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The Alfore Encounter - 54 
“Everyone Was Kung Fu Fighting" 
by CAPT Two Wolves 
 

      "You are awake very early, Jessica," Shara com-
mented. She'd just nursed Victoria and had tucked 
her into the sling so she could nap. The colorful, 
handmade sling was a Godsend for Shara allowing 
her to keep Victoria close at hand, yet"Now about 
your second question."  leaving her hands free to do 
other tasks  
      "Back home I have to wake up early to do chores 
before going to school.”  Jessica was seated next to 
Shara on the sofa.  “I guess my body doesn't know 
that I'm in a starship heading to Vulcan at warp five." 
Continuing, she said, "I'd like to know more about 
the Track Cats, if you don't mind. How were they dis-
covered? And why does Kiki have thumbs?" 
      Shara smiled. "Alfore legend states that a very 
long time ago, before they knew the cats existed, a 
seven-season aged girl child named Nyra was lost 
during one of their migrations. Since it was too close 
time of the great snows, it was essential that the 
tribe arrive at their underground lodging or the en-
tire tribe would perish. Thus, the tribe could not af-
ford to send out searchers to find Nyra, which was 
the harsh reality of ancient Alfore life. The grieving 
parents gave up hope of ever finding their daughter 
again. However, the next Spring, when the tribe had 
emerged from their winter sanctuary, Nyra had re-
turned safe and was waiting for them," Shara relat-
ed.  
      "How did she survive in such a harsh environ-
ment?" Jessica asked.  
      "A large pride of Track Cats had found Nyra, tak-
en her to safety and cared for her throughout the 
stormy winter season. During that time, she noted 
they were telepathic and friendly. When the storms 
were over and the harsh weather had abated, the 
entire Track Cat pride took Nyra back her tribe. She 
then told the elders that the cats were friendly, tele-
pathic, and were excellent trackers, which explains 
how they found the tribe. This led to a close relation-
ship between the Alfore people and the Track Cats." 
      "Wow!  That's a great story!" Jessica said.  
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Vanthea:  Tyranny's Dawn 
Book 2 - ELZIVRETH 
by LTJG Star Eagle  
 

      AFTER A PLEASANTLY uneventful journey, 
Istrelle and Tyrstan found themselves standing in 
front of the Inn of the Stranded Sailor, accompanied 
by a blue sky filled with small white puffs of cloud. 
      Along the way, Istrelle had talked and Tyrstan had 
listened as they crossed the first ancient bridge to 
the small island of Vira, named for the alleged young-
est of the first king's three daughters.  This island, 
like the other two ahead, was nearly two miles 
across. It held a garrisoned keep and a small village 
that served as a harbor for the local fishermen.  As 
they had passed broken-off pieces of the bridge that 
still stayed aloft, even with no visible means of sup-
port, she explained that the ancient sorcerer of fire 
who built the Grove and Havenshore also built these 
bridges, making them to withstand the degradation of 
the ages through the use of very powerful magicks.  
They had crossed three of the four bridges, each time 
handing over transit papers to the bridge guards.  
The next island they had come to was Mira, the sec-
ond daughter.  This island also contained a fortress, 
and its port served as the headquarters of the navy.  
Istrelle had remarked on how many more warships 
there seemed to be now than when she had been 
here before. 
      Then they had finally made their way to the island 
of Dira.  This island, and the village that they were 
now standing in, was named after the eldest daugh-
ter.  It was the lowest of the three islands and con-
nected them via one final bridge to the great island of 
Elrian itself.  This port catered to the needs of mer-
chants and sailors from Sashiel and other far away 
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places.  The plaza housing the taverns and shops, 
the sounds of the gulls and people milling about car-
rying on with their daily business, the smells of the 
ocean—and the sewers—all carried Istrelle back to a 
past filled with bittersweet memories.  She remem-
bered her life in the city, all of its smells and tastes 
and curiosities—all that was good about life in a 
place full of many different peoples.  She also re-
membered her life as a prostitute, trying to find 
meaning amidst all the emptiness and shallowness of 
men's behaviors. 
      “Are we ready to go in yet?” asked Tyrstan inno-
cently, pulling Istrelle away from her thoughts.  He 
was his human self again, having changed in a stable 
that they had rented for the day.  Only their saddle-
bags and other riding gear lay in the stable now. 
  “Yes—sorry,” she responded.  “I've been here once 
before, the last time I made the monthly errand run.  
It's relatively safe here,” she finished, feeling the 
bracelet around her left wrist.  She'd had it enchanted 
to protect her from the untoward advances of any 
stranger. 
      Do you think they'll remember you?” he queried, 
smiling.  “Maybe we can get a discount.” 
      “I doubt either one, Tyrstan,” was her response.  
She looked down toward the port, then up at the sky.  
“It's late afternoon.  We should have some time to 
bathe and rest before people start coming in for the 
night.”  She headed for the doorway, Tyrstan follow-
ing. 
      The inn's tavern greeted them with the typical 
smells of ale, roasted meats and the smoke of vari-
ous pipe tobaccos.  A counter lay to their right, lead-
ing to the door of the kitchen.  Stairs to the inn were 
to their left, against a rough plank wall.  The rest of 
the tavern housed dining tables as well as chairs that 
encircled a great hearth at the end of the room.  It 
gave some light to the otherwise dimly lit tavern, 
since the open doorway and two small windows in 
the front could only give what light they could from 
the rays of the afternoon sun.  A single plank door 
separated the hearth from the kitchen wall, along the 
back wall. 
      While a handful of men sat among the chairs, 
pipes and mugs of ale in their hands as they con-
versed, a barmaid wiped down the tables. An olive-
complected man stood behind the counter, smiling 
as Istrelle and Tyrstan entered.  He motioned for 
them to come to him, and they did.  Istrelle took the 
bag of coins and opened it as she approached the 
barkeep, expecting him to ask for money right away. 
      “Seagood,” she said, the common greeting 
around here that long ago originated from the words 
“May the sea be good to you.” 
      He surprised her with “So, you are back again!  
And now, with your...” in a thick accent. 
      “With my cousin,” she smiled.  Tyrstan stayed 
back just a couple steps as she continued.  “I am sur-
prised you remember me.  I've only been here once 
before—but thank you.  And your name is Ydario, 

