Looking Back

By KE Ood Bnar

Looking out over the wastelands of Lyspair, Ood wondered if he’d be allowed to create an ecosystem here. A forest, some grasslands and perhaps a few types of fauna to brighten the place up. Maybe alter the shieldbubble protecting the Academy to create rainfall, clouding, and create a little garden on this dead moon. It would appeal to the Light siders who would connect more easily to the light. The Dark siders would like it since it would be a manipulation of reality to suit someone’s desires. And all followers of the Living Force theorem would find it more easy to connect. 

Thinking further, focusing deeper into the Force, the old plant started to feel a great increasing focus centred on himself. So much hatred and anger, seemed to be aimed at him. The Neti realized he could not have predicted this outcome. Hated by so many, then again, it was quite obvious in other ways.

Looking back, the Epis knew exactly when he started down this path. As Praetor to the Headmaster, it had fallen to him to organize the thorough looting of conquered planets. The Clans and Houses had assumed everything on a planet would be their spoils of war. Sadly, the truth was quite far from this fantasy. The moment a planet was conquered, the Master at Arms sent prospectors to secure facilities as well as analyse the planet for useable resources. While watching the Dark Council strip-mine worlds was quite a shock to the various Consuls and Quaestors, they consoled themselves with the treasures on the planet itself.

Walking into the Academy proper, the Arconan smiled as he watched worker-droids and slaves mount magnificent reliefs from ancient Sith temples into specially carved recesses in the walls that lined the entrance chamber. A statue of a long dead Sith, carved from a type of basalt was being mounted on a pedestal in the heart of the room. Stepping aside, the Praetor avoided a collision with a hovercart containing tablets (stone, clay and metal), scrolls, books written on animal hides as well as datapads and other information storage devices. Thick crates containing packaged artefacts and pieces of art were stacked along the sides of side corridors that appeared to exit the chamber from every possible side, snaking deeper into the pyramid. Ood did not care for the reasons. The One Sith were of no importance to him. But this was, the chance to loot so many worlds, gain so much…

And then they got the word, Academy agents were arriving to catalogue and remove documents, artefacts, artworks and treasures. The “Shard of Venom”, nearly pulled from the hands of an angry Arconan Ruler. A stuffed 6 foot Terentatek, removed just before the Quaestor of the conquering House could claim it. A rather ornate protosaber, removed from the hands of an equite Proconsul before he could leave the planet’s surface.

The examples stacked up to form a rather large group of people holding grudges against the Headmaster for ordering the looting, as well as the Praetor who organized it highly efficiently. 

Yet despite the hatred and anger, Ood revelled in it. The Darkness aimed at him could be – using a rather arcane technique found in a restricted academy archive – turned to give a Dark Side Adherent a slight temporary boost in power if the preparations were made correctly while the anger was still increasing. This was one of the reasons the old Neti was putting the pieces on display wherever he could. If the leaders ever returned to the academy to take a course, or even visited to access the ancient archives, they would see, and – hopefully – recognize the items. 

The anger would remain, all those aware of the current tensions between Units and Academy would know what was on display. They would also know who had organized the looting as well as who had put them on display in such a way.

After reading the reports and complaints, the Neti had marched himself into a closely kept secret. A room containing texts that were – technically – only accessible to Dark Councillors. Well, the Praetor to the Headmaster had access. Since the Councillors were usually quite vain. They had a reading chamber at the top of the pyramid, a restricted elevator between said chamber and the deeper vaults was the only official entrance to those areas. Well, there was a single stairwell going down as well as a droid elevator allowing for maintenance and cleaning of the vaults. A rather secret duty of the Praetor was to access the vaults and retrieve items that were requested by members of the Dark Council. Having discovered the stairway entrance early in his term, Ood had spent many a time looking over the artefacts. Creating a small datapad catalogue of content to allow him to more efficiently assist Councillors searching for materials related to a topic, rather then wishing to access a specific item. In one of them, he had found the “Ritual of Hatred”. While dismissed by nearly all, for being useless, since it gave temporary boosts and you had to be widely hated – the more people focusing darkness on you, the easier the boost was to attain – making it an obscure dead avenue of research into artificially increasing one’s power. 

Yet, a plan hatched. If he could muster the hatred, he could farm it. He could do the ritual but not finish it. Fuel it, but keep the closing rite from completion. A one hit boost, elevating his own power by 0.0001 percent at any time. All he would have to do was draw the final sigil in blood and focus the completion there. Sure, it would not be much. But if wounded, even dying, it could give him enough power to start a deep healing trance.
The smile morphed to a sense of fatigue. For too long had the Neti been doing too much work. Organizing the Academy, a planned refurbish of the Archive chambers and artefact vaults, creating better methods to preserve the non-digitalized information the Archives possessed, … coupled with his duties as an Equite of Arcona, which included a rather successful run at conquest in this crusade, meant that his reserves were depleting. Having estimated he would be forced to remain in treeform for at least a few weeks after this conquest was over, merely to regain his physical strength had come as a shock. Not even his service in the Clone Wars had caused such strain on his body. Yet, it was worth it. Smiling, the Neti stepped back out of the Academy. Deftly avoiding a crate of intricate Sith jewelry – carved from precious Aurodium – the Epis moved towards a waiting shuttle. Time to rejoin the fleet … and conquer Ziost, in the name of ARCONA INVICTA…

