Invoking the Past





	Nightfall on Loki is a dangerous time. Harsh arctic winds blow across the surface creating a perpetual surreal blue landscape, slashed by furious blizzards. Jutting out from the snowfields like a mammoth black mountain is the Cathedral of Darkness. The citadel is quiet, the Dark Jedi who live there are sleeping quietly. 





	A lone figure treks up the stone path that leads to the main entrance. He stops outside the door, before silently pulling the massive gilded metal door open and stepping inside.





	He reaches into a pouch at his side, armored gauntlets clank against his armored breastplate as he bends over and places a small droid on the ground. With a short whisper he sends his deadly courier into the labyrinthine corridors. 





	The small droid clatters along on six legs, the dull clink on the black marble floors is barely perceptible. It pauses before a watchful guard, who doesn’t notice the minuscule droid. It continues down the corridor, passing the Library, and further into the Grand Hall. The Hall is ended by a split in the corridor, one path goes further to the top the twin spires of the Cathedral, the other descends deeper into the bowels of the building. The droid begins to climb the stone banister up the grand staircase, passing many guards, whose minds are on other things. It passes the Chambers of the Aedile, it stops just outside the door of the Quaestor’s. A small crack is under the door; the intruder fits easily under it. 





	The Quaestor’s office is silent, the droid moves cautiously throughout the spartan decorations of the room, it slips quietly under the door to the bedchamber. On a large bed, lies its quarry. A silken sheet drapes over onto the floor, the droid begins to climb. It crawls slowly up the legs of the sleeping form, it stops on his chest. Light glistens from a twin pair of needle thin fangs, they poise to strike into the man’s neck. The sleeping figure stirs.





	Trevarus Caerick flashes to life. With a grand sweep of his arm the droid flies across the chamber and sparks against the wall, it lies still on the floor as crimson light floods into black room. The Jedi lightsaber is an awesome weapon, Trevarus bears it with a sharp grimace on his face, the crimson light casts a ominous shadow onto his bare flesh. Sensing that the threat has passed, he shut down his shimmering blade. Trevarus stooped to retrieve the small assassin, seeing every detail in the dark room





	A Scarab... somebody really wants me dead. Scarab droids had been built for the Ubiqutorate by Seinar Fleet Systems. While very deadly and expensive, they were scarce on the black market. He tossed the charred carcass back onto the floor.





	He reached out into the night, with the Force. Finding no active threat, he shifted his focus. He felt the presence outside the training center, moving quickly to escape. Trevarus dashed out of his bedchamber, and dove behind his desk, slapping a small button on the underside of the inlaid wooden surface. Massive blast doors of cortosis slid into place all over the Citadel, his intruder was trapped. 





	Trevarus dressed quickly, he need not hurry, but time is always of the essence. He strode purposefully out into the corridor, he used an override code from his comlink to the central computer to open each door as he went. He felt the subtle tugs of the expended Force of his quarry. He paused before opening the final door, and ignited his lightsaber. Trevarus knew what to expect, everything he has sensed told him all he needed to know, the Jensaarai had finally found him. Yet all his senses did not prepare him for what waited behind the massive door.





	The heavy metal door grumbled open. A tall warrior, dressed in black armor, sat cross legged on the floor. The armor was very familiar to Trevarus, from the black plates, to the helmet, fashioned in the image of the legendary Corellian raptor, the Night Hawk, it was that which he had constructed during his years with the Jensaarai. He knew who would now be wearing his armor.





	"You are a fool, Noryh, to challenge me after all these years." Trevarus snickered "You are almost as foolish as Sara."





	The voice that resounded from the mask surprised Trevarus, he knew the man beneath , his voice hardened by battle. "That is yet to be seen Caerick". The armor-clad warrior stood. The raw power behind his presence angered Trevarus, who had known him as an apprentice. He knew then that Noryh had been tracking him for years, driven to avenge the love he lost at Trevarus's hands. Noryh drew his lightsaber, Trevarus





paled. Only the masters among us use such a weapon. Trevarus thought as he ignited his lightsaber, crimson light to shine in the darkened corridor. The Jensaarai ignited his in





turn, sapphire light erupted from both ends of his double-bladed lightsaber.





