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Part IV: Jak Noraal

Lieutenant Jak Noraal sat uneasily on the floor of the dark hut where they had placed him. His 

hands were bound, his  blaster  was gone,  naturally,  and his  lightsaber as well.  The capture had 

happened so fast – he'd lost consciousness at some point, and then... Here he was. The only light, 

probably coming from a fire of some sorts outside, seeped through small cracks in the walls. Then a 

rustling at the door, and he prepared himself, straightening his back to look more composed. The 

door creaked open and a black silhouette filled the doorway, framed by fire light.

“Lamp,” a voice said – a female voice, though deep, almost tenorous. From outside someone 

handed over a dirty fusion lantern, its dim light barely enough to make Jak blink at it after spending 

time in the dark. “Door,” the voice said then, and the door swung shut and Jak was alone with the 

lamp's bearer. The glow of the lantern illuminated the face of an old woman, the right side of her 

face grotesquely scarred, making her right eye look lazy, pulling at her lips to make her mouth look 

slightly askew. Her robe was rough-spun and her head covered in a loose shawl, the fingernails on 

the hand that held the lantern were long and curved.

“Why have you come here?” she asked him in heavily accented Basic.

“I'm part  of  a  unit  of  soldiers,”  Jak  answered  cautiously.  “We came  to  investigate  the 

disappearance of an Imperial shuttle.”

“I see,” she said. Silence fell for a few moments. “Part of what you say is true,” she said at 

last. “But I fear you are too late. The Imperials are dead.”

“Dead?”

“Not long ago, Imperials attacked and leveled the city of K'avor, not far from here. Our 

Order had little to do with the city folk, but as it happened, our leader was inside the city limits on 

the day of the attack. He perished in the blast. We of the Tund do not take lightly to that. Imperials 

we find – any Imperials – will die for this. So the question remains – are you Imperials?”

“We belong to the Galactic Liberation Corps,” Jak said truthfully. “We oppose the Empire 

alongside the Rebel Alliance.”

“War rode this planet long before the Empire,” the old woman said. “We're no strangers to 

war. But we of the Tund prefer not to get involved.”
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“But yet you kill any Imperials you find?”

“That is revenge, not war. We do not seek them out, but if they come here, they die. It is 

simple.”

Jak swallowed. “I had one of my men with me,” he said. “Kavilo. He's Rodian. Where is 

he?”

“He fought, then he ran,” she said simply. “Right off a cliff. He might be dead.”

“Please,” Jak said. “I need to go back there and see if he's alive. You can keep me tied up, 

just... take me there so I can help him. If he's not dead, he might be seriously hurt.”

“I am sorry,” she said and got to her feet. “Our leader taught us a great deal of things before 

he perished. Among other things he warned us not to trust you...” With her free hand she took his 

lightsaber from her sleeve and ignited it. “...Jedi.”
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