
It’s not something I’m likely to ever forget; the agony, the pain, the rage, the fear. It took a month, a month which nearly killed me and destroyed my soul. A month where my mind was taken from me, my body broken and my soul banished. Shall I tell it to you?


Not long into our defense against the Imperial uprising, a few of us had gone to scope out Hoth as a hiding place; it had been the location of Echo Base during the reign of the empire, and so Jon-Stone, myself and West considered that it might just escape Imperial notice if we reused the site. We did. And we held the base against two Imperial attacks and two Sith attacks. They arranged a final battle, in which Echo base was breached; Galen Marek (one of the clones of the original Starkiller), who we had only just recently gotten out from Sith Influence, had gone out with me to stave off a flank maneuver by two Sith apprentices. We were separated, and I was on my own against the two Sith. I repelled them, and returned to the main base of operations to assist the others. 

Long story cut short, we won the battle with various deep injuries on our side. I was nearly consumed with frostbite and blood-loss. I was in the outer sectors of the base when I heard Galen on his comm. set, calling for help. Everyone told me against, but I went to find him. And when I had reached the outskirts, in the midst of the bodies of imperial and republic alike, I was ambushed. I, Tyraal Bitshiver, alone against one of the finest Sith masters, Archer Corrion. Needless to say, I fell to him without much of his effort.

When I came to my senses, I was freely captive on resurrected Palpatine’s personal warship, Eclipse III. On my own, unarmed, still half dead, against Corrion, three Sith masters, two Sith ghosts and Palpatine himself. Only once did I escape from Palpatine’s throne chamber, only to be returned, beaten and half killed, by four squads of Palpatine’s Guard. And then entered in Hell. Palpatine had only sent the invasion of Hoth to draw me out so he could lay his filthy hands on me; and now he was literally doing so.

The next month was spent with Palpatine, Corrion, and the various Sith and ghosts trying to break my mind in the most powerful Jedi Mind trick ever performed. To my credit, I lasted three weeks. 23 days in, I buckled and submitted. Even then, I subconsciously fought with them, forcing them to work hard all 34 days in order to subdue me entirely to Palpatine’s New Order. He made me the chief of a new order of Force and Lightsaber-wielding warriors. He had taken a new public name for himself: Ren; and he made us his elite force, dubbing us the Knights Of Ren. As I was the chieftain amongst them, and Palpatine’s specific servant, I was now known as The Voice Of Ren. It would be a long two years before any New Republic member would ever be able to challenge me: and the individual would end up being my apprentice.