right?” she finished. 
      The barkeep beamed.  “Yes, my dear lady!  Oh, 
you are the bright light in my day today!” 
      The barmaid rolled her eyes. 
      The barkeep's visage turned a bit more serious.  
“So how can my wife and I be of service to you?” 
      “We need a room for the next two nights—and a 
bath,” Istrelle answered in a pleasant tone. 
      “And food!” piped up Tyrstan. 
      “And food,” she replied, glaring to her side but 
still smiling. 
      “Just one room?” asked Ydario. 
      “One should be fine; we're family,” answered 
Istrelle.  For the first time in who knew how long, she 
felt that what she'd just said was closer to the truth 
than she'd realized.  “And just how much will this 
cost?” she asked. 
      “An anchor and a seahorse—or a hundred and 
twenty pence, whatever you've got,” he answered. 
      Istrelle's eyes widened.  “Only last month it was 
eighty pence!” she countered. 
      “Yes, that is true,” began the barkeep, “but there 
are two of you instead of one.  And, unfortunately, I 
have finally had to raise my price since we see fewer 
visitors from afar--” 
      “Or at all, for that matter,” finished his wife, put-
ting her rag in her bucket and then heading toward 
the kitchen.  She glared at the men around the hearth 
as she left, mumbling something as to “Cheapskate 
lazy old pricks.” 
      Istrelle pulled out the coins.  As Elzivreth had 
said, there were chicks, hens, cocks, lambs, ewes, 
rams and a couple sows.  Noticing them, she then 
realized that these were all coins from the mainland; 
not a single sea-coin was in the bunch.  They were all 
also very bright, as if they had been recently minted 
or hardly used.  It then occurred to her how odd this 
was, as sea-coins were just as common where she 
lived as they were around here.  Why would Elzivreth 
be saving all these land-coins?  More importantly, 
how was she obtaining them?  Who would be giving 
the matron newly-minted imperial coins? 
      “How about a ram, three ewes and a lamb?” she 
offered. 
      Ydario looked a bit surprised.  “'Landers,' eh?  
You must be from farther north than I thought.  No 
matter; all imperial coin is good to me,” he answered 
her, slowly holding out his hand so she could pay 
him.  She added an extra lamb for his friendliness. 
      He smiled.  “Supper is after the sailors come in—
usually between seven and eight o'clock.”  He 
reached under the counter and pulled out a key, 
which he then gave to her.  “Your room is the second 
one you'll come to.  We already have water boiling, 
so Esmera can draw you both a bath forthwith.” 
      Tyrstan kept looking around, breathing every-
thing in.  His senses were more finely attuned be-
cause of his feral nature, letting him keep track of 
two flies that were fighting in the back of the tavern, 
all the while taking in the scents of dozens of cus-
tomers both past and present.  Finally, he looked at  
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the barkeep.  “How did you come up with the name?” 
he asked. 
      Ydario smiled again.  “Many years ago I sailed 
these waters, from my home city of F'rin.  We encoun-
tered a fierce squall, and my ship was lost.  I stayed 
afloat on wreckage for many days until I ended up at 
these shores”--he pointed at the doorway, to the har-
bor below--”just over there.  A maiden took pity on 
me and took me in”--he then pointed the opposite di-
rection, toward the kitchen--”and I fell in love with 
her, so I decided to stay.  We saved our coins and 
purchased this inn.  That, my friend, is how the Inn of 
the Stranded Sailor”--he raised both hands in the air, 
looking up--”came to be.” 
      “So you are from the west?” began Istrelle.  “Have 
you been back there?  Have you heard any news from 
those lands?” she questioned. 
      He looked back at her and lowered his arms, his 
smile disappearing.  “My lady, I could tell you many 
things about my homeland.  And perhaps I will—later.  
Now, I must ready supper.  And I believe your bath is 
ready,” he finished. 
      Esmera came out from the kitchen.  “Who wants it 
first?  The bathing room is there,” she said, motion-
ing to the back door. 
      Tyrstan looked at Istrelle.  “You go first,” he said. 
      Satchel in hand, Istrelle made her way to the door 
at the back of the room. 
      Tyrstan headed for the front door. 
      “Where are you going?” demanded the barmaid. 
      “Uh, to check on the horses,” he replied.  He did-
n't feel like explaining that he didn't like staying inside 
when he could be outside instead...anywhere. 
      He meandered along the street until he could find 
a way down to the shore.  Tyrstan loved the ocean as 
much as anyone else in the Grove, including Delen-
dra—maybe even more.  Even if there wasn't much of 
a beach here along the village, he figured he could at 
least get his feet wet.  He had never grown up around 
anything larger than a lake; the Feral Lands were 
about as landlocked as any kingdom could be.  That's 
why the thought of limitless water (in his mind) called 
to him.  The feeling of being surrounded by an entire 
ocean of water appealed to him the most.  He often 
daydreamed about diving to the deepest regions of 
the ocean, being the first to discover untold kinds of 
whales, fish and other mysteries of the abyss.  He al-
so fantasized about finding some lost civilization that 
had either been above sea level at one point but then 
disappeared, or maybe some underwater city where 
the aquatic denizens enjoyed their privacy. 
      He was now under the docks, shoes off and feet in 
the water.  It was cold but not unbearable. 
      He moved over a bit to an empty berth where he 
could also enjoy the sun.  That's where he first 
smelled and then saw something unusual.  A man in 
his forties was walking down the steps with a sack in 
his hand.  The sack was wriggling.  Then Tyrstan 
heard the sounds. 
      It was a bag of kittens. 
      Rage and the urge to act immediately filled his 

