kun
possessed and trained me in the dark arts. He fostered my darker, aggressive feelings towards those
who imprisoned my family and myself. I blamed the Empire for everything that happened in my life. I
sought out vengeance on all of those who ripped apart my family by targeting the Imperial Academy on
Cardia.” He turned and faced Raven. His black hair lightly flapped as a soft breeze raced through the



practice area. “I used a weapon called the Sun Crusher, created by the last remaining scientists of the
Empire, and destroyed the whole star system of Cardia...Oh no, hold on... it gets better. Not only did I
kill millions of people, but my brother, Zeth, was stationed on Cardia training at the Imperial Academy.
He was my last living relative. And I killed him!”

Raven stared at Kyp with complete disbelief. Any and all words escaped her mind.

Breathing heavy, Kyp wiped away hateful, self-pity, tears and said to her, “My young apprentice, if you
actually are able to figure out how to forgive yourself for murdering innocent people, please fill me in
on how you accomplished it. I could definitely stand partaking in that lesson.”

Unfolding her legs, Raven stood up and walked over to Kyp. Carefully she searched his face as he
worked to regain his composure. Raven smiled and said, “I understand now.”

“What?” Kyp asked, looking upon Raven’s beautiful, compassionate face.

“You’re as emotionally scarred as I am. Master Skywalker truly is a brilliant man,” Raven replied,
crossing her arms across her chest.

“Why do you think that?”” Kyp asked.

“He assigned you to train me because you know exactly what I’'m going through. In return, maybe if I
can manage to heal, you can too. I’'m sure he thought of that,” Raven said, grinning.

“You’re an amazing woman, you know that?” Kyp said, then he flushed realizing he spoke that aloud
instead of in his head.

Raven giggled, “Yeah, well, amazing at getting into trouble, right? Come on... I think I’m ready to face
those visions.” She turned around and walked back towards her favorite corner. Her fingers dug around
the base of her tank top confirming it was securely tucked in at her pants line. Rubbing her hands, she
hopped onto her hands and kicked up her feet. Calmly she sank into the Force and stones began to lift
all around Kyp. He watched as they soared and danced in a choreographed waltz through the air.

Images began to appear in Raven’s mind. Dancing with Jacen at the wedding, finishing a raid on
Dantooine, dinner with Marxx and Jaina, and then a dark image loomed. Calm and ready, Raven
grasped the image and mentally shook out the cobwebs and it snapped into focus.

She cowered in a corner in her bedroom. Her wrists bound with strips from her pillowcase, because
they refused to take her in for medical treatment on her wounds. The girl shuddered, afraid to cry,
afraid to think, afraid to feel. They hadn 't fed her for two days. The girl stared at the squirming roach
in her fingers and shoved it wiggling in her mouth and bit down hard. It ceased all movement as its
gooey, rancid, dirt tasting insides released in her mouth. The girl detached herself from the horrid taste
and chewed. And swallowed.

Suddenly her door bursts open. Darkglider entered. His black eyes darted around the room until they
fall upon their prey. With large steps the looming figure grabbed the girl viciously by the wrist and dug
its claws into her fresh wounds. The girl nearly swooned from the lack of food and the intense pain
through her raw wounds. She could not speak, her feet automatically moved as he shoved her down the
hallway. He shoved her in front a terminal that listed the names in the next day s pod race. Blue lips



desperately gasped for air. Tender fingers gently pressed against the terminal screen and icy blue eyes
hid behind their sheltering lids. The girl closed her eyes and images flared through her head. She
concentrated completely on the names and blindingly bright images raced in her vision. dust,
deafening engine noise, speeding racers, and finish line.

“Black pod, with tri turbo engines and orange markings,” the girl said with conviction.

The man pushed her brutally aside and began sifting through the racer names. Selecting one he placed
his bet. He seethed, “You'd better be right this time, womprat.”

