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The Dark Side stirs once more. 
Will we be free of our bondage? Our service?
Never. Ours is torment eternal, unceasing. Had my master completed his mission here, had your masters allowed him to see his efforts successful, all of us would be free of this damned state.
A Lion's roar explodes darkness.

A hunter prepares to capture his prey. 

A mystery prowls at the edges.
Had your master truly completed his mission, had our masters allowed him to see his efforts and dreams realized, the galaxy would have been rent in twain, the Force emptied for parsecs, entire systems drained of their core essences, all siphoned to feed your master's deplorable, despicable, devouring desires. No, we would not have been free of this damned state because we would have been damned forever. 
Fool. Blinded by your master's jealousy and lust for attention. He had his chance—no, excuse me, chances. Jacked up to lord of all of us twice, a hunter and conquistador, a demi-god among us Sith, honored above all, respected, praised, beloved. And yet he still could not stomach the idea that another could be a better lord than him. Jealousy and egotism fueled your master's rebellion. Had the rite been his idea, he would have done the same as my master. 

Behold! Three align with the Lion.

Behold! Two and the opposite join with the hunter.

Behold! The wanderers befriend the mystery.
My glorious leader abhorred the very fundamentals of the rite and thus would never have even considered attempting it, let alone instigating a civil war just to see his hubris-fueled ambitions realized. 
Muz: Wrong. No. No, that's not how the conflict started. Claims of power over all, but twas all a sham. 
For once, we agree. A huckster, a con man of the highest caliber. 'Follow me and I will show you a new path.” Hmpf. Every false cultist claims the same. 'Your masters are weak, pathetic'. I never saw my master lose or bend a knee to anyone. Promises of esoteric knowledge and power. Bah. He knew only how to lose. 
Calling all the loyalists, remember our triumphs and the victories over our singular enemy.

Calling all who uphold the Chamber of Stars, remember we are not what they say we are.

Calling all who seek more, remember that our New Order will conquer and reshape the Brotherhood.
Conquering? If I could still breath, I would die of laughter-induced asphyxiation. No, we were the first to enter the system, the first to descend to the surface. 
That would make you explorers, not conquerors. Unless, of course, you count alighting upon rocks and bare ground conquering. Considering how deranged your master was, I could see you assuming that. 
Whatever. The point is, his lord was not a conqueror. Hang back and wait until the real Dark Jedi exhausted themselves? That's how scoundrels and snipers work, not conquerors. Our master, a true conqueror, pushed us hard. I remember my first descent. The whole dropship shook with anxious excitement. Twas our first time to Korriban, the jewel of Sith space. All the briefings and warnings receded to memory as we took in Korriban's sinister glory. 
Death to the usurpers!

Death to the power hungry!

Death to the old ways!
On this planet of agony, ecstasy for us Dark Jedi. We too basked in the planet's chilling glow, soaking up the anger...suffering...
POWER!
Yes, such a mellifluous bouquet, banquet of pain and agony and pure Dark Side power. We pushed our pilot to descend as fast as possible. One sniff of that power and we were addicts. 
Escape to Korriban. Relics we seek.

Escape to Korriban. Battle we intend.

Escape to Korriban. Control we will seize.

Addiction. That's an appropriate term. One of our champions became addicted immediately upon landing. Normally, he avoided killing, preferring incapacitation and capture to corpse-making. But he took one step, and the Dark Side ensnared his mind. Kark, he fell hard. An angel o' death. Shot off alone towards an entrenched position and slaughtered everyone. Everthing, in fact: he cut down an obelisk with a command post perched high atop. Slew the survivors and we lost him in the dust.
I remember him. Flew through our ranks like an armored, crazed mynock. Required three of our eldest members to stop him. We had just anchored our mobile batteries when this blur slashed through them. Two knights attempted to stop him, but he cut through them with ease. Luck was on our side as a command ship was touching down nearby when he slaughtered the knights. Those three handled him, but not before he gave them a duel to remember. Still, the damage was done. We returned the favor by sending one of those elders towards your line in front of the academy. I remember hearing, 'they sent an assassin, they get the death penalty, a herald of woe.'
Forward to the Academy. Tis of strategic and artefactual value. 

Forward to the Academy. A base we will need.

