Unknown Sith Space

Victory II-Class Star Destroyer Paladin

A chiming alert from the wall holoscreen jolted Janos out of his nap. He had been studying for another exam on the differences between Light, Dark and Grey Jedi paths and had dozed off. He glanced over at his wife who had headphones on and hadn’t noticed the noise. Yawning and stretching, he got up and walked over to the wall. Flicking on the screen he started to read the words which flashed up: ‘By order of the Grand Master. The immediate and systematic extermination of Undesirables, all non humans or non near-human species, will commence as of now. As a loyal subject of the Iron Throne you are required to assist and aid any and all members of the Grand Master’s staff and soldiers. Failure to do as such will be cause for your imprisonment and possible termination. Any students on board found aiding or abetting any non-human or species will be considered traitors. Long live the Grand Master!’ The message had been signed ‘Headmaster Dacien Victae di Plagia’.

Janos rocked back on his heels as the message repeated itself. “What in the name of the Gods is going on?” He asked himself, his voice a whisper. Walking over he tapped his wife on the shoulder to get her attention.  “Lil? Lass ye need to see this. I think we may be in trouble.”

“What is it? What’s going on?” She asked, getting up from her desk. “You’re looking scared, what is it?”

Janos pointed to the wall screen. “Read,  I think we may have a problem.”

Lilith walked over and read the repeating message. Turning, she looked at her husband and knew what the problem was going to be. “We can’t follow that directive. I’m not going to kill aliens just because a letter tells me to, Grand Master’s orders or not.” Sitting back at her desk she started calling up friends to find out what was going on.

Janos stood behind her, watching as face after face popped up on the screen, many of them aliens.  Soon they were all talking and discussing the Headmaster's message. Janos knew that Lilith was light years ahead of him when it came to work in the Shadow Academy. She had already left him behind with some of the courses. As a result, she had made many friends that she studied with. He marveled at how calmly she was talking to them all. Finally he leaned forward into camera view and spoke. “The problem is that this is a direct order from the Grand Master. Now while I DO understand that it is a stupid order. It IS an order none the less.”

Many of the people responding looked shocked at his comment. One of the aliens, a Togruta spoke up. “So will you sell us out to them then? Or will you do nothing and watch us possibly get slaughtered.” Another human chimed in. “Janos, I know you are a good fighter. We could use you. You know this is wrong, you said yourself it was a stupid order.” A Cathar growled something in her native tongue and looked at Lilith.  Switching to common she said, “Lilith you and I have never had any issue, nor have I had any with all who are here speaking. But I what about you, Lilith’s mate? You I do not know except by stories from others that speak of a fat drunk human who’s master is a Sith. A Sith is not known for their compassion. What has he taught you I wonder.”

Janos looked at the image on the screen and smiled. “Lass, ye have heard true, I am a drunk and yes I’m overweight, and if ye had lived my life, ye probably would be a fat drunkard too. As for my master-I dinna ken. I have to talk ta him,” Janos said, his accent getting thicker as he began to worry more about the problem at hand. Looking at his wife he bent down and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek. “I have to go to the communications room and have a private chat with Bentre. I don’t think they will prevent me from a private chat between Master and Apprentice.” Straightening up he disappeared into the back room only to emerge a few minutes later in his faded and worn Jedi robes. His saber clipped to his belt. “See you in a bit, be good and be smart. Do what your heart says, but don’t be a fool.”

Exiting the  room, Janos headed towards the bridge area and the communications room. Already people were starting to mill about in the corridors. Janos soon noticed something odd though. Everyone, students, professors, soldiers, all of them were armed. And Human. Soldiers stopped and sized him up, noticing the well used saber hanging from his belt. Many just nodded and let him pass. One or two of his fellow Naga Sadow acolyte classmates caught up to him and tried to engage him in conversation, but he ignored them. Getting on a lift he headed up the main tower of the ship and got off on a floor usually reserved for when it was in battle. Showing a guard standing by the emergency communications room door his identification, he stepped past only to be stopped by a fleet lieutenant standing inside. “This area is off limits to students, acolyte. You aren’t allowed to be in here,” the officer said with obvious distaste.

“I know, but I also know I can be here to make a private communication with my master if the need arises. And Sir, I assure ye, the need has arisen,” Janos responded quietly.

“Oh, um, right, that is true. You will need to sign the log that you are here and to whom your call is to. Also you only have a few minutes as I have been told to expect the Headmaster up here so he can speak with the Grand Master himself!” The lieutenant said, the awe evident in his voice.

“Right, well let me sign then and I will only be a moment.” Janos smiled, trying not to sound nervous knowing the Headmaster was on his way.  Scribbling off his name on the data pad and that of his master, Janos went to a booth and began typing in the codes he and Bentre had set up to privately communicate.  Supposedly they were unbreakable, but Janos knew that any code could be broken in time.

His master’s face appeared and a hurried and whispered talk began. “Master, do you know what has happened up here? The Grand Master has ordered the Headmaster and the troop on board to kill any undesirables, all the aliens. And I’m trapped up here in this nightmare. And I have to worry about Lilith!  It’s an order from the Grand Master! I should follow it, but my conscious is telling me I shouldn’t. What should I do?”

Bentre shook his head quickly and quietly answered. “The Grand Master had almost all of my fellow Obelisks killed including the head of the Order. Do what you need to, to survive. Within reason, but know this. The genocide he is committing is evil, even more evil than anything I have ever done. You still see the need for a balance, and there is NO balance with that order. This will be the first of many tests you have my apprentice. I wish you well and good luck. I will say this though, after what the Grand Master did to the Obelisk order.” His voice dropping to a whisper, “I would be happy to gut him. Bentre out.” Holo blinked into static and Janos stared at it for a few moments, collecting his thoughts.

Getting up he turned and started to head out when the door to the room opened and the headmaster walked in with his cronies and security. “Everybody OUT!” He bellowed, causing technicians to scramble.  Walking forward like a conquering king he looked about and spied Janos. “Acolyte! What are you doing here? I said OUT!” He yell again spittle frothing at the corner of his mouth. Janos looked him in the eyes and saw…madness. The crazed look of a snapped mind stared back at him and in that moment Janos knew where he stood.

