Speaking Beyond The Veil

He walked through the crowds sullenly, disapproving of the carnival atmosphere around him. The music grated his ears, and the constant attempts to sell him trinkets, drinks or suspicious food were becoming irritating. He scowled as he had to pause as a line of people dancing passed in front of him, each holding onto the hips of the one in front and laughing as more joined. He stood with his arms folded then roughly shook off a hand that grabbed his wrist trying to pull him along with them. Finally they passed and he continued walking until he reached a hut with a cooking pot simmering outside. This must be the place he had head about. He glanced back at the festivities then ducked inside.

“Welcome stranger,” a voice said quietly. He adjusted his eyes to the darkness. In front of him sat on a wicker chair was a robed figure, their cowl hiding their face. It was impossible to see what sex or even species they were.

“Who are you?” the battlelord asked.

There was a pause. “You come to my hut and you want to know who I am?”

“I am trying to determine if you are the one I seek.”

The figure studied him beneath it's cowl. “And who is it you seek?”

“Someone who will give me answers.”

There was another pause. “Answers to what question?”

He considered this. “I want to know what to do, and where I am going?”

“Hmm.” Malisane waited a few seconds then, “so you want guidance? To set you back on your path maybe?”

“Do I have a path?”

“You may do,” the figure replied.

“So how do I find out?” Malisane asked, “can you tell me?”

“No,” the answer came back.

The battlelord frowned. “So I am wasting my time?”

“Not necessarily,” there was another pause, then, “I can not tell you because I do not know you. You need someone who does.”

Malisane though about most of the people he knew, his fellow clan members and a few officers he was on speaking terms with. “I doubt any of them can. 

“Not those you know now, you need someone who has always known you.”

“Who?” 

“You will find out, if there is such a person.” The figure studied him. “If so I can help you find them.”

Malisane considered this. “And the price?”

“The price is the knowledge you discover. Have you something valuable about your person?”

Malisane sensed this did not mean credits. He had not brought much, his armour and weapons were back on his ship aside from a blaster at his waist. Then he glanced down at his hand, on which was his Ring of Sadow, given to him when he achieved his clan's highest honour. Slowly he slid it off and proffered it, “Do I get it back?”
“As I said the price is only knowledge, it will be returned to you.” The figure took the ring and studied. “Now I sense you are a strong one. Go outside and lift the pot from the fire and place it here in front of my chair.”

Malisane did as he was bid, using a nearby rag to lift the heated handles. Carefully he brought it back inside doing his best to ignore the foul smelling vapour emitting from it. He placed it in front of the figure then backed off slightly. 

“Good,” the figure said and dropped the ring into the pot where it sunk without a trace. “It will be safe it is merely a link to you. It just needs a few moments.”

Malisane waited as the figure reached to a small table next to them and took a small earthenware cup, dipping into the pot. “Wait a few moments until it cools.”

He took then cup. Vapour was rising from it. He was not usually afraid of anything, he had faced battle and stronger opponents time and time again willingly and enthusiastically but now he felt fear. This was all unknown to him, many of his fellow clan members embraced mysticism  but he was a soldier. Slowly he raised the cup and drank. It was hot but bearable, and had a foul taste. He felt it warming his insides and he coughed slightly. He glanced at the figure who was studying him. Then he felt light headed as the torches in the room began to flicker. His limbs felt heavy and he gasped as he sank to his knees. The figure in front of him blurred and a darkness overtook him.

Slowly he pushed himself to his feet, looking around him. The hut was the same the torches were still burning and the figure still watching him curiously. “Was that it?” he demanded.

“No I do not think so,” the figure replied. Oddly the voice was female now and younger. Malisane realised beneath the robes the figure was smaller than before. Slowly the hands reached for the hood and drew it back. Beneath was the face of a young woman, perhaps twenty years old. She had dark unbound hair, and deep blue eyes that studied him. “So after all this time here you are.”

Malisane looked back at her. She was unfamiliar to him. “Who are you?” 

“You never found out did you?” she asked in a quiet voice, “in nearly fifty years with the time and resources you had available you never took the time to find out about me.”

Malisane looked back at her. Now he thought there was something familiar about her features, the eyes, some of the bone structure in her face and the expression it wore. He had been looking at a reflection of them all his life. “You are my mother.”

“And you are my son.”

He felt a surge of emotion. Could this be true? His mother was dead, she had been since the moment he was born. How was she here now? “How is this possible?” he demanded.