mind.  He hated men like this or anyone for that mat-
ter who would do such a terrible thing as to kill a 
bunch of innocent animals. 
      He neither saw nor smelled anybody else who 
could see what he was about to do.  He first thought 
of turning into a bear to scare the man away.  For 
once in his life, however, he also thought of the con-
sequences of this action further down the road.  If he 
morphed into a bear, he would destroy his clothes.  
He was sure that the village would arrest him on his 
way back to the tavern if he was completely naked. 
      He thought for a few seconds as the man kept 
walking down the stairs, bag in hand.  Tyrstan had 
never actually seen a demon, but he'd heard many a 
story about them and their feral looks.  He had seen 
rams, snakes and wolves before.  He gave himself the 
horns of the ram, the eyes of the snake, and the teeth 
of the wolf.  Finally, since he had seen plenty of 
blood, he made his snake eyes blood red.  Tyrstan's 
form was indeed a visage from the deepest and dark-
est of all the hells. 
      He strode to the man who now saw him and froze 
in absolute terror. 
      “Give me those kittens!” ordered Tyrstan in the 
gruffest, most commanding voice he could muster. 
      The poor man pissed himself as he gave the sack 
to Tyrstan.  He was shaking so hard he almost 
dropped it.  Tyrstan's reflexes compensated for the 
man's terror though, and he now had the kittens safe-
ly in his own hand. 
      “Now go home!” he ordered the man again. 
      The man turned around and promptly ran back up 
the stairs. 
      “And never try that again!” was the last thing 
Tyrstan told him. 
      Tyrstan ran with sack in hand back under the 
docks.  Still in his demonic form, he opened the bag.  
He knew the kittens wouldn't care what he looked like, 
just what he did. 
      The sack was full of five little meowing kittens 
who were terrified in their own right.  He very gently 
pulled each one out and examined them, putting each 
up to his cheek.  He quietly soothed it as he held the 
kitten in one hand and pet it with the other. 
      The first one he picked up was a male with light 
gray fur and black stripes.  The second was a storm-
cloud gray, also a male.  The third kitten was entirely 
black.  He meowed the loudest with a high-pitched 
little squeak.  The fourth kitten was a female who bore 
black and white splotches that made Tyrstan think of 
a cow.  He chuckled as he gently nuzzled her.  The 
last kitten, another male, was a golden tan on his top 
and white on his belly. 
      Tyrstan told them they were safe now.  He was 
able to calm them down a bit since he knew how to 
communicate with any animal. He placed a vision of 
being safe and warm in their minds by uttering a 
sound to carry that vision.  It was far easier if he 
could look the animal in the eyes, as he did in this 
case. 
      They communicated back to him as well.  They 
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they were hungry and that they couldn't smell their 
mother, who had always been with them up to this 
point.  They were confused why the man who had tak-
en care of their mother had placed them in the sack. 
      Tyrstan assured them that he would take them 
back to their mother.  He knew that she couldn't be 
too far away.  He asked them to describe where they 
lived, and they showed him visions of what appeared 
to him to be a warehouse of some kind.  They showed 
him images of other grown cats being there as well, 
hunting rats and mice and other vermin.  Tyrstan sur-
mised that the man had decided there were already 
enough mousers to keep the pest population down. 
      He then realized what he still looked like, so he 
turned back into his human form.  Leaving the kittens 
in the open sack on the shore, he quickly put his 
shoes back on. 
      Tyrstan then sniffed the kittens.  He could smell 
each scent as well as their mother's scent.  He also 
picked up the man's scent. He made sure all the kit-
tens were in the sack and then he picked it up, assur-
ing the little ones they were safe.  Then he walked to 
the stairs where the man had pissed himself.  He was 
glad that the man had done this actually, because it 
made tracking his whereabouts all that much easier. 
      He made his way back up to the street, hoping 
that the man's warehouse and his home—where 
Tyrstan had told him to return—were near one anoth-
er.  He followed the urine trail as far as it could lead 
him, which was indeed to the warehouse district.  The 
urine trail finally disappeared, but he did catch an old-
er scent of the man in this area. 
      Continually sniffing the air and ground for scents, 
he was able to finally find the warehouse that the kit-
tens had shown him.  As he entered the building, he 
was met by a hired hand, a young man with a reddish 
beard and short blonde hair. 
      “I don't know you,” he started.  “What's your busi-
ness here?” he demanded, putting his hand to his 
scabbard. 
      “I'm not makin' any trouble,” began Tyrstan.  “I'm 
just bringin' these kittens back to their mama.  I found 
'em on the shore,” he explained, the wriggling bag of 
kittens slung over his left shoulder. 
      The young man frowned.  “How in the hells would 
you know where they came from?” he demanded 
again. 
      Tyrstan had no explanation this man would be-
lieve.  “Fuck it,” he stated, giving the bearded man a 
fast right cross to his left jaw.  He promptly fell to the 
ground, thoroughly knocked out. 
      Tyrstan looked through the warehouse as quickly 
as he could, making sure that no one else would see 
what he was up to.  Of course, the sack of high-
pitched meows didn't make things easier.  Before 
long, however, he could hear the distraught sounds 
of their mama, and he found her in a corner where 
she had made a den for herself and her little ones. 
      When she saw Tyrstan and realized he had her 
babies, she hissed at him.  “You threaten my chil-
dren!” was the gist of the hiss. 

