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The icy chill wind stung his face, relentless and biting which caused eyes to water and noses to run. Snow swirled about the tundra, small flakes that whipped about you and danced in the vision. A blue hue seemed to envelope the entire icy landscape whether it was a reflection from the occasional flash of azure blue skies or perhaps the ageless glaciers, perhaps even the mighty mountains clad in ice and a crown of snow that dominated the horizon, their peaks jutting through accumulating cloud that made them seem to hover in the sky. With the bitter cold came the heat. Sudden and uninvited it would sting the cheeks, nudging the dulled senses into life, reminding you what pain was and how bitterly cold it really was. For amongst the endless blinding white of the snow were flames, stabbing up at the air in defiance of its surroundings. Columns of thick black smoke billowed from all around him, in places too were blackened craters and about them were bodies. Countless bodies that even now were being covered by the relentless snow. Some wore armour whilst others were adorned in robes of midnight and ebony. 

All this Godo saw in a single gaze upon the battlefield. His own torn robes fluttered pathetically in the tempest that now seemed to have fully engulfed the terrain. His breathing was shallow, a pain in his side that not even the cold could unburden him with. Great wisps of white steam erupted from his lips and quickly dispersed into the air. His once proud armour was dented, in places ruptured in which ugly wounds were visible, crimson ichor flowing freely. In one hand he clutched his lightsaber, the smooth alloy frame and wood veneers clearly visible in his gauntlet's grip. 

At his feet lay one of them, the ones that would wage war on the Brotherhood and dare to be conquerors. These hollow men with delusions of being true Sith, a failed adventure given birth to a nightmare. She was a Twi'lek, her smooth skin the colour of sunset, her flesh showing the scars of self mutilation and visible were the black angular designs of Sith tattoos. An expression of agony forever frozen upon her features, ready to be buried by nature in the glaciers of Ziost. Her head twisted at an impossible angle gave an almost comical appearance, a clue to her ultimate demise.

How had he come to stand here again, upon the frozen tundra of this world? He had spent many long years in the service of the Dark Brotherhood. He had fought in a thousand battles on a thousand worlds in its name, in the name of Plagueis. It had been almost two years to the day when he had left Antei, drifting from one outpost to another. The galaxy was a broken and fragile thing, the signs of war and poverty were everywhere. The dispossessed cluttered the space ports, begging and pleading for everything. For credits, for family, for a ship, for food. Every world he landed upon it was the same scene, a pleading mother thrusting a flickering holo emitter of some loved one into the faceless masses. Her words for help drowned out over the din and hustle and bustle of life. 

What he had been searching for he didn’t know, perhaps to further his own studies and knowledge of the force. He had visited many worlds for this singular goal, following whatever fragile lead and clue he could stumble upon. All too often meeting with failure, at best finding the skeletal remains of some structure or temple, hints at a past now long forgotten, time having erased all meaning. But more often than not he was met with complete disappointment. Frequently he would visit the local cantinas, indulging in his one true vice, drink. Exotic ales, fine wines or anything that could be used to lubricate the joints on a protcol droid. His growing frustration and resentment beginning to devour him. 

It was in one such place that they came for him, thieves in the night brandishing wicked blades and a consuming hunger for blood, his blood. His mind was foggy then, clouded by the excesses he had for so long indulged. Half slumped at his table with lidded eyes, the scent of alcohol clutching at him like a cloak, a solitary bottle grasped in one hand, the dregs of which sloshed audibly with every twitchy movement. 

Why he had awoken he couldn't say, perhaps something in his fog addled mind that remembered what it was to be Sith. In that moment long suppressed memories and experiences came rushing back. Before their knives could press into his flesh and slide across his jugular he was up. A column of yellow erupting in his hand, burning with the intensity of a sunrise. The bottle he had moments ago so tightly clutched was sent hurtling into the surprised face of the nearest assassin. Then he advanced, his lightsaber purring. He began cutting through limbs and even masonry with equal ease. His actions were stiff and clunky, mechanical almost but still powerful, still enough remained in his dim memory to parry attacks and kill. It was over quickly.