Forward to the Academy. Whosoever controls the Academy has his hand upon the cradle of the Valley.
Cute. I'd be laughing if I didn't remember the havoc he caused. We were waiting for the main army to land when that guy launched himself at us. Luck was also with us as your 'herald of woe' got entangled with that inventor, the calm, collected Bothan with the dozen of droids at his side. That was a fun fight. Our lines are crashing against each other, your champion starts laying waste to everything around, and out of nowhere comes this guy who unleashes a torrent of synthetic pain. He wasn't ours, and obviously not yours, but, if my fading memory is correct, he wasn't really theirs either.
Aye. My memory has faded, too, and I cannot recall which side he was truly on. Matters not as the two of them fought to a deadstill.
'Deadstill'?

Go, but also to Tulak Hord and Naga Sadow. Our true intentions must be obscured.

Go, but also to Naga Sadow. The Lion embraces his history.

Go, but not all at once. Let events unfold, do not overstretch ourselves.
They killed each other. Those droids went haywire after their master was slain. We couldn't worry about them because it was about that time, we realized we were in trouble. Your main force was pouring from the sky behind us, landing at Ajunta Pall's tomb. Our master cursed his advisers, punishing one for pushing his plan. 'The loyalists are after the academy. If we want to defeat them, we must let them reach the academy and then crush them on the academy steps.' 
Hurry! The hunting party will soon be in range!

Hurry! The Lion will soon be fortified!

Hurry! We must contain the armies!
Ironic. A disloyal rebel. We had a few agents scattered throughout, but we didn't rely on them. That guy acted alone. Plus, your master's jealous rage blinded him to the possibility that we didn't want the academy.
No, he honestly thought you wanted the academy. He knew you needed relics, and the academy has many. Problem was, we didn't know which you needed. Never suspected your true target was Ajunta Pall. Your feint worked perfectly. We fell for it and sent everyone at the academy. 
Indeed. We planned to hold out for some time, but we didn't expect such a heavy assault. We had to eliminate your mobile batteries as we could not withstand a prolonged bombardment. Ground forces, we could handle until our main forces landed as the academy provided plenty of tactical advantages. But then one of your champions decided to strike out on his own. I believe he was a Gamorrean.

Interesting. They broke towards Naga Sadow.

Interesting. They broke up into three armies.

Interesting. A Gray document suggests the reason for the Academy's popularity.
A Quarren, actually. A squid. Waddled like a pig-man, but definitely not as rotund or stupid. We had you cornered, but, yes, the academy did provide some tactical advantages. That's why our squid-man did what he did. He called for covering fire, we laid it down, he struck off on his own, and struck many down. 
Dozens. When we saw him advance, we panicked a little. Our cavalry was at least a half hour away, and, while we had our own champions, we weren't sure we could contain your Quarren and hold out against your army. We barricaded ourselves in the academy, but a couple of missile shots proved that strategy ineffective. We couldn't hide, we had to fight. And our best volunteered. 

Jedi sisters here? No matter. They will leave soon. 

Jedi sisters here? Recruit them to our noble cause.

Jedi sisters here? Extend an invitation. 
Chal Yon. Our army trembled when that scarlet-coiffed elder emerged. We knew he was more than a match for our tentacled champion. But our aquatic assailant did not flinch, did not slow his advance. Command, knowing we wanted to watch the duel and how it would end, had us disengage and secure our positions. Hunker down to avoid the cultists' snipers, move back to avoid any accidental fire, and enjoy the show.
Magnificent. Stunning. Sublime. 
Twas the greatest duel I ever saw. Two master combatants, equals—

Nearly.
Klaxons! We are engaged! 

Klaxons! We are engaged!

Klaxons! We are engaged!
Yes. Nearly equals, but far closer in skill than the three of us ever were. Our Quarren held his own against the fire head, almost winning the duel at points. But your champion slowly rose to the challenge. 
Cagey. The start was slow, defensive, tactical, almost boring. But, yes, once both got going—especially our master's prophet—twas a duel not to be forgotten. Your unfortunate Quarren seemed surprised when our champion roared to life and unleashed his full potential. 

Laboring in this heat, we shall not last forever.

Laboring in this heat, force the fight indoors.

