CHAPTER 11.0
To Darth Maul's disgust, after another long and exhausting trip through hyperspace from a once-hidden-now destroyed Sith installation that was like all the previous locations he had come across a month ago after a long mission into the Unknown Regions, he looked upon the rubble of the Sith Monastery with a twisted face that surely amplified his horrific, red and black tattooed face. Alas, no one was alive to bow down in fear of his anger. Of course that was not what angered him. It was the all the questions that were left for him to answer, and he hated to answer questions.
Maul had tried to access the Monastery's central computer remotely before he landed his Sith Prowler spacecraft through the short wave antennae array buried deep in the adjoining mountain range overlooking where the ancient structure stood. That failed, so he landed and tried another way to access the core by patching in manually via the upload/download computer utility trunk on the primary landing pad next to the main transceiver array, using the ship's own power to power up the network. Alas there was no data signal stream.
Like Canntoloon. Like Dystra. Like Hannibal. Like the nine other secret Sithian installations far from sheep's prying eyes and wondering sensor arrays the base on Korriban was wasted and made useless. Like all the others it had occurred over a lengthy period time, taking full advantage of well established security protocols and apparently by the absence of not only Darth Maul but his Master Darth Sidious; no way would have Korriban fallen like the others if Sidious had been here the apprentice assured himself. And if he had Sidious would have died fighting, taking as many of whoever attacked as he could. Absence Sidious in the equation that was what really got under Maul's tattooed skin: the lack of evidence on who had carried out the massive, base by base attack; he doubted that even the Jedi Order would be so thorough in their clean up, or be so negligent in leaving Sith-based installations without a contingent of their Biggest Thinkers to secure the locations and see if any other Sith Lords would be coming home.
No, this was not the work of the Jedi. Maul also doubted very much that his Master decided to liquidate his valuable assets. Although Maul could not understand Master Sidious' motivations behind him going to an uncharted world deep in the Unknown Regions. The timing of it all mystified Maul, especially when he was progressing so much in his training. The assignment was very mundane in terms of importance. Maul was to go and make contact with an alien race called the Ivilavelons and give them a message that Sidious wanted them to see privately. The Ivilavelons were bipedal, humanoid creatures with no faces or other distinguishable characteristics on their dark brown skins nor did they possess in their numbers the usual gender references to distinguish male from female, and they communicated telepathically. Without eyes or ears it did play on Maul's curiosity has to how the Ivilavelons could see or hear Darth Sidious' message. They gave their thanks after viewing the message and assured Maul that their loyalty would always be with the Sith. It was news to Maul, who studied Sithian history and never encountered even a whisper of the Ivilavelons anywhere in studies.
The first sign of a problem was when he arrived at the closest Sith stronghold from the Unknown Regions: Galvelneok. The day he left the Ivilavelons' home world Darth Maul had contacted Galvelneok via the alls well signal, which they acknowledged receiving with a hyper-ping. Before his ten day long jump Galvelneok was still alive, or the person responsible for its destruction sent the hyper-ping to cover themselves. Maul tried to contact Hannibal, which was very far away but a risk he wanted to take, after the next system in line, Kulider, failed to respond. In some background static from Hannibal Maul heard the All Silence command, meaning that Master Sidious had ordered that all radio contact be terminated until further notice. That also meant that Master Sidious was on a mission. Left out, Maul went to Kulider and discovered Kulider, which is the fortress and lone occupants of the world, in rubble. After that, Maul took his sweet time getting back to Korriban, covering his tracks, taking sensor looks over his shoulder. He thought about going to Naboo, but with the Sith Maiden and traitor Rapier there that was not a safe option.
After viewing Hannibal's Darth Maul's patience ran out. The secret transmissions had long stopped before he arrived there, which meant Korriban most certainly was not listening to galactic static. Now, turning his back to the remains of the building he had known to be a home for the past decade, he knew why. He felt nothing for the loss here, but there was anger for what has happened. He was angry at himself for not seeing this happen. He was angry at his Master for sending him out on a ridiculous mission. He was angry that his Master had not even made a small attempt to contact him through the Dark Side of the Force!

So that did leave Maul with a few answers to chose from. Either this is all his Master's doing, or it was the cursed Sith Maiden's doing. Rapier seized an opportunity to destroy the Sith to protect her daughter and their secrets. Perhaps she had killed Master Sidious too. And if it were not Rapier, perhaps it had been Darth Rune in the body of the Dark Hope of the Sith. Whatever it was, Darth Maul knew for now that he was on his own. The question -- he hated answering questions -- was where to go from here. Look for Sidious? Where would he start if he had no clues? Maul had all ready tried the Force. The only satisfaction he gained was how clear he could see into the dark rifts of the universe; in fact Maul had been feeling very strong the last few months. Alas he still did not have the strength to 'see' his Master. Then again his Master was deceptive.
His Master was always deceptive.