Even then he didn't understand why or who they were. He watched the lifeless forms of his attackers, kicking them and watching intently for signs of movement. Satisfied he eagerly sought out his ale, with shaking hands he wrestled the lid off and upending the bottle, his tongue slipping out between cracked lips searching for what he needed only to find a few sparse drops. With fury he flung the bottle at a nearby wall, exploding on impact into a thousand shards. Then he heard the screams, the panicked cries followed by a familiar sound. Deep thuds from off in the distance and the evening horizon being illuminated. Spots of light began to appear in places growing in size and intensity. Fires he realised, spreading and consuming. Artillery from far off was reigning down death and destruction upon the city.

Emerging into the crisp cool air of the evening air he was greeted by scenes of chaos and devastation. The streets were packed tightly with people all pushing against one another like a great swarm of ants. Clutching belongings or children with swollen eyes and haunted expressions. Fire was everywhere, giving the night sky an artificial illumination. A thump came from far off, the distant artillery raining death upon the city. A building to the right of him suddenly vanished in a blinding white light, the force of the impact throwing him to the ground. Rubble, dust and gore of an unknown origin fell upon him. For a moment he was confused, his balance seemingly absent and an incredible silence. Blinking his swimming vision clear he could see bodies everywhere. Their faces forever frozen in their death agonies. A river of crimson flowed through the street, meandering along natural groves in the street and collecting in gutters. Those that still lived were waving their arms wildly, mouths working like fish out of water. Suddenly sound, a distant ringing in his ear growing in pitch and intensity before finally fading and being replaced instead with the sounds of crying, the sound of blood gurgling in the drains and the explosions of artillery fire.

Finding his feet he used what remained of a wall for support and tentatively started moving. What remained of the living were moving en mass to the city's space port. A large imposing building in the heart of the city, it was a multi layered structure, circular, made seemingly of polished marble. imposing statues some ten feet high flanked the great entrance, they stood tall and proud with their lifeless eyes gazing at the desperate masses, the fires of the city illuminated in their darkened faces. Godo now staggering, managed to reach the entrance. His stomach churned and the taste of copper was in his mouth. Looking back he could see the entire city was now aflame. Not a single structure seemed to be spared from their murderous guns. 


How he managed to get aboard the freighter he couldn't say, the confusion and turmoil no doubt masked his approach. Slipping aboard through an access hatch as the crew tried to hold back a wall of begging and pleading people. He didn't look back when it finally left, not even when the freighter was buffeted by unknown forces, shuddering and shaking with every audible pop and bang. The force had been with him that night. Leaving orbit it quickly entered hyperspace and to safety.

It soon became clear over the days and then soon weeks that a full scale invasion had begun. Across multiple systems on worlds previous untouched by the misery of war were suddenly engulfed by it. This New Sith order offering no mercy and expecting none in reply. It took almost a full year before he could finally reach Antei. Even the Dark Brotherhood hadn't been left untainted. Whether it had been ignorance or over confidence the enemy had fallen upon Antei with the same ruthless efficiency they had demonstrated on other worlds. But this wasn't an empire of straw, of untested boys barely old enough to drink. They met their match in the brotherhood. Against the cold and cruel machinations of the Dark Council defeats turned to victories and the enemy were driven back on all fronts. It had by no means been an easy fight with both sides sacrificing much in troops and resources but the Dark Council had emerged with ever greater spoils and prestige. Paid for by the blood of their own.

By the time he had arrived in front of the Quaestor upon bended knee it was all different. Friends and enemies alike who once occupied the ranks of Plagueis were gone. Dead or missing, lost in the charnel house of war. Bitter and resentful at being sidelined he threw all his hate and rage into the final few battles of the conflict. There wasn't any glory to be had now. They would say we won the war, that of all the Clans and Houses of the Dark Brotherhood we had killed and conquered more than any other had. But the price had been a high one. Seasoned and powerful members of the order now lay dead, the halls would be silent and anaemic for years to come. This was but the beginning of a far longer and far more bloodier chapter for Plagueis. 