Laboring in this heat, let them slaughter each other while we wait.
Not that either relented or gave ground. 
Nothing. Not a meter, not a klick, nothing. But your champion could not withstand our flaming champion forever. A combo more skilled, a step faster, a year or two younger. The heat sapped your squid-man's reserves; he fought until exhaustion was upon him, and yet he continued. Chal Yon did not hesitate. One stroke disarmed him. 
Funny. 
Thanks. The next stroke gutted the squid. His final stroke—
Never fell. 
Boom.
Masters duel! The Timeless One fights the Spider Woman!

Masters duel! The Beard fights the Fish!

Masters duel! And whoever wins, we win. Patience.
That was my doing. I was our resident saber engineer. When the Quarren asked me to add a dead man's switch with a three-second delay, I obliged. Curious, I asked why. He shook his tentacled head. He knew his end was near, and this was his way of dying on his own terms, to make his death meaningful. 
'Meaningful’?
Well, as meaningful as a death on Korriban can be. I didn't know him well enough to say with certainty, but I get the feeling he sacrificed himself less to ruin the enemy and more to save us. We would have been pinned in between two parts of one army and the entirety of another army. Capturing a fortified academy would have costs us far more lives than we could afford. His death saved—for a moment—many lives. 
Disaster. Not only was our most powerful brother vaporized, but so were a half dozen expert warriors and most of our soldiers. The barricades were shredded, exposing us to artillery bombardment. Mostly standard ordnance, but I know at least one missile had toxic gas. Out of the two hundred who took the academy, only six survived. And we only survived because our master read the situation and reacted. 

Need help. Recovered message from Gray. He cannot be trusted.

Need help. Retreat away from the Academy. Survive until forces can replenish. 

Need help. Ready the excavators. Our man has found our salvation.
I remember the call. 'The Ralltiir is descending. Repeat, the Ralltiir is descending.' Cheers erupted. We knew we had forced your master from the sky. We knew we had broken through your master's trap. We knew we had a chance at winning now. Most importantly, we knew you had no chance at completing the ritual. 
Hopeless? No. Very close to it? Almost. Losing the academy hurt, but losing the warriors inside was the crushing blow. We had hoped to break out once your army had turned to chase our master. We barely had enough survivors to warrant sending a transport to evacuate us. The bold pincher move we had planned was obliterated by that damned, suicidal Quarren. Now all we could hope for was a frantic dash to the relic, and perform the ritual before the two armies crashed down upon us. Hopes were meager, slim. 
Overhaul the plan. Break from the Academy,. Obliterate the hunting party. 

Overhaul the plan. Send all reinforcements planetside. Everything and everyone.

Overhaul the plan. Secure access to the Academy. Maintain control of the Valley.
Rest. I found a quiet spot and tried to recuperate as much as possible. I slumped in shell-born crater, my mind envisioning the worst: the war lost, me and my comrades captured, my master's head impaled atop the Blackened Temple's spires, the brethren united under your banner or worse. His lord claiming the Void Blade, the false savior bending our knees to his usurped sovereignty. Your master was one of us. Disloyal and disobedient, perhaps, but still one of us. He had wielded the blade before, I had bent my knee to him before. We may hate each other, but at the end of the day, we are still brothers. We are family. To see that—No. Even now, the mere idea of that siren song singer claiming the Void Blade sickens my dead soul. Such was my hatred for him that it fueled my return to the battlefield. I emerged from the crater in a rage. I spotted a medical speeder carrying wounded. A quick slash and the medic needed a medic of his own while I had a means to get me to the tomb of Ajunta Pall. 
We broke ranks and ran. Your master's prep squads had already landed and were fortifying their position in front of the tomb. The bulk of your army was escorting your master to the surface. We knew we needed to attack immediately, to prevent your master from reaching the tomb and stop the rite before it began. But those snipers...I counted fourteen kills around me as we sprinted to the tomb. A comrade's head exploded next to me—an Arkanian, I think—blinding me with blood splatter. I wiped my face in time to see people leap from the dropships. Dozens falling from unsurvivable heights as their transports lit up the darkening sky. 

Prepare! The Lion descends!

Prepare! The hunter descends!

