Apologies on the brevity of this commodore's log. I don't have time or energy for a full report. A simple recapitulation of my part in the assault on Nicht Ka. More to the point, my part in the traitorous actions of Grand Master Muz Ashen. 

Yes, Lord Ashen was the traitor. 

Yes, he aided and abetted a foe of the Brotherhood. 

Yes, I knew about his treachery and deceit, and did nothing to stop him. In fact, I aided his devious endeavor. 

No, he is not a threat to the Brotherhood. If anything, he is our savior. 

Where to start? 

I confronted Muz immediately following the assault on Ziost. Through careful study of the One Sith's attacks upon the various factions of the Brotherhood, I determined someone not of the One Sith was actually behind the sabotages. All signs pointed to someone on the Dark Council, someone with access to all units, someone who wanted the Brotherhood to focus their energies on another faction, someone who wanted to strengthen the Brotherhood through conflict with an external threat. Muz. 

Why didn't I turn him in? Simple: lack of evidence. I couldn't prove beyond a reasonable doubt that he orchestrated the terrorist acts. “A conspiracy theory without evidence is a waste of everyone's time,” is what the Justicar would say. And while I—no, focus on the topic at hand and not on his incompetence. He would be correct. 

Also, I agreed with him. 

Yes, I agreed with him. 

I have long thought that the Brotherhood needs to cease these juvenile, internecine squabbles. We could storm Coruscant, smash Skywalker and his puny band of half-trained acolytes, and reclaim the galaxy for the Dark Side. But no, we must snipe and nitpick and poke each other. We fend off external threats only to quickly turn on each other. We are Dark Jedi. I understand such pettiness for power is inherent in our natures. But we as a Brotherhood can be more, so much more. 

So I pledged my loyalty to him and his ideals, and remained silent. 

Krath can keep secrets. Krath can scheme. Krath can plan. 

I requested the Shadehammer for a ship. Arcona made me a Shadeborn, I made myself a commodore. How convenient. I handpicked my staff. Captain Sawo was a perfect choice. Couldn't be more pleased with her. Her attitude towards the Brotherhood was easily shaped. Step one, complete.
Step two was made easier by the inevitable struggles for more of the One Sith's territory. First Bosthirda, then Begeren. I can't remember what my official missions or objectives were. They weren't successful, but I was not concerned. I mean, I was disappointed as I hate failing especially publicly. But I completed my secondary objectives: gaining access to the other units' systems. Put me in proximity to an unsuspecting target, and “all too easy”. I figured my old codes from Tarentum would work—and they did—and obviously Arcona would let me through. Two down, five to go. Easy enough. Pro tip: remove access for all ex-summit members below Dark Side Adept.
Note to Marick and Legorii: remove access for all ex-summit members below Dark Side Adept.
Step three: pause for Omiti. 
I needed an out, a reason for not vacating my post on the Shadehammer, an explanation for my absence. No one would dare question me for kneeling beside my beloved during her final days. I was at her side when she passed. Correction: I was at her side when she asked me to end her suffering, which I did not. 
Love. Hate. Two sides of the same credit chip, some say. Me? I'm a Dark Sider. There is only passion, emotion. I felt deep emotions for Omiti that some would say were love. I guess? I don't know. All I know is that her suffering fueled me, strengthened me, emboldened me to partake on such outlandish adventures as the Dark Crusade. I am an old fish, weak in body and spirit. My mind is strong...ish. I have felt the Dark Side nibbling away at my soul for years now. My powers wane. My connection to the Force wavers. Omiti was my dark salvation. Sicken her, infect her with a slow, irreversible plague, and feed on her cries, her pain, her torment. 
Abuse the one I love to empower myself. The Dark Side applauds me as I write those words.
I have always felt unworthy of these robes. A powerful Krath, I have always been, but a Dark Jedi Master? I have earned everything others bestowed upon me, but these robes always felt given, not earned. As Omiti's suffering empowered me, I felt as though I had finally earned my robes. 
So at the end, I let her suffer, I bathed in her death throes, I basked in the intoxicating Dark Side liquor that was my wife's torturous final moments. Delicious. 
Where was I? Oh yes, my absences. 
While Omiti faded, I finalized my plans, gathered supplies, and prepared my targets. I needed quick access, which meant bypassing normal security measures. That is, sabotaging the various units of the Brotherhood. I retained some lessons of my former life's craft. Sneak in, use the pilfered codes, plant explosives, get out. Repeat seven times. Wait for opportunity, aka the next phase of our assault against the One Sith. 
And, like the tide, it came. 
An ugly beginning: Kincaid's arrest, the revelation of a traitor, Pravus's assault against the Dark Hall, what? Why? Who? I mean, I knew who. I did not know why Muz allowed this knowledge to seep out. What was I going to do in response? Visit Pravus. 
Pravus. What a bumbling trap you set. Once I realized he and the other Dark Councilors knew of Muz's deceit, his attack against the Dark Hall seemed comical. “Look at me! I'm assaulting the Dark Hall! Oh no! I've been attacked! Woe is this Grand Master!” All just a ploy to draw out the real traitor or at least his conspirators. So I visited him and his Praetor. The latter was easy: 
“Hey Ernordeth, how are you feeling? What happened on Antei? How did Pravus know to put up a Barrier between you and the grenade?”
“Uh, hi, Master Fish. I...um...”
“No rush, take your time.”
“You...cannot...”
“I can wait for however long you want.”
“Fish...why are you...I'm the...bait...”
“Of course you are. Now rest. You've answered all my questions.”
Pravus...well, he visited me. 
After I revealed my treachery, of course, so he had all evidence he needed to convict me. 
Then again, all the units of the Brotherhood had evidence, too. An Acclamator-class assault ship appears in their territories bedecked in One Sith's markings and colors. A few idle turbolaser blasts—that come close to, but do not hit major targets—some lame speeches touting the greatness of the One Sith, and we flee to the next Brotherhood system. Then, once we finished our instigating, we headed to Antei and waited. 
“Hello, Pravus.”
“I should have killed you for failing the Dread Council.”
“I haven't. I have, in fact, fulfilled the ideal of the Dread Council.”
“You're insane. Omiti's sickness and death have broken your already twisted mind.”
“The One Sith will not sit idly by as we assault their homes. They will come for us. Do you really think they would let us saunter through their territories without repercussions? No, my old friend, the One Sith is preparing to destroy us as we stretch ourselves beyond our capacity. Seven units cannot hold what the Brotherhood has conquered. Only a unified Brotherhood can hold what we have conquered. Only a unified Brotherhood can withstand the inevitable onslaught.”
Considering his response was to ignite his saber and attack me, I don't think he agreed with me. 
How did I escape? Easy: he let me go. What good would killing me do for the Brotherhood? I gave him Captain Sawo (bound and gagged by me before I met with Pravus) and the Shadehammer in exchange for exile. Give the units someone to target. Give them a reason to unify. Step three: prepare...for a life on the run. 
Step four: run. 
This is my final log as commodore of the Shadehammer. My penultimate act is to promote Captain Sawo to commodore. My final act is to resign my commission. 
To the Brotherhood: Come and get me. 
