CHAPTER 116.0
Momentarily distracted, Darth Sidious pondered a feeling that washed through him that he had not felt before in the months since Dantooine. The pause he gave caused a subtle stirring from the Hutt on the other end of the holographic transmission before the Sith Master. Until now it had been nothing more than him demanding answers and Jabba providing them. Much was discussed in terms with what had happened a month ago on Nal Hutta, with Sidious having to go through Jabba to find answers since his contacts in the Republic had no clue; the Jedi Knightshade’s report was woefully incomplete, and it was wise for the Sith Master not to use Naressa’s slicer program given every technical expert was still trying to determine how Rapier-exclusive technology controlled the Republic.

Jabba, as with the agents on Coruscant, had become too complacent and feared him a bit less since he had went cold months ago. He could tell Jabba was going to dare a question. Sidious cut him off immediately, doing so with business. 

“Very well, Jabba,” broke Sidious, “your services however are not complete. I want you to continue to hold ‘ownership’ over the Bothan’s array until I tell you to let them have it.” After reconnecting with the crime lord and hearing about what had occurred Sidious had to remain flexible to his overall plans, including anything that may provide opportunities for him in the future. “Neither the Bothans nor the Republic has the will to reclaim it by brutality. Concede and negotiate nothing. Humor them at the table, but by all means do not relent until I say so.”

“[Yes, my Lord],” said Jabba, still caught off guard clearly by Sidious’ return and Sidious return to normal time in their conversation.

“I will need slaves, Jabba: lots of them with comptrollers to command them,” at least until his recruited and trained Sith’s Hands take over; then the comptrollers’ services would no longer be required; they would be taking the Sith retirement package, just as the slavers will when the delivered the goods. “Two hundred Humans immediately; age and gender does not matter.”

“[Two hundred Humans will be difficult to come by so quickly,]” said Jabba with some hesitation.

“You have plenty on that sand trap of a planet of yours. No one will miss them.” Sidious then emphasized, “No aliens, Jabba, none whatsoever.” Jabba understood Sidious’ demands; the Sith paid well, plus Sidious made Jabba believe he would figure deeply into his plans; Jabba was his tool until he had no use for him anymore. “You have a day; at that time, I will transmit the coordinates that will complete the transaction.” 

Sidious did not wait for Jabba to answer; he just shut off the transmission; he was tired of talking to the slug anyways. He would compensate the Hutt accordingly and the Hutt knew better not to question the compensation. Having the Sith so close to his demise made Jabba appreciate the quiet relationship he had with Darth Sidious all the more: two hundred slaves were going to be found in one hour, but Sidious was merciful if not a dire motivator.

Hood still draped over his head Sidious left the Aeol Methda to face the wintry outdoors of Dark Ridge Point, in the Misa Mountains on Korriban, and not far from the ruined foundation of the home of the Sith Maidens. The location was where Darth Maul had landed several months ago and had been confronted by one of the Daughters of the Dark Side, Fawni Nimh. They landed there for it offered a good location for communications since the Sithian Monastery was unsalvageable. Not far from their location was an ancient Sithian palace the Suel; that ancient structure of the Old Kingdom of the North and Dark needed repair but it offered great potential for a forward base with repairs. He and Darth Maul had made trips to the old palace and read many of the legends scripted on the walls, words left behind by some unknown author whose remains still lay where the author etched the last words. 

When not busy with the Suel, the Sith Lords were busy making contact with secondary agents and long lost Sith Conspirators and deciding whether or not they would make good Sith’s Hands; to date, out of four hundred, they found four; the rest were given the Sithian severance package of permanent eye closure to maintain silence. Still four was plenty enough to start with, and Maul was putting them through the hoops at the Suel and making them stay there.

Sidious had originally gone outside in the cold because of that strange feeling he had felt while talking to Jabba. Darth Maul’s approach drew his attention away from his contemplations. The apprentice had grown so much in the wake of his missing, but the powerful Sith Lord still had so much to learn. Sidious hoped Maul’s training of the new Sith’s Hands would teach him patience. The scowl from Maul told the Sith Master quickly that his red and black tattooed skin could not get any thinner.

“They ask too many questions,” growled Maul before Sidious could ask a question. “If they did not have what we need I would put them out of their whiney miseries!”

“So it goes well,” offered Sidious mockingly. Maul glared dangerously, but he remembered himself when Sidious did not react to the disrespect. “They will come around. They have no alternative. Remember, there are so many out there willing to serve us when we present ourselves.”

“As long as none of them are named Vesgevi,” cursed Maul under his breath.

“Tainted goods are the Vesgevis; they are dead in my eyes,” assured Sidious. “Darth Rune has set the Sith Order back considerably. I had inherited this from all the previous Masters of the Dark Side of the Force; thousands of years of built up assets wasted by one ambition.” He looked sternly at Maul. “I admire her ambition, even if it was at my expense.”

Sidious then added, “Only her ambition, mind you. But failure….only relish in the failure of those you have clearly defeated, my young apprentice. Never celebrate victory until you have won. That is why Rune does not rule.”

“Yes, my Master,” said Maul with a small bow of respect.

Without question in Sidious’ mind Rune not had lost but she was dead; the layout of Rune’s plan called for Juna’s death on Nal Hutta, and he didn’t need Jabba to tell him that ‘the Juna’ took care of the problem. The Republic was still standing, a weapon of Vhinphyckian nature had been mysteriously destroyed from the inside according to Republic estimates, and Juna and her friends were still quite alive according to some peeked at reports from the Jedi Order through sources still alive and functioning in the Senate; it all meant Rune was dead even if there was no ‘unofficial’ statement to that fact. Naressa had escaped from the Dantooine jail, as Sidious assumed she would, and was still at large. Still, he was curious to know how the Sith Mistress was defeated in time. In fact, there were a few questions that bugged him off and on about the entire mess, such as who had brought him back to life, and supposedly the Vhinech were somehow involved.

Keeping focus on matters at hand, Darth Sidious said, “I am destined to bring forth the rise of the Sith, so this is nothing more than a challenge I will conquer. I will prove to Darth Rune how I will recover, and even double the Order’s strength. I am, unlike her, alive: I am all ready winning.

“We are about to get new slaves to work on the Suel from Jabba the Hutt. I will oversee the training of the Sith’s Hands. I will need you to break the slaves.” Sidious pointed at the Aeol Methda. “Meet the shipment at Hannibal.” Lord Maul bowed and proceeded towards the ship; if Sidious told him to do something without specific time, it meant now.

“And Lord Maul,” said Sidious, stopping Maul for a moment to listen. “We need new ships to refill our armada. Take them from the slavers won’t you?”

Maul flashed a wicked smile that was all the more unpleasant given his tattoo patterns. “Yes Master. It will be my pleasure.”

