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In the Beginning

There was neither light

Nor darkness

In the depths of space

Emptiness covered

The expanse of time

From this great abyss

A mighty wind blew

And pushed the current

This became the Essence of Life

The life of all things, flows

But there was neither light

Nor Dark

From the wind of the essence

Came a great cry

With a sound like thunder

The wind began to separate
The essence of Light

And the essence of Dark

Were formed into vast shapes

The two forces pushed

Striving to reunite

But they could not break that barrier

From the darkness, came a great figure.

A mighty sword, sharp and deadly

The whole sum of Darkness

Shaped into a mighty blade.

The Light in turn, gathered itself.

It broadened, and curved

Becoming a shield.

The Darkness wielded its mighty blade

And struck the shield of Light

But the Shield resisted the blow

Dodging in turn, from the onslaught of darkness

The Darkness struck

But could not pierce the shield of Light

And the shield of Light, could not strike

The sword of Darkness

Both spirits trembled

Four seven days

And seven nights

The Essence trembled

Lightning and thunder flashed 

And great storms of fire rolled

And with one mighty blow, the Sword struck

Cleaving the shield into a myriad of shards

While the sword shattered, rending its spirit

The shards of light, were cast out into the expanse

Each chip becoming a single star

The broken sword, scattered into dust

Each becoming a single planet, or moon.

The essences trembled

Each set in their own ways

Paths of aggression,

A path of blood

Of fire

Paths of sanctity

A path of water

The spirit of the Essence

Healing winds

gathered and grew

On the vast darkness

of the worlds beyond

Life arose from the ashes of the great battle.

Beings looked to the stars above

And to the earth below

The First Memories

A faded glimpse of the Origin

The deepest shadowed memory

I dream of the first times

The oldest Dark Lord

I sing of the first times

And the twilight before Darkness

At the Academy where the light of Life

Infused the gifts

And the words of our teachers

Gave us strength

And I, Darth

Held the secret

Gave it Life; hoarded the truth

Silently it grew

Empowered by Darkness

And my brother Yapha,

Second born Yapha

Studied the teaching,

Followed in ignorance

Bided by the paths of the life

I loved him my brother

He was the strongest, the fastest

The most touched

His was the first of my joy.

Then one day, the Teacher said to us

Darth, Yapha, show me your skill

Take thine weapons,

And show me your growth

And I Darth took my weapon
Crimson light, forged of envy

Tempered by Darkness

My heart quivered.

And Yapha my brother

Armed his weapon

Soft sky light, guided by the Essence

On the field of combat

We showed the teacher

Fire lanced, in swift beams

Thunder crackled,

The Essence trembled

The skill of Yapha bested mine own

His touch was stronger.

And I, Darth

I was struck to the ground

My weapon cast down.

I looked at Yapha

Saw the sky-soft smile

I cried, I held my eyes

I wept all night and day

When the teacher said

The time for test has come again

And Yapha armed his sky soft light

His Essence guiding him

In Honor and strength

I did not bear my honor

For I knew dark secrets

I knew the shadowed voice

And I answered its call

And my brother, beloved Yapha said to me

"Darth you do not bear a noble blade

Lay aside your anger

Grow in the Essence"

I screamed words of fury

I, with blood lust,

And envy

Destroyed him whom defeated me

And the blood of Yapha

Covered the ground

And smelled sweet as it boiled

But the Teacher said

"Cursed are you Darth

Who killed in anger!

As I cast you out so shall you be"

And he exiled me

To wander in Darkness

The void of space I flew into darkness

Until I saw no source of Light

Coming of the Dark Spirit

And I was afraid and alone

I was alone in the Darkness

And I grew hungry

I was alone in the Darkness

And I grew cold

I was alone in the Darkness

And I cried

Then there came to me a sweet voice

A shadowed voice

Words of anger

Words of secrets

Words of power

A spirit dark and awful

With eyes of glowing embers

Came to me

"I know your story Cursed Darth"

It said grinning

"You are weak, come! I have Courage.

You are ignorant. come! I have Wisdom

You are sad. come! I have Power"

"Who would strengthen one so cursed as I?

Who would teach me?

Who would empower me?

