Conspiracy Theories – SBL Malisane Sadow

Bar Inferno

Telos City

Telos
Darkhawk sipped his drink. “So how did you get started in the Brotherhood?”

His drinking companion took a swig. “My first job was Clan Envoy. I was fairly junior to get the role it was an honour. Of course later I found out no one else had wanted it.”

Darkhawk grinned. “It's often the way. So what did it involve?”

“The Envoys worked for our clan in the Shadow Academy on Lyspair. We were responsible for taking care of students, welcoming them to their clan, getting them through the few basic ranks before they formally joined the Clan and were handed over to the Rollmaster. We also made sure we got our share of the good new members and they weren't poached by other Clans.”

Darkhawk nodded. “I bet you've got a few stories.”

Malisane nodded. “Indeed. One in particular stands out.” His face darkened briefly. “But I don't talk about it. It's ancient history.”

Darkhawk frowned. “Come on, you can't hint like that then go secretive on me.” 

“No honestly,” Malisane replied, “I shouldn't say anything.”

“I'll get another round in,” The Aedile offered.

“Oh go on then.”

“It was normal afternoon like any other,” Malisane began, “I was working in my office cataloguing some research. It was into midichlorian transfusion.”

“Into what?” Darkhawk asked with a frown.

“It was a project the Academy were looking into. The theory was transferring midichlorians into non force users. The idea was to boost our membership by creating powerful force users. It was shelved eventually, it was supposed to be too unstable.”

“It sounds it,” the Aedile replied. 

“Anyway I remember that day I'd come back from greeting the Heralds new student. We didn't usually have much to do when someone already had a Master. We just showed them around and so on, made sure they had quarters assigned.”

He took another drink then continued. “So I was working on the research. Then Milly came in to do the room.”
“Milly?” Darkhawk asked. 

“The cleaner and general maid. She was a zabrak servant. Nice enough and a hard worker. We all liked her.”
“You didn't?” the Aedile suggested.

“No we didn't mess about with the staff it was bad form. And I had a casual on and off relationship with a twilek House Envoy from Tarentum.”

“Nice.”

“Anyway on my desk I had a picture of my old platoon from my Imperial Army days. My last memento of my former life. She accidentally spilt cleaning fluid on it. Suddenly she was all apologies and fled the room.”

“Not good.”

Malisane continued, “Before I had time to think an urgent message came through that there'd been an accident in the docking bay. A student had been crushed by a falling loader. There weren't many details so I headed over.”

“Were they dead?”

“No one seemed to know when I arrived. It had all been cleaned away very quickly, there were droids scurrying all over the place. I thought I'd better report to my superior, the Knight Commander of the Brotherhood.”

“What did he say?” Darkhawk asked.

“I didn't get to speak to him,” Malisane replied, “when I got to his office the Headmaster was in there and they were having a heated discussion. I was quickly dismissed.”

“Sounds odd.”

“Indeed. Nothing was said for a few days, then something odder happened.”

“What?”

“I was walking down the corridor to my quarters with my army picture. Some of the staff that worked on restoring scrolls and documents had fixed it, a very good job.” He frowned. “Then I saw Ashia. She saw me with the picture and walked past me without saying a word. Very hurriedly.”

“What's odd about that?” the Aedile asked.

“Well when I got back to my quarters I began working and the door opened, and a young man entered. He said he was Millys replacement, as apparently she'd left suddenly.”

“I'm still not seeing what's so unusual,” Darkhawk said taking a sip.

“Well I began to think. Ashia, Milly, the midichlorian transfusion research, the accident that was cleared up so quickly, the argument between the Knight Commander and the Headmaster.”

The Aedile looked at him suddenly, “Surely you're not suggesting...”

“Can you imagine? Malisane asked, “The Heralds favoured new student killed on the first day she arrives at the Shadow Academy in an accident. It would be a scandal.”

“You're talking about the Proconsul, indeed former Consul, and the former Grandmasters wife being a Shadow Academy cleaning lady.”
“They can do a lot with cosmetic and personality alteration,” Malisane replied.

“Surely her Master would have noticed something,” Darkhawk replied, “they got married. They still are.”

Malisane shrugged, “”Well maybe by the time he realised it was too late, or he didn't want to cause a scandal, or he was happy enough with the replacement.”

Darkhawk finished his drink.”I think it's time I went to bed.”

Malisane grabbed his arm. “Do not repeat what I told you to a soul.”

The Aedile smiled, “You need not worry,” he replied, “I wouldn't repeat that story to anyone.”