Sidious crossed his arms before him as Maul had the ship up and leaving quickly to enjoy himself. The Sith Master knew Jabba would not mind missing a few ships, given the ships were being taken by a customer that was paying so much for slaves. Then again, once again, Jabba the Hutt knew his place, and that place was whatever Darth Sidious decided. The Hutt Empire as a whole was not under Sith control, but unbeknownst to Jabba he wasn’t the only Hutt under Sithian influence. Regardless, Jabba was one of many beings that knew the Sith, and knew when the time came they might -- just might -- have a place in Sidious’ galaxy.

That is, under the circumstances based over a year ago….

Sidious never gave the Suel another thought, or Jabba, or Lord Maul for that matter; each had their own end games. There was still one matter that had to be determined, and it only became apparent with Darth Rune’s demise. He had been told over a year ago that it was not his destiny to rule the galaxy. He had went to the Sith Maiden Holy Resting Grounds and was told by the Great Mother herself that he had been nothing more than a pawn, and that they had chosen another to rule in the Dark Hope’s place: clearly Faradi Nimh Solo. The resources were thrown behind the dead Sith, and it was clear that the Daughters of the Dark Side betrayed both Juna and Naressa in the bargain. With such augmentation, with such allies and the Dark Side firmly behind Rune she should have never lost. The outcomes favored Rune even if the bulk of her plans were stopped, but without Rune it was no victory for the Dark Side of the Force….or was it?

Though it was daylight Sidious could not wait for the dark of night to show him the way to the Holy Resting Grounds. He found the hidden path rather easily and followed it swiftly to Sarcophagus Rock. This was a very dangerous idea, one that could kill him: in the territory of the resting Sith Maiden spirits, within the boundaries of the cemetery where so much life existed with the dead, they possessed great power. There was no telling what their attitude might be in seeing him again. They had let him leave before because in their view he was powerless. He had no idea what to expect, but he could not wait for the dark of night to compel them to tell him what he needed to know. He wasn’t certain of anything. He did not want to die again so soon. He could not rule the galaxy without knowing he would be betrayed by the very power he believed in. The dead Sith in the graveyard played by different rules though they were evil.

Darth Sidious let out a breath and opened the gate to the quiet, unassuming cemetery. From outside the boundary he saw and sensed nothing. He entered expecting great Dark Side turmoil to nearly kill him, expecting a colder version of the world he saw from outside the gates, and Sith Maidens glaring with angry yellow eyes.

Instead nothing changed for him; the world was bright and normal as it should be. The Dark Side was not overwhelming, threatening to consume him if he was not focused. And the Sith Maidens long dead were not standing around looking at him. Sidious looked around for he was certain they were around, and then he saw the gathering near the mausoleum that sported the large ger’tah that represented the E'oqerst religion that the Sith Maidens of Korriban aligned themselves to.

The crowd was consistent with very young little girls no older than eight, wearing their winter’s best for warmth, which was odd given they were dead -- then again whenever the dead were viewed as the spirits they were they were of age of the viewer and matched the scenery around them. Some had their little Sithian hoods up; some did not, exposing their dark brown hair. Their gazes were transfixed on the bench that stood up at the back wall of the mausoleum, looking at the collection of individuals there. Fawni Nimh sat on one end of bench, appearing as she did near the time of her murder, young adult and very pregnant, holding onto two Sith Maiden children that were different in dress from the others; one wore the brown robe and the tan and gray of a Jedi, the other girl in fur skins and a magnificent blue cloak befit of a Magus of the Force. The little group on the bench sat next to what Sidious could only describe as an oddity in a realm that was dominated by spiritual matriarchs: an elderly man.

The old man was Human, white of hair and beard and skin, and wore the uniform of a Jedi Knight. To his left was an old woman approximately the same age as the man, but the shape of her face and eyes betrayed her as the Great Mother. That had to make the man the Great Father. It was apparent to Sidious that he entered this realm right in the middle of fable being told by Darth Nefarious to his many, many Daughters of the Dark Side; the many, many little girls. The little children were absolutely captivated by the old man’s words and the weaving of his hands.

With the girls staring on with wide eye innocent enthusiasm, Darth Nefarious, Dor-Li Nimh, spoke with a gentle baritone that revealed no malice, no conspiracy, and no evil. “It was Lord Fiendis who had appeared before the Gaon. So clear to the Gaon what her attentions truly were. Lord Fiendis had never trained her whole life for that moment, and in fact she had no training beyond the entry levels of her apprenticeship. She had defied her Master, for he told her to forget her heart’s way. Such contradiction made no sense to Lord Fiendis, who knew her Nature.”

Sidious watched the little representations of the Sith Maiden Matriarchs look among themselves and nod in approval. E’oqerst meant ‘natural’, or better described as ‘Nature’ when translated from Sithian to Basic. The tenets of the ancient E’sithorpian religion stated that all who believed in the Nature of Life, they then believed in the Nature of Themselves. If their Nature was hatred, then there was no harm in being hateful. In essence, the E’oqerst simply accepted who they were in nature, beings with emotions, passions, empathy, guilt, selfishness, and desire and so much more; all those things every other religion attached to dreaded word and called those life choices sins.

“Lord Fiendis was so very old, having lived past her best warrior years,” continued Nefarious. “She was driven by her great need to correct the worst mistake of her life. The Gaon could see that, and they could also see how old and how frail the Dark Lord had become.”

Nefarious stood up and loomed over his audience quickly and spoke in a rushed up crescendo, “The Gaon reared up and raised all of their arms and ROARED!” The girls let out little shrieks but soon laughed even as the Great Father continued his act of menace. “Yet it did not attack Lord Fiendis as she held her ground.” He slowly sat down and wore an expression of sadness. “Fiendis looked upon the Gaon and saw herself in their forms. She hated the Gaon all the more, but her hand stayed her sword as she said ‘The desires I hold dearest on this day never measure to any other against thee’.

“The Gaon was unimpressed and consumed Lord Fiendis, CHOMP CHOMP!’ Sidious rolled his eyes as the former Grand Jedi Master made monster biting motions with his arms, eliciting some childish laughter. “What the Gaon did not realize was that no weapon of man or woman could penetrate their bodies. From inside the Gaon, Lord Fiendis took her sword out, and by doing so cut open one of the ten thousand stomachs of the Gaon. She cut her way through so much viscera until she reached the Gaon’s lonely heart. Yes, it did it was a lonely heart: the Gaon only had one.”

Again, Sidious rolled his eyes.

“Alas she spoke loudly to the Gaon and said, “My son, my mistake: I have stabbed your heart and have set us both free’. And she killed her son, to free him from the curse of having ever come from her accursed womb. It was as it should be: her last act of both hate and love.”

Nefarious turned towards Fawni and her charges. He gently showed a hand to the blue-robed girl. She cuddled closer to Fawni and wiggled her nose. He said with a serene face, “It’s all right, Faith. Come here.”

Sidious narrowed his features disapprovingly. He had a good idea the little girl in the Magus robe was Magus Prophet’s daughter before her name was spoken; just as he knew the girl in Jedi clothing had to be Naressa and Enothchild’s late child known as Little One. Still hearing the name worked up his anger towards the Vhinphyc-Vhinech hybrid with the Sith Maiden heritage.