"I am the Dark Essence

Who fosters glory in hearts

And gained freedom in the shadows

I am the Spirit of Darkness"

Once I was weak, there was no strength for me

Once I was ignorant, there was no wisdom for me

Once I was sad there was no power for me

It took me in; it guided me

It enlightened me

In its words I found strength

I once had cried tears of blood

But now grow in power

I stayed for a time, in the dark embrace

I asked the spirit,

"How do I become as you?"

The spirit grinned and said in whisper

Unlike you, I am awake.

I see the threads that spin

All around you, I make that

Which I need of power

"Awaken me then Spirit of Darkness!" I said,

"I have need for this power

Then I can grow in power. Feel the shadows touch!"

A smile crossed the spirit’s face

"I know what the Awakening will do for you,

For you have dwelt in Light

You could die; you could be forever changed.

Darth said, "Even so, a life with out power

Is not worth living

I would die without your Touch

I will be the Lord of Darkness!

Its anger touched me

Darkness consumed me

Shadows pierced to my soul.

My heart became as night

Power cut me, with a razor’s edge

I opened my eyes and saw my path

Temptation of Darth

And then I fell into the abyss

I fell forever, falling

Into the deepest darkness

And from the Darkness

Came a bright shining light

And a spirit holding a torch

Clothed in light she stood before me

I was unafraid, I asked her business

Holy Spirit of Truth

The woman clothed in light sayeth to me

"Son of Light, Son of Life, thy crime is great

And yet the mercy of the ancients is also great

Will you repent the Evil that you have done?

And let the light of Truth wash you clean?

And I said to Truth.

"Not by the hypocrite’s truth

But mine own truth will I be cleansed."

Truth cursed me saying

“Forever shall ye wear

the inner signs of thine damnation

For I shall strike thine visage with the evil

That thou shalt ever commit.”
And on the morning, Wisdom came

With ancient tomes, of Holy Wisdom

Wisdom spoke saying,

"Son of Light, Son of Life,

The Knowledge of your crime has been revealed

Will you not repent and accept purity of Knowledge?"

And I said to Wisdom

"Not by your thoughts,

Will I serve in blindness,

But by mine own wisdom, shall I live in freedom"

Wisdom cursed me saying

""Then for as long as you live

Thou and thine children will cling

to thine desires and passions

They will consume thee

In thine pursuit of power.”
When I awoke from deep slumber

I heard the great wind.

I saw the great scales of Justice, weighted against me

Justice, Dark Justice, wielder of the great Sword.

Justice spoke to me quietly saying,

"Son of Light, Son of Life

The Scales of Light are now in balance.

Will you serve the Cause of Life?

No longer cursed?"

And I said to Justice

"Not by your foolish justice will I be condemned.

For mine is the Will of Darkness!"

And then, dread Justice

Mighty Justice cursed me saying.

"Then forever shall thee and thine children

be cursed as you.

All who meet thee will feel thine great power

And seek to drive thee from their midst.

For the very evil of thine soul

Shall reach out and corrupt all that it touches.

Yea verily, even thine children will fight and bicker

For the scraps that have fallen from your bloody table.”
And I cried aloud at this terrible curse

And hid my face.

The Spirit of Mercy, gentle Mercy

The Lord of Mercy, appeared to me

The Spirit Mercy said unto me.

"Son of Light, Son of Life

Behold the Mercy of the Essence

Still flows with true Power

The Sons of Darkness may dwell again in light

The freedom of the Touch

Thine children may reach a middle road

Neither light, nor cursed

They shall walk as hallowed.

Having redeemed themselves

No longer cursed.

I saw the power; I felt a new touch

A Shadows embrace, the passion of Darkness

I became one with Darkness

And felt the strength of blackness

No master shall I have

Instead I shall master all

A vision of what has, what will be

What may have been?

came unto my sight but was not of sight

Others as I

Will come to learn as me

I altered the Flow; I touched the Essence

I felt the Touch, of true Power.

I wrapped myself in the cloak of shadows,

And ventured forth into the Night

Tale of the Mage

In the deepest Night, that of the darkest Void

Darth did find a Mage, on a hidden world

chanting his dark spells

Darth sayeth to the Mage,

"For what do you sing your spells?"

The Mage smiled and said, “This night Sing with me

The Dark Ritual will guide thee to new power.

