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“Jedi?” Jak said, befuddled. “You don't understand. We're not Jedi. We're soldiers. There are no Jedi 

anymore.”

The old woman looked at him. The blue glow from the blade of his lightsaber was reflected 

in her judging eyes, illuminating her distorted face. Then she deftly swung it in a downwards swoop 

that ended with the tip of the blade so close to Jak's throat that he could feel the heat emanating 

from it. He wanted to swallow, but was afraid that any movement of his throat, however small, 

could result in injury. “You lie,” she said simply. No hate, no disgust, just stating the truth as she 

saw it. “Our leader told us of the Jedi. There are not many left, he said. But they do exist. Do you 

mean to tell me that you, who carry one of their sacred weapons, are not among them?”

“That's what I'm telling you,” Jak said calmly, trying not to move too much. The lightsaber 

was too close for comfort. “We're  soldiers. We work to liberate the Galaxy from the Empire. We 

mean your Order no harm.” What did she call them? Order of Tund? Tund? It sounded familiar to 

Jak somehow, but he was unable to place it. Something his gradfather had talked about, maybe. He 

tried to smile at the old woman. “Look... we even have common enemies, it seems. We could help 

each other. I'm sure we can come to an agreement.”

The old woman didn't answer, but turned her face aside for a second, as if she was listening 

to something else entirely. She was no longer paying full attention to the blade, the tip dipping a bit, 

singeing Jak's collar. He inched away from it, but stopped as the woman whipped her head back to 

stare accusingly at him. “You are both lying and not lying,” she stated, her eyes narrowing. “You are 

not a Jedi yourself, but you brought Jedi here with you. Our leader taught us a great many things 

about Jedi. If you say you know of no Jedi, why then are there no less than three of them right 

outside this village? Do not lie to me again!” She brought the lightsaber up to his face, the glow of 

it partially blinding him. She was apparently not going to listen to reason that easily. Whatever their 

leader had known about Jedi – or thought he knew – his view on them was obviously skewed. Jak 

went out on a limb: “Okay, alright, you got me,” he said. “There are Jedi among us, but we weren't 

going to bring them here. As I said, we came looking for Imperials, not for you. They're here now 

because you captured me and now they're looking for me. Trying to get me back. If you cut me 
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loose and give me my comlink, I can avert any attack they might be planning and save all of us 

from unnecessary bloodshed. Please.”

“You lie,” she said coldly. “I told you not to lie to me.” With a flick of the wrist she thrust 

the lightsaber into the air beside his head, the glowing blade brushing by his right cheek so closely 

that he could feel the skin being burned away. He cried out and jerked his head to the side, his 

reflexes bringing both hands up to shield the shallow, smoking wound on his face. “My sorcery is 

far greater than your deception,” she said, pulling the blade back. “The next time I will not be so 

careful.”

She switched the lightsaber off and it left a dark residue hanging in Jak's field of vision. 

Sweat rolled down his face and into the burn on his cheek, making it sting even more. She picked 

up the lantern and turned to the door, rapping it twice. When it didn't open immediately, she turned 

her head again, like she had done when it looked like she was listening to something Jak couldn't 

hear. Then, all of a sudden, a loud explosion sounded from somewhere else, close, but not too close. 

Kavilo? This seemed to surprise the old woman enough that she jumped a little, jerking her head 

around to get her bearing.  The door still  hadn't  opened, and Jak seized the moment.  Throwing 

himself at her, he managed to catch her head in the hoop of his arms, his bound wrists effectively 

turning him into a living noose. Leaning backwards, he managed to use his weight to pull back her 

head, and he put one knee in the small of her back and brought her down on top of him on the damp 

earthen floor of the hut. The lantern fell to the ground and broke, and there were a few seconds of 

near absolute darkness as the woman brought her hands up to her throat to claw at Jak and stop him 

from choking her – a  mistake for her,  but  lucky for him, as she still  held on to the unignited 

lightsaber. Wresting it from her fingers he managed to ignite it while maintaining his hold on her, so 

that the blade lay close to her throat. She managed to cry out and the door tore open, letting in light 

from the fire outside. In the doorway, another robed figure carrying a long staff froze up at the sight 

of the two people on the floor.

“Now,” Jak panted. “Maybe we can come to an agreement.”
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