	Trevarus lunged at his opponent. The scream of battle filled the chambers, with unearthly fury. Both men seemed equally skilled. The thunder of their blows reverberated through the thick stone of the Cathedral. For what seemed an eternity, Trevarus battled his old enemy. The other Jedi of the Cathedral now awake, sensed the boiling in the Force, but before they could react. The battle ended. 	





	The armor the Jensaarai wore had been constructed many years ago by Trevarus himself. He knew its intense strength, and a weakness. 





	With a subtle tug of the Force, the mask was twisted around backwards on the Jensaarai, effectively blinding him. With a quick kick to his legs, the warrior fell, dropping his lightsaber. Trevarus placed his foot firmly on the armored chest, and held his lightsaber to his enemies throat. A small kick and the mask rolled of Noryh’s head. The warriors locked eyes for a moment. The eyes haunted Trevarus, he would remember the triumphant look for the rest of his life, though not as much as his final words 





	The warrior spoke, a grim expression on his face, "You were wrong Carina..."





	With a grand sweep of Trevarus’s lightsaber, the speech was ended, Noryh Slayt became one with the Force, his body faded. The armor collapsed as Trevarus stepped off and shut down his saber. 





	A pair of footsteps resounded in the dark corridor. Two Jedi, side by side bowed to their Quaestor. Trevarus nodded in return. The taller of the two, about seven feet tall bent down to study the armor, an amused look in Enerum Shka’s red eyes. The other, retrieved the Jensaarai lightsaber were it had fallen. Daihok ignited both ends of the lightsaber looked questioningly at Trevarus, 





	"Who was this, why did they come here?"





	Enerum smiled faintly, "Whoever this was, you sure had your work cut out for you." He picked up the helmet. "Nice armor though, almost Vaderish in its construction." The contempt at the mention of Darth Vader was apparent to Trevarus and Daihok. 





	Trevarus began to pick up the armor, taking the lightsaber and helmet from Daihok and Enerum respectively. "That armor should be in good shape. I built it myself."





	Daihok seemed confused. Enerum nodded understanding, "You built that on Susevfi during your jaunt with the Jensaarai. You must had made quite the exit for them to track you after five years."





	A thin grimace crossed Trevarus’s face "I killed his wife when she confronted me onboard the Nighthawk as I made my getaway." He paused " I killed her and dumped her body out of the air lock to distract Noryh as he chased me down in an X-wing. While he retrieved her body, I jumped to hyperspace."





	Daihok scowled, "It seems like you were expecting them to hunt you down, look at the blast doors you had installed, Tron was never to happy about the money spent on that cortosis."





	The trio began to head back towards the Quaestor’s office. Trevarus spoke in an angry voice, "Just before I made the jump, Noryh comm’d me and swore the Jensaarai would hunt me to the depths of the Force. I was not sure they could track me here, but I took precautions anyway."





	Enerum shrugged. "So what are you going to do now?"





	"I’m going back to Susevfi"





	Day began to break across the snowfields.





	The scent of the armor’s thin vinesilk undertunic flooded into Trevarus. He relished the cool smoothness as he pulled on the heavy cortosis fiber body suit that would fit under the armor plates and protect him from lightsabers. Next he pulled on the heavy matching gloves. Heavy armor plates were tied on with long straps, Trevarus was pleased to find that the armor form fit him as well as it had five years ago. Made of an extremely strong metal alloy called Phrik, the black enamel armor plates were lightweight and resistant to all but the heaviest weapons. The armor had cost him dearly, the black market for Phrik was all but non-existent. The Empire had only been able to find it on one remote moon, were it not for his Imperial background, finding the metal would have been all but impossible.





	He tied on the heavy pieces. He examined all of the joints to be sure they fit smoothly, satisfied, he clipped his lightsaber to his belt. 





	The helmet still rested on the edge of the desk, he slowly pulled on the heavier fiber cortosis hood that hid his face, adjusting the eyeholes so they were straight. The last piece still rested on the desk. A long curved, all most skull-cap, black enameled, but with a sharp brightly polished gold beak. The helmet curved over the top of his head, leaving his cheeks and sides of his head covered only with the dark gray cortosis fiber hood. The helmet formed a inverted triangle on his forehead, with the apex of the triangle on the beak that covered his nose, the base continued up over his crown, then continued down along the back of his head, ending just short of his neck line. 