I know your story Darth of the Curse

I will tell you of the ancient wisdom"

Darth, foolish Darth

Watched as the Mage sang his song,

Waving as the flames rose from his fire.

Tongues of fire lanced into Darth

The Cursed One screamed in fury

He felt an new touch, felt the presence

The Mage laughed and said to Darth

"Come again the morrows eve,

Then I will show you more of this touch"

Darth left the Mage and slept to the Twilight

When the Light of the Stars

Had faded from the world

Darth rose again,

And sought the Mage

Finding him sleeping on a stone,

Wrapped in darkness

Darth awoke him saying loudly

"I have returned sorcerer.

Show me your power!"

The Mage cackled loudly,

A fire rose from bare stone

Again the fire danced to the Dark Song

Words flowed with the fury of the flames

Unquenchable fire roared into Darth

When the fire had died.

The Mage said to Darth

"Return on the morrow’s eve,

And on this third day

I will grant thee the secrets of my knowledge."

Again Darth left

And sought solace from the dawn

On the third night,

Darth rose and again found the Mage

Sleeping on a rock

Darth spoke loudly,

And woke the Mage

"Greetings Lord of Darkness"

Again the fire was lit,

The flames so dark

Again he was infused in the dark ritual

He felt a sudden twist

A new awakening

Darth knew the secrets

He had been betrayed.

Mage laughed and grinned

"I know you, Darth of the Curse

I know your dark Power

I have seen you in my dreams

And know your future

I know that the Essence

Has left yea cursed

That you are to be

The Sire of a powerful line

That which will carry

Even into the brightest days.

You have partaken of my ritual Dark

Forever now, you are my Slave

By imbuing the magic dark

You have become my willing ward."

For a year Darth

Did do the bidding of Mage

Until the day he knew the power

Until he had learned the Mage’s secrets

Being called before the Mage,

Darth did ask

"Master your words

Have given me power

Wisdom untold. I now wish

To know the cause of death?"

Why do you live on, never dying?"

Mage smiled, ignorant

Of his slave’s dark purpose.

"If light does touch my awesome power,

The Light of Life does

The Creatures as I great doom

The Star’s light is hungry for my flesh."

Darth laughed and spat his rage.

Flinging the Mage into the boughs

Of the Great Tree

Darth did twist the supple branches

Entwining them with the power of Darkness

Darth knew the power of this tree.

Grown of the Essence, it would hold

The evil power of the Mage

It life was simple

It grew from a form

Now, the Tree of Light

Would hold this Dark One

With mighty spells the Mage did struggle

Darth laughed as the Light of the Star

Pierced the deep night

Searing the Mage’s flesh, charring his bones

The Mage looked to Darth as the Star did rise

"I, Krath, curse you, Lord of Darkness!

Know that one-day,

The followers of Knowledge,

Will invoke my name,

And their Master will be

The fall of your glory.

With a great blue light, the day was welcomed

The Mage ended in a flash of power

His crude matter, rended by the power unleashed

Burned like a star for a night and a day

Darth having found new power

Freed from the Mage’s slavery

Ventured forth, again cloaked in darkness.

Looking down on the World

From his lofty place

Darth did say

"I call this place Onderon.

For it is my Awakening Jewel"

And Darth was glad

For he was embraced by the Darkness

The Tale of the Great War

In the Beginning there was only Darth

Darth who lived to be of

Of countless eons

Darth who found the secret paths

and the greatest power

Who slew his brother in anger

and was cast out

The Eons passed

And drowned the memory

Of the terrible curse

Darth returned,

To the Light of the Galaxy

And the people wondered

For his power was great

And did worship him

For he was strong

The Sons of Darkness

Did seek their Lord

And the Lord did teach them

Those of Light,

The foolish Sons

Rallied against the Sons of Darkness

The Essence was shattered

By the powerful Schism

The Power of Darkness

As great as it was

Could not face the Tide of Light

The Sons of Light

And the Sons of Darkness

Battled for Power

In the End,

The Dark ones were cast out

As their Lord had been

They ventured into the Void

Calling for their Lord

And he did not come

Those of the Truth

The Sons of Darkness

Searched for their master

We found him at last

On a distant world

We bade us go,

And we obeyed him

Saying the Schism

Would destroy us all

We followed the Eyes

And watched for new time

Watching for the rise

Watching for the dawn of twilight

Path of the Wanderer

Darth, who left his trust in one

I am a Wanderer by name

a Lord of Darkness by blood

Leader of all who chose my path

a vision pursued me

Whispering shadows in the night

Five in all

thrice who chose to speak

Spoke the first

who called himself Anger,

"You, Lord of Darkness

who followed Darth's path

who led the Wanderer's

I call upon yea

Venture forth into the stars

and build an Empire vast

An Empire for all

who oppose the Light."

