In the Shadow of the Raven

Memoirs of a Dark Jedi

Part Five

Sometimes, the Force needs to push you to prove yourself. Things do not come easily in this galaxy. The fledgling soft qualities must be shed so that you may not only survive, but also flourish. Hard lessons are painful lessons but necessary.   

   A few days after my encounter with the dire wolves, I was out practicing in the forest not far from home. My brother thought I was resting, but I wanted more than he would teach. So I decided I would find it myself. My rebelliousness, it might have saved me, or caused the deaths of my family…I’m not sure which. The air was fresh and clear, as usual. The sun shone brightly; there was a customary chill to the air as is the case for Kothlis. I ran through the various paths in the woods. It was a most enjoyable time. The avians sang, the wind blew through the pines; it is one of my best memories of home. Like most, however, it turned bitter.

  The soft wind gave hint of a coming presence. Like a dullard I ignored it. I continued on, past a large tree that spoke of ages past. I liked to come here often, the large living thing gave me a since of humility. My stomach ached. I clutched my gut, the air turned sour and I heard a distant rumbling. At the distant mountains a speck, like a shooting star, quickly moved towards me. I felt dread terror well up inside me and I hid. The large three-winged shuttlecraft reached me and sped away, the sound deafening. The image of power and hate crept into my mind, it nearly overwhelmed me. 

  My stomach cringed, something bad was going to happen, and I knew it. I took off down the paths running as fast as I could. I remember less of what I saw on that run, but the memory of my feelings will always be with me. I do remember the dust fly up around me as I ran. I remember tripping. Most of all I remember when I neared the house…I heard the sounds of fire.

 The crackling of wood and the smell of smoke pervaded my senses as I neared what was once my home; the field was already aflame.

I saw the shuttle across those fields. I then heard the sound that chilled me. It was the sound of a two lightsabers clashing against the other. I scrambled on all fours like an insect to get nearer to the sound. I timidly looked over an embankment as the flashes illuminated all that was not near the fire. My brother fought well, but not well enough against a dark robed individual, his red saber easily parrying every blow. I stood staring at the nightmare, the swish of his robes, the cold mechanical breathing. It all thrilled me despite everything. My brother needed help, but I knew even the two of us where no match for this dark lord. So, like a coward, I let my brother die. In a deft maneuver the dark lord flew at Kir, twisted his body and arrived behind him. Kir began to turn, but was too late. With a flick of the risk, the dark lord severed Kir's hand and cut him down. At least he died a Jedi. 

The hand with the saber landed not far from me, so I grabbed it and crawled off to the woods. I lost every thing right there for my inactions, for disobeying. True, I am alive now because of it, but living isn’t everything. 

I watched as the helmeted figure (Darth Vader, I came to discover) scanned the tree line. I could feel my skin creeping. H knew I was here, I could feel it. 

Finally they left but not until some stormtroopers searched what was left of the house. I couldn’t image what happened. How did the Empire know we were here? Who told them? The only one that really knew are true background was…Fey’lya…Borsk Fey’lya. He knew who we were; he is the only one who could have tipped of the agents of the Emperor. When they left finally, I slowly crept up to the charred home.  I dragged the bodies of my mother and my brother together. My brother’s hand was missing, I suppose Vader took it. I built them the best pyre I could, but still there bodies did not burn properly. I had to leave them to the animals.

 I couldn’t stay there, I knew. I rummaged through what was not scorched and gathered some food and some supplies. Tasha’s house was not far off, so I headed there…

To be continued…
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