In the darkened corner of the room, the girl’s large eyes fell upon the woman tapping her fingernails on
the armrest of a chair. She lurched out of her chair and walked up to the child. A finger caressed her
cheek and then picked something off from her mouth. The girl saw it was a roach leg. The woman
flared angry eyes at the man. “Have you forgotten to feed her? She screwed up, yes. But, she’s usually
more right than wrong. Get her some food. NOW!”

The man sneered and headed towards the kitchen. The girl said nothing. The woman dug her long nails
into the girl’s wound causing it to bleed. She said, “You'd better not fail us again... Get to your room.”
With that, she pointed her finger at the girl. An invisible Force sent the girl soaring down the hallway,
crashing into the hard wall. All breath escaped from her lungs as stars erupted in the girl’s head and
the world went black.

Kyp silently watched as the rocks began to tremble and shake. A battle began. Rage bubbled inside
Raven’s chest at the injustice and cruelty she witnessed. She clenched her teeth hard and pried her eyes
open, forcing them to view her surroundings, back to the present. She let out a long, controlled breath
and then gathered air back into her lungs. She closed her eyes again and focused entirely on her rocks.
Again they began to dance.

Clutching his square jaw with his right hand, Kyp felt Raven’s anger diminish and vanish through the
Force to be replaced by an overwhelming sense of peace. He smiled broadly, knowing his apprentice
just won her first victory against her darker emotions. Slowly and calmly the stones landed one by one
onto the ground. Lightly, Raven landed on her feet and grinned from ear to ear.

“Admittedly, that vision was no where near as bad as the one from the other day, but at least you seem
to be in one piece,” Raven said, beaming.

“Yes, thank you for not choking me this time. I’'m proud of you. You did a great job of controlling your
anger,” Kyp replied. “I think this calls for a celebration.”

Raven’s eyes sparkled, “Really? What’d you have in mind?”

As much as he knew it would drive him crazy, he could only think of one thing that would make his
apprentice shout for joy. He crossed his arms, raised an eyebrow and smirked. “What do you think?”

“Go somewhere off planet and have a decent meal?” Raven asked, hopefully.

Kyp burst out laughing. “Not what I had in mind. How about if I raise the Phoenix up out of the
atmosphere and you get to make a holo-emitter message?”



Jaw dropping, Raven lost ability to speak. She stammered, “W..w..wouldn’t Master Skywalker be really
angry at you for allowing that?”

“Possibly. But I don’t see him here to stop me. Do you? This is a special occasion, Raven. You deserve
it,” Kyp replied.

Squealing in delight, Raven threw her arms around Kyp’s neck and planted a kiss on his left cheek.
“Thank you! Mind if I go clean up in the lake?” Kyp shook his head. Overcome by excitement Raven
dashed off towards their hut.

Kyp watched her disappear around the bend, and felt every nerve in his left cheek tingle from the
phantom traces of where Raven’s soft lips had touched his face. Smiling dreamily, he wandered slowly
after Raven.

sk sk sk skeoske sk sk

Chapter 11

The stars streamed in a silent constant moving pattern as Anakin stared out the window of his X-Wing
cockpit. His R4 unit chirped merrily into the comm. reporting all systems normal.

“Thanks, R4,” Anakin said, adjusting the air flow controls in his cockpit. He shook his long legs in his
specially designed X-Wing cockpit. Most X-Wings were designed to fit average height humans, not
ones who rivaled Wookies in height.

Anakin closed his eyes as his ship moved on through hyperspace towards Hapes. He still wondered
why his Uncle wanted to send him on this mission and not Jacen. Anakin kept thinking of his Uncle’s
words though that they needed to figure out his strengths and weaknesses as a Jedi.

For as long as Anakin could remember he lived life in the shadows of the twins. They always had each
other to bond with and share adventures, while he was always left behind. Sometimes, he didn’t even
feel like he belonged in his family. His rambunctious older siblings usually commanded the attention of
his parents when growing up. Oftentimes, Anakin simply melted into the background, becoming a
witness, more than an active participant in his family gatherings. His careful observation skills helped
him to completely understand his family members. In a lot of ways, he knew them better than they
knew themselves. Simple things like body gestures instinctively told him how one of the twins or his
parents were feeling. He learned to recognize speech patterns and tones that often contradicted what the
speaker said.

