In the Shadow of the Raven

Memoirs of a Dark Jedi

Part Two

 It is a strange thing to look back at the moment of self-discovery. Though I did not realize it then, I was starting down a different path than my Father and brother. 

  I saw Tasha fall, my mind was screaming with her. Anger, hatred and rage filled me I let out a roar as I reached again. I saw her stop. I saw her stop in midair. I tried to pull her up, but I could not. I felt a presence behind me. It was my brother, he had followed us up to Ve’an Glenn to scold us and arrived in time. He was silently pulling her up through the Force. Tasha grabbed at the ground heaved herself up. Her face was sticky with tears, her eyes were red. I did nothing but sat. I was furious, if only my father had taught me what to do I could have done it myself. 

 That night, when they had thought I had gone to bed. They discussed my ‘situation’. 

“He is strong father. He has had no training, and yet he is stronger than I was at that age.” 

My Father replied, “ I know, that is why I fear to teach him more”

“What if he continues learning on his own, I fear that there is a chance the Dark Side might claim him. He must be taught how to be responsible and wary of it”

 “We shall see, you are old enough to take on a Padawan. Perhaps you should teach him.”

 At this I crept back into my room. Kir was to teach me. Finally after twelve years I was to be as they are. 

  Kir woke me early the next morning.

  “ Jon, wake up, we are going for a hike”

  “What time is it?” I asked.

  “Time to get up.”

We walked all day; I carried the equipment, all the equipment. For roughly a year I trained in this way, building my physical body, as I was lectured by Kir in the ways of the Jedi. I alienated myself from my friends. I saw Tasha every now and then, but I was to absorbed into learning for about the Force that I paid the poor girl little attention. I became engrossed in every nuance of the Force. In total my brother taught me for three years, and I learned much. 

At fourteen I was running home from my exercises, and I noticed there was a strange speeder at my house. My father was inside preparing to leave. I noticed he was taking his lightsaber. He kissed my mother good-bye and said he would be back soon. In the meantime Kir would be in charge. I asked him where he was going.

 “ Borsk has asked me to assist him in a small problem on a small moon. I’ll be back soon; you listen to your brother and mother. I am proud of you.” 

 At this he got into the landspeeder and left. I never saw him again.

 A few months passed and my brother began to teach me how to use a lightsaber. I have never really seen a light saber in action against another sentient lifeform until one day we were in the city to pick up a few things for Mother. A couple of rough looking individuals that reeked of alcohol approached us, jeering. Kir ignored them, but I was furious. I wanted to turn and punch them, but we walked on. They finally got brazen enough and grabbed me from behind. 

“Hey! I’m talking to you!” one of them screamed.

My brother was stoic. “Come now lets put aside our differences and be on our way” 

“You can be on your way to the grave for all I care” he slurred as his companion pulled out his blaster. In an instant my brother ignited his blade and the thugs arm flew. I was dropped as the other one pulled his gun. Another flash and he was lying on the ground clutching the stump where his hand used to be. 

 As we returned home I asked him, “Why did you not kill them?” 

“ If he does not need to a Jedi does not kill. It is easier to kill than to not”

To be continued…