Prepare! The mystery descends!
Faster. I remember pleading with the speeder to go faster. I remember pleading with the Force to get my master down to the surface faster. I remember pleading with all the damned spirits and souls to protect us all. My master's leap of faith succeeded: he and those who landed safely reached the tomb first. I smiled. Smirked. Laughed inwardly? I can't remember. I was pleased, but knew the fight was about to intensify. All we had to do was complete the rite. 
Our front line met yours just outside the entrance. This was the civil war we all feared. Brother dueling brother, friends slaying friends, masters carving up students. And all for what? The ultimate weapon, a powerful sword tempered stronger than ever by the dark chemistry of Ajunta Pall? Another tenure with the Void Blade, wielding it as meekly as he did thrice before? A conquest of our mighty cast of brothers by an outsider, a false claimant to the title of Dark Lord?

Quell the tide. Send the horde at Hord against the usurper. We will be victorious.

Quell the troops. Hold firm, do not lose hope. We will be victorious.

Quell the tension. Unearth and retrieve the relic. We will usher in a new age.
Guilt?
Reality. I slowed my sprint as I witnessed our cannibalization. I guess I always knew this was our fate. Sith crave power, and power can only be held by so many. But instead of uniting under one banner—even for a short while—and attempting to conquer all so we all can indulge, satiate our power hunger, we fracture and splinter what little power we have. I watched our forces fight to a stalemate. I watched your master expend the remainder of his troops to protect himself as he delved deep into Ajunta Pall's resting place. I watched the third army slam into both our flanks.
Waited. Contain us inside the Valley, block our escape routes, let us pound on each other for a while like siblings, descend upon us like ravenous mynocks. We knew this was their plan, yet we had no answer for it. We couldn't engage them on the cliff's edge. We had our primary targets, secondary targets, and, in all our plans, the cultists were tertiary targets at best. I was able to avoid the bloody melee pit and rendezvous with my master's rearguard. What I saw before entering the tomb was a wave of pale blue and bright yellow wash over our armies. We still had hope. We still had time.

Relic? No. Avoid it. End the struggle then focus on the target.

Relic? No. Ignore it. Focus else this will be our end.

Relic? What's happening? My friends succumb to spirits and the sword.
I grabbed the nearest comlink from a headless journeyman, and ordered a barrage on the main fighting force. The commander I spoke with swore at me in three different tongues, to which I replied, 'Yes, we will kill some of our own, but they're dead already. Either we let our troops die slowly and watch the enemy walk away, or we kill them now and take out some of their forces as well.' The cannonade began within half a minute. I realize the hypocrisy of bemoaning our lack of unity in one moment then ordering our guns to turn on ourselves and our enemies in the next. I have had many a year to reconcile my actions against my thoughts and philosophies. Twas my hatred, my fear, my disgust of losing to an outsider, a usurper, to him. I would rather there was nothing left for him to rule than allow him to rule any of us. 
Reasonable. I suppose I would have done the same. I don't know if I could have suffered under his rule. Maybe. Maybe not. But at that moment, the decision can be distilled into: which is more abhorrent, the rite or his rule? You chose his rule. Surprising. 

Stay your weapons. Something is amiss. Safety.

Stay your weapons. Something is amiss. Safety.

Stay with the weapon! Everything is going wrong. Secure it now!
We could have united under your master's rule. The rite works, the usurper is expelled, we unite under your master's banner. But we would never unite under his rule. War unceasing until all are dead. Perhaps that was his goal, to scour us from the galaxy. I did not want to find out. 
Uncovered. Discovered. We found out why the rite had not been attempted before. In the tomb's lowest chamber was Ajunta Pall's coffin, a relic itself, so malevolent and powerful that we felt it tugging, grasping at our very souls. Its deceased payload whispered to us. Offers of power uninhibited, unimaginable, otherwise unobtainable sweetened our ears. Our master's will steeled our hearts. 'We are here for a purpose. We have endured much. In a few moments, our tribulations will be rewarded.' Cheers echoed throughout the chamber, drowning out the false promises and lies. Without those few words, someone would have succumbed. 

Together we face the mysterious outsider.

Together we face the mysterious outsider.

Together we we extract this weapon. 
The salvos did their job. The unexpected consequence was the annihilation of our fleet. When the enemy fleets saw what we were doing, they moved together, simultaneously to protect their own; a tacit, temporary truce. Our master ordered a full retreat of all ships still hyperspace-capable. All other ships would protect him as he descended to the surface. 
Followed. The ersatz lord made his way to the surface as well. Your master had no other play to make if he wanted to stop the rite. The false lord had both of our armies collocated, crippled, and corralled. They began to tighten the noose. Our forces above ground held their ground as much as they could, but we understood: time became our third enemy. 
Usurper. Your threat against the Brotherhood ends today.

