Kordath checked the chrono built into the bulkhead above the shelves, filled with various fluids of many colors.  It was past oh two hundred, he noted absently, swirling the whiskey in his small glass before taking it in a single swallow.  Placing the glass down none to gently, drawing the attention of the droid working bar, and waved at it in the universally accepted sign for 'another'.  Ignoring the derisive beep and whistle that the droid gave him, obviously disapproving of this continued liquor intake, and stared into the amber liquid.

Less then six hours then, before the assault on Ziost, the battle that should end the war.  Kordath shook in silent, mirthless laughter as he thought about this.  The war had been going on since before he'd been brought into the Brotherhood, before he'd even known he was sensitive to the ways of the Force.  And no matter whom he asked, no matter what he looked up, for the life of him, he couldn't determine why the war was even going on.  It was just...senseless conflict, over items and sites of ancient Sith power, who knows if even half the junk they'd 'recovered' when a world was conquered was even useful.  Or legitimate, for that matter.

For a few more hours though, none of that mattered to the slightly inebriated Ryn.  He might die come morning, the people that had somehow come to be under his command might get slaughtered in the dropships.  But for now, he had whiskey, and solitude, in the low lights of the ship's bar.  It never used to bother the Krath, being in tight packed quarters, surrounded by people.  Most of his travels amongst the stars had been in less then legal circumstances, you got used to the smell of other people when you we're traveling as 'surprise cargo'.

Maybe his time with the Brotherhood was changing him, the constant changes in scenery with the blasted war had disoriented him at first.  The closest to living under open sky he'd ever come was Nar Shaddaa, and he wasn't sure that even counted.  Now he'd fought on a world made of roiling oceans, he'd walked the forests of Eldar while flesh eating psychopaths had chased him.  After a while, it was all a backdrop, with those trying to shoot, stab, or possibly devour him set against it.  But mostly he'd learned to value the quiet, the few moments where nobody expected anything of him.  When some fresh out of the Academy Journeyman wasn't tugging at his robes, fear rolling off of them as they tried to put on a brave front.

He felt the presence well before she walked in, the Ryn had always been attuned to people.  Some in Galeres had made jokes, that they could tell when the Miraluka was on her way because Kordath's tail would start twitching.  She made him nervous, though he was careful not to tell people that, a sign of weakness amongst the blood thirsty 'friends' he'd made since finding a place in Arcona.  Others had made jokes when he'd been placed in charge of Dark Forge, and then made a Field General for the Ziost deployment.  People assumed a lot about the strange friendship the d'Tana Krath had formed with his Aedile.

“Atyiru.” he said simply, raising his glass in a brief salute, before taking a drink.  Using his left foot, he pushed back a stool, much to the annoyance of the Priestess.  She wouldn't let it show, she knew the whole reason Kordath did it was to get under her skin, not to make fun of her, but simply to get...a reaction.

She waved vaguely at the barkeep, who quickly brought another glass down, filled with something approaching the color green, but not quite, “Bleu.”

The two sat in silence for several long minutes, neither looking at the other, her slowly turning his glass in her hand as her face was fixed in a thoughtful expression.  Kordath still stared into the murky depths of his own drink, tail twitching as he dealt with his own internal conflict and debated speaking up about it.

“Nath told me she wanted to nail that thing down, Kord, I think I can understand why,” spoke the Priestess, breaking the silence.

Kordath took a nervous swallow of his whiskey before replying, “Sorry, it does that sometimes.  I've thought about cutting it off, but I really don't want to have to learn how to walk again.”

This got a brief grin from the pale Miraluka, who raised her glass quickly to cover it, but she could sense the smug sense of satisfaction the Ryn was feeling from getting an emotional response out of her.

“Something is bothering you, Blueboy.”

Kordath shrugged, “It's nothing, really, just....another night before another fight.”

Atyiru turned slightly in her seat, her braid falling past her shoulder as she cocked her head slightly, “Even you don't normally start in on the drink this close to mission time, Kord, what's going on?”

The Ryn let out a sigh, before the words tumbled out of him, 'I just don’t' see the point.  We're going to go down there, some of us are going to die, a lot of the other guys are going to die...and for what?  A planet covered in ice and ancient ruins?  We've been fighting for nothing, Atty, nothing at all.  I've watched people die in this stupid war, I've gained position and personal power because I didn't die yet, and...I still have no idea what it's all about.  I don't know why we're fighting, I don't really understand who these people I'm killing are, I'm just...following orders.”

As the words ran out, the Ryn shrugged helplessly, before downing his drink and throwing the glass at the wall behind the bartender.  It bounced off haphazardly, knocking over a row of cups before settling on the deck.

“Always forget they won't give us real glass on the ship....just isn't as satisfying.  So why are you even awake, you got the special forces gig tomorrow, you should be resting too.”

Now the Miraluka turned invasive, shrugging and hunching over her own glass, “I...felt one of the people I'm responsible for was unsure of themselves, and in...emotional turmoil....”

“Poodoo, woman, you couldn't sleep and you knew you'd find me down here drinking.”

“Perhaps.  Perhaps I was just concerned about my friend getting himself stupidly drunk before a combat operation?”

“You think we'll be taking a bar down to Ziost with us?  We'll be down there at least a month, I need to get this done now...can't be going to war sober, now can we?” replied the Ryn, his tone nearly turning....jaunty.  It got a laugh from the Priestess, though, and both relaxed a bit.

“So, after this, the war is over, right?  We all go home, put some trophies on the walls, march in a parade once a year, and yell at the Journeymen when they get to close to our lawns?”

“Sure Bleu, sure.”

“Awesome.  I need to get a cane.  Maybe somebody I have to kill down there will have one....”