Maul hated him for it. He admired him, and that was why he hated him. Master Sidious still had much to show him, so for now he had to put aside his ambitions. He had to…answer questions. Who had done this? Whoever had to answer for what was clearly more than a mere slap in the face. They declared war on the Sith, and it was very wise for Maul to make sure the ones, or one, responsible be dealt with sooner rather than later.
Sitting in the pilot's seat of his space craft, Maul initiated the commands for lift off, figuring that the best place to locate his Master would be Coruscant, but did a double take when he looked out the window. In the distance he could see the outlines of the dirt covered Lost Highway expanding forever towards the horizon, and to the left of it somewhat stood the looming dark silhouette of the Misa Mountains. He knew that within the gathering of the mountain range was Dark Ridge Point, and there would be the remains of ancient home of the Sith Maidens that burned down months ago. Beyond that, there were other Sithian places of history, rotting and crumbling. Amongst them, unseen from the air, was supposedly the Sith Maiden's graveyard. It was there that the old woman Ryder had uncovered a conspiracy being undertaken by the Dark Side spirit of her daughter, Darth Rune. Master Sidious had went there after Rapier had betrayed the Sith Order at the planet Sanctuary and discovered that it all had been ruse, that the spirits that resided there at the graveyard had used everyone so Rune may complete her plans.
When the idea entered in his mind Darth Maul scolded himself for thinking it. He was certain Darth Sidious would kill him. It was certain he would die if he had went anyways, but since it was the easiest and most direct route in answering his questions he lifted off in his ship and headed for Dark Ridge Point to go talk to the Sith Maiden spirits who called themselves the Daughters of the Dark Side.
Unlike the Millennium Falcon -- unbeknownst to Darth Maul the ship that helped Darth Rune in her attack -- the Prowler was very small -- a starship model just above a pod but with long range capabilities -- so it did not need much space to land nor did it have to worry about uneven ground with its surface-flex landing gear system. He exited the craft and walked across the bumpy clearing towards the burned down remains that was the Sith Maiden's cabin home. Standing in front of the remains he surveyed the landscape, taking in the foundation and the small garden off to its side, a few feet away from would have been the nearest wall; the varmints that had been enjoying the still growing and sprouting vegetable and berry plethora that shouldn't have grown in such dead soil scattered away with his arrival.
Location was critical here: Maul remembered the old woman Ryder had walked between the house and the garden to get to the graveyard. Critical, for it was the only way to the graveyard; according to Master Sidious there was a path that appeared when the Dark Side was applied to the eyes. With a deep breath and a trained focus, Darth Maul called upon the Darkness from within and channeled it as described, feeling stronger than he had ever been.
But the path did not appear before him. 

Maul pushed himself and concentrated, telling himself over and over again, "The path! The path! Show me the damn path!" He thought about sitting in a meditative stance. The idea was scrapped when his eyes started to really hurt. First they tingled. Then they began to burn and water as the energies were just flowing through them. "COME ON!"

After another intense minute of torturous focus Maul stopped. Frustrated he wiped his eyes with the back of his hand, noting the blood when his nose caught whiff of the coppery scent. It all made him irritable, causing him to throw caution to the preverbal winds and walk quickly through the yard and into the thick, dead forest ahead, projecting the Force ahead of him to catch any hint of Dark Energies that would be the Sith Maidens.

Maul did everything else but walk; he stumbled, dragged himself, pulled himself, pushed through, hopped from one booted foot to the next while the trees' limbs tugged at his tunic and robes and a few times flesh. The Dark Side kept him on course, making sure he never ended up going into circles. It seemed like a day had past with all the work he had to do, but Maul could barely make out a clearing dead ahead through the brush, and the Dark Side was alerting to him that he had found a strong Dark Force concentration. He rushed through, and once in the clearing he ran.

And stopped. There was a Sith Prowler that looked too damn familiar to the apprentice. He pulled out his lightsaber, but kept it off. Slowly he approached it…He gave up the slow approach when he looked beyond the Prowler -- his Prowler -- and saw the remains of the cabin and the garden not far from it.

"Smecking witches!" Maul put his lightsaber away, tossed off his robe, and ran right back between the remains of the house and the garden and back into the woods…
A minute later, Maul ran up to his left behind robe, by his Prowler. He looked back behind where he had come from just now and the first time and saw no dead woods he had once again struggled through.

"Shit!" Maul made a move to run in again, but thought better and stopped; it was not going to change, not for him. The sun was setting now, and it was making things more foolish for him if he ran around in the dark of night.
"STOP!" The plea came from behind Maul, just a second after he stopped himself; a woman's voice, a woman he didn't sense until now. He turned around, lightsaber out and on, anticipating what would be a powerful, Sith Maiden attack, from the one responsible for the destruction of all the Sith installations.
But no one was there…

"Oh for Dark Side's sakes" the woman's exasperated voice came from behind Maul again, and he swung his lightsaber blindly, the red blade passing through the transparent form of a rather noticeably pregnant young woman "put that damn thing away before you cut your legs off or something! I swear" and Maul almost did what she had warned, at the last moment veering his swing downward and jumping back and away from the ghost "you Sith Lords shouldn't even sneeze on a lightsaber until you learn a thing or two about manners! Or learn how to learn for that matter!"
Eyeing her translucent form, Maul used the Dark Side to gauge her, to see if what was before him was mental projection. The answer was no, but he kept his weapon out, taking no chances. "Who are you? You look familiar!"

