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“I’m nervous,” I told the Padawan I was sparring with. “I’m nae allowed ta take my new lightsaber, only my two vibroknifes.” My accent coming through as it did when I was under stress.

“Janos, relax.” He laughed easily. “You have completed all your training. The serenity pool you built is beautiful, you have crafted your first lightsaber, you will be fine.” The green skinned Twi’lek danced lightly around with the training saber, then thrust it forward quickly to give my knuckles a sharp rap and electric shock.

I dropped my training saber and shook my hand vigorously to get rid of the pins and needles sensation the electric blade had given it. That and a couple of no bleeding scrapes from where the blade struck. “Damn! That kriffin hurt!” I yelled and then sucked on one of the cuts.

Ch’Cadick, a Twi’lek and only real friend at the temple stepped back a warily watched me. He knew my moods shifted like the winds sometimes. Knowing I might respond by throwing a punch, kicking him in the nadgers or just laughing it off, kept him and the other Padawans on guard around me.

“Janos, I’m sorry, I—“

“Why be sorry Ch’Cadick? Janos’ inability to keep his guard up, his sloppy fighting. HA! Even his abilities controlling his emotions. PATHETIC!” A human Jedi Knight said, deriding me in front of the others.

Jedi Knight Thuallan had become all that was wrong in my life as of late. He vehemently opposed my traveling off world to find this Lilith person. Even if the rumors of her healing abilities were true. He seemed almost to take some kind of perverse delight in my failings. I truly believe that if it wasn’t for the calming influence and love of my true master, Jedi Master C’Lacntha, Knight Thuallan would have had me kicked out years earlier.

“Yes, Master Thuallan, you are correct Master Thuallan.” I responded almost by rote.

Thuallan stepped towards me and looked me in the eye. “Padawan Janos, you HAVE to learn to focus! To be a Jedi means more than just waving around a lightsaber. It means sacrifice, discipline, study,” he stepped back and to the group at large continued. “You all have some potential, you all have the Force within you. As such you all need to learn control. Control of your heart, control of your mind, control of the Force.” Glancing back at me, he shook his head. “Especially you Janos. You are wild, reckless. You throw your Force powers around like credits at a candy store. Never thinking what might happen when you run out. You will be left exhausted and vulnerable. And eventually you will burn yourself out. What will you do then?”

I bowed my head in shame because I knew he was right. As we stood there contemplating Thuallan’s words, I heard the familiar rasp of robes on the sand, accompanied by the soft tap, tap of  a walking stick.

Jedi Master C’Lacntha quietly stepped up to where we stood. “Knight Thuallan is correct,” the aged Miralukan said. “A Jedi feels the Force as they feel the air around them. We breathe it in and let it out through our thoughts and deeds. In doing so we find peace and harmony. Remember our code: There is no emotion, there is peace. There is no ignorance, there is knowledge. There is no passion, there is serenity. There is no chaos, there is harmony. There is no death, there is the Force.”  

We all recited the words as he spoke them. Although I often wondered if there might be... something more.

“Janos, I would speak with you alone.” C’Lacntha said turning away and walking back towards his office.

I followed him to his rooms and waited for him to acknowledge me. I could see the years hadn’t been kind to him. Wrinkles now lined his face and his shoulders seemed to slump more than they had in the past. “Come, sit,” he said pointing to the chair opposite his desk. “I have news.”

I relaxed into the chair and waited for him to continue. My years with him had taught me that he would talk when he was ready, and not before.

“Janos, you will be leaving on a ship from the Montgomery spaceport. It has been arranged with a smuggler that owes me a favor or two.” He said and smiled. “While not trained as a spacer, your skills repairing our small amount of equipment and the speeder will allow you to blend in. I do not believe there is an Imperial presence there yet, but if there is, and they question you, you will be found to be nothing more than a simple mechanic according to the datacron you will be carrying. Now, and this is extremely important. Once outside of these walls you must never show your Jedi training. If you are caught and tortured, you may lead them here. While I do not expect anything like that to happen, our remaining secret is of the utmost importance. Here are two hundred credits, the rest you will earn while aboard the ship.”

I took the money and the small datacron he handed me. “Thank you Master, I will not let you down.” I said, putting the items in a pouch on my belt.