As he had spent time working on the Theed Restoration Project, he discovered that many of the same
traits he observed with his own family oftentimes translated perfectly with strangers. Constant hand
movements, or tapping of feet immediately spoke of impatience, but even more so they could also
mean the person was trying to hide something, desperately wanting to get away. Licking of lips imply
thirst in a person, this can be caused by nervousness, which again can implicate the person is hiding
something or lying.

As Anakin mulled over these things an idea flickered in his mind. He wondered if somehow Uncle
Luke knew about his innate ability to read people. He shrugged. Just because he could read people,
didn’t mean he was good at negotiating. Anakin didn’t like to talk very much. And meetings generally



bored him to tears. His brother Jacen lived and breathed to rationalize and talk subjects into the ground
and command the attention of others. Jacen’s aggressive and fearless attitude when dealing with others
helped make him perfect as a negotiator. Jacen lived to spend hours rehashing the minutest details of
subjects with others. Whereas Anakin liked to be quiet. Usually when he did speak, witty and smart
aleck comments flew unchecked from his mouth. Particularly in large gatherings he wouldn’t say
much, but when he did, it was usually a memorable moment. He found himself very happy that his
Uncle would be joining him to meet with the Dellaltians, knowing that he wouldn’t be left alone to try
and converse with the possibly hostile group on his own. Because Anakin didn’t particularly like
leaping into conversations, he tended to chose action over inaction as a way to solve issues. His hand
quickly fell to his lightsaber, whereas his brother’s always fell to a pen as a way to find a solution to a
problem. Not that Anakin ever used aggressive tactics in situations. But in the heat of battle or conflict,
Anakin’s abilities could be matched by few. He excelled in brawn and concentrated completely on his
fighting skills.

Since he spent much of his life in the shadows of his elder siblings, he found receiving praise of any
sort to be a difficult job. He constantly doubted the validity of comments when people congratulated
him or sent words of thanks his way. Because he did not revel, or even believe their kind words, he
remained humble and aloof.

In trying to figure out who he was, Anakin spent hours mulling over his name. Why did his parents
name him after his grandfather? Although Anakin Skywalker eventually returned from a long stint with
the Dark Side, he spent his life living in a constant moving boiling pot of unchecked emotions.
Skywalker lost hope, gave into despair and allowed himself to be consumed by darkness. A man with
the greatest of all potentials, failed miserably. Although his namesake eventually overcame his struggle
with the Dark Side, Anakin barely counted the victory as valid. His grandfather allowed himself to be
consumed with evil, and for the longest time he did nothing to rectify the situation.

Completely uncertain of his own destiny, it daunted Solo to live under his grandfather’s shadow.
Instinct told Anakin that his potential with using the Force was great. There would be times when he
and his twins would be off somewhere and he would feel tremors in the Force long before they felt the
same reverberations. He didn’t understand why that would be the case. Maybe the twin link clouded
their ability to read the Force as quickly as he could, as his mind remained clearer, purer. He’d shake
that thought aside realizing if anything, two Force-strong twins should have their abilities magnified,
not diminished in being able to read the Force.

Anakin tugged on his black flightsuit sleeve and sighed. Still no closer to an answer he shrugged off the
line of thought. The hyperdrive system chimed, alerting him that his target of Hapes would be in range
in ten minutes. Anakin snapped his neck from side to side, causing large cracking pops to fill the silent
cabin. He grinned as R4 suddenly spewed off a flurry of questions wondering about the origin of the
strange noises he just recorded.

“It’s alright R4, it was just me,” Anakin said, smiling.