"That's because you've seen my twin sister Darth Rune in the Sith Order archives, I'm sure," said a frowning, haughty Fawni Nimh. She looked at him quizzically, pointing at his weapon. "If you leave that on you'll run the batteries down."
Maul sneered more than smiled; he wasn't amused with her cantor, even though he was only moments ago trying to make contact with the dead. That didn't mean he was ready to trust any Sith Maiden he ran into. "I may not rate in your eyes, Sith Maiden, but I won't fall for any of your tricks you traitors have for me!"

"It's too late for that," said Fawni. She then made a face and put her hands over her very noticeable, swollen belly. Fawni Nimh had been pregnant and near the end of her term when she was murdered brutally by her imbalanced husband; it was the initial reason why Darth Rune picked up her original birth right and had Naressa. Since then, regardless of who has seen her, Fawni has always appeared ready for birth. She even had the waddle when she walked over to Maul's Prowler and took a seat on the outcropping landing skid. "Way, way too late."
Fawni took in a deep breath, which amused Maul considering that the woman was not corporeal, and let it out slowly, relaxing her. She had closed her eyes, opened them, and realized that Maul was still eyeing her cautiously with his weapon. She shook her head and admonished, "Lord Maul, I kept you from going to the Holy Resting Grounds at Sarcophagus Rock. That's about all I can do against you out here."

Hearing that barely over the stereo-thumping vibration of his lightsaber by his right ear, Maul finally shut down and put away his lightsaber. "Why."
"On both counts: because if the power of the Dark Side didn't kill you once you stepped foot inside the boundary of the Holy Resting Grounds, my ancestral kin surely would have." Fawni rested her hands on top of her belly. "You may think you're strong and ready, but believe me you wouldn't have lasted seconds there. I hope you'll see it as a gesture of good faith; one that you accept quickly for I have little time to give you here."
"So I can listen to you spirits sell more lies? Spare me!"

"Lord Maul, don't use bruised ego as a cover for why you came here in the first place. You want answers. I want to give them to you. If you can put your insignificant pride off to the side for a while I can begin and not waste anymore of what little time you have left."

Maul glared at her hard for another few seconds. He then grabbed his robe to put it on and asked, "Was this your sister's work? Korriban and the others?"

"Oh yes, without question," said Fawni. "Contrary to how you may think of her Naressa Jaina would have never attacked the Sith Order without true provocation. Rune was here, with the Millennium Falcon. As you can see she was very effective."

This time Maul betrayed his surprise with a snap glare. The mentioning of the name of the ship -- he knew of the Millennium Falcon's involvements with the Rapiers -- suddenly put a huge twist into all of this.
"I thought that would get your brain to work," chimed Fawni. "Before you ask: yes, Rune took the ship from Naboo when the Jedi and Naressa Jaina were not looking." Maul went to ask her a question, but her look of worry stopped him. "It was also where your master had met his fate."

"What! What do you know about my Master!" The news charged Maul with quick, white hot anger. He approached her, stopping well short of arm reach. "Did he go to Naboo? Did he challenge Rune? What do you mean met his fate?"

Fawni snapped her head towards the ruins of her home. She turned back around with both hands raised and said, "Look, I can't tell you all the details. I don't have time."

"Is my Master dead?"

Fawni clamped her mouth shut when Maul snapped his question at her. She said calmly, "For now he is. But listen" she stood up to silence him from demanding clarification on what she had just dropped a bomb "we wasted too much time as it is with your need to show off with your lightsaber so listen. Rune has succeeded in her plans and betrayed all of us, and I do mean all of us. If you want all the answers you must find a man calling himself Maroki Renvarient. He'll be easy to track but hard to find; he's following the Dark Hope as we speak-."
"What do you-?" Maul interrupted, confused…

"Shut up! Please! Listen!" Fawni's spectral image seemed to flicker like a hologram. Maul also could sense her energies dissipating in the process. "Do not hesitate to use the Dark Side, even when you track Renvarient to the Core Worlds; the Jedi will not sense you. Doubt everything except yourself. Trust no one except Renvarient. And Lord Maul: Rune is not alone."

"What do you mean?" Maul asked honestly compelled. He was at a loss…

Before she completely faded away, Fawni said, "She's using some resourceful allies, old assets of the Sith long forgotten; largely ignored for their pathetic existence, now they have large numbers. And she has sided with the most unholy creature of them all…"
When she faded away the words blew into Darth Maul's face like a cold, noticeable wind. "Find Maroki Renvarient. It will all make sense..."