“It’s okay, Faith, he will never hurt you,” assured Fawni to Little Faith.

Little One, who was Faith’s aunt just as much as she would have been Juna’s sister if she had survived, took Faith by her hand and said, “He only wants you to feel welcomed here. Trust me.”

Faith was brave with the backing of Fawni and Little One and let Little One take her to Nefarious. The elderly man sat her small form on his lap. “I have told the story so many times, and these children know it by heart before I ever told them. It still must be told even if you do know it. Do you know why?”

Shaking her head slowly, Faith said quietly, shyly, “Why?”

“When we know so much, it is quite easy to forget.” Nefarious patted her head, pulling some of her hair out of her eyes, revealing the black horns that were just emerging from her skull. “The wise can overlook their own advice. The learned can forget the basics of their expertise. Common sense is overridden by the very passions we have learned to loathe as well as respect. 

“Oh, it’s not a critique of you, Faith. Sometimes it is in our Nature to forget. It is an excuse, a valid one, it explains, but never does it truly mean it’s a critique.” He patted her head again and assured her. “You have so much to learn here. You were never given the chance to know what it is to be you. Now you will, and you will find everyone here will help you.”

Nefarious trained his attention towards the rear, towards Sidious. “Well, not everyone.” Everyone else trained their attention around towards the back. Faith drew herself closer to Nefarious. Interestingly enough Little One leapt to her feet and assumed a guard position, seemingly placing herself in front of the Great Parents as if to protect them. “Sith Lords make for lousy teachers, particularly that one.”

Darth Sidious was going to say something until Darth Rune said from behind, “Oh, now, you wouldn’t be talking about me would you?”

Sidious jumped aside and turned to face the ghost that had stood behind him. He really didn’t care if Nefarious was actually talking about Faradi Nimh. All he was certain about was protecting himself from the likes of the late Sith Maiden and late Dark Mistress of the Sith. He would have thought to smile or gloat over his reaction to her, but her posture was of one that found nothing amusing.

“Surely,” started Rune again, “you mean him?”

Honesty trumped diplomacy. “I speak of all, Rune, those who do not listen like you.” Nefarious stood up but quickly he settled the ‘children’ down with raised hands. Sidious just assumed as the other Sith Maidens had and backed away from Rune a few more steps. For a graveyard, there was great tension. “There is no need for violence here, or distrust. Everyone calm.” Sidious honestly had to wonder what ghosts could actually do to one another since they were all ready dead. Ironically Nefarious’ concerns were overly legitimate.
“Now no one here should get their panties in a wad,” laminated Rune. “They’re getting what they wanted. They traded in gold for” she head gestured towards Sidious and only could say “this.”

Sidious only contained himself as Rune continued on. “Apparently I was not evil enough for you, Nefarious.”

“On the contrary, Rune, you were more than we needed,” said Nefarious. He looked to the Great Mother and asked rhetorically a question actually directed to Rune, “By the way, did you instruct her to kill the Republic the way she had planned it?”

The Great Mother shook her head, but Rune was answering the question anyways. “She gave me the responsibility of the Dark Hope, Nefarious! The prophecy was mine to dictate! But you screwed me! You all screwed me!!”

Nefarious only turned around and spoke with a dawn full of calm. “You were punished.” To give meaning to that statement he walked back to where he had left Faith and consoled the child by his side. “You had deviated from the agreed upon vessel and put yourself into this innocent.”

Rune scoffed, “Innocent? Her!”

Undeterred he said, “And then through her, where we could not see, you took it upon yourself to claim all of the thrones.” Nefarious shook his head. “Dear Faradi my Daughter, where did we go wrong with you?”

“Don’t call me that!” Rune’s form flexed with a form of vibrations shock. Her skin became purplish, and her hair white and she had no eyes, and a long forked tongue extended from her mouth. In a blink of Sidious’ eyes she was normal again, but still very angry. “I am NOT your DAUGHTER! I was that which you and she had used!”

The Great Mother rose up and went from elderly to about Rune’s age in that span. Younger and angry, the Sith Maiden of All barked, “How dare you! You begged us to bring you back! You assured us you would put it all right! You dare stand there, believing you are still more than all of us!”

Nefarious stepped back and put gentle hands on Luna Mystery Nimh’s shoulders to calm her. He said to the rest of the Sith Maidens who appeared to be ready to join in a fight, “This is between us here on the bench and those on the outside looking in. Go, and be in peace.”

Just like the area emptied with the vanishing of so many children. Rune, Sidious, Nefarious, Luna, Fawni, Faith, and Little One were all who remained. The only living creature in the vast cemetery used the space wisely and put himself further away from Rune, but made sure he was not immediately in the middle of any fight that may occur. A battle between Dark Spirits would be interesting to see, but not be apart of. Still, some of his questions were being answered.

“Not all of them.” Nefarious spoke to Sidious; it took a moment for Sidious to realize that he was spoken to, and that Nefarious might be…. “Reading your mind is not difficult when there is only one reason why you would be here. I will be with you shortly.”

“He’s worthless!” Rune shot a finger towards Sidious. “He doesn’t deserve your time! He has no power, his knowledge is antique, and his ambitions are too centered!” She clutched at the air before her with hands wishing they could grab something. “You said it yourself, ‘Mother’, that we were the true strength of the Sith! We were the power! We ARE the Power! It was my plan! My power! My ambition! I could assure you the prophecy would be fulfilled!”

“You took liberties upon one of our own,” stated the Great Mother, indicating Faith who had went back to Fawni. “That crime is unforgivable.”

Rune held up her hands, laughed, and said, “Well excuse me all the hell for the Sith Maiden calling the Sith Lord evil.” She frowned deeply in contempt. “Did you happen to forget you had betrayed ‘one of our own’? What, Juna Rapier don’t count? You set her up for me to take over her body!”

“Yes,” said Nefarious plainly. Somehow it came out much colder than Sidious would have thought possible from a Jedi. “The necessity was there. You should have taken over since Juna had given up. She no longer desired to live at that time. She was then unworthy of the life we have given her. You should have done what you were told.” He held up a finger and admonished with very little venom. “You did not. By that betrayal alone, you decided to take all destinies upon yourself. No one is allowed that kind of power, not even the Dark Hope of the Sith.”

Nefarious went to Faith and comforted her with a kind hand on little shoulder. “She was not meant to be. If not for you Magus Prophet would have never succeeded. Allowing him in your plan was dangerous. Using Faith to achieve means far greater than necessary was over the line. We needed prophecies of the Force to come true, Rune, not your dreams desires.”

“Betraying the Daughters of the Dark Side is not a cost anyone can afford to pay,” the Great Mother stated adamantly. “You were told this so many years ago, but you did not listen.”

“So you take it away from me?” barked Rune. “You gave it back to Juna!”

“No.” Nefarious looked to Sidious. “I gave the Enlightenment back to its intended. So long as he wants it, he will have it.”