	He had once again taken the visage of his ship’s namesake, and the fearsome beast of Corellian legend; the Night Hawk





	With a flick of his wrists, massive blades, hidden in the armor of the gauntlets sprung outward. A surprise for any that managed to disarm him. He flipped up a small panel on the underside of his belt buckle, a comlink that linked him to the Nighthawk was activated with a small button push.





	Thus prepared, he left his chambers, the Jedi that passed him in the corridors gave him a respectful berth, none knew that their Quaestor was under that armor. They did know about the battle last night. Even among the Servants of the Darkside, news traveled quickly. 





	Enerum and Daihok met him in the hangar.





	They both bowed respectfully, Enerum’s eyes flashed red for a moment. "I’ll keep things in order while you are out."





	Trevarus grinned, "Don’t burn the House down."





	Daihok matched his grin. "Don’t worry, I will"





	The Nighthawk’s ramp lowered slowly, when it touched the mirrored black surface of the floor, Trevarus pulled his helmet over his head and ascended. He paused before raising the ramp, tossing his friends a quick salute.





	Trevarus took his seat in the pilot’s chair. He began the preflight sequence, for a ship of it’s weight class--much higher than a standard YT-2400 due to the massive upgrading. Within a minute he was cruising over the ice fields of Loki. He began to plot a course he had not used in the better part of five years. When the navicomp chimed, he pulled back the levers into the chaos of hyperspace.





	Next stop: Susevfi.





	The only time Trevarus really is at peace is in the depths of hyperspace. There, safe from all intrusion, he can contemplate the Dark Side.





	He felt the subtle shifting of currents, like a tangled web of interlocking pasts and futures. A spark of anger, a flash of rage, and the lines shift, forming new possibilities. He saw the old Imperial Court, his silent amusement from the sidelines as the princes of the Empire coddled to their Master. He saw the hated Sith Lord Darth Vader, his black mask on the bridge of the Executor, as he banished Trevarus to Thrawn’s staff.





	He saw Susevfi. 





	A bright light blocked his vision, a strange corona around himself as he held his arm across Carina’s shoulder, at their feet a young boy scampered playfully.





	Something told him that this was a future, one that he had forgone.





	Trevarus woke from his hibernation trance slowly, he looked at his chrono, he was only seven minutes outside of the Suarbi System, the one of only things of importance in the Quence Sector.





	He began to ready himself for the inbound flight. Powering up the shields and weapons immediately flagged him as a potential smuggler, he was confident in the Nighthawk’s ability to defend herself. While he did not expect much trouble, he knew that the Suarbi System was now an active member of the Rebellion. The seconds flashed down, and when they reached their mark, he was ready, pulling back the hyperdrive levers; the mottled array of brilliant blue, faded into starlines and finally stars. 





	The black-hulled ship exited hyperspace just outside of the mass shadow of the Suarbi primary, a massive gas giant that was surrounded my dozens of moons. He altered course for the moon Suarbi 7/5, better known as Susevfi. A small convoy was entering the system at about the same time that he was. On his scanners, he had detected a small system defense force consisting of a Corellain Corvette and a half-dozen X-wings.





	He began to think of an appropriate diversion. The planetary communications grid had not yet detected them, so slicing a comm link would be easy. Calling up the old security codes stashed in his computer banks, he faked the message relay signature from the Xa-Fel system. and broadcasted it down to the Custom Authority’s main station in Yumfla. 





	Smiling to himself as he sent the message, he wondered who long it would take for security force to react the Customs Red he had just faked on of the Action VII that was among the convoy. The asteroid field that surrounded Susevfi presented a problem it itself. Trevarus was unsure if the Ring Defenders still lurked in the asteroids, perhaps alerting the spaceport authorities of miscreants. Though he could sense no open probe, the Ring Defenders of the Jensaarai were experts at keeping themselves hidden.





	His opportunity rose when the Corvette and accompanying fighters moved on an intercept vector for the innocent ship. The Nighthawk altered course and began to make a speedy entrance into the atmosphere while the Security forces were occupied.





	Setting down a short distance north of Yumfla, would allow Trevarus to sneak into the city, there he would face his ultimate confrontation.