Usurper. Your mesmerized members are once more part of the Brotherhood.

Usurper...My strength...stolen from me...
Our master landed and our last reinforcements blazed a path for him to the tomb. Our lines were shattered, zero semblance of order, a frantic rush to end this war. I caught up with our master's entourage and we dove into the tomb, the false one nipping at our heels.
Ritual. Our master arrived at the tomb, found the writings he was looking for, and immediately began the rite. We sealed him inside and waited; this was our final stand. If we gave him the time he needed, he would emerge invincible, all-powerful, a savior wielding a demonic blade. 

Victory is at hand. 

Victory is at hand.

...Victory...life...stolen...
We blitzed through the chambers until we came to the last one, Ajunta Pall's. In front stood the remaining loyalists, united in their defense of their master. Kinaidan, your master's hand, stepped forward, bowed, and attacked. Even after so much combat, Kinaidan moved with preternatural speed and grace. He flowed more than moved, liquid death incarnate. Yet before he could land a single strike, my master batted him away. The insect crumpled against the wall. 
Fear. Hopelessness. Our mightiest was swatted away; what could we do against such a force? And then, the doors opened and hope emerged. 

We war to strengthen the Brotherhood. The One Sith comes.

We war to strengthen the Brotherhood. The One Sith comes.

We war against this blade. Nothingness comes.
...Sallow, drained, expiring. We were momentarily stunned by your master's emergence, but, when we saw his demeanor...well, we knew we were victorious. The loyalists were about to be defeated, and the usurpers would be easy pickings for us once invigorated with our rival's destruction. Our master signaled for us to protect him. 
Oblivion. The war was over. The rite—or so we thought—had drained him of all his strength and energy. I cannot recall what he or anyone said in that moment. I know he said something. Not memorable, I guess.

Exterminate them. Leave no trace of them. 

Exterminate them. Leave no trace of them.

Extinguish my...spirit. Leave...no trace...of me.
My master swooped in, parried a half-hearted swipe from the Void Blade, and killed our greatest enemy. 

Failure.
You are all that stands between me and the rite. 

You stand for all that is unholy and abominable.
I don't know why my master grabbed the Void Blade. Force of habit? To show he was its rightful owner? Overconfidence that he could control the corruption where your master could not? I don't know. We all felt the sword's pull, the siphoning of our energies. Clearly the sword was to blame. So why pick it up? 
Protection. He had fought to protect and preserve all of us from my master's crazed power lust. He stopped my master, but had to achieved his ultimate goal: protecting all of us from him. Subjugate, destroy, mute, imprison, deactivate the sword and your master would have completed his mission. But no one can wield that devilry for long, not even one as powerful as your master. 
He ran out, screaming, dying. Amazingly, he fought his way through the false prophet's army. Even after so many years apart, my master still wielded the Void Blade like no other ever has or will. Horrifying to watch his powers, so devastating and awesome moments before, evaporate as he used them. His entire body shuddered as the sword consumed his entire essence. We cried. We could not save him, he could not save us though he tried. Twas our end, yes, but worse was seeing his collapse.
Zeal for power, prestige, victory.

Zeal to protect the Brotherhood.
Ruination. Even though he was our most hated enemy, we all respected him. I think my master's death was less tragic because we didn't see the whole process, only the end. An inglorious end of his own making. I suppose that's another reason. He got what he wanted—he completed the rite—and suffered for it. But your master...Tragedy.

Another chapter of war begins.
More suffering and death, more fuel for the Dark Side.
A waste. So much waste. Unnecessary. A necessary expense was the loss of the Void Blade. Too much power, too little control. 
And yet you wantonly sent your acolytes to their death just to transport the sword to the academy.
‘Wantonly’? Hardly. They were plagued when they pledged themselves to me. An affliction that robbed them of their vitality, vivaciousness. 
Sickos. Only the sick ones joined your heretical campaign. 

I offered them—and everyone—a new path. Since your masters did not help them, I decided to aid them. Unfortunately, I could not cure them, only give the remainder of their lives purpose, meaning. Giving the suffering a quick yet purposeful death is mercy. They ran the sword back to the academy, one picking up where the previous runner died, all the while praising my name. 
Your next offer to us did not have us praising your name. 

