Misunderstanding of modern art

Augur Xantros
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36 ABY, Caelestis city, Rangath, Caperion system
Augur Xantros was breathing deeply to calm himself down. He became a bit nervous as whole process of sculpturing took a bit longer than he had expected. Now, the sculpture required some final touches before it would be ready for painting. However, the Duros was exhausted by hours spent on precise movements necessary to achieve the desired effect, while even the smallest mistake would turn the intended piece of art into a piece of rubbish. He had to be very careful in order not to spoil his artwork, but it was not going to be an easy thing with his hands shaking due to exhaustion and stress. He did not have much time left before he would need to finish the sculpture as he meant it to be birthday gift for the Consul of Clan Scholae Palatinae.

It was not widely known that Xantros was just a hobbyist sculpturor. It was one of many of his secrets and he did not like it to be revealed to the public, because other members of the Imperial Clan and possibly some notable members of the Imperial Navy and Army would immediately stand in a very long queue to order a scultpure for themselves. However, he treated it only as a hobby as he had other, more important matters to deal with than petty desires of other people. He had a grand mission to complete and sculpturing was just a way to let his mind relax and his body rest so that he would not get too stressed and exhausted by his ardous campaign to spread the Unity across the Galaxy.

The Duros was to make the very last adjustments to the sculpture, when he heard someone calling him by his name. He turned around to see a young Imperial officer approaching him. The Lieutenant was indeed very young, mere twenty three years old, but it was the necessity to hire young people as officers for the Imperial army and navy, as the destruction of the Cocytus system resulted in disastrous casualties among senior officers as well as experienced troopers and pilots. They had to be replaced somehow, so soldiers and pilots with little experience were quickly promoted to fill the gaps created by the Fall of Judecca.

„What can I do for you, Lieutenant?” asked Xantros with a slight sigh.
„The Empress wants to meet you at once,” explained the officer.
“At once? She will need to wait unti I am done here,” the Duros refused to carry out the order impatiently.
“I was ordered to inform you that it is an urgent matter that cannot wait,” spoke the Lieutenant.
“I will come when I am ready,” the Augur could be stubborn under some circumstances.
“Anyway, what are you doing?” asked the officer curiously and trying to see what his interlocutor had been busy with.
“Sculpturing, if you have to know,” answered Xantros with a sigh.
“I did not know that you were a sculpturer,” replied the young Human.
“You were not supposed to know that,” spoke the Duros angrily.
“But...what it is supposed to be?” inquired the Lieutenant.
“It is a fist,” explained the Augur.
“It does not look like the FIST. He is taller,” spoke the officer.
“Well...we have lost so many excellent officers, troopers and pilots that losing a pathetic one will not make a difference,” murmured Xantros, took out his blaster and simply killed his interlocutor with a blaster shot making a hole in man's forehead. Man's body fell on the ground with a dim sound of blop. “Now, I can focus on my work.”
Half an hour later, the Duros smiled with a satisfaction. His masterpiece of artwork was ready to hand it to the Consul of Clan Scholae Palatinae. The Augur put the sculpture into a bag so that no one could see what he was carrying and quickly walked to the Emperor's office. He knocked on the door and entered the room.

„Finally, you are here,” sighed Elincia Rei. „I asked you to come to my office an hour ago.”

„I am sorry, Elincia,” explained Xantros. „There was some kind of...misunderstanding between me and the envoy.”

The Empress sighed again. „Where is the body?”

„In backyard of our headquarters, but before you send someone to clean the mess, I would like to hand you a birthday gift,” said Xantros.

„What is it?” asked the Twi'lek.

The Duros put out the sculpture from the bag and put it on the desk, „How do you like it?”

„What is it?” asked the Twi'lek again.

„It is a fist,” answered Xantros.

„It does not look like the FIST, he is taller,” replied Elincia Rei.

„C'mon...You miss the point,” said the Duros.

„What point?”

„We both know the rumours about the return of Grand Admiral Thrawn, who is rumoured to have created the Empire of the Hand somewhere in the Wild Space.”

„I still miss a point.”

„The Empire of the HAND. The Empire of the FIST. It is the worst experienced to learn that people are unable to understand one's jokes. ”