Then spoke the second

who called himself Aggression,

"Travel in the Night

and do thy bidding

Conquer the Light

and create

an abode of Darkness"

Finally came the third

who gave no name

but told of a Mage

in times past

"Be mindful

of these sorcerers,

my young Lord of Darkness

They will be needed

in times to come"

A wave of Darkness

came unbidden in my mind

Told me all

save the location of my Empire

My budding Empire

And so the young Lord of Darkness

drew his people to him

Spoke of his vision

and told of his dream

and together they set out

in search of a planet

that met the Lord of Darkness' dream

Exile into Darkness

Wanderer's in fact

no longer a mere name

And they came to a planet

Across the vast expanse they traveled

Through the endless void, deep and dark

Led on by a vision, a dream

A promise

Of a world where the Sons of Darkness

Might realize their black destiny.

They leapt from light to light

Spark to spark amidst the vast blanket of night

Chasing elusive hints and subtle signs

In a fierce, honest, weary hope

That upon a solitary, unassuming star

Their Quest might be fulfilled.

And I dreamed

Portents and prophecies

Guiding my brethren

To Dark glory or Bright doom.

On a planet seeped in Darkness

Forgotten by the stars

Shunned and abandoned

Stained by the Rage of the Essence

Amidst the ruinous stone-gray temples

I would find my guide

The Crystal

Of enigmatic and unknowable origin

Mesmerizing bloody crimson facets

Burning with an unquenchable Power

Of which it could reflect, tenfold

Unto the wielder of this ancient Construct.

Now, upon the orphaned world of Kaiburr

My dreams bade me take this Crystal

So that he might be more receptive to

The Path that they would travel.

Yet even as I celebrated my victory

So too did another being

A malevolent shadow, a sinister shade,

A primeval Essence of pure Force

Twisted and wrathful

Bound to the Crystal for millennia

But awakened by the Darkness within the Questors

To an insatiable hunger for death.

Freed by their black Touch

This ethereal spirit burst forth from the shard

And under its furious assault

The Wanderers could not stand

And fled into the depths of the temples

To rally themselves for the final onslaught.

Untouchable by their fiery bright lances

Unassailable by Anger and Hatred

Their venomous Dark Touch dissolved

And made impotent by the Crystal

We steadied ourselves

For a futile but determined last stand.

All except one

Who knew, uncertainly yet undeniably

That our only chance

Our single hope for salvation

Lay not in the glowing light of our flashing blades

Nor in the burning manifestations of the Essence

But in the unlocked mysteries of the complex temple runes

Kiera distanced herself from her comrades

Pledging she would find victory in

The forgotten knowledge etched into the past.

In grim silence the Wanderers waited for death

Yet when battle was joined

They fought with strength,

With anger, with skill

They faced that black nightmare unflinching

And they died

Brave warriors forced to flee

Yet received no respite

The Spirit laughed

The stone gushed crimson

I raised my weapon

To destroy the Shadow

He would destroy the Gem

Destroy their quest

Their hope of success

Yet save their lives

As the colored blade rose high

The stones shook

The temple rumbled

The Specter screamed

Amidst the clamor of battle

Kiera strode boldly

Her weapon the secrets of the ancients

Her armor the whispers of the ages

Chanting obscure words of Power

She sang with Darkness’ disharmony

Broke the Shade’s curse

Sheared it from the shard

Cast it out in banishment

Into madness

The Crystal again untainted

And Kiera earned her place at my side.

In the Ether

Upon a throne of Shadows and Darkness

He watched the Wanderers triumph

Complete their first test

As he delivered a second vision

And smiled with Dark joy.