Rune looked to Sidious and just sneered. “He is no different than me. I have the power to control my destiny.”

“And that is why we gave it to him,” said Nefarious simply, ending the statement. He walked to Rune when all she could do was tremble in hatred and worked her mouth around. He put his hands on her shoulders; it did not calm her down.

Nefarious said, “Sometimes, Faradi, we’re the Goan. Out of love and hate we deserve our demise. We’re a mistake that has to be corrected. But as Goans, we do not correct ourselves. Someone must come along to correct us.” He stated firmly, “This is balance, my Daughter.”

Rune shrugged herself away from Nefarious. She said quietly, “I’m not your damned daughter!” She did not look anyone in the eye when she declared, “I will have satisfaction. I know how to get it, and there is nothing you can do about it!”

“I’m afraid you are right,” said Nefarious. Since Luna offered nothing Sidious took Nefarious’ words to heart. The Sith Master did not know all the rules to how the Dark Spirits operated, but it was apparent they operated under some form of honor system E’oqerst related. “But under the circumstances you have done, there is much you can’t do. For now anyways.”

Fawni had Little One take hold of Faith as she said, “Please, Faradi, stop.” She went towards her twin sister, which gave Sidious a rather curious view of comparing the identical faces. Knowing Faradi enough he knew she would have never sported the emotions and the facial features associated with them to which Fawni was expressing at the moment. It was so odd to him, and yet as long as it was Fawni who was so sad and pleading it was not so strange.

“Please, you have done too much,” begged Fawni. Sidious could tell Fawni was far more effective in reaching Rune than anyone else because Rune was trying hard not to look at her twin. “Come and stay with us. Stay with me. We don’t need the others.”

Fawni then became agitated and yelled, “Look at me, Faradi! You will look at me!!”

Rune kept her eyes drifting about as she faced Fawni. Sidious chagrinned because he knew why she couldn’t look at her twin; it was easy for him to imagine Fawni as Faradi, at the time Faradi was pregnant with Naressa; at her weakest. She said, “I can’t look at you, Fawni. When I do….I have to swallow down the taste of bile in my mouth. Even though I am dead, I still feel ill when I look at you.”

Clearly heart broken Fawni just stepped back. The Great Mother came to her and escorted her back to the young ones that remained behind. The Great Father sighed very wearily and said to Rune, imploringly, “What was I supposed to do? Watch you ruin everything for the sake of you?”

“You should have just stayed out of my way,” countered Rune viciously, extremely pissed. “You should have let me do what must be done!”

The Great Father Nefarious shook his head and said, “No, Rune, I could not let you do what YOU felt must be done.”

She had enough; Rune just turned her back on them all and went to leave. She stopped after a few steps were taken and turned to Sidious. She said to him, “I’m not finished, Lord Sidious. I will have what’s mine. In the mean time take it. For the time being it’s all yours, but heed my warning: don’t trust anything these fools have to say to you.”

Darth Sidious crossed his arms and said, “All who are dead are fools to me, Lord Rune.” He gestured to her. “You’re not excluded.”

“Klif you.” Rune turned sharply and stomped away.

“You are always welcomed….” Began Nefarious, but he tailed off as Rune vanished. He was clearly disappointed and saddened by her departure. “I am sorry, Faradi.”

“She had defied the Force,” said Luna as she gave Fawni a motherly hug. “No one is immune from the penalty.”

“She had defied us: what rebellious child wouldn’t?” pointed out Nefarious. He only shook his head as he turned his attention to Sidious. “Children. They will never understand.”

“I am no child,” tossed Sidious back.

“Of course not,” corrected Nefarious. “You are a man. You just don’t act like one, you are one.” He walked back towards the bench, stopped, and pointed out, “More importantly you are a Sith Master. You just don’t act like one, you are one.”

“Funny,” began Sidious, moving along behind Nefarious when he felt it was his right to do so. “Your wife said I was nothing more than a Dark Jedi the last time I was here.”

Nefarious appeared intrigued by the notion and looked to Luna. She only said, “That is what he is.”

To that Nefarious shrugged his shoulders in acceptance and said to his fellow man, “What can I say other than welcome to the club. I wasn’t Nefarious or born a Sith as you may know. But I will admit you are more a Sith than I will ever be.”

Sidious let that run his mind a moment and pointed out, “If you were alive that is.”

“Hmmm, quite right you are.” Nefarious pulled up the hood on his Jedi robe as if to shelter himself from the elements. “Circumstantially, I would be considered a Dark Jedi in title by my Light Side kind in my days before I became Darth Nefarious. I had killed so many Sith; I had trained so many that each had killed so many more than I.

“But that’s all old and you’re not interested.” Nefarious sat back down on the bench. “You have so many questions. We are here to answer them.”

“Are you?” questioned Sidious suspiciously. The streak of paranoia he was exhibiting was justified by the plot against him. It was pronounced more with the ghost of the former Jedi in his company.
“I can’t blame you,” said Nefarious. “The Daughters did take away your birth right. In your place they put a preverbal Goan.” He held up a hand and asked, “Do you know what a Goan really is, Master Sidious?”

“I heard part of your story,” said Sidious. “You said it was simply a mistake. Like that one there sitting on the bench.”

Nefarious considered Faith and corrected, “She isn’t the Goan. The story was meant for Faradi. It was never meant for Faith.”

Sitting down beside Faith and Little One Nefarious gave them a smile that elicited a smile from them. Luna and Fawni strolled back to the bench and sat down on the opposite side of Nefarious that was available to them. “We had decided to let Rune be the Dark Hope of the Sith. She became the Goan instead, desiring vengeance for ever being born, wishing vengeance for the loss of her father, and craving vengeance for ever taking part in the Force at all.”

Sidious approached the group and mused, “So I’m considered the Dark Hope now?”

“Not at all,” said Luna. “A Dark Jedi cannot be the Dark Hope.”

Nefarious held up a hand. “Juna has done much for our cause, and has carried out much of her Dark obligations.” After a pause he added, “She has a few more Dark deeds to do.” 

Then Nefarious eyed Sidious seriously. “You, on the other hand, have so much work to be done.”

“I had never known where I lapsed once,” retorted Sidious. “My plans are still being executed in my absence.”

“I have doubted you only a little, Master Sidious,” assured Nefarious honestly.

“She had a lot,” Sidious pointed to Luna sternly. “I recall the conversation, and I remember you were not around for it. Nebula never mentioned you when she was still alive.”

“That’s because I wasn’t,” stated Nefarious. “That is until the Dark Hope made the moon share the sky with the sun. Korriban may be covered in eternal darkness at night, but the day now can be shared by all, from both sides. There are rules that must be obeyed. Juna had changed them in every way.

“You made the mistake of taking the typical Dark Jedi route to power control. Deciding to kill Sith Maidens was not a wise decision on your behalf, Master Sidious. Not when the Sith Maidens are needed in prophecy, especially when they possess the Spiritual power to make you miserable, or simply remove you entirely.” The warning could not be any more clear to Sidious. 

