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Confidence
I rarely talk about myself, my true self. Sure, I am a proud warrior. I boast, I cajole, I command. But this annul may be the only time I will set down my own insights to words. This action may lend itself to a form of cathasis, a means by which I might repair what is damaged. 

I am an old man, did you know that? I've spent years on the war path. I have sustained wounds that might have ended a lesser man, and come through fighting. If there were a visual recording, I might display my scars. My back is a tapestry of pain, burns and pock marks. I've come to terms with a life of battle and war. 

There's only so much a man can do to influence the path of a war. Some men, Palpatine, my namesake, is one of the exceptional few. But once he was removed, the war swiftly devolved into a slugging match. Could I have played a larger part? Could I have risen to Grand General or similar under the later regimes and commanded the Empire's forces against the Rebellion? Perhaps. But life has a cruel irony. Despite my appearance, I was considered an undesirable by their standards. The irony is that one of my main goals in the Dark Brotherhood is the persecution of the alien filth who have infested our ranks, the undesirable scourge.

But through my life, my tenure in the ranks of the Dark Brotherhood and Clan Scholae Palatinae, I find myself in a fugue state at times, looking down at my self and trying to imagine what I might have become if I hadn't walked the path of war. A carpenter? A theologian? An engineer? All these options seem so ridiculous now, so paltry in comparison to the life I have led thus far. 

And after such a state, a sense of ennui hits with such force as to almost cripple my very soul. Was I strong enough to soldier on? Should I just give up, hang up my lightsaber, and push on? Or will I simply waste away? Die on some forgotten wasteland, an unmarked grave and a sorrowful footnote in my Clan's memory? Do I deserve to be among the most powerful of the Dark Brotherhood? Do the most powerful deserve me?

I find myself questioning my past actions, on occasion. Was the death of that Jedi worthwhile? Did it bring meaning or worth to my existence to snuff out another's? Is a lightsaber for my trophy case worth the removal of a life from the Force? I don't know. No one really knows. But it gets to a certain point in our existence when we must consider our actions, our beliefs, our most deeply held morals, and hold them to the light to see how many holes we've drilled through them.

Consider me, reader, whoever you may be. The greatest weakness in life? Lack of confidence. It breeds indecision, doubt, dread, and thoughtlessness. It leads to unnecessary anger, to rage, and almost certainly death. I'm not ready to die, reader. 

I'm not done killing yet.