“I know you won’t. Now go and change into your work coveralls and gather your gear, you need to get on the road. Montgomery is about 18 hours away on foot.” He said rising from his seat and walking around to me. “This is your final trial, complete it and you will have earned the title Jedi. And soon you will be a knight like Thuallan.” He placed a hand on each of my shoulders and then drew me into a hug. “May the Force be with you.” He whispered.

I quickly gathered my gear, a small tool carrier, and grabbed some rations. Adding a backup set of cloths like the natives wore and a small medical kit. I and packed it all into a rucksack. Then I changed into the local garb and grabbed some greasy coveralls I wore when I did maintenance. Finally I got a simple overnighter tent and sleep sling and headed off along a path that led roughly towards Montgomery.  

I knew the trip was going to be a rough hike so I found a sturdy sapling and hacked it down with my vibroknife. As I walked I shaved down the branches and bark and after awhile I had a nice walking stick. The surrounding vegetation gave way to a thinner forest after about fifteen or sixteen miles. The ground had more ferns and flowers and wasn’t as swampy. Walking became easier and the doubts I had been having about the mission, began to lift.  

I took my instructions out and read them again. The were pretty straight forward. Keep a low profile, meet with pilot and find the girl…yeah that. I took a deep breath and let it out with a huff. I wasn’t sure what good she was going to do. And somehow I expected she would be more trouble than she was worth. Not that I had issues with females, We had a couple females at the temple and they were okay. But I had know them the better part of 15 years, since they came as younglings. The were more like little sisters to me than anything else. This Lilith was supposed to be around my age, maybe a year younger.

I looked at her brief dossier and the notes given to me by Master C’Lacntha. Raised by her uncle, a Jedi and friend from years back. Family and uncle killed by Imperial forces. Supposedly knows rudimentary lightsaber skills, adept at using the Force to heal. Etc. Etc. Etc.

Looking around I realized I was off track and turned back towards the direction I needed to be going. The sun was starting to get low on the horizon so I decided to set up camp for the night. Looking about I spied a small stream, and a clearing. This would be perfect for camp. I strung the sleep sling between two decent trees about three or four feet from the ground. Then about two feet above that I stretched the rope for the overnighter to be draped over. I spread the rain proof material along the rope and It wasn’t most comfortable design, but it did the job.  

I gathered kindling and started a small fire. The water had to be boiled to be made safe to drink, so I set about to do that. As the water boiled into the cleanser unit I sat there munching on some rations and wondered if I would ever come back here.

I had heard space travel was full of dangers ranging from dealing with pirates to giant, ship eating, space slugs. Apparently you could even bounce in an asteroid field if you weren’t careful. I didn’t know what to believe and I was somewhat worried about the space slugs.

Sitting back against a tree trunk I looked up through the foliage to the darkening sky and waited for the water to cool and then poured it into my canteen. Seeing the stars begin to appear I climbed into my sleep sling and tried to meditate and prepare myself for my meeting with Master C’Lacntha’s friend spacer Blort Queezelflun.

That night I had terrible dreams about fighting and arguing with people who kept telling me I was wrong and seeing things, and then they turned into giant space slugs and tried to eat me.

The next morning I struck camp and continued on my journey towards the spaceport in Montgomery. Thankfully the rest of the walk was uneventful, that is until I got to the city.

Montgomery was huge! There were buildings FOUR stories tall! People were everywhere, in the road, on the walkways. Selling, talking, laughing, yelling. It was overwhelming. And the smells were a riot of pleasant to foul. Grilling meats and frying vegetables from the vendors kiosks to the stink of crap wafting from back alleys, mixing with the hydraulic oils and fuels of the spacecraft at the port.

I headed towards the spaceport and tried to blend in, but my obvious amazement to everything was a bit of a give away that I was not from the city. The constant noise and clamor of the people and speeders was really beginning to give me a headache too.

“Oy! Laddie! Watcha dooin? Yae damn nair staiped ain my loonch!” A  grizzled old man yelled at me when I almost walked into his table at a cantina café. He looked me up and down when I stammered a feeble apology and continued to question me in an accent that was thicker than mine was. “Wair are yae froom?  Ay ken yae nae be from hair, so wat ais ait thn’?”