“You see destiny, whether we like it or not, must pass.” He made a hand gesture to indicate how certain what he said was finally. “You see, Destiny found a way.” He smiled only because he and the other ghosts with him only understood the ironic double meaning of the statement….

“These plans were afoot long before I became the Master,” clarified Sidious. He remembered the intricacies the Sith Maidens had taken the ones Luna had explained to him.

“Don’t be so narrow minded,” said Nefarious with the first hints of disgust in his kind voice. “Such plans were contingent long before Rune had asserted herself as our Dark Savior. If the Sith Order folded, which it has happened before, the Sith Maidens would have to take over. The Dark Side can exist without Sith Lords.” He then grew very, very serious in tone. “But without going into deep details, the Dark Side as we would like it to be cannot exist without the Sith Maidens. Believe me, Master Sidious, the last thing you ever do wrong to gain your destined power is to have no Sith Maiden alive. Yes, destiny will find a way, but you would agree to have some control over that destiny, how it eventually plays out. After all, the Enlightenments are vague for a pretty good reason.”

Darth Sidious mulled it over in his head. He then said, “The Vhinech could have easily replaced me. She was a much more powerful creature. She could have ruined your plans.”

Darth Nefarious took Faith to his side and consoled her with a fatherly hug. “I should not have to correct you, Master Sidious, on your observation. In hindsight, it would have been wiser for Darth Rune to resurrect in Faith’s body than in her own. Faith had no desires on the universe like you, or her father Magus Prophet, or Rune did. She only wanted her mother.

“Of course Faith’s animalistic instincts made it difficult for Rune even to attempt to trick her. Unlike Juna at her most desperate time over a year ago Faith would have never given up her life. It was in Faith’s nature to find a way.” He looked at Faith to draw her attention towards him. “She did fall for Rune’s trickery. Believed Rune’s lies and efforts. You did forgive your mother, yes?” Little Faith nodded her head. Nefarious kissed the top of her head. “Good girl.

“Rune’s vengeance was predicated on the acts of the Tragic Hero,” continued Darth Nefarious. “She had the right to kill him, but she went outside what was allowed in order to achieve it. It is dangerous for one to have too much power in the Force during a time of great imbalance, be it the Light or the Dark Side. She was supposed to be the arbiter of many things; instead she sought to be the heavy weight that tips the scales.”

“I’m that arbiter, I presume?” questioned Sidious.

“Oh yes,” assured Nefarious. “Unlike Rune you do have wisdom, though at times you cloud it with passion, even fear. Those who rule control the scales more than they tilt them in their favor.” 
Nefarious looked at his counterpart with disdain; he even pointed sternly at Sidious. “Fighting Naressa Jaina on Dantooine was inexcusable on your behalf even when it was Rune’s trick.” He sighed heavily, the finger put away. “Then again it had to be done. I can’t explain to you every little thing that had to come to pass because of how badly the Daughters of the Dark Side had altered the prophecies.”

Sidious worked his mouth around on that. The many questions he had were going to have some very deep answers. It sounded as if it would take years to have each answer explained. He did not have years, so he had to use that wisdom Nefarious said he had to narrow them down. He kept it simple. “Such as?”

Sighing again, Nefarious said, “What happens when one is not patient and takes strides to make certain the prophecy on its face comes true. With the gaps in the known prophecy even the dead do not know the true future, so the living and the dead inject something to it. Prophecies, predicted destinies on their face, are really outlines of an idea even when someone sees that future. In all honesty, non-future seers have just as much luck predicting the future as the ones who can see the future.”

Nefarious stood up and paced about slowly. “As you know not every plan is executed precisely. Never did we see where Darth Rune fitted in promptly, beyond giving birth to Naressa Jaina. She was an unexpected variable brought forth by Nebula’s wish for another child just like Fawni.” He stopped and caressed Fawni’s sad face to at least cheer her up. She smiled in his presence and looked far better. “Unfortunately, for Force Wishes to become true there must be a given measure of loss to replace what was used. Consequence is a very powerful antimatter to choice. 

“There can be only so many Sith in this galaxy, Master Sidious, at any given time. It’s proportionate to the Light/Dark balance of the known universe, in this galaxy and the next. For the Sith Maidens three is always too much. In this case in order for two to continue one must unfortunately die. Faradi cheated death so many times, from shortly after her birth, to being brutally tortured as a child, and so on.”

Nefarious looked to Fawni and noted, “When death could not take one, it decided on the other.” He noted her swollen belly. “And a third.”

Turning back to Sidious Nefarious continued. “Nebula cheated death by undergoing the Fading Light. With the birth of Naressa Jaina, we had too many Sith Maidens again. Fate decided that rather quickly when Darth Rune ascended to Dark Purity.”

“And what of now?” questioned Sidious.

“There is enough Darkness for all by the time Naressa Jaina had your daughter. And Juna had seen to furthering that, causing tidal shifts that have an affect on many minds in more ways than just gravity alone.” Nefarious held up a finger. “But the affect transcended time and space. That allowed for Faith to be born over two hundred years in the past. Since it was Juna’s doing it was allowed as part of the Prophecy. Never in the original Enlightenment is the Vhinech ever discussed. There was no indication Juna would involve them. Again, it up to the players involved to fill in those gaps.

“It’s rather difficult to say with certainty that the Vhinech were not supposed to be involved. However since Juna did involve them, with Magus Prophet, then it was meant to be. With the Vhinech, the Great Mother and the rest had grown concerned. They could predict Juna’s eventual end because she never embraced her True Self. The Rune contingency was put into affect. They….had miscalculated Rune’s lust.”

“Obviously,” scoffed Sidious. He gave the Great Mother a look of contempt. “The ‘so very right’ always overlook reality. I could have spared them the trouble. They should have asked, I would have told them a Dark Lord of the Sith plays second chair to no one’s whims.”

“And so with that response, that was why we did not,” threw the Great Mother back. “You are an impotent and incompetent Dark Jedi fool.”

Nefarious held up a hand to make peace. “Mistakes were indeed made: You, Sidious, for ignoring the obvious flaw of your Master because of what was done to him by Rune, and my Wife for not having any faith in your wisdom.”

“Explain, then, why the Vhinech was allowed to go on?” questioned Sidious. He was referring back to what had happened to Fawni and her unborn child. “Why didn’t the Force smite her if the galaxy had too many Sith Maidens?”

“Faith was more than a Sith Maiden and more than a Vhinech, Master Sidious,” said Nefarious cryptically. “She had inherited the same Spiritual field in the Force that her father possessed.” He looked contemplative and betrayed old, worried thoughts. “It was the same field that gave Magus Prophet his immortality after Juna had cursed him. Such Force Curses can ruin even a Sith. But not Prophet and I will seriously remember to thank the Force for the rest of my existence that he is gone. I suggest, for purposes of good fortune, you do the same.”

“I do not worry over foes that no longer exist,” scoffed Sidious, “only those enemies that pose a threat against me.”