She looked back at him placidly. “I do not know,” she replied, “I just have memories. I suppose I should have some maternal feelings now but I seem to have left that behind. And ironically you are old enough to be my father.”

Malisane suddenly found himself curious. He did not know this woman but expectedly felt an urge to do so now. “So tell me about yourself?”

She studied him, “You really want to know?”

He nodded, “Yes I do.”

“Very well.”

She began, “I was born on the planet Naboo in the year 947 in a small village outside the capital.”

Malisane considered this. “So thirty years before the Battle of Yavin?”

She frowned. “The battle of what?”

“Never mind. Please continue.”

“I grew up during the Clone Wars. It was a difficult time but we did the best we could. When it ended things got better but they also got worse. We were a prosperous planet and certainly better off than many, but life under the Empire was more regimented than my parents said it had been when they were younger, before the wars. My family grew crops that we shipped to the capital and I helped the servants in the fields when I was not studying. I wanted something better though and I had dreams of finishing my studies and going out to see the galaxy. And then when I had finished my finals I met a woman in a bar near the university.”

“Who was she?”

“She was a blonde woman of about thirty years old. She said her name was Selina, and I trusted her and told her about wanting to travel, and about life under the Empire. She said she was visiting the planet looking for people who were looking to improve their circumstances. And eventually she told me she was a student of a surviving Jedi Master who was hiding from the Empire. She said she felt she could trust me with that and she knew I would not turn her over to the imperials as I was a good person.”

Malisane recognised the alias from his past. “Selina. She was Severina, my fathers apprentice and lover.”

She nodded. “She was indeed. We spoke more about her master and the Jedi and the Empire and she said if I wanted I could meet him. I was fascinated and agreed. She took me to a ship she had hidden outside the city and we left. They journey was to a remote unpopulated planet and an old keep.”

“The planet Kangaras and Usharak Keep,” Malisane realised, “my birth place.”

“I met your father, and his other zabrak apprentice Tslotha. And then I knew that Selina, or Severina as you say, and your father were not Jedi. They served the Dark Side. I wanted to leave but your father said I had been brought there for a purpose and I would bear him a child. I remember being terrified. His presence was immense and yet he was decadent. He drank heavily and spent hours with his lover in their chambers while I was locked in one of the towers. And then Severina came to my room and I was artificially impregnated.”

Malisane took all this in. He knew some of this but not the detail. “Did you consider killing yourself?”

“A few times yes, but I could not bring myself to. After a while a woman was brought in to care for me and she she would help me deliver the baby when the time came. Arina's company made it easier and I tried to forget what was going on outside my room. And after nine months had passed I was taken to the main chamber by Tslotha where your father, and Severina waited alongside a low altar. The room was lit with candles and markings drawn on the floor. As my labour progressed they both chanted for hours in some form of ritual and I was more terrified than I ever have been. Finally you were born. And your father stabbed me through my heart with a knife. I never even saw you.”

Malisane considered this. “Your midwife took me, she somehow escaped them and fled to Coruscant and left me with a widowed cantina owner and his son. They tracked her down and tortured her but she never revealed my location.”

Despite her claim of emotions being behind her a slight smile touched her lips. “Arina was a strong woman. She deserved better. So that is where my story ends. So what is yours?”

“I was named Jagos and I grew up with my adopted father and brother. I had no idea who my real parents were. When I was seventeen they were both killed by a thief who started a fire in the cantina. I found him and killed him.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Seventeen years old and you tracked a man down and killed him for revenge?”

“I was furious. And that fury made me stronger than I had even been, a strength I had never felt before.”
“The Dark Side. You got that from your father obviously.”

“Yes. Afterwards I had nothing. My family was gone, their business was gone. So I left and after some travelling I joined the Imperial military, or what was left of it. I felt it best to avoid the republic and Coruscant.”

“I see. And then?”

“It was a good time. I excelled in basic training and was put forward for officer training. I quickly progressed through the initial ranks and achieved the rank of captain, and was put in charge of a small reconnaissance company working behind enemy lines. I spent a long time leading them I refused further promotion I did not want a static command or a desk job.”

She made a slight humming noise. “And then?”