      Tyrstan purred back.  “I have your children,” he 
assured her, lowering the sack and opening it for her.  
      She emitted a low growl at him, but he meowed 
back to her “They are safe and inside the sack.  They 
need you,” he finished.  She immediately went inside, 
cautiously, but then quite happily as the kittens each 
came up to greet her and to nurse.  She licked them 
as they fed.  He opened it up more for her and her ba-
bies so he could see them all. 
      “You and your babies are not safe here,” Tyrstan 
told her after a few moments.  “If you stay here,” he 
meowed to her, “your babies will be taken from you 
again.  You must find a new home.”  He placed in her 
mind some area in the woods and tall grass where 
few people traveled. 
      “I don't know any place like that,” she replied. 
      “I will find a safe place for you and your babies,” 
he promised her.  “If you all stay in the sack, I will car-
ry you.” 
      Mama cat did as Tyrstan asked, remaining in the 
center of the sack, surrounded by her babies, as he 
pulled the sack back up and over them.  As he gently 
and slowly lifted the sack and placed it over his left 
shoulder again, he changed his face and hair into that 
of the young bearded man. 
      They made their way to the front of the ware-
house.  As he passed the young man at the front, still 
unconscious, Tyrstan simply murmured “Sorry.” 
      It took him half an hour to find a spot that neither 
smelled of people nor natural predators.  He could 
also detect signs of voles and field mice, an ample 
supply of food for Mama and her babies. 
      He lowered the sack to the ground and opened it, 
letting all of them come out so they could finally ex-
perience their new home.  He then picked up each kit-
ten, wished them well and then said his goodbyes. 
      When he picked up Mama to tell her the same, she 
purred and brushed her left cheek against his.  It was 
her way of expressing love and gratitude.  Tyrstan 
smiled and turned a bit red. He gently set her down 
and then headed back to the tavern. 
 
