[GJW XII Event Long] Multimedia - In a World
Transcript - Based on Chapter 4 - Strike

[Narrator]: Chapter 4. Strike. Nancora Space, Inquisitorius Listener Ship - Psi Termina I in 35 ABY.

[Ambience: radar pings and engine hum]

Despite the dire fate that befell their sister ship, Nox Echo, the remaining cadre of Listener Ships remained vigilant in their aim of receiving, routing and recording data streams across the Inquisitorius’ advanced intelligence network. Intel was also being transmitted through a series of encrypted relays back towards Arx while simultaneously
supplying data to the Clan’s varying independent networks.

The din of the mechanical instruments and the hum of multicasting vidscreens were the only sounds to be discerned in the central command center. While the Inquisitorius had been at odds with many of the Clans of the Brotherhood, the battle against the Collective had quickly blurred those lines that had been drawn in the sand. Knowledge was power, and in this fight the Clans needed every advantage they could muster.

The Collective's ace weapon–the Braga–with its prototype laser and stealth system had been infiltrated and sabotaged by members of the Brotherhood. While the rest of the Brotherhood celebrated over cross-comm channels, the operators of the Psi Termina I remained focused on their mission.

The operators all wore Lobot-tech headgear that linked them directly into the various terminal systems they were tasked with monitoring. Each operator bore a dull, tranquil expression across their faces as their fingers moved mechanically with precision across keys and toggles.

[Comms Tech 1]: Incoming encrypted, priority message on channel cee-two.

[Narrator]: A comms technician reported monotonously without looking away from his screen.

[Comms Tech 2]: Copy.

[Narrator]: Replied another technician just as flatly.

[Comms Tech 2]: Pulling down encrypted transmission from agent M7—repeat: Em-Seven.

[Narrator]: There was a brief pause where only the sound of fingers on keys and the idle beeps, creeps, and sweeps of the control room could be heard.

[Comms Tech 2]: Signature confirmed, Voice of the Brotherhood authorization key enabled.

[Comms Tech 1]: Acknowledged, patching.

[Narrator]: The comms officer affirmed, queuing up the transmission. At first, a series of screeching hisses and whines screamed from the overhead speakers. The decryption software went to work, and slowly began to unscramble the seemingly erratic white noise.

Strands of a familiar, steady voice with a faint aristocratic lilt became clear. Though scattered, it was the unmistakable voice of Marick Tyris. The system confirmed it and continued to playback the message.

[Marick]: Rath Oligard...Axio City. Citadel...protected...shield generator. Needs...disabled. Oligard. Moving—

[Narrator]: Static shrieked suddenly over the comms. None of the operators so much as flinched at the high pitched noise, though. The only way the message could have been interrupted was if it had been terminated from the source. The electronic hissing faded as the feed went quiet.

The officers aboard the Psi Termina I did not panic. They calmly analyzed the information and proceeded to fulfil their duty to the Inquisitorius.

[Lead Operator]: The feed has been cut off.

[Narrator]: The lead operator said aloud to the group. Which meant that, logically, something or someone had managed to identify their encrypted uplink and terminated it. The Inquisitorius had been largely reliant on the inside intelligence, but now it seemed that their best lead had been severed. No one seemed to mind the obvious statement, and a second operator chimed in without hesitation.

[Comms Tech 2]: We must get this information to Atra Ventus immediately, and alert the rest of the Brotherhood.



[Narrator]: Nancora Space. On board the Skylla. Collective Flagship.

[Ambience: engine hum]

Captain Sul Pahlee studied the battle against the combined strength of the Brotherhood’s Clans with a fist clenched at his side. Despite Rath’s careful planning and all the traps they had laid, the Brotherhood was
more coordinated than they had anticipated. While the Clans did not move as one cohesive force–or anything resembling an organized singular fleet for that matter–they were not firing on one another. In their own disparate ways, each Clan fleet was focusing efforts on punching through the Collective’s defensive formation around Nancora’s orbit.

No single Clan seemed to be responsible for the successful strike, but whatever loose temporary allegiance they had formed he was sure would not last for long. Indeed. Sul had no doubt that once the dust settled, there would be dissent among the Clans. Fingers would be pointed, and they would quickly fall back on their petty squabbles. This was why Sul Pahlee had defected from the Iron Navy to follow Rath. The Collective was everything that the Brotherhood could become, if only they could unite and rally behind a singular vision and purpose. That was a topic for another day, however.

Captain Pahlee had more pressing matters at hand. The Braga had been destroyed. Brotherhood forces managed to infiltrate modified heavy cruiser and disabled it’s prototype systems. With the powercore overloaded, it had burst into a brilliant cloud of fire and shrapnel, taking out two other cruisers in Battle Group Abellio. Just like that, years of careful research and development were suddenly gone. The engineers, of course, had insisted on seeing their work in action, so there was no telling how many of those minds were now floating uselessly in the void. Pahlee did not know their names, really. He did not know all of their families. But he knew that Rath Oligard did. Pahlee felt a tinge of pride knowing that after it was all over, Rath would take the time to acknowledge each of the affected families. Personally. It was just another one of the many reasons Pahlee trusted Rath and believed so feverently in his cause.

[Tactical Officer:] Captain: enemy ships are breaking through our blockade and proceeding towards the surface.

[Narrator]: A tactical officer called out across the bridge.

[Pahlee]: Understood.

[Narrator]: Pahlee nodded once to himself as his mind churned mechanically through battle logistics.

[Pahlee]: Lieutenant: inform the Supreme Leader and alert General DIss'are to prepare the ground forces.

[Narrator]: The Zabrak captain's eyes flicked towards the readouts to his left.

[Pahlee]: Have the Caladi and Kamea cover the Jamai. We can't lose another prototype like that.

[Narrator]: Pahlee made a decisive chopping motion with his hand for emphasis.

[Tactical Officer]: And what of the remaining ships?

[Narrator]: The officer called back.

[Pahlee]: Show them what a true navy looks like.

[Narrator]: Captain Pahlee replied cooly. The crew responded with a unified verbal salute of solidarity.



[Narrator]: Nancora. Factory Empusa.

Ghafa Ordam looked up at the holographic form of the leader of Capital Enterprises. Few had actually met Varryn Antillus in person, leading many to question the true extent of his power and ability. Ghafa had known him for years, though, and had no such reservations. His lone organic eye focused on her fully, letting her know she had his
undivided attention. He was not the type of man to miss much.

[Ghafa]: The craft crash landed out in the Badlands.

[Narrator]: The Nautolan mercenary leader reported.

[Ghafa]: “Long range scanners signaled picked up positive signs of life. Our scouts have reported
Brotherhood activity in the area, and we’ve already deployed the Technocratic Soldiers,
Kerwin Drake, and—” 

[Narrator]: Ghafa paused to sigh.

[Ghafa]:  “—Sparks.” 

[Narrator]: She shook her head as she continued. 

[Ghafa]: “I don’t see why you’re so interested in one crashed ship. We can assume—”

[Varryn]: “I don’t base operational decisions on assumptions, Ordam,” 

[Narrator]: Varryn replied cooly. 

[Varryn]: What we do know is that the members of the Brotherhood all possess a threat to the Collective. They are either powerful Jedi or Sith, or worse, accomplices to them. Dispatch Kendra and the Shikari huntress. I want that survivor found and brought in for questioning. Alive, please. 

[Narrator]: His words were polite on the surface, but the weight behind them left little room for disagreement or failure. Ghafa nodded and offered a mock-bow to her superior. 

[Ghafa]: Right away, Master Antillus.

[Narrator]: She said with a smirk. Varryn simply shook his head as he closed the transmission.
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