Change of Views
Rins’zler had been back among the Brotherhood for roughly two months, yet in this short space of time he had managed to accomplish far more than he ever had previously. His return coincided with the end of the war against Perdition, Rins’zler had been thrust into the death throes of this conflict and assigned to the task of eliminating their leader, a task which he threw himself into, utilising every avenue available to him. Now however that conflict was over, he had time to relax, and absorb everything he had missed over the past nine years.
The conflict revolving around the Jedi was the first topic to be brought up in conversation. Rins’zler, along with several of his fellow Arconan's, were relaxing in one of the many lounge areas when a young initiate, whose name he had not been able to memorise, spoke up. The young man, who seemed very arrogant and full of himself, stood up and proudly exclaimed his support, mid conversation, for the actions of the Grand Master, and the eradication of the Jedi menace, and exclaimed that all those who disagreed with his actions should be eliminated. The room went silent, even Rins’zler could feel the temperature drop noticeably within the room, he saw several Arconan's reach, reflexively, for their sabre hilts, such talk, especially in such a brash and arrogant way was not welcome here. Rins’zler surprised himself to find he was actually siding with the others, previously he would have quickly defended the brash young Sith’s actions, for he too had hated the Jedi for a long time, but his life had gone through many changes. The death of Arctrus had been the first step, the words his ghost had spoken still hung like icicles within his conscience, but his many sessions with Atyiru Caesura Entar were what had finally managed to open his eyes to different thoughts and ideas and he was slowly altering his opinion of the Jedi and their kin. The young man continued his tirade, ranting on about how the Jedi were vile, how they had brought down their own order, how their own selfish greed had corrupted him. The foolish youth appeared completely oblivious to the changing atmosphere within the room. Rins’zler rose to intercede, and prevent the situation turning nasty, but he was too late. Several of the others got to their feet and violently dragged the young man from the room. A few years ago, Rins’zler would probably have interceded much sooner, but a lot had changed over the last few weeks, he was a changed man, and could see that many changes were going to come in the future.
Rins’zler left the room and began to wander along the corridors. As he wandered, he could feel his mind shifting and changing, opinions and thoughts he had previously thought unchangeable, were now being shaped and altered by his recent experiences. He wandered alone for what seemed like hours, his mind in another place entirely, he was trying to pull together his thoughts, he was changing, he knew it and could feel it, but into what, that was what he was unsure of. He wandered through corridor after corridor, no-one else was around and this in itself was odd, it was then he got a sudden sense of no longer being alone, someone else was here, watching him from the shadows. Rins’zler drew upon the force and stretched out his senses, his acute vision and mask systems could see in almost any light level, but whoever it was, was adept at hiding even from these. Rins’zler had two of his blades hovering like a halo round his left hand, his right reached for his saber hung at his waist. From the shadows emerged a female form, lithe and thin, clothed in unusually dark robes, the hood covering her face, Rins’zler had a faint feeling of recognition, but he let it slide, the hooded woman raised her hand and without a word Rins’zlers blades returned to his belt. Rins’zler was somewhat shocked, and it was enough of a distraction for him to miss a doorway appearing next to him, the wall slid upwards and beyond was a dark and foreboding room. The hooded figure wordlessly instructed him to enter the room, Rins’zler could feel a voice in his head, pressuring him into doing her bidding, he knew it was the force, he had used such tricks enough times to know its signs. Once in the room, the hooded woman vanished into the shadows. A voice emerged from the darkness, the voice was cold and calculating “we have brought you here to test you, Knight of Arcona, your loyalty has been brought into question, and we must find who you serve”, the voice stopped and Rins’zler was left, alone in the darkness. Hours seemed to pass, Rins’zler could neither see nor feel anything within the darkness, and dared not move, and for all he knew there could be a pit before him. The Knight stretched out with the Force, trying to glean at least something from his environment, but there was nothing; it was as if the darkness was swallowing him.