	His wife.





	The walk to the city itself was short, when he reached the main gate it was already nightfall. Using the power of Blackness allowed him to slip past the night watchman undetected. The spaceport was alive with activity, even in the dead of night. Crewers on shore-leave drunken, and stumbling around gave him a wide berth in his imposing armor. 





	They knew the Jensaarai, and many feared them. Amused, Trevarus made his way to the Jensaarai center on the western edge of the city. 





	The complex itself had been converted from the old Imperial Govenors’s Palace after the Jensaarai had been subjugated by Admiral Leona Tavira, it consisted of a large triangular building with towers at each apex, the triangle’s furthest point had a large rectangular tower that rose for thirty meters. The others were rounded and about fifteen meters in height and twice that n diameter. Trevarus had always liked the design of the old structure, and stopped outside the main gate. Leaping was something Trevarus had always excelled at, even with his heavy armor. Now with his control of the Dark Side, he could greatly increase that skill. Taking a step backwards, he focused on his landing point on the narrow walkway at the top of the wall. He leaped the good fifteen meters, but landed hard on the stone walkway. His control of his skills was not yet fine, but he had made it. Walking silently, his black armor blended perfectly with the shadows inside the palace. Once twi! ce did he need to call upon the Dark Side and drive the light away from himself to keep a guard from noticing him.





	He continued to stalk the dark corridors searching for his wife’s presence. He stopped dead in his tracks with the ignition of a Lightsaber behind him.





	He turned quickly, bringing his own saber to bear. The emerald light of the other’s saber mingled with the crimson of his own. Harsh light exaggerated the shadows of the corridor, Trevarus look a step closer to identify the man who now challenged him.





	"You finally made it back did you Caerick?"





	"That’s right Maylen, It seems like you are very brave to confront me."





	The feline mask that Maylen wore seemed to snarl, "You must have killed Noryh if you are here in that armor." She lunged at the warrior, screaming in rage. "I will avenge my Brother, I will avenge the years you stole from Carina, the life you stole from my family!"





	Trevarus took step back, calmly facing the rage in his opponent, he began carefully time his thrust and parries. He knew that Maylen was not a skilled swordsman, but he also knew her other weaknesses. "Your sister came to me in love, she nearly made me forget myself." He turned as his adversary leaped over him, blocked a furious slash at his throat. "Now she will come to me in Darkness, I will lead her to the true way."





	He felt the pure raw fury in the emotions of Maylin. "NEVER! She will not fall prey to your twisted power." Maylen began to throw he strikes at Trevarus, he skillfully picked of each one until his moment came. He distracted her with slight fake to left, when she sliced to that side to block the blow, she left herself open to his strike. With one grand strike of his crimson blade, she fell; a bright hole in the center of her chest oozing blood. Lying still on the ground, blood began to run from her open mouth. "Forgive me...I failed......" her head fell back, eyes sliding shut. 





	"Yes you failed, you forgot that Weakness is of the Light"





	A new voice sounded down the corridor, "You once were of the Light."





	Trevarus stood stunned. "Carina......". The graceful beauty seemed to glide down the chamber as the red dawn filled it with rich warm light. Her light brown hair cascaded down over her shoulders. She had just awoken from a sleepless night Trevarus surmised, but even in that her beauty had not faded within the time ha had been away. The intense sadness etched into her eyes seemed to mingle with the brilliant green. She didn’t carry her lightsaber, but in the times they had playfully sparred, her eyes; Trevarus remembered, seemed to glow like her emerald blade.





	" You have changed" She continued, "I always sensed you would come back, but not like this."





	A slight grimace spread across Trevarus’s face, "Come with me, the Krath can show you the true power."





	"You never understood did you Trev? I never desired power. You with your craving for knowledge, began to dabble in the Dark Side. I think you were taught to crave power by your Imperial masters."





	He was stunned, he never knew that she knew.





	"Don’t look so shocked Trev, we were in love, I knew your thoughts. I knew of your desires, of your allegiance to the Empire. 





	Trevarus recovered from his shock quickly, "You don’t understand the Dark Side. You cannot speak of it until you have felt it." he spat.