The sword must be guarded. Allowing that cursed weapon to lay out in the open is foolish carelessness. I will not let the next would-be Sith Lord, the next self-styled Dark Master, the next egomaniacal Grand Master of the Dark Side simply walk up to the Void Blade. If someone wants it, they must search for it and then prove their worth. Until such a Dark Jedi is found, I will continue to contain the Ralltiir's folly. 
Next? How do you know there will be a next?

The details change—the names, the species, the ships, the relics, the tactics, the strategies—but the story remains the same: Sith rise, Sith war, Sith die, Sith fade into obscurity. The cycle repeats. It has repeated, it will repeat again. My vision was merely filling in the details for this upcoming cycle. Sad that what I preached—the destruction of the cycle can only happen through unity, Sith joined together working towards a common goal—would have saved us all. With the war over and the armies cannibalized, I asked if any of the survivors wanted to aid me in one final act of unity.
That is why I volunteered. My comrades had not the mental capacity at the time—or ever—to grasp what was happening. ‘Unite? With him?’ I surprised myself. I loathed you. As much as I may have wanted his master to die, I wanted you to suffer, your body, mind, and soul shredded. This is a civil war. Outsiders do not have a place here. Then I witnessed all that we did to each other, that I did to my own comrades. My master could have done more to stop him. Had he allied with you, we would have crushed the loyalists quickly, saving many lives. Instead we fought a three-fronted war, destroyed all pillars of our organization, and only a few of us survived its collapse. 
And you?
Reparation. I agreed with the idea that we had to protect that which we ushered into horrendous existence. My master never told us exactly what he planned to do; 'Only the rite matters'. But when pressed, he never explained the details. My comrades and I bought it. He's our leader. He has led us to fame and fortune, more than any other leader ever did. Yet it was all a ruse, a trick we fell for. He wanted this for himself. That's acceptable. Again, he's our leader and worked hard to lead us to our greatness. But his insatiable power lust killed him, and was the beginning for our eventual eradication. However dark my conscience, even it could not carry the burden of killing my brothers. For my fellow brothers whom I killed in service to my master, I pledged myself to guard the sword, to prevent it from desecrating any other organization. One ruined unit is plenty. 
 

Verily. And we have kept the sword hidden for one—Someone approaches. 
Middling. Not the strongest nor the weakest. 
Perhaps he will lead stronger Sith to us.
“Hello, gentle ghosts,” the smoker said with a wink and a puff. “I heard a rumor about a very powerful and dangerous weapon. A sword that consumes the Force. I’ve poked my head around this place a few times, but never stumbled across such an instrument. Might you luminaries know something about it?”

Who seeks such evil?
“The name’s Grey. Connor Grey.” 

You are insufficiently strong in the Force to withstand the sword’s grasp. 

“That's fine. I just need to know where it is. My employers are plenty strong.” 

Two masters of the Dark Side succumbed to the sword’s power. 

“Well,” Grey took one last drag and dropped the spent cig. “I guess they weren’t as strong as they thought. Look, I don’t need detailed directions. A general ‘somewhere in that vicinity’ would suffice. Is it sleeping with Sadow? Paling with Pall? Rocking with Ragnos?”

Silence.

“Perhaps it’s learning new tricks at the academy,” he guessed, lighting another cig.

Silence. 

Grey sighed. “Okay, so you’re not gonna help me out. That’s cool, that’s cool. Tell ya what: you guys remain silent and unhelpful, and, after I have delivered the weapon to my employers, I’ll tell them that there are three spirits that really want—no! need a taste of that blade.” Any mirth on his face was gone, replaced by stony deviousness. 

We have tasted the blade before. We fear neither the sword nor you nor your threats. 

“I like when people say that. Fatal regrets are a dying man's final thoughts,” Connor said as he blew a cloud of gray smoke at the spirits. “I know it's here. I will find—“ He grasped his throat, almost dropping his cig. He fell to his knees, gagging. 

Unworthy. You will die before you find even the barest hint of the weapon's location. You—
The Dark Jedi flexed his arms and his barrier broke the choke connection. He gasped in between drags from his cig. “I repeat, I will find it. You cannot stop me.” One amplified leap later and Connor was out of reach. 

Chase and kill him?
Bait. He will bring the strongest here. 
Then we test all. If any are worthy, we will show them the path to the Void Blade. Are we united?
Absolutely. 

Til eternity. 