 

* * * * * 
 

      Istrelle, in her room, was surprised to hear a 
knock at the door.  “Yes?” she asked. 
      Tyrstan entered. 
      “Where have you been?” she asked him, putting 
her clothes into a dresser. 
      “Oh, nowhere really,” he said, smiling weakly. 
      “Well, I bet your bath water's not very warm by 
now,” she chided him. 
      “Oh yeah, a bath,” he suddenly remembered. 
      Istrelle stopped what she was doing; Tyrstan was 
quieter than normal, she noticed. 
      “Is everything alright?” she asked. 
      “Yeah!  All's good!” he assured her. 
      “Then get yourself a bath,” she ordered, smiling 
and resuming what she'd been doing. 
      “Yes, ma'am,” replied Tyrstan, turning around 
while smiling to himself. He headed back down the 
stairs to finally take that bath. 
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      "For the sake of time, I only related the encapsulat-
ed version. There are a good many detailed historical 
volumes on the subject in Ido’s library back on Alfore," 
Shara told her.  
      "I'm going to go there one day and read all of them 
myself," Jessica vowed passionately.  
      "You absolutely should," Shara encouraged her 
knowing Jessica had a long list of things that she was 
determined to do.  
      Shara telepathically called Kiki to her. Kiki 
stretched and came to Shara on silent paws, sat in 
front of her and put her left paw in her hand.  
      "Now about your second question. Approximately 
35% of the Track Cat population are polydactal which 
means they have extra toes," Shara explained, tilting 
Kiki's paw in her hand to show Jessica. Kiki indeed 
had a "thumb" toe on her front paw. Kiki put up her 
other paw to show Jessica.  
      "In the Alfore language, these are called Mikkim or 
Mitten Paws. When the female has Mikkim, she will 
throw or bear kits that also have them. It is a trait that 
passed down only through the matriarchal line," Shara 
continued. "And because of this extra toe, the Track 
Cats are very dexterous and able to use their paws like 
hands. An extra asset for their species."  
      "Awesome! That means they can open doors and 
stuff?  Boy, they are really smart and helpful cats! I'm 
glad I've met Kiki and Rusty and the kits!  I love them!" 
Jessica said as she bent down, hugged Kiki around 
neck and kissed her head.  
      "I am hungry. Would you like to have some break-
fast?“ Shara asked, as she stood.  
      "Yes, I would," Jessica replied, as she followed 
Shara into the VIP quarters kitchen area.  

 
* * * * * 

 

      Skonn was first up in the line for the demonstration 
bout. Janice watched with fascination as he bowed to 
the four judges then took his stance. The stadium was 
packed but one could hear a pin drop as everyone 
watched. Even the normally boisterous Tellarites were 
quiet.  
      The signal was given and Skonn went through his 
katas one by one in perfect order. When he finished, 
the audience applauded. Skonn again bowed to the 
judges and stepped off the platform. 
      The announcement was made for team kata demon-
stration and Skonn returned with his team, a female 
Vulcan and a male Klingon. Both, had the same high 
belt-ranking as Skonn. As one, they bowed to the judg-
es, then took their places and waited for the signal to 
start.  
      The signal was given and the team did their katas 
in perfect unison. The audience roared with approval 
when they finished. However that was just the first 
phase. They second phase was the mock combat 
phase. Janice watched with utter fascination as they 
sparred.  
      They were about to finish when one of the Tellarites 
sitting behind Janice squealed a curse and struck her 
over the head with a blunt object just enough to stun 

her slightly. As her head reeled, a mêlée ensued be-
tween the Tellarites and some unknown foes. Seconds 
later Skonn and his team mates were in the stands 
generously administering karate chops and neck 
pinches where needed.  
      Five minutes later, the assailants were carted off by 
Intergalactic Karate Championship security. Janice 
was whisked off to the medical center where her head 
was examined for injuries. It was determined by the 
Azo doctor that she merely had a nasty bump on her 
head. She was given a towel-wrapped ice pack for the 
swelling and a hypo spray of pain reliever.  
      Just as Janice’s drama had ended, in trooped some 
very familiar people. Her command staff lead by Dr. 
Savage.  
      "What... what are you doing here? You're supposed 
to be on extended leave," Janice said.  
      "It looks like I can't leave you for a minute, when I 
do, you wind up in sick bay," Savage stated. He then 
took one look at Skonn and Janice, frowned and start-
ed laughing.  
      What does he consider so humorous? Skonn que-
ried of Janice mentally.  
      He knows, Jancie replied.  
      He knows what? Skonn asked.  
      SKONN! Janice shouted mentally, causing Skonn 
to visibly wince and blink.  
      Oh that. Please do not do that again, Skonn re-
sponded.  
      Why not? 
      It is giving me a headache. 
      Sorry.  
      Just then, Captain Gos trooped in with his depu-
ties.  
      "You two again?  It seems are you always in trou-
ble,“ Gos said. He looked around and noticed Janice's 
command staff standing around watching the sce-
ne.  "Who are these people?" He demanded. Janice 
introduced everyone.  
      "What do you mean they are always in trouble?" 
Doctor Savage asked.  
      "There were two previous incidents," Gos replied.  
      "Two previous incidents?" Standing Bear asked.  
      "I'll explain later. Right now, we've got to got to get 
back to the competition," Janice interjected. 
      "Oh no you don't! You're coming to the station 
house to be interviewed," Gos countered.  
      "We're going too," Kesha said.  
      "As long as you don't interfere with my criminal 
investigation," Gos said. The group followed him out-
side where multiple air cars were waiting to transport 
them to the police station.  
      Upon arrival ten minutes later, they were greeted 
with pandemonium. Apparently, the entire group of 
Tellarites had been brought in to give eye witness tes-
timony. The usually loud and boisterous Tellatites 
were even more so.  
      Captain Gos bellowed for them to quiet down, ush-
ered Janice and her crew into his office and slammed 
the door. Janice could tell, even though Gos' office 
was sound proof, the noise started up again.  
      This is going to be a long day, Janice groused via 
her marital link.  
      Agreed, Skonn replied in kind.  
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Star Wars - Ashi’s Shame 
Ch. 19:  The Lightsaber 
by LT Ashinaga 
 