From the Dawn, and the Beginning

Throughout the annals of history

Across the scattered lights of space

Ever has there been Battle

And forever will there be War

Brother has slain brother

Father will face Son

But never was the Conflict so eminent

So mighty, so grand

As on the primitive world of Arhgeddon

A planet besieged and torn apart

Continents ravaged by fire

A broken, bleeding warzone

Eternally locked in the endless Struggle

Upon this distant, Rimward star

The Wanderers were drawn.

Sworn to a quest for a homeland

Led by mystical and unfathomable dreams

I journeyed to the site of my visions

Aided by my most able companions

Kiera, subtle and silent intrigue

Moloch, talented and gifted of the Touch

They traveled to ashen wastes

Unnoticed by the dueling airships in the skies

Landing in a once majestic chapel

Now ruined, a poor travesty

Of its once proud visage

Where choirs once sang glorious hymns

Artillery shrieked in a cacophony of chaos

A former place of peace and serenity

Reduced to a focus of death and blood

Within the madness I received

The Dark Lord’s Truth.

Clad in a cloak of impenetrable Evil

Donning an aura of unmistakable Power

He spoke to me

In a black whisper that echoed

With the Anguish of a stillborn’s mother

And the fire of a murderer’s Rage, saying

"I know thee, of the Wanderers,

I know thine power, thine ambitions

Thee who would know Darkness

Who seeks to mold it in thine fashion

Yet art as a child in its command!

Thy thinks thyself worthy of my aid

Yet thy art blind to the Touch

Of the Essence around thee!

Prove thyself

Feel the web of Hatred that flows around thee

Use the Crystal I have given thee

And demonstrate thine worth to the Lord of Darkness

Behold! The carnage wrought

By a million men’s Anger

Hark! The rattling wails

Of a thousand death cries

Tap into the Dark riches around thee

And complete the lesson I have brought thee here to learn!"

Guided by the Crystal

I opened my mind

Tendrils of Darkness enveloped the field

Straining for the ripples of the Essence

And on the ruinous debris of Arhgeddon

The Darkness grew strong and abundant

Rooted in the core of the earth

Emanating from every pore

I drowned in a current of emotion

Rage, Fear, and Envy

The legacies of war

All were revealed to my kin and I.

But even as they stood transfixed in awe

Waves of fire blossomed

Hissing projectiles spat death

The Wanderers reeled back

Skulking shadows leapt out as armored warriors

Clanking iron behemoths rumbled forward

I held the Crystal high

Tapped into the Flow

Drew the strands of the Essence together

The essence of War

And wove the gathered threads

Upon the loom of death

As a necromantic vampire

Thirsting upon the blood of its victims

I drank deep of the Darkness

From my Crystal chalice

And was only sated when

My enemies no longer drew breath

Thus did I learn the lesson of the Dark Lord

And of the Power in the Artifact he held.

From the Land of Shadows

He beheld it all

Bore witness to their victory

Observed their feelings through the Essence

Felt waves of triumph and of awe

And a single ripple of envy

Nurtured and bred into a poisonous jealousy

Wrathful spite and outright loathing

Yet the Questors continued

And He saw that it was good.

On countless planets the Wanderers journeyed

Countless systems in their Quest

Where they fought, suffered and died

But ultimately triumphed

With scores of villains vanquished,

Pirate fleets thrown back, drawn on as they were

Like moths to a candle, to the legend of the Crystal

Though all in vain

And with every trial, every test

I proved my worth

And drew one step closer

To the End.

Time had run its ragged course

Worn down our resolve, with loss of comrades

And the Path seemed ever far and long

Ire and strife festered

Yet I had been promised an end

In the Coreward world of Nexatl

Their greatest danger

For, so close in the Core

The Sons of the Light waited

And the Wanderers knew it their death

Was their presence known

Yet Fate-and the Essence-

Enticed us onwards

To hold what was rightfully ours,

By the birthright of Darkness

The Betrayal

Our prize would be found in the lost vaults

An ancient cache of honored wisdom

That spanned the rise of dynasties

The greed of kings, the pride of warlords

Millennia of lost knowledge from dead kingdoms

Within the labyrinth there lay the mark

To lead us home.

Boldly we strode, sure in our Power

As I placed the Crystal upon the altar

And prostrated my mind to the Current

Meditated upon the Darkness, for Truth

For thirteen days and nights, we waited.