"WAIT, DAMMIT!" It was too late, and Maul gave the hull of his ship a hard punch. How was he supposed to know to trust the woman? For all he knew Nimh was setting him up again with the cryptic message. He figured it was more her fault than his for not having enough time to explain and answer questions. Maul thought with his Dark Emotions channeling through him and instead of answers he found more organized and far less questions: Rune succeeded more than the Daughters of the Dark Side intended her to do so? : Rapier and the Jedi were both duped on Naboo? : Master Sidious was apparently dead and not dead? : The Dark Hope running around and some unknown idiot was chasing her, who may or may not know that Rune is actually in the Dark Hope's place?

Just who in the smeck was Maroki Renvarient?
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 11.1

Far, far away on the planet Dantooine, days later past New Years Day and only two days after what was now being called Black Third Day by the HoloNet media to describe the multitude of Republic market crashes, there was at least one home on the shiny well kept street located deep within the city of Eurna that did not appear affected by the market crash and burn.
Dantooine, like the vast majority of the planets with a stabilized government -- or what passed for stabilized -- did not escape the turmoil of what was occurring on Republic worlds. On this particular street there were examples; some more obvious than others. On part of the street and most of the sidewalk in front of one of the more elaborate mansions there were traces of where the city's policing authority had erected monolithically tall magneto barricades in order to seal off the curious from seeing let alone walking onto the sight of a rather nasty suicide by one of the city's most noted financers; the electrical discharge charring residue formed perfect outlines on metallic street surface.
The scars of investigation caught the attention of a private transfer data courier, slowing her down for a moment to take in the ugly sight that blemished the normally pristine, perfect surface. The interest fleeting, she continued towards her destination with the return of haste in her steps, ignoring the uncomfortable fit of her brown uniform, arriving at the south gate entrance of the large, two story, ivory home with remodeling droids and Human supervisors happily going about their business restoring it and the grounds around it. She walked through the gate, up to the antic door complete with brand new, brass knobs, and was at first perplexed by the highly polished crest that signified the House of Vesgevi. It certainly bucked the traditions of other Dantooine family crests; it was subdivided into three, littered not in symbols but in a foreign language unknown to those without the Dark Tongue to speak them.
The door opened and a large figure in servant's attire looked down upon the courier. The man demanded, "Yes what is it."

"Quebar Data Parcel Transfer Service, I have a private message for Surmon Vesgevi," said the courier politely. She had pulled out a small, uniquely colored and shaped data pad. "Are you he?"

"I am not," said the man with a tone of arrogance. "I am Deacon, Master Vesgevi's loyal servant. I take all posts and parcels."

"Ah sir." She shied away from his outreaching hands. "I must transfer this message directly to Mister Vesgevi. It requires a thumb print for approval."
"Master Vesgevi is a busy man. He had no time for you." Deacon yanked the data pad out of the stunned young woman's hands, showed her his thumb, and touched the sensor window. It scanned his thumb, approved the scan and identifying Deacon as Surmon Vesgevi. The data pad immediately began a remote download of the private message via short wave transmission to the home's reception array built into the door. Finished, Deacon shoved the data pad back into the woman's hands and slammed the door hard in her face.

It did not take Deacon long to reach Vesgevi's master study room, where the middle age man was surrounded by a few trusted advisors and members of his immediate family: Daystruk, his eldest son to his right; Nicconee, his daughter and second child; Curnt, the youngest son and last child. They were carefully going over holographic images of various market indicators, comparing them but looking at the same results. However there was one market unaffected by Black Third Day:

Surmon Vesgevi just shook his head and said, "Remarkable. Simply remarkable. I would have assumed the mutual fund market would be devastated. Unattractive under the circumstances. Yet it would seem that everyone with a coin or two to spare is getting in."
Curnt sniffed and spoke his mind. "They're just trying to hide unreported capital in tax shields, to deflect the revenue collecting agents."

Surmon scoffed at that. "You mean those who can't afford to own their own land too? Look for yourself." He brought up a hologram labeled 'processing statistics'. "The average gross incomes flooding the mutuals are just above the poverty standard. Not only will they not pay taxes this year but won't for at least ten or twenty years. Based on the fund they're getting in that is." He shook his head and joked, "Who would have thought the dullards would suddenly get wise and learn? Yes, Deacon?"

Deacon cleared his throat and said properly, "A private message by courier has arrived for you, Master Surmon. It's in your house account."
"Thank you, Deacon, you're excused." Surmon gestured to his advisors and they too followed the servant out of the room. Curnt followed them to close the door and seal it shut, remaining with the rest of his family. Surmon accessed his private account and saw the forward line filled with symbols that were familiar to him, but not quite all that familiar. "Nicconee, the Son of Xulm."
Composed until now, Nicconee quickly strolled over to the brick and stone fireplace, placed both her hands on two protruding stones -- one higher than the other, but both the same kind of stone -- and in front of her a group of stones peeled apart. She reached in and removed a silvery orb from within. She admired the orb for a moment when the surface of it rippled, metamorphosing to show her the language of the Sith and the native language of Dantooine translating the symbols of the Slurve.
Giving the Son of Xulm to her father, Nicconee tried to read the message text Surmon had brought up after opening the message. She moved her light brown hair away from her blue eyes and said puzzled, "It's like the message previously sent to us. I have never seen the Dark Language transcribed like this before. I can't make heads or tails of it."