      Sorkonia basked in the deep orange glow of the 
sunset as the evening turned to night. Stars twin-
kled into view one by one. A cooler breeze washed 
through town announcing the approach of autumn. 
Even the warmly dressed Jahalans were heading 
inside.       
      Ashi sat in the large room Askos had provided. 
There was a sizable, soft bed. A sunken living 
room, and a huge stone hearth. The room itself was 
hewn in solid rock with a balcony overlooking the 
mountains. The cold floors were warmed by large, 
fluffy mats made from the skins of the yoro, a herd 
animal raised for meat, milk, and skins.  
      A hearty fire crackled in the fireplace while Ashi 
sat on the floor in his meditation pose. He’d had 
few opportunities to meditate like this for some 
time. He delved into the force for answers. The cur-
rent situation plagued him, he had to save his peo-
ple but he didn't want to be a prisoner of the Em-
pire. Getting in synch with the force would help him 
understand his path.  
      In his mind, he could see the candle burning, its 
flicker dancing to the tune of the crackling fire 
nearby. The force in the area became visible in a 
way only a Jedi could see. He wanted to touch the 
future, see it so he could make the right choice. It 
wasn't easy for a Jedi to use the force to foresee 
events. If the force wasn't willing to tell the future, 
it would be impossible. If a vision came, the mind 
of a weaker Jedi might not be strong enough to see 
it clearly. Ashi worried he wasn't strong enough to 
control this.  
      Suddenly the pleasant scent of wood smoke 
turned into the horrid stench of burnt flesh. The 
darkness around the candle melted away and he 
was surrounded by the images at the temple. 
Standing before him was a cloaked figure. Not the 
man who killed the younglings, but the Sith who 
has been following him on this journey.  
      “Show your face!” Ashi demanded.  
      The Sith laughed and whispered, “They're all 
going to die because of you. Just like before.” 
      Ashi screamed, in his mind, “No! I won't allow 
it!” 
      “Run, little coward, run.” 
      Ashi stood his ground. “I'll not run away. Never 
again.” 
      “Keep running, little coward, or I'll catch you. I 
will kill you.” The Sith pulled out a lightsaber and 
turned it on, its red blade pointed at Ashi's face. “It 
is your destiny.” He lifted the blade and prepared to 
cut Ashi apart. 

      Ashi broke free of the vision and opened his 
eyes. He had to gather himself for a moment as he 
realized he was still sitting in the room.  
      Roh appeared before him. “My padawan, what 
troubles you so?” 
      Ashi took a deep breath and calmed himself 
again.  “I have no choice.” 
      Roh cocked his head. “No choice?” 
      “The Empire is coming, the Sith lord will be 
here to kill me. I must face him. If I don't, they will 
destroy my people.” 
      “Destiny is a funny thing,” Roh mused, “We of-
ten meet it on the road we choose to avoid it. The 
road you chose has led you here. If you're truly 
ready to face this, you must finish your trials.” 
      “Finish? I haven't started them yet?”  
      Roh was rather amused, “Haven't you? There 
are nine trials each Jedi must face before he can be 
called a knight. Teamwork was your first trial. 
Trusting in your own abilities is vital to being a 
good Jedi but having too much trust is dangerous. 
For ten years you have worked with your people for 
their benefit. You've never allowed yourself to be 
arrogant in your abilities. You understand team-
work like a Jedi master.” 
      “Really?” 
      Roh nodded, “Yes. Isolation is the second trial, 
all the Jedi who escaped the purge have faced se-
vere isolation, you have done so with great wisdom 
and strength. You have held to your values and 
teachings and become a much stronger Jedi for it. 
Anger is the third trial. You faced your anger back 
in the forest when you allowed yourself to re-live 
your escape from the temple. The anger you felt 
toward yourself was invalid and you allowed your-
self to accept the truth and forgive your own ac-
tions. Have you not felt this to be true?” 
      Ashi thought about that. “Yes. I didn't realize it, 
but I have accepted my past and forgiven it. I have 
felt stronger.” 
      “See, my young padawan. You defeated your 
own anger.” Roh continued, “betrayal is the fourth 
trial. It may be one of the hardest for any Jedi to 
face. You faced it at the port when one of your own 
betrayed you.” 
      Ashi asked, “How have I fulfilled that test?” 
      “Because, you've not lingered on it. You've not 
let that man's betrayal of you darken your heart. 
Have you not allowed yourself to understand why 
he did what he did?” 
      “Yes,” Ashi nodded, “I guess I did understand. I 
was hurt, but I didn't honestly blame him for doing 
anything to save his child.” 
      “Focus is the fifth test. I have witnessed your 
focus since the day you arrived here. You have 
great, powerful focus in the force. The sixth test is 
instinct. You demonstrate instinct often, but no 
more than the moment you realized the path to the 