“Umm, Troon.” I said using the name of a tiny village near the temple we sometimes traded foodstuffs with.

The old man’s eyebrows rose up and he pursed his lips as he contemplated me. “Ay sae, Troooon ais ait?  Wail hair be sooom fraie advice fer yae.  Stoop gawkin ait the saenery an be pa’in moooor attention ta wair yae be goooin’, or yae is gonna bae ain a warild o hairt.  Yae sassenach come ain hair an’ yea are an asy mark fer the bad people hair ”  

I processed the speech as best I could and thanked the old man profusely. Then seeing a sign at the next corner pointing to the spaceport I ran away, his laughter echoing in my ears.

I stepped into an alcove and tried to calm my breathing.  Concentrating and focusing on one small point on the opposite wall I willed my mind to declutter. Taking some deep breaths I headed down towards the spaceport.

Nothing in my training had prepared me for anything like this.  The people, the buildings, the noise. None of it.  From my readings and teachings I knew the a Master and Padawan would often go out together into the world to have adventures.  But with the destruction of the Jedi Order everything was done differently now.  It had to be, to keep what few Jedi there still were in the galaxy hidden and safe.  Now I was on my own, hoping I wouldn’t get caught or found out.  

Dodging the people and carts and speeders and everything really was causing me to feel very claustrophobic and anxious.  I really felt the walls were closing in.  Stepping around a corner I finally found a place where I wasn’t being jostled and pushed.  The spaceport.

A large flat tarmac surrounded and separated by low walls and scattered radio towers. Landing beacons and markers stuck up in various corners like skeletal trees.  Small and medium sized ships sat on different landing pads.  Their crews, maintenance personnel and cargo handlers all moving around preparing, fixing doing whatever spacers do.

It felt so good to be able a deep breath and not have anyone in my face.  Stepping over to a readout holo I found the ship that Blort Queezelflun was the captain of a ship named Reaper. Oh this was not boding well for me at all.  Checking the layout map I followed the safe walk area and headed towards the far side of the tarmac where the ship was parked.  

“HEY! IDIOT! Watch where you are going! You almost got crushed!” A loader operator bellowed at me as a pallet of crates swung over my head.

Ducking instinctively I looked up to see a burly human driving the loader on the walkway instead of the cargo drive. The driver spit in my direction and laughed as he headed towards the ship he was loading. Seeing red, I snatched up a small stone from the ground I pitched it at him.  Using the Force to help guide the stone, I pegged him right in the back of the head.  

The stone caused the driver to lose control and he swerved the pallet loader into the side of the ship.  Cargo crates spilled and broke, foodstuffs and miscellaneous items scattered across the ground.  The forks of the loader speared into the ship.  Alarms sounded as sparks and flames shot out from the damage.

I ducked back out of the way as emergency crews ran past.  Laughing to myself I turned and walked right into a hulking Devaronian. 

The reddish skinned, horned humanoid stood a good head and a half taller than me. His evil grin stopped short of his eyes. One normal and the other a glowing purple cybernetic orb focused on me.  “Try that Force shavit on my ship and I will personally launch you out the bio waste tube, in pieces.  Now get to the Reaper and stow your gear.” He said pointing to a medium sized cargo freighter behind him.

“Captain Queezelflun? I, um, I, ah, hello sir, yes sir, I’m Janos Stormwind sir, um.” I stammered, swallowing hard.  

The Devaronian leaned down into my face, his breath foul, his glowing cybernetic eye burning into my own. “Get. On. The. Ship. NOW!”

I stepped around him and bolted for the Reaper.  No this was not boding well for me at all.

The Reaper was a beat up VCX-100 light freighter.  The paint was chipped and scored with some streaks that appeared to be from a laser bolts.  All in all it looked to be in pretty good shape though.  I walked up the docking ramp looking up at the forward turret and bubble of the flight deck.  Peeking around the corner bulkhead at the top of the ramp I could see a central corridor running the length of the ship with doors on each side of it and a door to what I guessed was the engine room at the end of it.  A ramp ran from the corridor floor up past my head towards the front of the ship.  

“Hello? The, um, captain told me to come on board...hello? Is anyone here?”  I called out quietly.

A person appeared in the far door and a feminine voice called back. “What was that? Who are you?” A female Zabrak stepped into view, her blaster pointing at me. “What are you doing on this ship? Speak or I’ll shoot!” She challenged.

