The Prison of the Mind
The degree of civilization in a society can be judged by entering its prisons.  - Fyodor Dostoyevsky
To understand me, I need you to understand the Corellian Sector Department of Corrections unit SDF-17 located just twenty kilometers north of Coronet City; specifically, cell number A2 in the storied Maximum Control Unit.  
It was there that I became the man that I am today.  
It was there that I finally succumbed to the hate.
It was there that I first touched the Dark Side.
The MCU was where they sent the “special” prisoners whom could not be trusted among the general population.  I earned my first trip to MCU, commonly called “solitary” outside the walls, just two hours after I arrived at SDF-17.  During the routine strip search given to every prisoner to ensure contraband such as spice, weapons or other “illicit materials” are not smuggled in, a slimy Devronian made a snide comment about the Imperial symbol tattooed over my heart.  I earned that tattoo, paid for in blood on the planet Gurla.  I could not let some alien scum disrespect me and my loyalties like that.
So I shattered his nose with my forehead.  It took three guards to untangle my restraints from the Devronian’s neck.  I never liked aliens, but I especially hated Devronians.  Worthless spice dealers, all of them.
That trip to the MCU was only for a few days, but it gave me a preview of what the next three years were to look like.  There are a few theatrics that the prison guards employ on you to make the entire process that much more terrifying.  After they put you into the tiny cell, roughly three meters square occupied only by a bunk attached to the wall, they weld durasteel bars over the door, essentially burying you alive in this cold, underground room.  The message is clear: this could be your tomb.  They leave only enough room to slide through two trays of food daily.  During the welding, you have to protect your body from the shower of sparks and molten metal, lest you spend your time in MCU in agonizing pain.
I was prepared for it the second time.  I still bear scars from my first visit.
It is not important what led to my second tour in the MCU.  What is important is that I was buried for three years in cell A2, and though the guards told me this time it would certainly be my tomb, it was so much more.
It was my monastery.
It was my gymnasium.
It was my temple.
It was my home.
I spent the first year without darkness, the artificial lights on the ceiling blazing throughout the entire Corellian day.  I never knew the time, and I feared I would go mad.  I stared at the tiny opening in the welded door, timing my entire day off the appearance of one of the two food trays.  
I began to hallucinate.
I saw my victims first.  The torn and shredded humans and aliens present during my triumphant act of rebellion against the Republic and its stooges in Coronet City.  The device had vaporized anyone near the immediate blast zone, but I recalled vividly the images displayed during my trial.  Those memories fueled these hallucinations, certainly, but they were so real.  Their raspy voices ridiculed me, promising that I would die in this cell.  They assured me that once freed from my physical body, my spirit would be turned over to them to torture for eternity.
Eternal pain my sound terrifying, but I can attest that given enough time, and enough solitude, one can learn to live with anything.  Even the constant appearance of shattered corpses blaming you for the deaths of their sons and daughters.  Over time, the victims lost their power over me.
Then came my mentors, the teachers in my life who bestowed upon me the tools to navigate my chosen path in life.  Gunnery Sergeant Davos, the senior Storm Commando instructor whose lessons kept me alive during my stint in the Imperial Remnant’s special operations forces, even if his brand of instruction was closer to torture than a class.  Thraken Sal-Solo, the decrepit, defeated man who once led the Human League in open rebellion against the New Republic, nearly succeeding in securing Corellian liberation for the human species.
And my father.  I had never seen my father before, since he died shortly after my birth.  But I knew who he was.  His death at the hands of a victorious Rebel Alliance had molded me more so than anything else in my life.
Then came the darkness. 
Not in a metaphorical sense.  One day, the guards turned off the lights and never turned them back on.
For two years.
Robbed of my sight, the visions began to infect my mind.  I heard constant voices, sometimes from my victims, sometimes my father, often unidentified, all tormenting me and promising me eternal damnation upon my death.  They tried to break me, and they came close.
But instead, they forged my soul in hate.
I held onto the hate that had sustained me my whole life: the hate I felt towards the Rebels that killed my father; the hate towards the aliens that created a Corellian Sector full of crime, drugs and other evil; the hate towards a Republic that allowed such nefarious actions to occur under the veneer of “freedom”; the hate towards a galaxy that held in such high esteem users of great power such as the Jedi, who encouraged a life of non-involvement.
As my hate rose, the voices grew quiet.  Soon, only one voice remained: a seductive whisper that repeated the same words over and over.  Words that I learned by heart.  Words that I said every day, my own prayer of salvation that has saved not just me, but all of my brothers.  Words that we all know today:
Peace is a lie, there is only passion.

Through passion, I gain strength.

Through strength, I gain power.

Through power, I gain victory.

Through victory, my chains are broken.

The Force shall free me.

And it did.  The Force did free me, though not directly, and not exactly in the way I intended.  But that is a story for another time.
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