Yet there was dispute,

Anger at their months of wandering

Fear of my Power

Despair at the risk, so close to the Light

That Moloch, trusted captain,

Plotted and schemed for himself

Whispered smooth & honey-tongued lies

And prepared my defeat.

Ever subtle and secret

He would call his foes to fight his war

Emerge unscathed when all were slain

To claim uncontested victory for himself.

And thus did Moloch complete his vile treachery

And namelessly called the Son of Light upon us

Grim Inquisitors sworn to purity

And laughed as he enacted his betrayal.

Like puppets forced to dance

To the macabre melody of a puppetmaster

The Inquisitors pounced upon Nexatl

Obsessed with the Darkness’ destruction

The Wanderers were ensnared

Abandoned by Moloch’s wicked schemes

And amidst vicious, deadly melee

Although sabers flashed and blood was split

Despite their Hatred

The Wanderers were crushed and destroyed

The remainder scattered and fleeing into space.

Now with Kiera gone, my army broken

And Inquisitors scouring the city

For any trace of my Dark Touch

Moloch broke into the Sanctuary

Where I lay in stasis, in contemplation of the Truth

The Traitor stalked toward the onyx altar

And with the arrogant smirk of the proud

Raised his blade high to slay me

And found he could not.

Such was the blessing of Darkness upon me,

So great was the Gift that I had inherited

That the very Essence itself congealed

Cocooned me in its defiant embrace

And shielded me from his futile blows.

And the Dark Lord spoke to me

He who had led me on this Journey,

Placed upon me the cursed geas

He, Darth, Father of Darkness

Spoke unto me, saying

"Awaken, future Lord of the Darkness

Thou art in peril

Thine army gone, thine captains turned

Yet thou hast done most well for me.

Thine worth is proven

Abide unto thyself my Touch

Feel the full extent of the Shadow’s Fury!

Banish the infidel who stand before thee!

Thou shalt dream of me no more

The Darkness itself shall know you first

So here I bequeath to thee

My Power, my Touch, my Gift

Become mine own Avatar

For the bounteous Might of the Dark Side!"

And as a dam breaking

The waters of the Current rushed unto me

Flooded as never before

Moloch drew back, terror in his mind

And as I touched the Essence

The very Fabric of Life and Death

I awoke and saw the Traitor at my feet

With a breath, a blink, a sigh

Rended his soul apart, expelled it to oblivion

‘Twas as nought to my vast Force

With a wave of my arm, the Inquisitors fell

Their craft shattered, their lives snuffed out

The Traitor fell to the curse of dread Justice

And still the Fire burned inside me

It possessed me and scorched me

I held up my hands, threw back my head

And with the Agony of the Essence

I screamed.

The city crumbled

The mountains erupted

The oceans swelled

The rocks of the worlds quaked

Amidst the ruins, I witnessed my true vision

And foresaw the future

Our future Empire

I with a final outburst of energy

That stirred Nexatl’s inner fires

I released my captive Hatred

An brought forth a cataclysm

With the Essence alone

I drew myself to safety on my ship

And observed the Dark Side’s Wrath

The Crystal was torn asunder

The shards scattered across space

The Wanderers, in their ships above

Looked on in growing horror

As Nexatl, remnant of ages past

Collapsed in a raging inferno

Across the heavens, the Essence shuddered

And what was once Nexatl grew so great

As to rival the brightest suns the sky

Ere shattering in a iridescent light

A fiery coruscation that obscured the stars

In its illuminating purge of the skies.

We had suffered

My captains; Kiera vanished

Moloch slain, and half the Wanderers,

Yet I was stronger than ever.

I needed no Crystal for guidance.

I had been blessed with Darth’s Wrath

My Power now spent, I thirsted for more

My parched soul demanded to be slaked

And I led the Wanderers

Loyal, faithful Wanderers

Awakened, the Beast of Light

On their Quest for Empire.

But not for Darkness’ sake

Nor for Darth’s bidding

But mine own desire for Glory.

I was proud.

I would pay for this anon.

As we moved on

many a thing we have found,

struggling

striving for the greatness

the greatness who was Darth

though the struggles were hard

but we fought harder,

but we underestimated the power,

the power that is not of Darth,

the power that we have sworn to fight

the power that we have rejected

the power of Light and Life,

the Light that appeared in

a form of a great darkness

it shrouded itself

calling us

crying out

wanting to be used for Dark,

and lured by power,

into the cave,

The Light encircled us,

the light that rejected us

and captured us.

