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When I was a boy, we had a Jedi teacher on our world. She taught everyone, all ages, and not just ledi philosophy *
communication skills, physics, mathematics, starship navigation and piloting, dancing and music, cooking, even a few home
remedies she'd learned from her mother. She knew everything; she was simply amazing - and simply neautitul. Her name was
Maris Veramor.

One day, six other Jedi came to take her away. lt was urgent, they said. I don't remember their names, but I think one
of them was her husband. I wonder what would have happened if she had left with them immediately as they implored her to,
but it was Festival Week, a celebration of life which had become important to Maris Veramor. And she reiused to leave.

So they waited * seven Jedi armed with lightsabers.
Festival went on as usual on the surface, but there was a tension beneath it. Something was going to happen, and everyone

knew it.
Like the fog in the night, the Sith Lords came with their faithful, hated shocktroopers, stealthily penetrating every corner

of our village. The days that followed passed in a blur; minutes, hours, days tumbled into each othei. When I close my eyes
I remember the stench of smoke and death, the screams of pain, the blast of the shocktroopers' weapons. And I remember
vividly watching a ledi battle a Sith Lord, each using both mind and body, sabers clashing. Their movements were like dancing.
Strong arms lifted me, carrying me to safety, and I never knew how the battle ended.

No matter, I suppose. The Sith won the war. One morning, the sun rose over silence, a silence worse than cacophonous
death for the ledi were taken.

we buried our dead, rebuilt our homes. And there were no more Festivals.

Ihe Dark Center of the Empire
by Auriette Lindsey

Sunlight glinted off the lmperial transport as it glided into Renssalaer's atmosphere and swung around toward the planet's
night side. Landing lights twinkled as they crossed the terminator into darkness and swooped low towards the grey buildings
of the Emperor's Jedi Registration Center.

The transport circled once, while codes were transmitted and verified, waited briefly for wide bay doors to slide open, then
glided into the hanger. The doors sealed quickly behind them.

Inside the landing bay, two legions of shocktroopers circled the vessel, leaving a narrow walkway from the transport's ramp
to the Center's main processing room.

The ramp lowered. First to exit were the Sith Lords, armored and cloaked. They were followed by shocktroopers pushing
or dragging their manacled prisoners

There were three prisoners, Jedi, their clothes torn and dirty, hair matted with dried blood. They had fought the Sith and
lost, outnumbered by both the Lords and their shocktroops.

The Sith Lords smiled and laughed amongst themselves as the ledi stumbled along the gauntlet of troopers.
Once the prisoners were secure in the processing room, technicians swarmed into the bay to check and re.fuel the

transport. Exhausted troops filed out of the ship, and a fresh company of shocktroopers boarded. The mission report was
downloaded from the ship's computer, and new orders were uploaded.

As the sun rose over the lmperial complex, the transport rose slowly through the bay doors and accelerated into space.

In the processing room, the ledi prisoners were being registered.
The officers didn't bother asking questions anymore. The Jedi usually weren't cooperative, so questions had become a

waste of time. While troopers held the prisoners in place, the officers held retinal scanners to their eyes and palm scanners to
their hands, and in moments, they were able to access the prisoners' personal files.

General Syv Agarate studied the files as they appeared on his dataslim, and updated his prisoner roster. He didn't spare
a second glance as he assigned the two male prisoners to their cells.

The general's eyes widened as he read the third file on the dataslim, and he looked up and studied the woman for a long
moment. "Take this one to K-27," he instructed.

Maris Veramor studied the processing room intently, looking for weaknesses, for an unwatched comlink, any opportunity
to send a transmission that might reach other ledi. Even escape was not as important as warning them.

Sometime, somehow, the Emperor and his scientists had perfected a Force damping system. Moments after the doors of
her cell on the transport had slammed shut, she had lost contact with the Force. At first, she hadn't known what was happening



* had thought she was dying. When reason reminded her that even in death, a Jedi is one with the Force, she considered the
terrible alternative * that the Emperor now had ultimate power over the ledi he despised.

Caught up in her own thoughts, Maris paid tittle attention to the details of processing, until she heard a moan of pain from
one of her companions. Two of the guards held Kayce down while the general cauterized a small wound on his chest. She
watched as the general stepped over to lacob and held a small tool to the same spot on his chest. Jacob flinched as the general
pressed a button to implant a monitoring device under his skin and then grabbed the second tool to cauterize it.

