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	I stood at the balcony railing, the cold winter air of the mountains tossing a few snowflakes randomly. Although it was day time, the pale gray winter skies contrasted sharply with the towering, ebony black clouds approaching from the north. It was an uncommon winter storm approaching this area, one that the meteorologists said would bring at least a meter of snow in the first hours, with more to come after that. While Yridia IV had sharp, biting winters, massive storms such as this were few in number. It was, the scientists told me, all part of Yridia IV still settling into its “new” environment, one that had been forming since the end of its glacial period.


	Still, when I have a lot on my mind, nothing beat watching a storm roll in. For strange reasons that I could not explain, the storms always seemed to help me think straight, though only bad things from my past were ever associated with the storms. 


	The storms that approached Messina, however, were very different from those that could be observed from the tip of Castle Tarentum on Yridia II, or the rare storms on Lyspair. Those storms could be seen far off, approaching steadily. From Messina, and my home in particular, even being able to see the storms was a challenge because of the mountains and forests all around. That the approaching storm towered high into the atmosphere was not lost on me, but it did serve perfectly as a metaphor to what I feared the Dark Crusade would lead to. 


	The whole crusade had gone just a little too easily. To be sure, there had been death, as there always will be in war. However, where had the forces of the enemy, the enemy that supposedly attacked us, run off to? Even now, as I prepared to leave for Ziost, I wondered if this would be another repeat of the other worlds. The whole thing made me nervous; the One Sith, whatever that was, had made this all to easy. Had the Brotherhood extended itself to much? 


	And what did Tarentum gain out of all this? I could not think of anything gained, or even desired.  This was vastly different than when I had led Tarentum to retake Antei; I had given my vow to Sarin that Tarentum would be there to assist in retaking that rock the Dark Council called home. Tarentum had gone along begrudgingly on that venture. Now, I'm not sure what the mood was; Tarentum certainly had justification to join the Crusade- Yridia II had been attacked. And, yet, I could not help but think that this was just another part of the effort to weaken the houses and clans. 


	Was Muz so paranoid that he would risk ancient artifacts and knowledge falling into our hands just so as to weaken us militarily? Or perhaps Raken was pushing the Crusade for that reason. Certainly, since his ascension to Deputy Grand Master, the Crusade had escalated. We had found ourselves in more dangerous situations, such as zero-g combat on a rickety platform ready to fall out of orbit. We had attacked more planets at one time, further dividing the houses and clans up, which meant each unit lost more soldiers.


	“Force, I'm beginning to think like Oberst and Bloodfyre,” I muttered to myself. Still, I had to admit, those were valid concerns. Muz and Raken certainly had not done anything to prove otherwise. While I had always been a voice of reason amongst the stubbornness of the Tarentae, even I had my limits. I am not entirely sure what lay ahead, but I am bound and determined to try and stop it.


	And this was my reason for offering my services as a magistrate to the Grand Master. To be sure, I had sought to be the Master at Arms before that, but this magistrate position would suffice. It would allow me to keep my eyes, and ears, on the Dark Council, and especially the Grand Master. I know that many would consider it spying, but did they honestly expect anything less? Hell, we are Sith, Krath, and Obelisk, somehow all mildly cooperating. I'd think everyone else would be more surprised if magistrates, praetors, and even Dark Councilors, weren't relaying information back to their friends and allies. Of course, I had no intention of reporting random things back to Tarentum's leaders; only those things that might jeopardize the house. 


	I looked out at the storm once again, feeling and seeing the snow flurries increasing their intensity. Just as this winter storm approaching me now was different than most, so to was the storm that was approaching the Brotherhood. Was I the only one that could see it? If so, did I have a duty to tell anyone about it? Would they even listen to me?	Probably not. The Dark Council thinks they know better, and the new members think that I'm some semi-retired elder they shouldn't listen to.


	I like watching the storms. I like to ride them out, to see and feel the fury of the worst nature has to throw at me. However, the storm approaching the Brotherhood is different; unnatural and much harder to predict. But, I'll ride that one out, too, just like I have done with every other storm, both big and small. 


	Just as soon as it gets here, anyway.