  

Crockett’s Spirit Page 6 

Fiction 

(Continued on page 7) 



city and took it. You let the instinct of your training 
guide you and not let your feelings cloud judgment.  
The seventh test is forgiveness. I must say that you 
have honored that test in the greatest way I have 
seen since I became a padawan myself.” 
      Ashi realized what Roh was speaking about, 
“Grask.” 
      “Yes. A heart of forgiveness is a whole heart 
indeed. You had no reason to help him, but you al-
lowed wisdom and logic to guide you as you sought 
understanding. Once you listened to his story and 
accepted his apology, you were able to forgive. Not 
only that, but you helped your people forgive him, 
and gave him the gift of forgiving himself.” Roh 
beamed with pride. He continued “The eighth test is 
that of protection. For ten years you have protected 
your people at the risk of your own life. You passed 
that test years ago.” 
      With a gulp Ashi asked, “The last is fear, isn't 
it?” 
      Roh nodded, “Yes. Fear is the most difficult test 
of them all. We all face this test and many fail it.” 
      Ashi hesitantly asked, “Have I passed that test 
yet, master?” 
      “No. You must face your fear.” Roh's tone be-
came grim.” You must face the dark side of the 
force, or you will never be fully prepared for what is 
ahead.”  
      Ashi asked, “What do I do?” 
      “Tomorrow morning, you will leave the city and 
let the force guide you to the final test. Tonight, you 
must construct your lightsaber so as to be ready for 
the test. But, first, you have a guest.” Roh looked 
toward the door just as a timid knock came.  
      Ash looked up to the door leading directly to the 
room next to his. “You may open the door.” 
      There Grask stood, with a rather pitiful look on 
his face. “May I come in?” 
      Ashi nodded and stood up, “Please. What's 
wrong?” 
      Grask came in slowly and then sat in front of the 
fire. He was closer to the flames than Ashi would 
want to sit, but he needed the heat. “I'm feeling very 
alone right now. “ 
      “I can understand.”  
      Grask stared at the ground, “I lied.”  
      Ashi came over and sat nearer to him “About 
what?”  
      “I said that I took the job offer from Drak be-
cause I needed the money. Honestly, I did need 
money to get home, but I could've found honest 
work. I took the job because I was having a hard 
time missing my brother. Being around other mer-
cenaries made me feel like he was there.”  
      “I respect that,” Ashi said, “I lost many close 
friends when the Jedi were killed. There isn't a day 
that goes by that I don't wish to see them again.” 
      “I'm not a mercenary, not like Grenor was,” 
Grask said, “But, he and I spent a lot of time togeth-
er. Most of my childhood was around the mercenar-