Surmon smiled a little and said to his children, "The Masters we are born to answer to without question are complex beings. Simplicity is for the uneducated, the law breaking, and those with no desire to live and own." He squeezed the orb in his hands, and the orb began to peel apart one band at a time from top to bottom to form a large slab, the languages of the Slurve and Dantoon clearly etched in its silvery surface. "Complexity has its own rewards for sticking to it. And this family's undying loyalty to the Sith will be rewarded after long and difficult years of struggling. Now, let' see…"

Surmon studied the wordings of the text, and then he retained the memory of the study and focused upon the slab before him. The children watched in earnest and hunger, for they only knew of the Slurve, the only language the family was allowed to learn. Surmon, the head of the family, had the privilege to study the languages once his father died. At best Surmon only learned and could speak three of the languages based inside the remarkable Son of Xulm, an uncanny sphere which betrayed no means on how it actually worked but nonetheless gave those who conspired and remained loyal to the Dark Lords of the Sith significant power over their enemies since the Republic had declared victory over the Sith. The Loyalist -- that is the ones that still believed in the Sith cause -- never embraced the truth; as far as they were concerned, the war had never ended: the Sith would rise again, and have their last laugh. Those who realized this would live, for it was the reality that they all faced and it would be the determining factor for who would live and who would feed the carrion.
There were days that Surmon thought about giving up the dream, just as his predecessors always struggled with their loyalties. There was a price to pay for loyalty: when the Republic exposed all of those who had conspired with the Sith from whole planets to mere families of power such as the Vesgevi the backlashes were proportionate as well. Dantooine was a civilized, highly cultured world of people that had no problem showing their true class status. Alas it was what the aristocracy that determined existence; the once proud House of Vesgevi was made a pariah and forced poor; although upper middle class by other's standards it was nevertheless belt tightening time ever since. 

It changed nearly two months ago, when they received a message along with a sizable infusion of monies from a mutual surplus fund. The language was sent in the same way this new message was to avoid being seen by prying, Jedi eyes. It was first in the Slurve, then in another language related to it; not one of the three languages Surmon learned through the Son of Xulm. It took a week to realize that the order of the letters were off because it required him to translate using the Bothan's ancient language of bogawui that was still used by the Bothans to talk privately against business rivals or even clientele. From there, by apparent design intended by the gift giver and messenger, he uncovered a brand new Sithian dialect, the Von'chol. It proved to Surmon that this was genuinely sent by a Dark Lord of the Sith.
Understanding what was required of him, Surmon focused harder and harder, searching within himself, going through the emotions…

"There!" Surmon let go of the slab, the proper symbols before him. He began to translate the long message letter by letter, typing it into a keyboard before him, which translated on a holographic screen before him and his immediate family. Finished, they read it together:
House of Vesgevi,

     I know you have received my first message to you, and therefore if you are reading this then you will know what to do in order to read new messages I send to you.

     As you can see I have predicted and it has come to pass: the Republic has hurt itself with its foolish needs. Often this is why the other Loyalists failed and found either death or bankruptcy: they lacked the patience required to bare witness to the Republic's own downfall and their Master's return. Take pride in your loyalty to the Dark Side, yet take heed: we are not as powerful enough yet to declare even minor victory. For now bare your family crest, wherever you go. You will find those you will suspect will accost you will not. In fact, they might even join you.
     Dantooine will be a significant power in the years ahead. Therefore recruitment is vital to our plans and priorities. Seek it in the upper classes for this market crash will spurn the Republic to sacrifice its long standing relationship with those minority rich for the votes of the majority poor; forgetting, neglecting, and alienating that which is currently propping them up during this financial crisis. Ignore the political hierarchy! As your family knows well from history the Loyalist were discovered originally holding seats of power in the Senate. Thus it gave the Jedi the right from the Republic to scourge you and the Sith as if it were a divine right. This time we will use their own Articles of Freedoms and Limitations against them all; they will die by their convenience. Do not worry: I will attend to the lawyers.
      For now, the House of Vesgevi will be my point of communications with the other Loyalist. You will do this and shower your Masters with praise in the name of the Dark Side for giving you the honor and privilege. Use the same methods I have used so far. Do not mention my name. Tell them the masters will meet with you all in good time. Sooner than you may think. The details will be hatched in due course. Look for my instructions in the future. Enjoy your new found wealth I have bestowed upon you for your loyalty, courtesy of a very powerful ally who soon will reveal herself to you.
    Maroki Renvarient.

