“Troutrooper's gambit”

DJM Troutrooper (#7656)

“In closing,” Troutrooper said to the ACC Shadehammer's command staff, “I want to reiterate the importance of maintaining our awareness and composure in the upcoming events. We fight our friends, not rival units or interlopers. Emotion has brought us to blows. Let's not exacerbate the situation. This is a crack in the Clan's stability, not a fissure leading to schism. Patience, calm, and communication will win this day. Remember that any and all hostile acts must be confirmed by me in person first. I will not tolerate any disobedience in this matter. Y'all have your orders. Dismissed.”

The command staff saluted their Commodore, and exited his office. Captain Sawo watched her colleagues leave. 

“You have your orders, too, captain,” the Mon Cal eyed his subordinate.

Sawo's lekku twitched. “I have questions. I am bothered by the situation.” 

“We all are. We have larger, more dire problems than a disagreement over the direction of the Clan, but here we are on the brink of devastating internal strife. Not quite what I wanted to deal with upon my return from Begeren, but we handle what we must.” He sighed. “Constant conflict. Tis part of being a Dark Jedi. Tiring, frustrating, but it keeps life interesting.”

She frowned. “While that may be so, I refer to what you told us. I am trying to reconcile some things you said...”

“Speak your mind.”

“I am trying to put this all together: you wish us to stay defensive, to avoid battle, but...”

“...but?”

She shook her head. “I must be missing something. Had you sided with the Arconae, you could have ended this entire conflict without bloodshed. A predominance of the Clan's Elders and high Equites on the same side against the Quaestors...they would have to submit. Instead, you sided with the Quaestors, thus prolonging and intensifying the situation. If you do not want casualties, why did you join with the Quaestors?”

Troutrooper leaned back in his chair and gurgled a chuckle. “I always wondered if the Taa in your name was honorary or hereditary. Grandchild? Great-grandchild?”

“Grandchild. My grandmother was one of Orn Free Taa's many consorts. She left him and married a commoner, but she referenced his name in my mother's name. My mother and I both did the same.”

He nodded. “He may be genetically one-eighth responsible for your brain, but you applied your brain. Your questions are insightful. Yes, had I sided with the Arconae, this burgeoning bellicosity would have already been deflated. Timeros, Teroch, Andrelious, Ood, Nandrin, Alaris...That's an impressive list. Add me to it and the Quaestors quite likely relent without a fight. I don't want to attend any memorials to fallen Arconans; I don't want bloodshed. I am fatigued from my recent excursion to Bergeren; I don't want more combat. I have personal matters more weighty than a leadership argument; I dislike politics escalating to war. So let's continue putting your brain to work: why did I join the Quaestors?” 

Zyaan-Taa stared at her commodore. “You were not successful on Bergeren.”

“Correct.”

“So perhaps you do want more combat. I know I hate losing, and will continue fighting until I am victorious even if I know continued combat is not the logical choice.”

Troutrooper shook his bulbous head. “I lost. I did what I could, but I lost. I have lost many times in my life. My setback on Bergeren freed me from that blasted desert wasteland, allowed me to focus on other matters. Try again.”

“Your wife, sir.”

The Dark Jedi Master narrowed his gaze. “Stop. I would not sacrifice my adopted family because my real family is nearly gone. Doesn't work like that.”

Captain Sawo nodded, averting her eyes from the glowering Mon Cal.

“Continue your reasoning,” Troutrooper's tone softened. “We have a few more minutes and I appreciate discussing such matters with an intelligent officer. Tis why I hired you.”

“Not wounded pride nor avoiding personal issues. What else could it be?” Her lekku flopped as she pondered. “Maybe you hate the Arconae? Love the Quaestors? Are receiving compensation from the Quaestors? No, that last one can't be right. I remember you saying you made your choice while still in the meeting.”

“Correct. And I have strong relationships with Arconans on both sides.”

The captain closed her eyes. “You want to prevent death, but you're not stopping the fight...You want...No, that—You want a fight, but not a war...A...A...”

“A sparring match?”

“Yes,” she exclaimed, eyes wide open. “You want Arcona to spar with itself.”

“Why?”

“...I have no clue, sir,” she said, lekku imitating a shrug.

Troutrooper smiled. “Well done, captain. I'll take it from here. I sided with the Quaestors exactly because I knew siding with Arconae would likely end the conflict before it began. That, or the fight would have been over very soon after the first attack. Either way, I wanted a conflict, but not a war. What has happened to the Clan in the past year, year and a half?”

“The Dark Crusade, sir.”

“Some victories, but overall, a loss. A loss to what was a House, no less. And after that?”

“We're cleaning up some final planets.”

“More losses. Personnel?”


The captain shook her head. “Sorry, I forget.”

“Nothing good. A Consul convicted and who later resigned. Exemplary Arconans leaving for the Dark Council and rival units. Lots of knighting ceremonies, not much from those knights thereafter.”

“Times have been better for Arcona.”

Troutrooper nodded. “Yes they have. A civil war would only worsen the despair. So how to improve our mood? Beat ourselves up.”

“What?”

“Remember that the Arconae have input on all major decisions. While they may not have the same involvement and say as the Tarentae do in Tarentum, the Arconae are privy to all that transpires and can—and do—voice their objections. My guess is, the attack was staged, a show to rile up the Clan and fan people's passions. Just saying 'We're gonna have a big fight to release some pent-up frustrations' won't release any frustrations. A good, old fashioned family feud will give us relief.”

“But won't fighting intensify such feelings?”

“Only child? And with just one daughter?”

“Yessir,” she said, eyes searching Troutrooper's face for some clue as to his train of thought's destination.

“Funny thing about sparring with your siblings: at the end of the day, y'all are still family. No matter how much force you consciously put behind your punches, your subconscious withholds something. Your brother and/or sister might pummel you senseless, but the bruises never seem as bad as those from an enemy. And your enemy won't hug you the next day.” 

“I see.”

“You understand my logic, but you don't agree with it,” the commodore said. “That's okay. I admit that it's a gamble to allow an internal conflict happen. I could be wrong: the Arconae may actual be fighting for real. I doubt that as they love this Clan more than anyone else. They don't want to harm the Clan or their fellow Arconans. They see an intra-Clan fight as a means to a better Arcona, and I agree. We need this internal sparring session. We need to let off some steam. We need to remind ourselves who the actual enemy is. We need this, and I was not going to stand in its way.”

The Dark Jedi Master stood, and the captain stiffened to attention. “Captain Sawo, you have your orders. If you have any further questions, you can find me at the training deck. Dismissed.”
