Leaving Home
It is a strange experience, reminiscing and recounting one's past. My past has been a tumultuous one from the very beginning. I was thrown into the crucible of war from a very young age. However it tempered me into the man I am today and gave me the strength I use to keep going through the dark times. So where did it all begin you ask, well, let me tell you.

Home for me, or Jandos Kalinor as I was known as a child, was a bunk on board a starship. Born into to a small family, the Mandalorian Clan of Kalinor. My home was a Firespray-31-class patrol and attack craft, known as the Deceiver. The ship had been handed down through the generations of our clan for hundreds of years, each member adding new modifications or weapons and keeping the ship in first rate condition. I spent the first 10 years of my life on-board the vessel, visiting far off planets, and helping my parents in the family business, my life was a comfortable one, my family had plenty of money and they spared no expense on my upbringing. It was during these early years that my life would be taken down its first path and at the Age of 13, I enrolled into the Mandalorian Super Commando Program that day would be one of the proudest moments of my life for both me and my parents.
Stepping away from my home for the first time, knowing that I would not see it again for a long time, was a daunting experience, most people my age would have balked at the prospect, but I took it in my stride. I had been around war, stress and conflict for 13 years, and I had seen enough to harden my outlook on life, I bade farewell to my parents then, humping my bags over my shoulder, I walked towards the gateway of the training compound.
Training to me one of the most effective mercenaries in the galaxy was not an easy task, I was the youngest member of the training group, but the instructors care not for my age. The training regime was rigorous, lifting heavy weights, running assault courses and doing many team building exercises.
I was assigned to Alpha squad, a 10 man unit made up of cadets of various ages; we would share a barracks, mess and wash area.
Our day would begin at 0400 Galactic Standard Time, a short 8 klick run to freshen us up followed by breakfast, usually heavy on meat and protein, nerf milk was a common beverage, it’s chalky taste always made you balk at first, but you got used to it, my squad would often throw all our morning ration into a big pot and share it out between each of us, it helped alleviate the boredom of breakfast. Breakfast would be followed by morning roll call and chores, cleaning our barracks and associated areas helped us bond.
At 0600 we would begin the morning routine. Each member would do 3 laps of the outdoor gym, doing between 10 and 20 reps on each machine depending on their age and size, our goal was to each be able to match one another, and competition was rife among us, we would often encourage each other to just go that bit further.
0800 would see us doing endurance training, each member would don a 20kg pack and we would have to run 20km, if anyone dropped out, the entire team would forfeit their evening meal, it was these sessions that knitted us together as a team, each of us would help the others through the gruelling course, over streams, fording rivers and climbing steep inclines.
1200 saw us going to the armoury and the range, we would learn everything we needed to know about our weapons, to the point where we could strip and rebuild weapons blind folded, while taking the components from a mixed box of bits. The range was designed to immerse us into various environments, from a simple target range, to extreme location conditions. We would learn to use our weapons in anything from 80 degree desserts to -30 degree blizzards, and everything in between, my favourite was the rain forest, hot, wet and humid, we sweated buckets, but I loved trying to target through the dense undergrowth.
1500 took us to the armorsmith. There we would learn everything we needed to know about the Beskar’gam, it would be the one piece of equipment that sets us apart from the galaxy, and it would also be the piece that would keep us alive. We learned how to fashion the plates, incorporate the various technology into the armour, and how to put together the body suit, while we would not done this armour for several years, we each knew the suits as much as we knew our own bodies.
1700 saw us tackling the assault course, a 7km course of obstacles and traverses, nets and climbing walls and like the endurance course, if any of us failed the penalty was no food.
1900 saw us sitting down to evening meal, this would vary each day, the chef droids would do a fantastic job with the meals.
The day was not over yet, 2000 would see us running mock combat exercises against the other teams, I am proud to say that my team won more of our sims than we lost, our opponents were equally skilled, but we were a bonded team and worked very effectively together.
2200 was lights out, back in our barracks, by this point we were all shattered, and sleep was a blissful state, at least until it began again in the morning.

This went on for 3 long years but we all passed out successfully, each cadet being granted their first set of Beskar’gam, I graduated top of my class and was given the option to pass out a suit that had been crafted for me by my Uncle, it was an honour to wear it, and it has stayed with me right through to today. I still remember that proud moment, where we left the training centre and entered the ranks of the Super Commandos, we were all encouraged to take an alternate name, or handle, and I chose Shadow Stalker as it fitted my tactics and flowed off the tongue well. From there we departed, saying farewell to the people we had become close to for 3 years, some I would see again, others I would find myself mourning the loss of. I entered into the crucible of war and conflict, carving a reputation out among the galaxy, at least until my parents died, my life took a bizarre tangent after that point, but that my friend, is a story for another time, and one you have probably heard me tell a thousand times.
