I could not believe my wife had drug me to this.  Here I was all dressed up in my newest robes feeling very uncomfortable.  “Now behave and have fun, and don’t drink to much.” My wife Lilith chided me.  “He is your Master and you should be happy for him.”

“Aye lass I am, but as ye said, he’s my Master and a kriffin Sith at that.  Ye honestly think he’ll be wantin ta see a slouch such as me here on this day?” I retorted.  “just let me say ma congratulations an we can be goin’ back ta the rooms.  I have studyin’ ta be doin, a so do ye if ye are gonna be a member o the Shadow Academy one day.” I grumbled to her.

Her look and the shake of her head told me I had already lost this argument.  Sighing deeply I rolled my eyes and headed to the bar.  “Two Jaffa Ciders, an a Whyren's Reserve whiskey chaser.” I told the droid tending the bar.  “I’m stepping outside ta smoke ma pipe and relax a bit before I speak ta him.” I said to my wife, then gulped the chaser and started coughing as the fumes burned my nose and the alcohol burned my throat.  Eyes watering from the liquor I did not notice the frown on my Masters face when he heard my explosive coughing and looked over at me.  Nor did I see his smile when my wife rapped my in the back of the head and scolded me for being such an idiot.  “If he’s upset with you, THIS isn’t going to help!” Lilith hissed. “Now go outside and calm yourself as I have been teaching you, and stop acting like a Bantha’s hind end. I have some friends I wish to speak to without you making a scene.”

I hobbled away leaning on my cane because my knee had been bothering me a bit more than usual, though the whiskey was not helping my balance much either. “O aye, I willa behave ye bossy biddy.  ‘Go outside, calm ye self, ye beein a Bantha’s backside,’ fine then I will.” I mumbled as I walked away looking for a place to try to relax and think.

My studies had not been going all that well as of late.  Nightmares of my time with my first Master and my failures seemed to be clawing their way into my dreams.  Consequently I was often very tired and could not focus.  My jealousy of Lilith’s excelling in the Shadow Academy was not helping either.

 I sat watching the stars and smoking my pipe, trying to ground and shield myself from probing mind of my Master.  As I lost myself, I smiled as I looked in through the windows at the reception wishing I fit in as easily as Lilith did.  My wife glided through the crowd, chatting and laughing with the other members of the Brotherhood. My less tactful and blunt ways did not endear me to many of my fellow students.

“What’s the matter Acolyte?" A soft female voice asked? 

Choking on my cider in surprise, I started coughing. "Och lass, ye tryin ta make ma heart give out?!?"  Turning around I looked up at a Twi'lek with sapphire blue skin and emerald green eyes.  "Your Master asked me to see if you were alright, he senses you are somewhat distraught."

I studied the lass and realized I had seen her about the grounds.  I had heard rumors that she was an assassin.  Then it dawned on me. “Ye are ma Masters new bride.” I said standing and then bowing low to her.  “I see now why he’s been busy, ye are quite fetching.”

“Yes I am Tasha'Vel, and I thank you for the compliment.  Now why don’t you tell me what is wrong?  I have a feeling we may see more of each other now that Bentre and I are wed.” She smiled as she approached me. Making me step back some in trepidation.  

“Nae lass, ye needen’ be nae worrin’ about me.  Ma Master is a wee bit upset because I have not been doin’ as well as I should be.  An it’s ma own fault.” I mumbled, trying to re light my pipe.  “I havna’ been focusing on ma studies or ma saber work.  It’s personal an I haveta’ work it out on ma own.”  I glanced up and saw my wife standing by the door looking at us quizzically.  

Nodding my head, I indicated she should come over.  Having given up on my pipe, I rapped the bowl against my heel knocking the ash out.  “Lilith, this is ma Master’s new wife, Tasha’Vel. Ma Lady, this is ma wife Lilith.” I said putting my pipe away and grasping my cane to lean on.  “She was sent out ta check on me by Master Bentre.”   “Yes dear,” Lilith said, “And I was sent out here to fetch you both back in.  They are going to cut the cake in a moment.”  She then turned to Tasha’Vel said “It is a pleasure to meet you, I hope my darling husband hasn’t been a bother.”

We all turned and walked back in the women chatting away as if they had known each other all their lives.  I glanced back over my shoulder at them and shook my head. “How do they DO that?”

I walked up to my Master and bowed low, feeling the eyes of the Clan on me.  While I was probably older in age than many of them, including my master I felt very young and afraid knowing they all were much more powerful than I am.  “Master, I wish ye an your new bride a long and happy life tagether. Go raibh an Fhórsa tú a threorú agus a choinneáil sábháilte do gach am agat .” I said in my thick accent. Quoting the only blessing I had ever learned from my former Master.  Not knowing what language it was, only that it was said to the Jedi that passed their tests and were going off into the galaxy.  I only hoped it would be welcomed.

“Rise Acolyte Janos, and thank you.” My Master answered with a smile.  “I know I have been busy as of late but rest assured, I have been keeping tabs on you.  We will discuss your nightmares at another time.  For now relax and enjoy the festivities.” He smiled at me.  Placing a hand on each of my shoulders he looked me in the eye.  “You my Apprentice have forgotten one very important thing.  You are now a member of House Shar Dakhan and Clan Naga Sadow!  You are in a family larger and stronger than you could have ever imagined!  We are a strong Clan in the Brotherhood, quite possibly the strongest.  And you my old Apprentice have been honored to be allowed to join us.”  He gave my shoulders a hearty slap and stepped back.   

I looked at my wife, who was beaming with pride.  I looked at the other proud members of the clan.  Raising my glass, I yelled “A TOAST! Ta me Master an his lovely bride! 