"So Daystruk," said Surmon with a smirk. "Do you still think this is a Jedi trap?"
Daystruk folded his arms across his body, spoke cautiously. "As much as I want to believe you, Father, and this Maroki Renvarient I for one believe in seeing a Sith more than just reading a Sith's letter."

Nicconee said bluntly, "The Jedi has no clue how to access Xulm like we do, Daystruk. If they did they would have stopped us for all our years of communicating with the other Loyalist. I doubted they would have let us bombed out the Puzuguglau Exchange a month ago if they knew about it. They can't bear to loose one idiot, let alone four hundred idiots."

"And obviously they do have Xulm," said Surmon. "Over the years the Loyalist you have used the Slurve have been destroyed." He studied the slab before him and nodded in understanding. "I see why the Master would want us to communicate with the new dialects. Those who are meant to bask in the glory of the Sith will translate this. Those who do not are weak and unnecessary. They will wither and die, so someone stronger will take their place. And this time it will be the strong." 
Watching his father break the slab back down to an orb, Curnt said, "And we are strong, Father. I have no doubts; I beg to be a significant part of this with your blessing."

"You all will be," said Surmon with determination. He quickly erased the message, purging it from the data banks. "For far too long we have lived in shame in the eyes of the so-called right. I for one won't any longer. And my children won't live in fear anymore. The fear of poverty. The fear of discrimination for what our family has stood by for all these centuries."

Surmon looked at them all, one by one, and bared a wicked smile, "We have heard our Master's call. Rejoice. Go out there and proudly bare our family crest, and dare the fools of this world to challenge us. If they raise a hand they are doomed. Soon the Sith will rise and reveal, and Master Renvarient will deal with the betrayers and nonbelievers in good time."

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 11.2

Deep in the scattered beauty and downtrodden that was Duro's Unwemesur, a town far removed from the more prestigious Valley of Royalty, the cloaked figure of the man calling himself Maroki Renvarient slipped through the late evening shadows of the back alleys to avoid any unnecessary detection. He reached his destination: the home of a Duro who was an information broker. Often the Duro in question worked for Core World crime syndicate Black Sun, but he played all sides of galactic equation; his allegiance clarified by the right amount of currency; a wealth of profit could be made with a wealth of information for trade the alien had discovered. Of course it was wrought with danger, which made the price high. Renvarient, on the other hand, had an offer the Duro couldn't refuse: his life.
The change in information gathering tactics on Renvarient’s behalf was not solely based on his growing impatience. Shortly after Third Black Day and the banking institutions reopened he had made a stop on Corellia for hard currency. He discovered that his account had grown considerably since the last time he had accessed it over a month ago; an infusion of three hundred thousand credits, the latest installment on the eve of Third Black Day was in the excess of one hundred thousand, the most amount he had occurred comparing it to all the other weekly transactions. It occurred to the man known as Renvarient that someone else had used his name and his accounting number to create a rolling mutual fund; someone who was setting him up. He had a good idea who it was. Thanks to Her his movements were now being tracked; whenever he drew upon his accounts it left a flag in the Republic Monetary Control System for Darth Rune to track. And if She could track him that meant anyone else that grew curious of him would use it to track him down as well, such as the Jedi Order. 

In order to keep himself free of that entanglement and keep Juna Rapier out of that entanglement as well Renvarient withdrew one hundred thousand in the form of hard currency and put small amounts in disposable chits; chits that stored the actual amounts without the need to access computer control account arrays to withdraw the currency. He left the account open, however, for further study when he had the chance. He was certain that She was behind it, but there had to be more than one purpose behind it. For now he had to put those questions behind him and conduct his information gathering the ‘easy’ way. True torture and death of beings left their own flags in the form of bodies, but these bodies won’t be too forthcoming with whatever information they had. This Duro was easy to sway so killing him would be quick and not very messy in the end.
That all changed when Renvarient discovered that the door to the home was shredded open like an opening flower bud, the traces of bluish Duro blood staining the surface.

Renvarient took a look around, and then he went inside. The lights were either smashed dead or flickering with little power, again betraying that a great struggle had occurred in one of the most criminally destructive sections of the town. He looked around, studying the damage in what appeared to be a kitchen, and when he almost tripped over the barely little remains of the Duro he was looking for he was filled with far deeper understanding of who had done this than why the informant was killed. The crowded search for the Dark Hope of the Sith was more crowded.
Stepping over the headless body he strolled through the home, aware not to touch anything unless he was going to take it with him, even though he was wearing heavy, leather gloves. He looked for anything that could be used to store information, information on anything, but ultimately what he wanted to know was if it was true that the Duro had information on Juna Rapier. It was merely a rumor that he knew, but so many of the informants Renvarient had murdered off were certain as they begged for their lives that the Duro would know since the planet of the same name was a informants transition point between the Core Worlds and the rest of the galaxy given the planet Duro's close proximity to the Corellian Run trade route. The trade route's Corellia origin meant many of the smugglers and pirates working in this part of the galaxy had stores of information to give up. Anything having to do with Rapier, Tufuse, or Besirmesserresuron would find its way to and through Duro. Now that the fringe had at least part of her name to use to identify her it put Juna in a position of grave danger. Especially now, after Renvarient had found this mess and knew who had done it.
The silence of the dark situation ended when a native straggler decided it was the proper time to burglarize the home and happened to trip over the body. It drew Renvarient out from the adjoining room, where he spotted the shrieking Duro, and where they made eye contact with one another.
The frantic Duro ran for the door, stopping for just a moment to maneuver his long body through the opening, not daring to look back. He didn't question why his would be attack did not grab him during this hesitation opportunity. He had cleared the way and ran a few feet for freedom…