“Based on what you just said you haven’t really fought a festering idea yet, have you?” Nefarious then continued. “As it stood, we were unaware of Faith until the events of Sanctuary had unfolded. Rune had not learned new tricks to fool us; we had just simply taken her at her word.”

Sidious shook his head; even corrupt lawyers in the Republic never made verbal agreements unless it benefited them. “Rune made the deal, changed it, and out vanity she had Faith wish her in her old body, expecting resurrection would make her far more powerful.” He held up his hands to illustrate himself. “Readers of the comada are such fools.”

“Not so,” said Nefarious importantly, holding up a finger. “You possess new powers, Master Sidious. Some are hidden, but others are so obvious you overlook them.” He saw the living Sith not quite getting his point. “Dear Master, very few people can ever say they have learned their lesson from their own death and live long enough to never let it happen again. Like you with a Sith Lord way of thinking Rune overlooked the obvious. Knowledge is power, Brother. With all I have told you so far, do you not understand that at all? With knowledge comes certainty.”

“And you didn’t know about the outcomes with Rune taking Faith’s body instead of Juna’s body,” said Sidious with a nod to get off of Nefarious’ glory tangent. He really didn’t want to here a Jedi of Dor-Li Nimh’s type give him a lecture about knowledge. Privately he did agree, but he was too proud to admit it.

“With the Vhinech element involved, we did not,” said Luna the Great Mother. “As soon as Rune revealed that truth she put the Sith’s share of the prophecy into jeopardy. The Daughters and I here could not directly intervene. Our first idea was to alter the Enlightenment.”

“Alter it?” questioned Sidious.

“Time does not restrain the dead, Master Sidious,” instructed the Great Mother. “Alteration, however, was not achieved. Still, Rune took her own steps to alter the Enlightenments; a late evening visit to the Jedi Temple several months ago. It was to point the Jedi in the direction of guilt for Naressa Jaina, but it also served other purposes.”

“As I explained it to them upon my arrival,” injected Nefarious after Luna, “all they had done was ensuring that the Enlightenments were written by Obi-wan Phantel. Yes, it was their destiny to go back in time and influence the Enlightenments creation. Once that obligation was filled, the rest of the future began to take shape and focus.”

Sidious, a little intrigued by his opposite’s exploits in time travel, could guess the rest. “The outcome was not satisfactory. That is why you brought me back to life.”

Nefarious lifted in bushy eyebrows in amusement. “Half right you are.”

That set Sidious back on his thinking. “Half right?”

“And now we are in the heart of the explanation, where your questions can be answered.” Nefarious smiled at him; Sidious didn’t quite care for the smile. It reminded him too much of Naressa being condescending. “The outcome was no good. We saw Rune winning. We saw the universe spiraling out of control. We saw the Force as a whole shatter and fade away from every living conscious in this galaxy and the next. This galaxy alone, with such massive death happening so suddenly on Coruscant and the worlds around it, would have fallen into a chaos that no species could survive long in. Eventually the Force as we known it would have ceased. A long lasting nothingness would replace Sith, Jedi, and non-Force users alike. It would not be imbalance; it would be a cease in the Natural order.

“Upon the failure of rewriting the Enlightenments I returned. I saw no plan that could honestly take Rune out of the equation. Rune was protected by Faith’s spiritual uniqueness, and when resurrected the ways to spiritually stop her effectively were cut off. It did not help that the Daughters had gave Rune their combined blessings. Such a power requires much to overcome. What they could do was the same they had done to Naressa Jaina and to Juna: manipulate the Winds of the Force, lie through false omens. However Rune was empowered by her death experience and her heart was all ready settled on an action that required no outside insight from the Dark Side. And even if we could help directly Naressa Jaina would have never listened. There was also the problem of applying too much of ourselves into the problem, and bringing in new elements that could alter the outcome far too much, or even give us more of a problem.”

“The solution was the Vhinech. They were an essential contributor to our plans although the Enlightenments never mentioned them. Juna had involved them in her destiny, and therefore if they were involved again it would not have an undesired affect.”

“No faith in the Sith Order,” scoffed Sidious. He hated the Vhinech. He saw no use for them. He rather kill them off than let them live in exile.

“Not when you were dead, and not an Ipotliu like Darth Maul,” said Nefarious, offering a little E’sithorpian to quickly describe Sidious’ young apprentice negatively. “Not when our efforts had to be disguised from both Rune’s and Faith’s perceptions, since as long as both shared the same body both held the same advantages. The Vhinech solution could not be immediate due to their circumstances and the planning Rune had undertaken. Like Darth Rune’s plan, our new plan had to be set in motion in the past. We had decided it had to happen in a more recent time in order for it to succeed.

“The opportunity presented itself on the planet referred to as Sanctuary. During the struggle amongst the many to escape one of the Daughters spoke to a troubled, spiritually shaken female Vhinech-Wookiee. She spoke to her because the Vhinech-Wookiee would have believed her to be her savior Presence speaking to her. The motivation not only made the Vhinech-Wookiee act at that particular time, it would also influence every decision in the future. We chose wisely; the Vhinech-Wookiee would have powerful friends.

“The next step was to orchestrate a reason for her and the rest of her people to act. That was very difficult to do, but with the combined strength of those here in the Holy Resting Grounds we did it.”

Curious, Sidious raised his hand and asked, “What was it?”

Nefarious shook his head dismissively and continued as if the question had never been asked. That left Sidious with suspicion. “She and her friends allied themselves with the Dark Hope. It took some of Naressa Jaina’s input to spur the alliance; however the Vhinech-Wookiee’s actions had motivated the Magus warrior friend of her group to join Juna and her Jedi allies. In Rune’s narrowness, she only considered Magus Prophet and Faith to be her only Vhinech threats. Once removed from Faith she no longer had the advantage of sensing the Vhinech. Timing was critical for this to work, but unbeknownst to Juna she had given them time by undergoing the experience following the Fading Light.”

“She’s fallen!” exclaimed Sidious.

“She had,” stressed Nefarious. “But that is no longer a concern for you. The Tragic Hero has risen her from the depths. Anyways, Rune had held onto some of the experiences Juna had passed along to her offspring Faith. She knew the fighting styles and strengths and weaknesses of her, Enothchild Sarch, and the Jedi Knight Casper Knightshade. She did not know the unique style of the Magus.”

Sidious interrupted. “And she could not read him.” He was admitting a truth he dared not say to Lord Maul or anyone else alive. By having a foot in each side of the Force naturally, even when committed to one side of the Force, the Vhinech were well shielded from the standard Force user. It was difficult to anticipate their moves, read their thoughts in passing, because of it. Sidious’ fight against Prophet last year could had went longer if the Magus was more focused. Faith had actually demonstrated such a perfect and deadly Vhinech would be like. “Did Rune lose to the Vhinech?”

“No,” said Nefarious, “but he did give Juna time to find the proper way to finally defeat Rune. It still required our young, female Vhinech-Wookiee friend to intervene once again. That is where her Magus friend really paid off.”