We could not escape,

Then the voice came,

"Children of Darkness,

followers of Darth,

who slew his brother

out of anger,

you will be slain in the

name of

righteousness."

Though we struggled

we were not able to leave

this cave of light,

the trap had been laid and

we had to destroy the Light.

And as we readied ourselves

to fight the light

a voice called from the air,

"Wanderers, you will

be destroyed here,

I will rid the cosmos of you

you and your

Darkness."

As the voice stopped

the mists of time

swirling and

twisting

took shape in the cave,

the shape of a Beast,

A creature of power

purity and

Light.

But the trap had failed.

The trap and Beast had

only served the Wanderers

by giving us hatred and rage,

the power of Darkness

filling and overflowing

like a fountain of fire that

pulsed through our veins

The Beast fought but the

Wanderers had found a power

within ourselves,

an ability of such power,

of such

Darkness.

The pure hatred of Light

flowed through their veins

and nothing can stop

and nothing will remain.

We fought without

mercy

fear

or pain

We fought till

there was nothing

left

nothing but

Darkness,

Hatred,

and Power.

The voice of Darkness

became clear for

but a brief moment

and said,

"Children,

yea have found a power

a power that flows

deep,

deeper than that of

good. Ye are the

chosen, this is but a small

step toward the power

you will find through the

Darkness."

The voice was gone

and we felt the cold

the cold that was

deep in our

souls

the cold that destroyed

the creature of Light

the cold that will

control our

destiny.

The Seat of Power

Came the Wanderer's to planets anew

pursued by the Jedi

and driven by their Lord

I, the Lord of Darkness

chosen to build an Empire vast

driven by a vision

of days to come

Upon the battlefield

came the Warriors

Spoken of by the Wanderer's

in hushed tones

Admired by all they stood by

Detested by all they opposed

I led these Soldiers

No

These Warriors

And upon the battlefield I came

leading my men with the iron fist

Across the way

stood the Warriors of the Light

These Jedi Knights

as they were called

Sabers blazed

and struck with impotent fury

Handing these Jedi Knights

their death upon arrival

Blades bit into flesh

and the ground ran red

Red as blood

and when I saw the death

the destruction my men rained down

I laughed

Laughed at the fools who tried to thwart me

Contempt for those who lay dying

as my boots waded through the red mud

My saber shone brightly

with true power

Mocking those who rushed to meet me

and I drew upon Anger

Anger, who led me to this world

Who caused my men to fight

and caused some to die

I found a Jedi Knight

Strong she was

but I was stronger

No longer will her heart beat

save only to nourish the ground

with her life giving blood

And again I laughed

Came to me yet another Warrior of Light

His blade held high

for a killing blow

Now I drew upon Aggression

Aggression, who gave me the strength to conquer

those weak within the Light

Found within his soul

a dagger of fear

and I struck

Struck into his heart

and split the man

from head to groin

Only the strongest stood

These few Warriors of Light

who would soon follow their companions

My men gathered close

Their powers converging

I rose before them

tall and proud

And I spoke,

"My Warriors of the Darkness

now is the time

to crush these Jedi Knights

as they so call themselves

into oblivion

Who should stand with me

and destroy them

with that of the Darkness?"

Stepped forward one

whom I recognized as Hatred,

"My Lord

I should stand with you

to defeat these Jedi Knights

as they so call themselves

To bring your reign

more completely under control

I should fight beside you

in the name of Darkness"

One by one my men stepped forward

and stood by me

One by one they drew their talents together

no longer a group of men

but a God among people

their powers tremendous

And as the Jedi Knights came

each Warrior of Darkness reached within

Found their fears

and quieted their will to live

Strengthened their terror

and found control

Paralyzed stood the Jedi Knights

as slowly their weapons rose

the hand of the owner

Indeed the Servant of the Master

rose against them

As one their blades drove forward

into the flesh

and into the heart

And these Warriors of Light

these Jedi Knights

fell by their own hand

All save one

who stood in the shadows

and laughed

Laughed with bitter ache

toward my Warriors

Slowly I came to this one

and drew back my cloak

And he spoke,

"So yea are the Lord of Darkness

the Cosmos speak of

Indeed yea are strong

in the ways of Darkness"

And I glared down

Down at this ignorant man

who seemed little more than a wraith

And to him I spoke,

"And who are yea

who speaks with such impudence

to the Lord of Darkness?