The running Duro was suddenly jerked back into the home as if he were a toy tied to a string; the jerking violent, the Duro was nearly knocked out when his jaw slammed into his own chest. There was a sound, a shout, a flash of light, and the Duro's head flew out from the opening and rolled to a stop on the ground. Magically the head levitated off the ground and flew back inside the house.
In short time the man called Maroki Renvarient stepped through the opening, took a careful look around, and casually strolled away; pocketing the data disks he uncovered from finalizing the search of the home and from the Duro he just got done murdering.
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 11.3

Stifling a yawn but not his anger, Jabba the Hutt slithered from his private chamber in his town house in Mos Eisley and followed his majordomo who had rudely awaken him. He was sound asleep when he opened his eyes and found Backu repetitively jabbing him with the touch all cyborgs were accustomed to giving. It was two after second noon on Tatooine; Jabba was in no mood for false alarms this early in his sleep cycle, even when Backu had urged him that it was urgent. In the typical fashion Jabba always found annoying Backu did not specify the problem.

"[This better be good, Backu]," Jabba bellowed after working the scum back into his gullet; it had been dry from sleeping. "[It better be pretty damn good]."
"[I would not have awoken you if it were not important, Lord Jabba]," Backu said calmly. They entered the throne room, where most of the crashers from the previous night were wide awake and some looked rather ill as their eyes stared at the open box on the floor. The cyborg stood over it, gestured, and said, "[This was sent to you personally]."

Jabba approached the simple, poor man's balsa box. He noted the corners of it were heavily stained, and as he grew near there was a odor coming from it; he was used to smells that could kill anyone else, so it was a good guess as to why the others looked rather sick. Snorting, he reached close enough to the box to peer into it, and found a severed, partially decayed Duro head with its eyes removed.

That was something Jabba wasn't exactly eager to see, letting out a loud "HO!" and grabbing Backu by the back of his neck. The head was nothing more than a form of communication that was practiced in the underworld; of course the more profound the message the more profound the 'messenger'. But Jabba had very little use for Duros. "[Is this your idea of a joke? It’s a harmless message! Do you know how many of these threats get sent to me every year? It could have waited a few more hours!]"

Between shakes, Backu stressed, "[My Lord….the Duro….it is Hifubbae]."
Upon hearing the name, Jabba stopped his relentless attack and let his eyes narrow into angry slits. "[How do you know that]?"

Backu reached into his long coat and produced an identification card covered in Duro blood, completely with the head's likeness on it, only in better shape than it was now. "[This was in the box, nailed to his forehead]."

Jabba took the identification card and tossed Backu aside, glaring at the card and from time to time looking at the box. He crumpled the identification card and without even a hint of apology or appreciation, Jabba looked back at Backu and ordered, "[Wake up Ephant Mon]."
The cyborg did as ordered. Jabba slithered back towards the box and peered back inside it, examining the head of Hifubbae. Displeased with what his eyes could see from a distance, he reached in and picked up the gored head, causing some in his audience to let out slow affirmations of shock and the occasional release of stomach contents once they found a corridor to go complete such a task. A head with no body was an awful sight to behold, but Jabba was use to them. He had seen silent messages like these sent to him and to his Father Zorba many times. He bore witness to beheadings. This was unique but Jabba had seen such damage before; given the threaded, torn, uneven nature of the neck, Hifubbae's head had been ripped off his body. Gundarks and assorted large beasts had done it all the time when encountered or when they were used to execute a prisoner. To a spineless, weak-stomached fool it would appear to be just that.
This, though, was a message of the old traditions; a ‘note of intimidation’; a ‘revelation exposed’. Outside of the non-sentient there were alien beings in the galaxy capable of ripping a Duro’s head off; Jabba had never done it himself, but he did possess the strength. The reality was answered: a sentient being had to be either completely enraged or completely insane to do such a bloody act of violence; or both. Jabba was no intellectual, but there was something to this particular cranium removal that had him nervous. He couldn’t put it into words – nor would he, for he would not show the minions around him any fear. This just did not feel right.
Noting the forehead, Jabba the Hutt realized that Backu was not kidding about the identification card’s form of attachment; there was a large headed carpenter’s nail, thick in width suggesting that it was long. Only a quarter of an inch was sticking out of Hifubbae's forehead. Encircling it was something very, very profound, much more so than the Huttese message that was carved above it.
“I see we got a message,” said Ephant Mon, his arrival marked with agitation for having been disturbed; unlikely he was asleep; as far as Jabba knew Ephant Mon never slept. “Any idea who sent it?”

