Teroch didn’t meditate. It wasn’t really his style. Sitting still for hours on end just wound him up. His method of meditation and centring himself was rather mundane by comparison. He got drunk. He went out to clubs, danced, drank, and got into fights when the mood suited him. Basically, anything to keep his mind off the fact that there was a war on. 
He sat in a booth at the Sucker Punch, a seedy bar down in the warrens – the lowest level of Estle City – watching the revellers dancing, drinking and in some cases copulating on the dance floor to the almost tribal beat of the music. Accompanying him was his brother, Nadrin. The diminutive youth had needed to use the Force to get the bouncer to let them in, given how young he looked. 

“I’ve liked the war.” Teroch pronounced happily, taking a hefty gulp of his ne’tra gal – strong, dark Mandalorian ale his father always told him would ‘put hair on his chest’ (he’d yet to see any proof of this).

“Why?” Nadrin asked.

“Kept everyone busy and distracted. Cut the wheat from the chaff. Saved us from getting embroiled in yet another shab’la Clan Feud. Arcona’s now a lean, mean fighting machine.”

“Ner vod, the Clan is exhausted. The members probably couldn’t fight a Clan Feud even if they wanted to now. Sure, we’re kind of winning favour with the Council for pushing it so hard, but if we lose…the blow to morale will be devastating.”

Teroch shrugged, taking another drink, spilling some down his chin in the process. “You know the Clan’s history. When did they fight hardest? When buir was in the osik and they had something to prove. Adversity only makes us stronger. It could be good for Arcona to lose something for once. A bit of humility goes a long way, and by Slice they’ll fight harder the next time something comes along. In the mean time, once this is all over-“

“We don’t even know when it will be over.”

“-we’ll be able to recover, get the Clan back in order, teach Marick how to be a leader rather than Tim’s stooge, and then come out swinging and batter Taldrya back into the dirt where they belong.”
“But why are we even bothering with all this?” Nadrin queried, sipping his own drink.
“Who cares? A fight’s a fight.” Teroch responded flippantly.

“Ner vod. If I’m going to risk my life, and my men’s lives, I want to know what for. What my price is. How much their lives are worth. Muz obviously has lost it, taking on the One Sith like this. They’ll grind us into the dust when they get their act together.”
“We all gotta die sometime.”

Nadrin sighed, rolling his eyes. “Stop being a di’kut. You’re not that devil-may-care. Yeah, you enjoy fighting, but you’re not a Sith. You’re not even Obelisk. You’re like Sashbuir. You’re grey. You won’t take life, or sacrifice lives, unless you truly believe it necessary. You’re also not stupid. You know the Council’s up to something. You know it’s out of character for Muz to be so aggressive, and you’ve got to be wondering why.”

Teroch blinked at the outburst, and took another sip before responding. “I think the Brotherhood needed this war. Muz isn’t an idiot. He saw two objectives and took them both with a swing of his gay little purple blade. On the one hand, you have a collection of loosely affiliated murdering sociopaths who just need the hint of an excuse to start ghosting one another, and on the other hand is a collection of worlds that are poorly defended, rich with toys to make the Brotherhood as a whole stronger. Aim his Clans and Houses at taking those new shiny baubles, and they’re distracted from the time-consuming and counter productive task of killing one another. It’s simple displacement. Distract the nation with a foreign threat and they’ll stop poking holes in the current administration in some blind display of patriotism.”

“And you’re okay with this? You’re alright about being so brazenly manipulated?”

Teroch smirked. “It’s not manipulation if I’m aware of it and choose to go along with it. Like I said, I think it’s good for Arcona. Keeps us fighting fit, proves who our strongest are, gets rid of the dead weight, and if we do well, Muz might let us keep one of his toys we fought so hard for.”

“So you’re just going along with it so that you might get to play with some ancient doomsaber or something?”

“That, and I could use the exercise. C’mon, let’s get another drink.”

