On a Pale Horse
By Archangel Palpatine #7589

It is said that Death stalks a battlefield, taking away the lives of men with each stroke of his scythe. The reaper on a pale horse wades into the midst of the bloodiest battles in existence, and comes away unscathed, and a fresh collection of souls for his domain. Some primitive legends, harks back to the birth of humanity, speak of winged warrior women, who descended from on high to pluck only the most worthy from the filthy heap of death. 

But when Death stalked through the Battle of Teyr, he was not alone. Fear was his ready companion, a skittish shade of greys and blacks, who spread across the battlefield like a fog, clinging to each and every man and woman. The absolute terror which had descended upon the participants of the battle was so complete that it had taken on a life of it's own, an amorphous miasma that swelled with every soul the Reaper collected.

For when the Palpatines go to war, Death is never alone.

The former troops of Clan Scholae Palatinae knew this, of course. They'd stood shoulder to shoulder with these minister of war for years, shed blood beside them. Many of the veterans of the Legions could tell stories of how a Palpatine had pulled him or her from the brink of death, or deflected a bolt of energy which was destined to leave the soldier a blackened, ruined mess. The officers could speak to the prowess of the Dark Jedi, their intuitive understanding of martial combat, and inspired tactical decisions. 

And yet, they rebelled.

These turncoats were no friends of the Palpatines, or the Clan they once served. Traitors to the core, their souls were torn asunder, and ruined by their deceit and broken oaths. No Valkyrie will collect them away to an afterlife of drink and revelry, nor will Death take them to his hallowed catacombs. They will be in limbo, their lives forfeited by their traitorous actions, cursed to walk the fields surrounding the city of Teyr forever more.

Thus is the only fitting destiny for traitors and turncoats.

As Death stalks, he smiles. He can see the actions of the past, the present and future in all their infinite variability. He can see the fields of grain grow from the merest seeds to swathes of gold and green. The lives of the occupants of the city lay out before him like a myriad of ribbons, each as unique, vibrant and brilliant as the individual they represented.

He can see, too, the lives of the Palpatines, though their presence in the surroundings of Teyr are fleeting. They seem to glow, luminescent against the backdrop of the grey and black of Death's realm. There was real power here, he knew, a corporeal and substantial beacon which other mortals cannot help but follow. They stand as one, united in purpose, diverse in skill and temperament. Indomitable spirits, inexorable might, indefatigable beings. These were no mere soldiery, but the finest the Clan had to offer.

These warriors immortal, their blood boiling with rage, wade through the battle, filling Death's coffers at a remarkable rate. Death grins, as only a skull can. No one prays to Death, but simply fears him. But these creatures, Palpatines, are his priests and priestesses, spreading his influence in the only way he desires.

When the Palpatines go to war, Death follows.

In the final haze of battle, little more than piles of destroyed bodies and lives strewn across a shattered landscape, Death can see the last few moments of another spirit. A corrupted, twisted creature, a minion of a terror. Death cares not for names, but expects that the importance of this soul is paramount of the Palpatines. 

He watched as they descended upon the creature, cutting through his defenders with alacrity and without mercy. Lords of battle, covered in blood, ichor and sweat, they charge the fiend, their blades of light slashing angrily. The creature stands tall for a few, long moments, but Fear walks with Death, and the man's heart is invaded by the sheer freezing cold of truth: he is about to die.

He pleads, falls to his knees and begs. Sadon, he is called, Death knows. He knows all the souls in the universe, as they are his to harvest. He stands over the wretch, as the Palpatines do, spread in a semi-circle before him. He cries now, blubbering with fear. He is without the support of his master, and as such, has lost the steel in his spine. Death has not pity, nor remorse for his child. 

His scythe arches down, slicing through the man's neck just as the lightsaber cleaved his head from his shoulders. The terror and surprise is evident on the man's face, and is reflected on his spirit as it is pulled away in the wake of the scythe. The man looks up, astonished, into the empty eye sockets of Death.

“Who... who are you!?” he screams. If he'd still had a bladder, it might well have emptied. Death stares, and even without facial musculature, manages to grin viciously.

I AM DEATH. YOU ARE NOT WORTH MY TIME, CREATURE. REMAIN HERE, AMONG YOUR UNWORTHY DEAD AND KNOW YOU ARE UNWELCOME IN ANY AFTERLIFE.
The voice is like the creak of a stone tomb door. It echos, even without walls to do so. The creature, Sadon, pales, and cries more. Fear chitters at Death's elbow, and Death nods.

COME, FRIEND FEAR. OUR WORK HERE IS DONE.
Death turns, and looks at his ministers of war. One of them, a tall, bestial creature, his armor covered in dried blood, stared at him with cold intensity. Death, startled, but unperturbed, bows his head. The creature returns the gesture, before striding away with his comrades, a platoon of death and mayhem, unsurpassed in the history of this galaxy.

Death grins and stalks away.

The shades of traitors remain, unseen, unheeded, unwanted.

Such is the only fitting death of a traitor.