ies who worked with Grenor.” Grask picked at the 
long fur on the carpet under him. “I know what 
you're thinking. Mercenaries are evil murderers. My 
brother was a monster, that's what you're thinking. 
He wasn't.” 
      “Honestly,” Ashi replied, “I learned not to judge 
a person without knowing them.” 
      “My brother worked for a reputable organization 
of the Trandoshan's. He was a high ranking member 
of the Solar Hunters. Worlds in the Outer Rim would 
hire them to help defend their borders or fight off 
raiders and other bad people. I was proud of his 
work. I watched him defend those who couldn't de-
fend themselves. People in the galaxy think that all 
Trandoshans are mean, dumb hunters who kill for 
sport. We aren't. We like to hunt, and we are trained 
to kill from birth. But, our skills can be used for 
good as much as evil. After I learned what Drak was 
doing, I was horrified. Grenor would never work 
with such filth, no matter how much they offered.” 
      Ashi smiled. “Your brother would be proud of 
your actions today. I'm sorry that you fear your own 
people won't understand.” 
      “They won't,” Grask quietly replied, “But I 
wouldn't change what I did today. I just wish I had 
killed Drak as well. He's now going to hurt your peo-
ple.” 
      Ashi shook his head, “Drak's end will come.  It 
may not be by your hand or mine, but I'm sure it will 
come. Don't linger on what could've been, you can't 
change that.” 
      Grask actually smiled. “That makes sense.” The 
smile faded, “Tell me, Ashi, why have you been so 
nice to me? Most people don't trust Trandoshan's. 
You were never mean to me or distrusted me. I still 
cannot understand why.” 
      “You saved my life. I was willing to go with your 
companion and give up my life to atone for my own 
mistakes. I knew that going with him meant my 
death, and I didn't see a way out. You saved me. For 
that, I owed you the chance to prove your honor.” 
      Grask bowed his head to Ashi, “Thank you. I 
was so scared of what your people would do to me. 
I never thought anyone would be nice to me.”  
      Ashi looked at the scales of this Trandoshan 
and realized something. “Tell me, how old are 
you?” 
      Grask thought for a second, “In Imperial Galac-
tic years I am eighteen.” 
      “So young,” Ashi commented. 
      Grask answered, “Not really. My people only live 
normally for forty or fifty Imperial years. How long 
do Jahalans live?” 
      “We can live for up to one hundred and fifty Im-
perial Years. Some have even lived two hundred,” 
Ashi answered. 
      “Wow.” Grask's eyes were wide. “May I ask you 
another question?” 
      “Yes.” 
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      “Why does a Jedi not have a lightsaber? Do you 
hide it to keep yourself concealed?”  
      Ashi laughed. “Actually, I've never had a lightsa-
ber.” Before Grask could ask he added, “It's a long, 
and boring story. But, now I'm going to construct 
my first one, so I can face what is ahead.” 
      Grask contained his youthful eagerness. “May I 
watch you build it? I've always wondered how they 
work. Or, is that forbidden?” 
      “You can watch.” Ashi got up and walked over 
to the bed. “Curiosity is a wonderful gift. A lightsa-
ber is a very powerful and unique tool that is hard 
to construct. One must have all of the proper parts 
gathered, or it is impossible. You cannot replicate a 
lightsaber with fake pieces.” He returned to the mid-
dle of the room with the small box he had retrieved 
from the shuttle before setting out on this quest.  
      Grask got up and came over to watch. “What is 
it?” 
      Ashi opened it and pulled out the components 
to a lightsaber. “Ten years ago, my master was cut 
down by Darth Vader, on the day of the Jedi massa-
cre. I took his broken lightsaber with me in hopes of 
being able to rebuild it for myself. But, the kyber 
crystal inside it was broken in the fight. Now I have 
a replacement for the crystal and can use these 
parts to build a new saber of my own.” 
      Grask slowly scooted closer as he looked at all 
the parts. “It looks so simple. What part do you 
start with?” 
      Ashi pulled the components out and laid them 
on the floor. He then pulled out the blue sapphire 
and set it down amongst them. There was a long 
pause as Ashi looked at the parts. “I...I don't know. I 
never got this far before.” 
      Grask picked up a section of the handle. “I can 
try to help. I learned how to repair my brother's 
guns when they broke. I'm not a great engineer, but 
for an artist, I know my way around weapons de-
cently. If we had the saber that Drak bought, that 
would help.” 
      Ashi gently took the part out of Grask's hand. 
“It's not that simple. Building a lightsaber requires 
one attuned with the force, only using the force can 
you build it so that it will work. Just putting it to-
gether won't accomplish anything. But...I don't 
know how.” 
      Roh appeared, seated on the floor before Ashi. 
“The first step to education is asking the right ques-
tion.”  
      Ashi looked up and then bowed his head, 
“Master, tell me what I must do?” 
      Grask asked, “Why did you call me master? I 
don't know what to do?” 
      Roh laughed, Ashi answered, “I'm sorry. It 
would take too much to explain to you, but I am 
speaking with my former master. He is in the force 
and is communicating me. You may stay and watch, 
but I must ask you to be silent.” 

      Grask glanced around for a second and then sat 
back and smiled.  
      Roh mused, “Your friend is weak in the force, 
but his spirit is one of kindness.”  
      “I agree. Now, please tell me what I must do 
next?” 
      “Meditate on the force, focus your mind on the 
crystal core and all the elements around it. Let its 
construction be guided by the force and your own 
will.” 
      Ashi asked, “Master, the parts for this saber are 
broken.” 
      “Use the force, it will fix what is broken and pro-
vide something new. Trust in it.” 
      Ashi put one hand up and focused his mind on 
the force. One by one the parts of this broken 
lightsaber lifted into the air, the sapphire at the cen-
ter. Grask leaned a little closer, transfixed by the 
hovering cloud of metal. Two pieces fitted together, 
then another, and another. It was slowly coming 
together. Suddenly, it hit the ground and the parts 
fell away from each other.  
      Ashi opened his eyes and frowned, “What am I 
doing wrong?” 
      “Nothing, young padawan. Your focus was cor-
rect, it just takes some time. Don't press yourself to 
be quick, it must flow naturally.”  
      Ashi attained his position again and lifted the 
components into the air. Once again it failed to 
come together. This time, he merely let it fall and 
lifted it again.  
      An hour passed and the novelty of watching this 
gave way to tiredness for Grask. He excused him-
self and went to bed. Ashi continued to work, un-
daunted by sleepiness. 
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