Ryloth

Ji Sorka aan Neo Pub

Firith sat alone at his customary table. He had just won a tidy sum of credits playing darts and was looking out the window at the falling snow. Leaning back and putting his feet up, he took out his pipe and slowly began to fill the bowl with t’bak. Watching the ferns of frost forming on the window, he never felt so alone in his life.

Lilith was off dealing with her battleteam and celebrating what ever it was they had to celebrate. For the first time in twenty some odd ears of marriage they were not celebrating the holidays together.

Firith had received permission from his own commander and was told to make himself scarce until after the furor of his trial and subsequent results had died down. Thus, he found himself at his usual haunt when he was alone on Ryloth.

“The World’s End” was a non-native cantina; there were no aspects of the Twi’lek culture in it except for a beefy male named Olow'figas who worked behind the bar.


It was the kind of pub a person could spend a quiet evening at, playing darts, listening to music, or just sit and have quiet conversation. The food was good, the drinks better. The feeling of belonging the best part. After all he had been through it was a welcome feeling.


When Firith had walked in, he had been greeted by many that he knew from his time spent there whenever he was not on business with the Brotherhood. He smiled and waved and headed to the bar until his usual corner booth was vacated. Two or three polite questions about Lilith not being present and a couple more about life in general. However, for the most part Firith was left alone to drink in peace.


Sitting at his booth Firith lit his pipe and made the mistake of thinking, soon he lost himself in the nightmare of the past few months. The killing of the so called “undesirables”, the healing from the surgery after he was taken down, the trial found him innocent to the anger and dismay of the families whose lives he had destroyed. Mostly it was the grief. Knowing he would be haunted all his life for what he had done.

The members Clan did not trust him any longer, except maybe DarkHawk and Lilith. Even Tasha’Vel had made excuses and refused to see him when he had returned to the estate earlier that week, claiming she was busy with House business.

It was going to be a long and arduous journey to prove to everyone, including himself hat he could be trusted and could assist House Marka Ragnos in moving forward.

A burst of laughter from the gaming board, and the cheers of the locals brought him out of his funk for a moment. The aged Jedi Gray looked around at his surroundings and smiled as he puffed on his pipe. The dark wood beams of the ceiling and the off white walls stained with smoke and ale. The supports holding with their dings and dents. Imbued with the love and friendship of people who met to relax after a long day’s work. The long wooden bar polished by the elbows of many a patron and numerous bartenders. The low lights over the tables and large fireplace against one wall, its warmth filling the room. The smell of liquor and beer, cooking food, the soft chatter of the people and feeling of belonging. It was a very comfortable place.

One of another nice things about this pub was the use of non-droid servers and cooks. All of the staff knew Firith by name and temper. His introduction of recipes and music from his native planet of Alba-16 had caused some minor issues that Lilith had smoothed over. In the end a couple of recipes had become very popular as had one or two ales and ciders Firith had managed to get imported from the planet of his birth. The music however had not caught on. So Firith had taken to listening to a personal music player having a sound damper that allowed him to hear, but not be heard, installed above his booth.

He looked up as one of the waitresses brought him another tankard of his usual hard cider and a plate of his favorite food. He acknowledged her wink and smile with a smile of his own and went back to watching the snow accumulate. It was going to be a cold, long walk back to the Versea estate.

Putting his pipe in a cradle, he absent-mindedly picked at his food and drank his cider. All the while hearing the screams and pleading of the innocents in his mind, the aliens he had been forced to murder in the name of Grand Master Darth Pravus. He wondered if they would ever stop.

The therapist that had counseled him told him they would eventually fade, as all memories do. Somehow, he doubted it though. It was probably going to take a strong medication or possibly, a mindwipe device. Both were things he was truly hoping to avoid.  He needed his memories of Lilith to keep him stable. If he lost those, he was sure he would lose what little sanity he had left.

The rattle of the wind against the window shutters and sound of the icy snow tick, tacking against the window brought him out of his thoughts. 

Yes it was going to be a long, cold, lonely holiday.

