One the first day of classes, I got up super early and I took a shower. I hadn’t slept that well the night before, because I was nervous about meeting my new classmates and teachers. I’d done all of my summer work, but it was my first time at this new school, so I was afraid that they would write differently and I would get a bad grade. I had packed my lunch before bed, too, and all of my books were in my bag.
My first class was pretty cool, I guess. I mean, it was kind of lame, too. It was alright though, like whatever. I didn’t really learn anything, because some fat kid from the back of the class kept throwing blaster rifles at the back of my head. The kids at my new school make friends in strange ways…oh well. I think they all liked me a lot, even the kid that tried to use a real lightsaber during our first sparring practice. When I asked him why he did it, he said, “So that I could kill you, you pathetic piece of shit.” We all had a good laugh – he’s definitely the class clown.

On the second day, one of my new friends was like, “Dude, do you like, wanna like, get high?”

And I was like, “Yeah, whatever. Let’s get, like, high.” So we did. And it was nice. 

The studying was pretty lame. Once, when I was in the middle of writing a paper about the relationship between Yoda’s theory of relativism and General Grievous’ tactics in the Battle of Coruscant for my military ethics class, I had to kill someone. Other than that, it was a pretty uneventful first week.

One time, when I was banging some dude’s mom, his dad walked in, and I killed him. This other time, I was playing with a little girl from the Outer Rim whose parents had been killed in a horrific accident, and one of my teachers walked in. So, I killed her. My teacher gave me an A for the class. At this point, I was pretty much at the bottom of my class, but my class was getting smaller and smaller. Kind of like one of my classmates’ wieners, as I chopped off a little bit more of it every week.
Once, I had to recite a soliloquy from Shakespeare’s “Coriolanus,” and I said, “Look dude, I’m gonna be straight up with you. Not only did I not read this shit, but if I had, I would not be able to recite this soliloquy. Instead, I’ll recite your name over and over again as a reason while I slowly kill your family and then lather myself in their blood and pleasure myself against the still-twitching muscles of their severed throats.”

I got an A for the class.

At this point, some of the recruiters from Clan Arcona were trying to get me to join up. They told me that I had the perfect mix of winning and duh, winning that they were looking for. I was thinking about joining, but I was like, “Look, bros, I totally wanna combine my winning with your winning to form an ultimate winning machine, but before I do, I have some concerns that I want addressed.”

The recruiters looked at each other, and one of them sighed. “Fair enough. You deserve the truce. We feel that Wuntila was wrongly accused, but he was convicted by the Chamber of Justice, so—”

I interrupted, “Woah, woah, I don’t care about all that, no way. I just wanna know what we’re talking about in the way of slampieces, you know?”
So yeah, long story short, I graduated at the top of my class…okay, “graduated” might be too strong a word. I walked out of the front doors of the Shadow Academy, and nobody chased me down. I was the only surviving member of my class, in fact. I went on to be duh, winning with Arcona. I won two rings in Great Jedi Wars, and was one of the highest-grossing Dark Jedi over a five-year span. I managed to get my ‘stige way, way up, and I cemented my legacy as the Shadow Academy’s star pupil.

I also managed to win the Independence Games thrown in celebration of the decade since the Exodus, buoyed by a big win in the 21st event. I went on to become the greatest Dark Jedi of all time, killing Muz and becoming the Grand Master and presiding over the golden age of the Dark Jedi Brotherhood, fathering 138 children who each went on to form their own khalasar. But I’ll never forget my days at the Shadow Academy, or how I graduated at the top of my class.
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