Maris steeled herself for the implantation, but the general made a sharp gesture to the guards and returned to his desk.
The three Jedi were dragged out into the corridor and pushed into a lift.

The guards blocked Maris' view of the control panel, so she turned her attention to Kayce and lacob. Kayce Rikter was
young, only three months a ledi Knight, and he looked as though he might collapse at any moment. Jacob Brightstar was a
ledi Master with children and grandchildren, and his calm expression belied any fear he might have felt.

It was her fault that they were here. Maris swallowed hard and blinked back tears as she remembered insisting that they
stay behind for the Festival. They had tried to tell her how close the Sith Lords were, but she refused to believe... And now
four Jedi were dead * her husband was dead. Her head spun and she sagged against the wall of the lift.

She wanted desperately to reach out to Kayce and Jacob with the Force, but the dampers wouldn't allow it. She settled
for twisting her arms slowly until she could iust brush one of Kayce's hands.

He felt her touch and turned his head. Their eyes held for a rong moment.
The lift stopped, and the shocktroopers pushed them along the cold, dimly lit corridor. They stopped briefly before a

narrow door, and Kayce was pushed into a cell. A few minutes later, they paused at another door, and'Jacob was gone.
Her guard continued to pull Maris along past the rows of tiny cells and then into another lift. She iried to turn around,

to look for indicator lights to show which level she was on, but the shocktrooper held her hard against the wall.
When the lift stopped, the wall opened behind her, and Maris stumbled out into a vastly diiferent type of corridor. The

walls were ivory, not durasteel grey like the rest of the prison. The light was brighter, the air warmer and fresher. And she
could feel the Force again!

She reached out quickly, sending a message to anyone who could hear. The Emperor has Force damping technology and
a prison for ledi. Be careful.

As she sent the message, she expected to be shoved or dragged along, but even the guard's attitude had changed in this
area. He simply held her arm tightly and guided her down the hallway. When they stopped before a doorway, he released her
arm and pressed a caller button, then stood at attention.

The door slid open, but Maris saw no one. The shocktrooper motioned her into the lavish apartment, then tapped another
control on the panel to close the door behind her.

For a moment, Maris stood still, uncertain what she should do, then she stepped further into the room and looked around.
The furnishings were plush and stylish, right out of Coruscant's decorator magazines. A few paintings hung on the walls,

pedestals supported sculptures, a Tarvi concerto played softly. There were no windows.
Maris walked over to one of the stone sculptures and caressed its smooth lines.
"Clatisse always was your favorite, wasn't he, Mariset?,,
She stiffened at the familiar voice and the use of her husband's pet name for her. "t'd rather you didn't call me that, Ven.',
"l know," Ven Aca replied, moving closer to her. He caressed her shoulder, and she stepped away quickly. ',When you

were brought up here you reached out through the Force with a message. lf you do thai again, three priioners will die
immediately."

She turned finally to face him and was amazed at how much the Sith Lord had aged since she had last seen him.
"lmmediately instead of suffering in their cells?"

"Oh, they'll suffer, Mariset, and you will watch them die."
They stood in silence for a moment, then Ven took Maris' arm and led her to a sofa, pulling her down beside him. He

pulled a small control unit from his pocket and pressed a button. A few moments later a droid entered the room with a tray
of refreshments, set the tray down next to the sofa and exited.

"This is a second chance for us, Mariset," Aca began again as he poured two glasses of glimmer wine. "The first time you
chose Taron Veramor. I never could understand why. He could never give you the lifestyle you deserved."

"l love Taron," Maris stammered quietly.
Ven sighed. "So you always said. Drink your wine, Mariset. Eat. Then you can bathe and change. We'll talk again later."

He stood up and waved one arm towards a door. "Your room is through there." He finished his wine. "l have always loved
you, Mariset, from the first moment I saw you."

"You wanted to possess me, ven. lt's not the same thing." Her voice was tired.
He stood and stared at her for a long moment, clenching his fist, then threw his wine glass across the room, shattering it

against the Clatisse. He stalked out of the room.
Maris looked after him, her eyes wide. She raised a trembling hand, tried to run her fingers through her matted hair, and

finally allowed herself to collapse, crying, against the sofa.