Focusing on Hapes, an image of Tenal Ka entered Anakin’s mind. A long time family friend, he knew
the warrior Jedi well. Even the seemingly emotionless girl could not hide her true feelings from the
observant Anakin. He recalled her at the wedding. She simply seethed staring at Raven and Jacen
together. Over the years, he knew that his brother had been in love with Tenal Ka. In return, he noticed
that she returned his affections. She did little things that spoke volumes. Tenal Ka would generally
watch Jacen whenever he was in the same room. If he left the room, even if she was deep in



conversation with another person, her eyes would flit to the door, seeking and waiting for his return.
Once Jacen entered the room again, she would no longer watch the door. Casually Tenal Ka also asked
about his brother when he wasn’t around. Or she would manage to sneak his name into conversations.
Anakin witnessed his brother do the exact same things over the years in regards to the Hapan Princess.

He’d noticed Tenal Ka’s first displeasure over Jacen’s attachment to Raven on the bridge of Raven’s
ship. When she fell injured, he sensed a wave of displeasure emanating from her direction. At Jaina’s
wedding, she switched from simple irritation to full out rage. Much to the annoyance of many of the
young Brannoush girls, Anakin spent the evening chasing the titian haired Jedi, trying to distract her
from his brother and his new girlfriend. She barely acknowledged Anakin as they danced together, her
eyes darted around the room seeking her former love and his new girl.

Anakin wondered if three months was enough time for her heart to heal. He doubted it. A sinking
feeling told him the Hapan Princess would not be pleased to see him instead of Jacen. A chime sounded
in his cockpit as the stars screeched to sparkling pinpricks in the sky as his X-Wing fell out of
hyperspace. Immediately five sleek Hapan Stinger security escorts surrounded his X-Wing.

“What is your business in Hapes?” A stern voice sounded into his comm. system.

Anakin sighed and recited his landing authorization code for the Fountain Palace. His ship silently
floated in space as he waited for the guards to verify the code.

“You are cleared for landing. Please allow us to escort you to your destination,” the voice replied.

“Thank you,” Anakin said. He lightly pulled on the throttle and followed the armed guard towards the
palace.
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She stared at herself in the full length mirror. After an excruciating afternoon of trying on dresses, Tenal
Ka finally decided upon the soft gray velvet dress she now wore. She’d never liked wearing gray, yet
for some reason, the dress made her large eyes leap off her face, enhancing their beauty. Her shiny
titian hair, arranged in long, spiraling curls also brilliantly popped to attention. Atop her head rested her
jeweled tiara. Over it she wore a traditional Hapan white veil, worn by all Hapan Royalty when
greeting guests. She looked every part the Royal Princess. She shrugged into her long ruby red cloak
and nodded at her image.

She zeroed in on her face. Fingering the deep blue sapphire earring in her right ear, Tenal Ka knocked it
back into place and out of a clump of hair. Her eyes then lingered on her arms and hands. She raised
them up eyelevel. She wiggled all ten of her fingers. Even the naked eye could not detect the difference
between cybernetic and flesh hand. The advancements in Cybernetic technology impressed Tenal Ka.
Even the fingernails on her new hand grew at different rates, giving it a more lifelike appearance.

From the courtyard beyond she heard the arrival of the ship as it landed on the platform. She closed her
eyes and through the Force felt a familiar Solo presence. Her eyes twinkled as she readjusted her veil.
She entered the shielded reception hall and waited for her Jedi negotiator to arrive. She carefully
recited the formal Hapan greeting in her head. She would be greeting Jacen alone, as her grandmother,
fatigued from the news of the day, had already retired for the evening.



The doors burst open and a cloaked figure entered the room. Tenal Ka’s slight smile fell as the person
approached in her direction. He s way too tall, Tenal Ka thought. Her stomach fell to her knees as
Anakin pushed his hood off of his head. Anakin! Master Skywalker sent me Anakin? Tenal’s cheeks
turned crimson as she glared at the approaching young man.

As he advanced upon Tenal Ka, Anakin felt her emotions pinwheel from elated to annoyed to angry. All
the while the young Princess fumed, Anakin felt the breath escape his body. He’d always seen her
wearing her Dathomir Warrior armor and never in full Hapan Royal attire. The young Princess
gloriou