“Still,” began Sidious to knock Nefarious out of his self-righteous high pedestal, “that Vhinphyc device could have wiped out Coruscant. I know the Republic did not have the capability to stop it.”

“True,” offered Nefarious. “That outcome we had no control over whatsoever. The loss of so many lives on that world alone would be terrible to the Dark Side, but on the other hand it would have fallen in line with the Enlightenments. To be honest the best we could hope for was Rune’s demise. Juna’s friends, with such loyalty to do the unselfish good, found a way to stop the Device.”

Nefarious strolled past Sidious and then went back around to take a position directly behind Luna, Fawni, Little One and Faith, placing hands on the bookend shoulders. “You see the Dark Side is the Force as the Light Side is as well. You know this well, and therefore it would foolish to massively wipe out the living creatures that give the Force its strength. Rune’s ‘smite the souls that nourish’ approach would have ruined everything. She only cared about herself, the sad little story that is her life.” He gave Fawni’s hair a stroke as a form of silent apology. “She cared about her own selfishness it nearly destroyed everything. You, on the other hand, know better.”

“And you brought me back to life for that reason,” said Sidious.

Sighing, Nefarious shook his head and said, “You were not paying attention. I said you were half right before, and I just explained it to you. So you were wrong before in thinking we were the ones that resurrected you.”

Little One spoke for the first time. “My Sister had brought you back from the dead.”

Sidious would have been contemptuous with Little One given the history of her existence if her words had not altered his thought processes. One moment he was ready to tell the Vhinphyc girl off, the next moment he began to grow concern with what Juna knew. It occurred to him that the Fading Light had perhaps given her new accesses of insight and defeat whatever measures Naressa had put in her way. He then considered if Naressa had enough time to just tell Juna after her escape from Dantooine. There was plenty of times and ways for the mother and daughter to communicate.

“Why would she?” asked Sidious. “Does she know I am her father?”

“No,” assured Nefarious. “Only you can reveal that secret.”
Intrigued, Sidious mused, “She had wished for her father to come back to life. She thought it would be Bendian.”

“Often is the mistake of spoken generalities: only the Force knows the truth,” said Nefarious with a shoulder shrug. “It was rather unique.” He held up a hand to Sidious. “The details are rather complex and lengthy. However it was a Force Wish and the results of your resurrection satisfy us. And the overall results of our venture is more than satisfactory.”

“Does it?” reasoned Sidious. “Juna’s alive. Naressa is too. I don’t see how either will allow me to rule this galaxy.”

“But they will, Master Sidious.” Nefarious came around his extended family and indicated that Sidious follow by his side. The ghost even waited for the Sith Master to match his stride and be at his side, as an equal. “Do not think we -- that is you more so than us -- will not be using what Darth Rune had left behind in her wake to ensure the Sith’s revenge is carried out. It is best to use what we take from our enemies and use it against them than to just let it rust.”

It had always mystified Sidious how the former Grand Jedi Master would agree to just accept the Sith’s ways. Darth Nefarious gave none of the expected impressions of a Sith; the women of his life were far more frigid. He knew it was Nefarious and Luna Mystery who had started the Sith Order down the path to their conquering destiny, but the old ghost left him nothing in reasoning.

There walk was slow but to Sidious he found there was a purpose to it. At a loss what to say, he said without really any thought, “Why.”

Darth Nefarious spoke with a kindness the defied his name. He accepted the generality with no requirement where to begin. “Because it must be done. The natural order of the Force has been unstable for a very long time. There must be balance, and for there to be any attempt to achieve it here there must be a period of terrible Darkness. The question should be are you ready to be that terrible Darkness.”

“Why would you allow it?” asked Sidious.

“As I said, it must be done. I no longer take a side, Master Sidious, though you find me more aligned with Sith.” Nefarious just stopped and turned to get Sidious’ attention to stop. “My family is here. My Jedi family have long since died ages ago. And I feel required more so than obligated to ensure that this Enlightenment does come true. In the long run it benefits the Force and the galaxy as a whole; I find that more important than what the Sith truly desires. You may not understand that, but that is not for you to.”

“Juna and Naressa?”

Nefarious nodded in understanding and said, “Naressa knows to no longer interfere in her daughter’s affairs. Her story ends with her departure. You need not have to worry about her. As for Juna that is entirely up to you.”

“She would be a threat to me,” said Sidious.
“Only if you made Juna your enemy or your ally.” Nefarious smiled again at his cryptic response. “The sacrifice of Enothchild Sarch has humbled her in power. She still is a powerful adversary, or a powerful friend. Or perhaps just powerful.”

“I do not follow you.”

Nefarious began walking again. Sidious joined him by his side. “The destiny of rule is yours, Master Sidious, so long as you are willing to accept the responsibility and do your part. Juna has shown no interest in ruling the universe -- thought again she still must do some things -- so it now all falls onto you to be the Darkness.” Before Sidious could say it, Nefarious added, “Oh, you do not have to worry about the Daughters betraying you; they have learned their lesson. Their interference created the mess; it has been corrected; they won’t do it again I promise.”

Sidious said to that, “Your word truly means nothing to me, Nefarious.”

“Then pray tell, Master Sidious,” said Nefarious, arriving at the gate of the Holy Resting Grounds, opening it with a wave of his hand, “what can you do about it if we do betray you? What prevents me from killing you in this realm, where my touch is solid and my hold on your soul would be very strong as I rip it out of your warm body?”

Both living and dead stared at each other for a while. Darth Sidious had learned quite a bit over the past year; what he had learned did not please him; the discussion now made it no less pleasant. His passion for conquest, however, only doubled since his confrontation with Naressa on Dantooine. He really did not know why it did, or even why he had shown so much caring when she gave herself up to the authorities. Despite the problems he could face with her, or Juna, or the ghosts that hated him he still wanted the galaxy.

Nefarious broke the silence first. “At the very least respect what I tell you next because I do understand your doubts in my sincerity, but it does not mean they are any less important.” He waited to get some indication from Sidious that he would agree to listen. All Sidious gave him was grim silence. “You want this. You want this so badly you would forgo all other passions and pursuits but without the reckless abandon so many of your predecessors. All other considerations do not matter to you. For a Dark Lord of the Sith of such greatness I could never honor anything less.” He noted Sidious’ look. “Why should that surprise you?”

“Given who you are, who you were I am surprised,” said Sidious. “You condone what I do. You will condone what I plan to do. Evil is not the Jedi way.”

“Do you think the Force truly cares what I think or what you do? I have endorsed you. I have endorsed this course of action a thousand years ago and I have not changed my mind. This evil…it must be done. In order for balance to be restored in the Force, in order for many wrongs to be righted, there must be a veil of Darkness over a period of time.”

“I will spare no one, Nefarious, do you understand? I will spare no one.”