The darkness seemed to last for eternity, he had lost the sense of time's passage while he had been here, it could have been hours or even days. The darkness suddenly receded; there around him were several hooded figures, robed in black, dark and menacing. Behind them a door opened and several other hooded figures dragged someone into the room. The figure was battered and bruised, it was a woman, and her robes were covered in blood, the three hooded figures forced her to her knees and pulled on her hair to drag her head up, it was then the shock hit Rins’zler, there battered and tortured in front of him was his friend and mentor Atyiru. Had he not been wearing his mask, his face would have given away his shock and horror at what he saw before him, as it was his voluminous robes hid the majority of his reaction, and he kept as blank as he could. He knew deep down that this was some kind of test and suspected that if he reacted in the way that he intended, his death would be swift, his natural reaction would have been to save Atyiru at any cost, using whatever skills he could find to get her and escape this place, but there was a voice in the back of his head urging restraint, he wasn't sure if it was his subconscious or someone in the room, planting suggestions into his mind, either way he followed its suggestion. A voice emerged from the room “Knight Rins’zler, you have been brought here on the recommendation of several of your fellows, despite the rumours that have been said about your loyalty we have decided to give you an opportunity to show the Brotherhood where your loyalties lie. Before you is a traitor, Atyiru Caesura Entar has been found guilty of crimes against the Brotherhood and associating with the resistance and Jedi terrorists, as such she has been sentenced to death, we have gained a great deal of information from her during our...discussions, but her time is at an end, you have been chosen to be the one to carry out this final act of punishment”. Rins’zler stood dead still, he analysed the room with his sensors but something was preventing him getting a clean scan, even stretching out with the force brought him no information, a hooded figure approached a lightsaber hilt in his outstretched arm, and he hinted with his actions that Rins’zler should take the blade. The knight took the hilt, it was very nice, but there was something odd about it. He ignited the lightsaber and a violent red blade sprang from its emitter, he could feel hatred, anger and fear welling up inside him, he knew exactly what must be done, but vowed that he would seek revenge on those forcing him to do this horrific act. Rins’zler was no fool and knew well enough however to keep these feelings and emotions buried as deep down as he could, for should they be witnessed, they would be his doom in this situation. Rins’zler looked around the room, not a single figure moved, he walked over to where his friend was knelt, her face was black with bruises, and her mouth and eye sockets were red with dried blood, whoever had done this to her would pay, even if it cost him his life. The Arconan Knight brought the blade up and through his vocoder he spoke “Fhor chrimez ahgaizt thhe Bhrotherhood, you ahre tho dhie bhy mhy hhand”, he knew he could never say it but he thought to himself, “sorry my friend I would save you from this fate, but it would do neither of us any good”, Rins’zler slashed the blade across his friend's body, and watched her now lifeless form slump to the floor, dead. 

The blackness returned, the saber in his hand vanished and the people and the body of his friend vanished along with it. Rins’zler waited for what felt like an eternity, but the emotional struggle he had been through was too much and he had had enough. Rins’zler slumped to his knees and wept, he didn't care what people saw, he had just been made to kill a friend, and it was destroying him from the inside. Rins’zler felt a presence behind him and through tear filled eyes he saw someone kneel next to him and put a hand on his shoulder, he turned his head to see Atyiru, resplendent in her robes. Rins’zler looked at her with confusion and removed his mask, he didn't care if she saw the state he was in, he had to know if she was real, the Seer spoke, her words sounded almost angelic to his ears “I am sorry we had to put you through that, but it was a necessary process to induct you, both Kordath and myself could feel your pain and anguish despite your attempts to suppress it, but your ordeal is over, and I am happy to bestow the rank of Apprentice Inquisitor upon you, and want you to know that you are not alone in your opinions of the Jedi and our allies. Rins’zler stood up and he watched as Kordath appeared from the darkness and offered his hand “I too am sorry we had to put you through that, but we needed to know where your loyalties were, we are glad to know that you are with us. It would seem you have had a significant change of heart since you joined us and it is one I am glad to see, it suits you far better” Rins’zler took his hand and responded “you right, I have had a lot of time since I came back to consider my actions, my views before were skewed and biased, my time spent with the clan has showed me the way forward and I feel content to know my life is looking far more grey now.