Raising my hands I took a step back and almost fell down the ramp.  “Janos, I’m Janos Stormwind, the captain told me to come onboard.”  I stammered looking at the opening of the blaster barrel.

“Oh, right, he mentioned a human would be joining us for this trip.  I’m Xegrod, First Mate of the Reaper.  You will be working for me.  Cleaning, cooking, anything I tell you basically. This isn’t going to be a pleasure cruise.  You look like you know machines from your outfit.  Yes?” She queried, putting her blaster away.  

“I, um, I worked on the speeder at the te--, at the place where I was raised.” I said, remembering almost too late I wasn’t suppose to let anyone know about the temple.  “I know maintenance and electrical stuff for small craft, I could probably figure out some of the systems here if I had a chance to study them.” I went on, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

Xegrod gave me a sour look and rolled her eyes. “This ship’s engines are maintained by me.  You will work on the cargo droid and assist me if I ask for it.  I will also teach you to use the nose turret gun so if we come under attack that will be your assigned post.  I cover the dorsal and belly cannons. Flune pilots, oh and only I call him that, he’s captain to you until told otherwise.  Come on, you can stow your gear in this berth,” she said walking over to a door opening it. 

I looked into a small room with bunk folded against the wall and a wall mounted folding chair and desk next to it.  I tossed my pack into a footlocker that was bolted to the floor. And then turned and walked back to Xegrod.  “Nice, sparse but nice. What can I do to help?”

“The cargo is loaded and Flune is taking care of something outside.  Why don’t you look at the cargo droid.  It’s been acting, odd.” she said as she walked over to one of the large cargo doors.

I was greeted by a humanoid looking droid that sparked on occasion and then tried to hug me. “ZZZZiiip**chhiccckkkkkkkkk DADDY! Bzzipipipipppptttt ck ck ck Hallo big boy is that a blaster in your pocket or are you just*chizz*POP*phipzzzz* happy to see me? Bububububub*bzzip.” it burbled, and then walked into a wall.

“Ooooookay, huh, um, right do you have a docking station for this thing?  Where it plugs in to recharge?” I asked watching as the droid waddled towards me again and tried to kiss me on the cheek and pinch my butt.

“The square root of *buzzititizzz*a kessel triangle is a bantha sandwich. BEEdoBEEdoBEEdo! Woop! woop! *ziiiippppppIITiiiit*”

“Yeah, over here,” she said walking around to the left side tube that lead to a docking collar. “It’s recessed into the rear left side cargo bay.  There is a service computer here too, but no tools except an electro spanner.”

“*vizzzzip* Spanners make me *buzzzz* happy”

“That might be a problem, but we’ll see.  I might have what we need in my kit.” I said to her as the droid took my hand and tried to sing a four part harmony love song in Huttese. “C’mon yea big numptie, let's see what’s goin’ on wit’ yea.” I mumbled to the droid

“Does he? She? It? Have a name?” I asked Xegrod. “Or do you call it droid?”

“I call it droid, Flune calls it a piece of shavit.  I think it’s name is C-4g0 though.” The Zabrak answered, opening a cover cage in the recessed section of wall and exposing a body shaped indentation for the droid to socket into.

“C-4g0, step into the charging port so I can run a diagnostic scan on you please.” I ordered the droid. Then jumped back as it took a swing at me.  

“Grab it’s other arm and shove it into the diag/charge port with me.” I said to Xegrod as I gave the droid a thump in the chest causing some greasy fluids to leak from it and knocking it backwards.

“Got it,” she answered and grabbed the droids arm and pulled.

I grabbed the other and between the two of us managed to force it into the recess.  Automated clamps snapped down on the droids upper arms and legs. And then two diagnostic probes clamped onto it’s head and extended into where it’s ears would be if it were human.  Stepping back and breathing a sigh of relief I swung closed the cover cage and secured it. “I’ll start a diagnostic and see what’s wrong and go get my tools. To be honest it looks like someone tried to feed it some kind of virused holo program.  It may need a memory or core command wipe.”

“Can you do that?” A loud voice said behind me, causing me to jump.

