Walking through familiar streets of Worlport, I felt myself running almost on autopilot again, moving through the streets and crowds, navigating my way through the merchants and all of the hustle-bustle. I was at peace again all of a sudden. The life I’d given myself in the brotherhood had been a crazy one, with lots of intense training from Master Kalon. 
I stopped myself right at the foot of the stairs of the Lady Fate Casino, its blinding lights a familiar sight. I closed my eyes, enjoying the bright blare of the lights as they shined through my eyelids.

“You just gonna stand there bub?”

A grouchy voice got my attention. I opened my eyes and saw a rodian in front of me with arms crossed, clearly wondering why I was just standing there, loitering. 

I smiled at him and patted his shoulder, speaking back in perfect rodian, “Nah. Just enjoying familiar sights. Good to be home every so often.”

He just gave me a weird look as I walked away. I smirked to myself with my back to him. I so wish I could see the look when he realized I’d grabbed his credits. 

1 year ago
I could help but stare when I saw him. Granted I was sitting in a back alley well away from the rest of the prying eyes of the crowd, but even then I could feel it inside me, he knew I was there. He may have ignored me on purpose or something, but that didn’t matter.
He had a lightsaber on his belt. That mattered to me. 

I’d seen the holocrons. I’d seen the holovids. I knew what that meant. He was a warrior of the Force. Light side, Dark side. Whatever. He knew how to fight like the warriors of old, and I wanted to as well. 

I wanted that saber. 

With my practiced motions, I began making my way through the crowd. Weaving in and out and in and out, I made my way to being a few people behind him, and even then it would be a bit of a distance. I had to make my move when the time was right. I couldn’t just take it and run, that guy was so heavily armored one punch would hurt. I had to play it right. I had to play it safe. 
As I got closer and closer I could feel my heart pounding in my throat. He was right in front of me now, to my left. I felt like a pawn about to take down a king on a chessboard. This was my moment, slowly I reached for the saber, and managed to get to fingers on it.

WHAM
Darkness. Pain. Dizziness. I open my eyes and the world is spinning. I see my friend Jesse beside me looking down on me, eyes wide in shock. I touch my cheek and notice a bloody gash formed.  As my eyes focused on objects ahead of me, I saw him staring at me. His armored helmet showed no expression, but doesn’t take a Jedi to know that he was not pleased with me. 
“Don’t touch me,” his voice was low, almost robot-like, and certainly very menacing. 

I got up to my knees and laughed, “Hey man, I didn’t do anything, but if you want a fight, I’ll gladly give you one,” with that I leapt up, hoping to maneuver behind him to spot any weak points. 

He instantly moved; a blur in that armor. Before I know it his hand was around my throat and he had pressed me against the ground again. I could feel myself choking but I thought fast. Grabbing a handful of dirt, I threw it at his visor, and took advantage of the loosened grip to twist myself out of the way, but as soon as I stood up I felt a thump in my chest as he landed another blow that knocked me down.
I did the only thing a crazy person would do in that situation. I got up and got ready again. That made him stop for a second. Perfect. I took my chance and sidestepped him, going for a low kick to the back of his knee.

As was expected, he saw that coming too. 

I tell myself that sometimes that I held my own better than anybody else in my position, but the truth was I was too stupid to run away. I wasn’t going to just lie down and take this guy trying to beat the crap out of me. He didn’t have to elbow me. I was going to do my best to teach him that. 

And everytime I got up again to fight back, bloodied and bruised and beaten down, he seemed to pause just for a heartbeat, unsure what to do about that. 

Eventually I was unable to stand up, but I got up on my knees and glared daggers as he looked down at me.

“You are determined, even in the face of impossible odds. That’s almost enough to impress me.”
I wiped the blood from my chin, “Yeah well, glad I could entertain.” 

He took his helmet off at that, and I looked up to see his hard features and dark eyes looking down on me, “You have the potential of the Force within you, and you clearly desire to learn how to use a lightsaber. Let me teach you. Come with me and join the Dark Brotherhood.”

“The Dark whatsitnow?”

He began to stare daggers, “You are hurt, and it is unlikely you will survive without proper attention. Come with me. I will train you.”
I looked down at my bloodied hands, feeling faint. I didn’t really have a choice. I needed to stay alive. To become better, so I could come back and save everyone else. I had a promise to keep after all. 

The next few months passed by like a blur. With the Dark Crusade and Master Kalon’s teachings, I learned quickly what it meant to be a Jedi, and as I climbed the ranks, I felt myself growing in strength. I was no longer the naïve young boy I used to be back then. I had changed. I was a warrior now. A fighter. I still was the same person at my core, but I was tougher, and I was able to hold my own in sparring even against other Mandalorians. 

By random chance I had been placed in Clan Arcona, in House Galeres. Through this happenstance I began to meet others, not much, just the occasional formal introduction. However, I did manage to catch the eye of Marick Arconae, the man who would take over as Consul of Arcona. I began to talk to him plenty and so I grew to be wiser than just the bloodthirsty warrior Kalon sometimes seemed to me. 

Present day
As I kept thinking about this I approached a familiar alleyway, the one where I’d first spotted Kalon from. I then began to look around at the abandoned buildings nearby, until I caught the passing shadow in one of the windows. Smirking to myself I entered the building. 

As I climbed up to the third floor, where I’d seen the shadow pass us by, I saw a hand from around the corner, clearly attempting to fight me back. Reflexively I grabbed the hand and pulled it towards me and a familiar face met my gaze. 
“Andy…how…where…How….?” My friend Jesse’s voice was as confused as I expected it to be, and I grinned in response while letting him go and tossing the credits into his hand.

“It’s me. I’m here, and most of all, I have a promise to keep. Here’s the credits you’ll need to get offworld bud. Get everyone offworld, and find yourselves some jobs somewhere,” I turned around to walk away.

I could almost hear the gears turning in Jesse’s head, “You won’t be coming with us. Marissa. She misses you, you know.”

I stopped before making my way down, “Tell her I miss her too, and that I’ll see her soon. I need to attend to some things first, before I’m ready. I’ll come see you guys soon okay? You know how to send me messages. Just keep using that channel.”

Without another word, I turned and walked away.

I had preparations to make. 