“My company was wiped out by a force user we had been sent to investigate. He spared me as he sensed the force in me. So he trained me and became my master. And I found out he was a rogue member of an organisation called the Dark Brotherhood, a powerful group of Sith who were building their strength. And two of their members tracked him down to kill him and they took me back to join them and learn the ways of the Dark Side. I took the new name of Malisane.”

She nodded. “So you followed your fathers footsteps after all.”

He bristled. “I certainly did not,” he replied, “as you say my father was decadent. The Brotherhood and my clan within it taught me more, gave me a new family and a purpose. And I serve them loyally, to the death if necessary.”

“I see,” she said once more, “so you have found what you were looking for. A lost child finding a home?”
“If you wish to put it like that.”

“What happened to your father by the way?” she asked him, “did you meet again?”

Malisane nodded. “After my birth he formed a brotherhood of his own and became my clan's enemy. Eventually they were destroyed. He and Severina both died at my hands with the help of my fellow members.”

“Very good,” she replied, “it was what they deserved. And you have done well in your brotherhood and clan?”

He nodded proudly. “Yes. I progressed quickly through the ranks once more to a respectable level and gained several positions in which I served diligently and was rewarded.”

“So my son,” his mother said quietly and her eyes met his, “Tell me something. If you have found your family and your purpose, why are we both here?”

Malisane stared back at her, silent now. In the surprise of the encounter he had forgotten that very question. His mouth opened and shut a few times but nothing came out.

Her eyes never left his. “I remember when I was a student. Whenever times were hard and I was struggling  my own mother used to ask me how things were and I always answered they were fine and everything was going well. I did not want to worry her. Or admit that things were not fine.”

“Do not be ridiculous,” he snapped back, “a ludicrous comparison.”

“Then answer me. You had me brought back without even knowing who you were bringing back. Why?”

He continued to look at her, then he said finally. “I seek a purpose.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You said you had your purpose.”

He looked back at her, unusually nonplussed. “I feel,” he said forming the words, “I feel like I no longer do.”

“I see.”

“Stop saying that. Anyway I feel different.”

“Why?” 

“I have been away for some years. And I have returned recently. Things have changed. Many of my clan are dead or gone. Many who were young and inexperienced when I left are have grown strong. And they lost our home system.”

She considered this. “Tell me something. You said you gained a respectable level. Is respectable near the top?”

“No,” he replied, “it is above the middle.”

She hummed again. “And the positions you held. Were they at the top?” 

“No they were unit leader positions. I did hold a Dark Summit position for a time just below the Dark Council, the leaders of the Brotherhood.”

“And what happened to that?”

“I resigned I did not feel I was making an impact. They disbanded the position a short while later.”

“And went back to unit leader positions?” She paused. “You said when you in the Empire military you quickly gained a captain rank and then decided to refuse promotion?”

He paused again for a few moments. “Yes I wanted to maintain an active command. And I did not want the...” 

She watched him as he paused, his face becoming troubled. “The responsibility?”

He looked back at her. “Yes.”

Her eyes held his. “And what happened to your command?”

“I told you. They were wiped out by a force user.” 

“And since then you have avoided the senior positions? And you stopped progressing? And as you said you serve your clan, not lead?” 

 “Yes.”

They both looked into each others eyes for a few moments. “I can not help you,” she told him, with perhaps a slightly gentler tone in her voice. “Like many people who come seeking the answers to your questions you know them already you just will not admit them until you are forced. Not even to yourself.”

He nodded.

“I have watched you for a long time,” she told him.

He frowned, “But you said earlier you just had memories?”

“I sensed you wanted to talk,” she replied, and “it made you think about events yourself. I died through unnatural  circumstances what else would I have been doing for the past forty seven years?”

“And?” he asked her.

“For a long time I was proud, and then extremely displeased, but then having seen how many of the rest of your brotherhood act you are by no means the worst or even close to the worst.”

 “I do not know whether to be grateful or not for that,” he replied.

She shrugged. “It makes little difference. My time here is ending. My advice if you want it is to work out whether you want to continue to just serve or  take the risk in order to succeed. Or find something else to do with whatever remains of your life. It is up to you.”

 “Thank you,” he paused, “mother.”

He opened his eyes again. He was laid on the floor. As he pushed himself up he noticed that the hut was empty and dark aside from the pot on the floor. Slowly he reached inside it's now empty depths and took his ring, slipping it on. He got to his feet and walked outside. The area was also quiet, a few burning torches here and there illuminating the darkness. With a quick glance behind him he set of walking back to his ship.

