Script

Why hello gentle listeners! This is your uncle D’hak, here to tell you a bedtime story.
We are in an elevator in the Dark Ascent. We are not going to sleep.
I know that, but there’s no elevator music. A long time ago, earlier this year, in a galaxy far, far… well, here, there was a man named Evant. He was a very pretty man, with a carefully balanced hairstyle ruined by my pet felinx Imbasile in a recent battle within the Shadow Academy. Story sold separately.
I still haven’t forgiven you for that.
Shh! No interruptions on the elevator. After a failed diplomatic meeting, Evant was imprisoned on Tenixir but later rescued and brought before Grand Master Telaris Cantor, whose own hairstyle was… well, on his head, and he probed the mind of his Deputy. Not very carefully because Evant would soon turn traitor dun dun du- wait, too early.
After Telaris had finished learning all of Evant’s secrets, except the one that really mattered, the Collective invaded our Arx system! Gasp! I mean, *gasp* Calling all clans for help, the Brotherhood prepared to fight back against the invaders. And so began a very long space battle, almost as long as this elevator ride, where the Godless Matron was severely damaged by a super blue super laser weapon thingy,
The Jamai’s compound beam laser
Yes, that thingy, and the Endeavour heroically rode in to save the day under some confusing order.
Order Lacqueum.

Order what?
Lacqueum.
Where did you even come up with that? It sounds like something we should take when we’re constipated.
It
Anyway, after our order to… “evacuate”, the Endeavour sacrificed itself and its crew
They made it out of the ship
Stop interrupting my entertaining elevator story!
*Sigh*
The Endeavour was destroyed, and the Shadow Academy platform Nesolat was conquered by Evant, who had turned traitor dun dun dun!
I was never actually a traitor!
Um, hello, spoiler alert! As the core of the Nesolat platform detached, because Evant had somehow solved that damn codebreaker puzzle, the planetary shield collapsed and the Nesolat’s core brought Evant down to the surface of the planet where I, and my mighty steed, awaited him.
You showed up almost an hour later.
I was sleeping.
You slept through a war?
Not by choice. I had help and they had stun guns.
I wish we had stun guns.
I shall ignore that. Now, in our final, most desperate hour, we are on an elevator to… where are we even going?
To the Iron Throne.
What now?
The Iron Throne. The Seat of all Brotherhood power in the galaxy.
So… we’ve been invaded by a gigantic enemy fleet, bent on destroying the Iron Throne with their many, many lasers and your plan is to sit on the bullseye?!
We have a secret weapon.
Is it me?
No. But now that the Collective had been lured into Arx’s atmosphere, we can finally destroy them all!
With what? My cat can’t hit that many ships! I do have a tauntaun, but his only special power is emergency tent mode, and it is single use only.
Come, let me show you how this war will end… Once the elevator arrives.
We really should have timed that better, huh?
