In the Shadow of the Raven

Memoirs of a Dark Jedi

Part Three

When my training first began, it was all I could think about. My brother was relentless. I had no time with my friends, even if I had wanted to see them…to see Tasha, I could not. 

“Jon, keep up” He said as we hiked through the hills near our house. I was carrying a large sack of stones to a spot so I could practice lifting them. 

“I wish father where here” I called back. 

“So do I, Jon, but be mindful of the present, do not dwell on the past” He looked back at me as he said this. I had stopped to catch a little animal.

“Put that down, Jon, I’m sure it doesn’t appreciate that” Kir called back in a rather condescending voice. I looked back at him in anger but he had continued on, I put down the little creature, and hurried after. 

That night my brother told me to go to bed early.

“We have much to do tomorrow,” He said. 

You mean I have much to do, I thought. I looked at mother for some support, but she was still saddened from the disappearance of my father, so she was of little help against Kir.           

   Regardless, I decided to sneak out that night. It was not hard, for me. I made not a sound as I crept through the rooms and out the door. The moons of Kothlis brightened the night sky above me. I could smell the sweet, cold air. It was refreshing. I walked on to a special spot I like. A spot far enough on the hillside that I can see around for miles. I went there to think. I had been doing it for the past couple of nights and my brother did not even know that I was disobeying his orders. That filled me with not a little bit of pride. 

  That night I wanted to think of my father. My father, Arco Maugrim, had not originally wished to train me. He felt that I had to learn as he and Kir did, at the Jedi Temple. So instead of running the risk of me turning ‘evil’, he had decided I should not be trained. I had resented him for this. It offended me that he did not think me as worthy as Kir. So I began to train myself. At that young age I didn’t really know what to do, but I did learn that the Force came easy to me. My attempt to rescue Tasha had alerted my father and brother what I was up to. Rather than have me learn all by myself, he instructed Kir to train me. A few weeks into my training, the most exciting time of my life so far, he left on a favor that Borsk Fey’lr asked of him and never returned. The Bothan Governor came by and told us that he had no idea where he was, and that he and his men would not stop until they found him. I laugh at that now, for I know the truth. I had wished he were there to see how well I had done in my studies. I was sure I would have made him proud. 

   I dwelled upon this for a time while I stared at the stars. Something caught my attention though, for I remember getting up and spying the silvery sheen of the coat of a Dire Wolf. I moved quickly and quietly to get closer to the large animal. The beast entranced me. Dire Wolves, which were rare on Kothlis, were brought to this area near my home as a measure to preserve them. I remember the large powerful frame of the animal and the look of intelligence in its eyes as it scanned the small heard of thranerds that were grazing in the valley below. I wanted to get closer; there was something magnetic about the wolf, something that was drawing me closer. I inched along on the ground using everything I knew to be silent, to be unheard. As I ventured near I immediately discovered something was wrong. The wolf could surly know I was here I thought, unless, he’s waiting for me!
 As I thought this and before I could react, the wolf turned to look at me. I stared deep into its large intelligent golden eyes, and it stared back. It felt like forever. Before I could run, I sensed another presence behind me. I glanced back and there were more wolves slowly coming upon me. I was beginning to panic. I had not brought anything to protect me, and no one knew I had gone out. As the wolves approached, I closed my eyes and waited for the inevitable.  

To be continued…
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