I should kill yea

for such blasphemy"

Once again this Wraith laughed

not with ache

but with contempt

"Lord of Darkness

you could nae destroy me

For one can only kill

that which lives

And I am nae alive to be killed"

I drew back in shock

for this creature

was no more substantial

than the wind

"Now yea know the truth

Lord of Darkness

I have heard your quest

to build an Empire vast

and I know of a planet

A planet named Korriban"

Yet again this Wraith astonished me

"Ye know of my quest

for Korriban

My mission

to establish an Empire"

"Aye

and I may help yea

if yea should allow it"

I could not sense

betrayal from this Wraith

But then

who can sense of

those who are dead?

"I should allow it

if you should explain why"

"Because I was sent to yea

by five in a vision

who spoke thrice

And told of your tale

to build an Empire vast"

And yet again the Wanderer's left

to travel the stars

and fulfill their Master's vision

Upon a barren planet they came

covered with temples ruined

Here was to be

their place

Their Empire vast

This planet which lie barren

though barren only in fruit

for yea could feel its very essence

thriving

thriving in the darkness

Hallowed temple ruins stood

stood as a symbol of power and corruption

of pain and suffering

and of death

You could feel it

You could taste it

Taste the rivers of blood

which once ran through

destroying all who would think

to oppose

The barren land shone to represent

seduction and solitude

It 'twas my tragedy

shrouded in shadows

by mine own tortured spirit

The earth beneath my feet

earth that once ran red

red with rivers of torment

of despair, of pain

and of agony

All which was my darkness

yet hidden within

within cryptic fears.

Cryptic fears that were now

but a mere dwindling flame

just enough

Just enough to spark the fear

spark the fear into another soul

A spark to light the flame

the flame of destiny

To nourish the strong

and destroy the weak

Gaze falling upon the sky

darkness and damnation

were found there

the wind carried their touch

a touch I had learned

to yearn for.

What was it about the moonlight

that drew my existence in?

The suffering?

The immortal agony?

I would give my stygian visions to know

Only within my dormant visions

only then could one discover

the true reason for this yearning

this desire,

to be dark.

And then I knew

it was time

Time to establish our Empire vast

Yet something stood in our way

a force

the very force that comes with darkness

Within each dark soul

dwells the spirit and will

to conquer

To conquer and destroy the opposition

Warriors turned on warriors

an Empire delayed

an Empire divided

Individual flames

snuffed

Extinguished by the very dark

on which it thrived

Turning, I turned face-to-face

enveloped by the hate

embraced with agony and despair,

and with the will

to conquer

And in that darkness

pure and deep

the answers came

answers within visions

The shadows within my visions

mirrored the agony in my dark spirit

Seeping from the anger

pouring from the hate

boiling rage

exploded within my tortured soul

And with that I knew

how it was our Empire would be born

and the sacrifice I would suffer

to the darkness

And so it was

after many years

my visions became life

and death

Only the purest of warriors remained

Leaders and warriors

those who would establish

an Empire vast

Without the weak

without the strong

For it would be the one

the one whose power surpassed even my own

And so it was done

as it was told

He came upon me

as swift as night

The one known as Rage

had discovered his own

That last fateful battle

whose victor lie waiting

predestined

to lead, to conquer

And in this battle

all was taken into account

Weapons clashed

in time with raging emotions

Burning orbs of torment

mirrored the solitude of my tortured fears

The agony in my mind

mirrored the dreams

of my darkness-enshrouded desires

Dry lips parted

and called upon the dark

"Speak to me, O damnation

Surrender your pain filled heart

Take with you my mind

My Darkness."

To that a single reply

came the dark whisper

"There is much darkness to be found

in damnation

But you may need to sacrifice

your crystalline-existence to find it..."

With that

The last pleading beats of a darkened heart

silenced, a mirror of the solitude

within my perfect spirit.

And from the Rage

Rage of Darkness

Rage of Destiny

our Empire was born

our Empire Vast.