Turning I again faced the hulking Devaronian. “How had he managed to sneak up on me so quietly?” I wondered. “Ah, Captain Queezelflun, sir, um, maybe, if the programming isn’t to advanced.  If the droid is new, no, I don’t have the skills. If it’s an older model I can probably repair it and get it to function to base commands and loader protocols.  But I need to see what the physical damage is first.  The sparking and voice malfunction sound like it might be the vocal motivator board is cracked, maybe some loose wires hitting the chassis cover.” I said shrugging. “I won’t know until I get a readout and that won’t be for another five hours.” I told him as I glanced at the readout screen.

“The droid is as old as this ship, and that’s about 400 years, give or take a hundred. Work on it later, we are getting ready for lift off and I want you on the flight deck with me and Xegrod.  Oh, welcome aboard and I am serious about what I said outside.  If you so much as think about using your training against me or her I will chop you into tiny pieces and flush you out the waste tube.” 

Xegrod gave her captain a quizzical look. “What training, as a mechanic?”

“No, this tiny human is a Jedi in training and we are going to fetch another one just like him to bring back here.” Captain Queezelflun told her.  “His master is a very dear and old friend of me and my family.  I told him I would get this human of his off world to find this female human Jedi person. But it’s hush hush, so don’t tell anyone at any of the places we dock.”

Xegrod looked at me and smirked.  Then pushed past me to head towards the flight deck to finalize prep for take off.

Captain Queezelflun gave me an evil look. “What were you thinking outside, using your powers?  You could have caused the entire port to go up in flames!” he growled at me. “You are damn lucky the only ship damaged was the Rabid Jawa.”

I got angry at his accusations. “The idiot loader was driving on th’ walkway an no th’ draive path.” I said, the anger making my accent get heavier. “He kriffin haid ait coomin!” I yelled getting in his face.

The Devorian grabbed me by the throat and pinned me to the wall. “You will never speak to me like that again.  This is MY ship and I am judge, jury and executioner here. You will always show me respect. Now, get to the flight deck and sit where Xegrod tells you.” He said releasing me and shoving me down the hall.

I stumbled away and then headed to the flight deck, angry with myself for losing my temper and at the captain. Going up the ramp to the flight deck Xegrod stopped me and pointed to a fold out jump chair. 

“Strap in here and hold on, take off can be a bit rough sometimes.  Especially with our internal damper acting up.”  She then went and sat in a high backed, heavily cushioned chair on right side of the flight deck.

Captain Queezelflun ignored me as he came onto the flight deck and sat in his chair. “Contact control and get us clearance,” he said, “double check the weight distribution of the rear right and left cargo pods.  I want to make sure they are close to equal with that damn droid in it’s service port.”

Xegrod did some quick calculations while looking at a readout of the ship. “Left one is about 600 pounds heavier with the droid.  I can shift one crate from left to right to compensate.  Should only take a minute if I use the kid.”

“Do it,” he replied, “I’ll get us prepped.”

“C’mon kid, work to do.” Xegrod said to me as she jumped out of her chair and ran past me.

I unbuckled from my seat and followed her to the rear of the ship and watched as she opened two large doors opposite each other.

She ducked into the left cargo bay and grabbed a data reader off the wall. “Let’s see, yes this one will do, crate 1x3c4v56.”  Looking around she spotted it tucked into a corner. “Help me move it to the other cargo hold, and hurry, we don’t have much time.” She said reaching down and unstrapping the lock straps.

I grabbed one of the crate handles and activated the tiny anti gravity unit on it.  This allowed the crate to be moved slightly easier than just lifting or dragging it.  Between the two of us we moved it from one side of the ship to the other. 

“Normally the droid stays in the forward cargo bay and in the middle of the ship.  No big deal when taking off or flying through atmosphere.  But with it to the outside of the ship and with cargo loaded, the trim is off and it’s more difficult to fly. So we shift this crate and the balance will be better.” She explained to me as she entered the cargo information into the right bay’s scanner.

“Okay, let’s get strapped back in and lift off, then I can show you your duties.” she smiled and headed up to the flight deck.

I followed and strapped myself back into my jump chair. The vibrations and roar of the engines filled my ears and I felt myself pushed into my seat as the Reaper took off.  For the first time in my life I had left my home planet.  I only hoped my adventures off planet would be calmer than what had happened so far.