“[If the circumstances were different, I would have believed it to be Black Sun].” Jabba tossed the head across the room; Ephant Mon caught it without any hesitation. “[Since Hifubbae’s loyalty was bought by Yabbula, it would be easy to assume that Black Sun discovered the double cross.]”
Ephant Mon saw the Huttese word carved in the head. “’Traitor’.” He continued to look it over. “Definitely gave old Hifubbae the traitor’s treatment. The nail is different.” With his large hand wrapped around the head and a grunt, Ephant Mon pulled the nail slowly out, revealing an eight inch long joist nail; towards the end of the movement a loud CRACK came from the head and caused a stir of disgust from the surrounding audience. Looking it over with his large eyes, Mon mused, “This is new.”

“It was to hold his identification card,” said Backu in reminder.

“Wonder if they did it when he was still alive,” asked Ephant Mon.

Jabba slithered over to his friend and majordomo and pointed at the head. “[Never mind that: look around the nail hole].”

Both entities did as their friend and master told them. They saw, finally, a symbol that was carved in the head just like the ‘traitor’ word. It was a familiar symbol, but the both of them were at a lost. It was circular with five points equally spaced out on the outside surface of the circle; lines jutted from the points back towards the center of the nail hole.

Jabba saw their lost looks and said, “[It is War Emblem of the Path, the Mark of the Vhinech Order].” Mon and Backu looked at him with surprised looks while the rest of the court jesters talked among themselves in sudden mumbling. “[The head of the War Emblem is pointing down, meaning by tradition this mark was bestowed by a male].”
“Vast One, forgive, but at last we heard the Vhinech have fled from the known reaches of the Republic with the help of the Nubians,” said Backu. Although he lacked what counted as emotion there was a hint in his Human eye of concern. Now the message seemed to have a whole new meaning; what it was exactly with the many, many possibilities was what bothered them all. “And the Vhinech Magus’ are all dead.”

Ephant Mon had tossed the head behind him in denial; he wasn’t as articulate as Backu was; short sentences were enough. “Yeah. That big horned sonuvabitch bought it last year. The rest of them scattered. What’s his name?”
“[Prophet],” Jabba said with mixed feelings, ignoring Mon’s lack of proper word use in terms of ‘what was his name’; the question of who could have ripped the Duro’s head off had been answered.
“I think was, not is, would be the proper word use,” Backu said to correct Mon. “Magus Prophet was destroyed by the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch.”
Mon snorted. “You don’t think a Jedi Master can be wrong!”

“Could, not can.”

“[If you two girls would stop bitching for awhile],” Jabba said loudly at the two. He appreciated them both for what they had to offer. Consequently he didn’t need his best muscle destroying hundreds of thousands of credits worth of loyal servitude. “[It could be anyone. It could still easily be Black Sun, discovering that Hifubbae was in Yabbula’s credit account. They know of our past dealings with the Vhinech Order. This could simply be a ploy.]”
“But why send it to you?” Ephant Mon’s question was actually a surprise for Jabba because the brute wasn’t known for his thinking, except when the times got a little adrenaline injected into it. “Hifubbae was in Yabbula’s pocket, not yours.”

Jabba wished he could simply put this very thing aside, but as with his attempts just to throw it all away he couldn’t. Something was not right about this; the very thought of it was now drying out his often always drenched mouth. Thinking hard, he looked to Mon and instead of answering the question he said, “[Hifubbae was into outgoing fringe gossip. He may have stumbled upon something that forced someone to keep him quiet.]”

Taking a look around, Jabba continued, “[This could be a test from Yabbula. As a matter of fact I think it was a test: to see if I am ‘on top of things’ here on Tatooine. Well, I will show him how much I am on top of things. Pack that head back in the box and have it forwarded to Yabbula].”

Backu did not hesitate to do what he was told and left. Jabba pulled Ephant Mon along with him by the arm as if to talk to him in confidence. Jabba said in a murmur, “[I need you to find out what happened. I trust no one here].”

Ephant Mon regarded his old friend and didn’t say a word as Jabba continued. “[I will discover who Yabbula’s spy is here].” It still bothered Jabba that Yabbula had known that Enothchild Sarch was on Tatooine way before he did. What really bothered him was that the spy didn’t bother to tell him at all. That could only mean that the spy was on Tatooine to work against Jabba; to discredit him in front of the other Clan Lords. “[Meanwhile do whatever it takes. Pay for it out of your own pocket; I will reimburse you double later].”
Ephant Mon nodded his large body-head, confident that his good friend was good at his word. There was a slightly better than good chance Yabbula was watching Jabba’s books; especially if there was a spy in the court and had cut him off on allowance. “And if it is Yabbula?”
Jabba weighed it in his mind and said, “[We will consider that hyperspace jump when we reach that vector].”