Nefarious was neither sickened, shocked nor impressed. “So be it.” He held up a finger, and Sidious expected some warning about going after Juna or Naressa. Instead he said, “So long as you do not lax in your agenda, as long as you maintain your uncanny ability of patience and apply it to your gift of wisdom, you should have a long and prosperous reign. Take the situation in the current galactic environment and use it to your full advantage. The Enlightenments will aide you more than they will the Jedi, trust me.

“If you do not wish this greatness, if you lax, then someone else will just replace you as you have replaced Juna. It is, after all,” and on this Nefarious smiled in a way that would be considered evil to many, “the Nature of things the strongest will do what is necessary to maintain their superiority.”

A great many ideas came to Darth Sidious; many points to ponder. He did believe Darth Nefarious; the old ghost was not lying to him. Naressa would not trifle with him anymore, and she would not come to save Juna’s life. Enothchild Sarch was dead, and that fact took away a layer of feeling Sidious described as worry; the Jedi was the closes to the truth, and in his mind he never told Juna his suspicions. Juna was another matter, but Nefarious’ words made him think of her as a lesser threat UNLESS he did engage her; he had to think that over for a while…. 

Sidious could see the galaxy was his with clarity so long as he desired such greatness. Nefarious’ point was very valid: indeed only the strongest in every criterion imagined -- strength, tangible power, knowledge, wit -- would rule the galaxy.

“Have I answered all of your questions for one day, Master Sidious?” quizzed Nefarious. “Because I have eternity to settle your fears, but unfortunately you do not have at least that long to listen.”

Sidious eyed Nefarious with some contempt, yet he couldn’t avoid saying, “Naressa and Juna will not interfere?”

“It all depends,” offered Nefarious, encrypting his response, “on what you do, or what you do not do.” Again he smiled. “Chose wisely, my friend.”

Sidious let the thoughts roam in his head. He was satisfied with some of the answers he had received. His walk out of the Holy Resting Grounds suggested otherwise. Nefarious eyed him from behind and remained at the gate, knowing the Sith Master had one last linger thought on his mind. The question should have been asked, and it was the question a man in Dace Palpatine’s position should ask. The thought of it slowed him to a stop when he knew the Dark Spirit had not gone away.

Nefarious chuckled and mused, “Pride: it’s a fear that silences a man all too easily. I know your question. Are you prepared for the answer?”

Sidious did not make any indication that he was. It was not because Nefarious could read his thoughts. He was not because he refused to listen.

“Yes, there is a reason why you,” began Nefarious. “And yes, it was not an accident that you became a Sith Lord, and it was not just happenstance that you and Naressa Jaina would mate, the only two nearly pure E’sithorpians left in the entire galaxy. So yes, the Dark Hope was not the only flower that had to be cultivated over these past thousand years time.”

Sidious turned around and Nefarious asked, “Does it truly matter that you know such information? That indeed you were….planned for?”

“I do not like to be used in anyone’s game,” stressed Sidious clearly.

“In Nature, when you are the lesser, you have no choice,” pointed out Nefarious. “As with others even the puppet masters had at least once been on the slave end of the strings. So the question is will you now pull the strings, or are you going to allow fear to keep you a puppet?”

Darth Sidious worked his mouth around one last time, turned, and walked away. He swallowed down the phlegm he had so wanted to spit at Darth Nefarious. He would have been interesting to him to see if the snot would have clung to the ghost given his solid appearance, but that was not its purpose; not anymore. 

Its new purpose was that it represented his pride. A pride that was swallowed down because Sidious knew Nefarious was too damn right. If he was to be the puppet master, he had to stop acting as the puppet; he had to stop obeying a master; he had to stop obeying his fear.

It was fear that drove Sidious to the dangerous action of infiltrating Rapier Manor to see if Darth Rune had succeeded. By itself the decision was unwise, foolish, and deadly even before he began the operation; the need for hindsight was unnecessary for foresight had told him no, but he ignored caution and received the lesson in his death nonetheless. Such caution was overridden by his ego, by the fact he had been scorned too many times by Naressa specifically, by the Sith Maidens in general. It was the fear of being bested by anyone even if destiny was not involved. It was pride. He understood that. He felt he could finally get past it.

But even Lord Darth Sidious, Master of the Dark Side of the Force, knew he could never control his fears, not entirely; not even before his death. Fear was one of the three strongest emotions that defined the essence of the Dark Side; without fear sadness and anger could not fester. Ironically like the Jedi Knights the Sith Lords had to have control over their emotions despite what any Jedi scholar believed; though the passions -- that is emotions -- of a Sith gave them great power they were not immune to their negative affects; of course what made the Sith different was that the best way to control their fears was to make others fear them. A Sith that lost focus on their deeds and doings, who allow their passions to govern them more than their wisdom, was a dead Sith. To be a Master of the Dark Side was to have that control; when control was lost both Sidious and Rune suffered the consequences.

Sidious had skirted out of the clutches of death many times before he had truly died. He had felt he had learned from his mistake, and he had so much to plan for in regards to his future reign. He had so much to contemplate, so much to consider. So long as he took destiny, Sidious felt he could not lose.

In the view of those who were dead, on the other hand, there was a different opinion.

“He has not learned anything,” said the Great Mother, taking up the Great Father’s side. She grabbed Nefarious’ right hand and leaned her head against his shoulder. “His fears will guide him now.”

“As they should, now that he understands that he is the Arbiter of Balance, and Juna is the Weight that tips the Darkness,” said the Great Father with not one ounce of concern. “Malevolence alone lasts as long as the one who feels it. We know that all too well.” He looked down and said, “We will not be interfering anymore, Luna. He should be allowed to do what he feels must be done. Even if it means death to the ones we do love.”

She didn’t let it go. “Dor-Li,” questioned Luna ruefully, “you didn’t tell him everything.”

“As I said,” he offered back, acknowledging the truth “we shouldn’t interfere. Besides, it would be unfair to his competition, to the ones that will attempt to unseat him in his role as ruler of this galaxy. They are unaware of him, and him them. If he is truly worthy of his destiny he will defeat them. If not, it is their right to assume control. That is the Nature of Domination.”

Luna nodded and hoped aloud, “I can only pray it is Juna that wins such a contest.”

Dor-Li Nimh shrugged his shoulders, “Her, or one of the others. It does not matter to me.” He looked down and deep into his wife’s yellow eyes. “After all, it will be one with a Sithian heritage that rules this galaxy. In the end a Sith will rule, be it the Dark Hope, Sidious, or the many others that will emerge from the shadows of their linage. A Sith will rule, and the Enlightenment will be fulfilled.”

He squared himself around to face her and her to face him. He smiled and said, “Sidious is a Sith biologically, as is Juna. The Others are the same. What happens with all those Sith involved will be based on what those Sith do from this moment on. It is, after all, the most Natural of courses.”

They embraced together for a long, loving hug. The gates closed on the resting grounds and the two faded away. In the wind, the Great Mother said again, “You didn’t tell him everything.”

The wind responded back, “All to make the story more interesting to read, my dear.”