	"No, I know the power, but have never strayed from the Light. Do you think that as I was strapped into a torture grid and interrogated by Tavira, that I was not angry?"





	Trevarus shook his head.





	"Tavira killed our growing son.....just to find you!"





	The look of horror shone off of Trevarus, the Vision! He thought, a future... he stammered weakly. "Our son?"





	Carina’s eyes began to water. "I was about to tell you! You left me here to face Tavira’s wrath while you chased down that rogue Warlord. Our son died to your quest for knowledge."





	"Tavira is now dead. My son is avenged. I have found the Darkside, and have overcome the weakness of the Jensaarai. Come with me Carina. Join me in my conquest of the Light."


	Carina laughed silently, placing a hand on Trevarus’s face. "You will never understand. I was content to live with you here." She removed his lightsaber from his belt and sullenly ignited it. "This weapon has killed dozens. I can feel the hatred in this weapon. It was once the symbol of the nobility you served. Your father’s coin still rests in the pommel." She eyed the blade, the light cast an eerie light in her shadow. "But now you are lost. You have killed my family, Noryh, Sara, Maylen....along with the others that have had their blood spilled by this weapon.





	She hefted the blade, it was large in her delicate hands. "Now I too fall to this lightsaber."





	Before Trevarus could move to stop her, she fell on the blade, the stink of burning flesh stung him, though not as harshly as his emotions. She lifted her head, "I was right Noryh......." she fell silent, her last breath escaping in a steady whisper.





	The lightsaber fell silent as Carina’s grip faded, she fell into a single heap. Even in death.... Trevarus thought ...she is still beautiful....





	The small casket soared off into the star Odin. Trevarus watched silently as his wife’s body drifted along the unseen current of gravity. His thoughts drifted with her. Even though he was only a short distance from Loki, he could not return to his House. He no longer knew what to follow. The conflict that had started with his vision of the future, now drove the Darkness from him. The touch of the Force, the pull of Hatred had always infused him. Now he found it hard to Hate. His wife, the wife he abandoned on Susevfi, even the death of their unborn son, had not led her to Hate him. Instead she pitied him, and believed that he could be turned from Darkness. 





	The knowledge that he had thrown away a chance at joy, to avenge a dead empire weighed heavily upon him. He knew that he must find the focus of the Dark Side within him, and that meant finding the focus of the Ancient Empire Yes, the Darkness was whispering to him, seducing him once more. It was calling him to the resting place of the Sith Empire: Korriban





	The ruins of Korriban whispered the fury of a thousand unclean spirits. The hidden power, nearly overwhelmed Trevarus, yet it was the same as when he





had first ventured to this lost world. The malevolence imbued in the temples and statues filled him with the respect that only came with the Knowledge of darkness, that he didn't see as a young man.





	He was but a student then, filled with the awe and arrogance of youth. The power of the Dark Side had just begun to fill him then, but he still yearned for completeness. Even now, with the knowledge of the ancient ways, he respected the final resting place of the Sith Empire. 





	He carefully walked among the strewn bodies of the grave robbers and desecrators, who had been daring enough to risk bloody death to partake of the riches





of the ruins. He stepped over them, his boots rifling the dusty ground. 





	Far above him, the pinnacle of the Great Temple rose to pierce the skyline. Set into a massive cliff, the entrance was filled with boulders, as if a great





explosion had released them from the sheer face of the cliff. Carefully climbing over the boulders he entered the mausoleum. Entombed within were the remains of countless generations of the Dark Lords of the Sith. Respectfully walking down the aisle,





towards a massive altar, upon which ancient sacrifices were offered, he pauses before a glorious tomb. He knelt in supplication to his House's namesake.





	"Lord Marka Ragnos. Your tomb reminds me of the legacy that I have inherited. The sons of your ways have glorified your Ancient Name, as to further the cause of the Dark Side of the Force. I lead them in your service, and to your Descendants, the new Dark Lords of the Sith. Through the power of Darkness, we will wipe the stain of light from the Galaxy." He bows his head, closes his eyes.





	He sees a man prone on a bed, a massive wound oozing red blood. A dead creature lies near him. A man, strangely familiar, yet unknown stand sat the dying





mans bedside. 





	"Father, use the Force, heal yourself. You cannot die here!"





	The man smiles weakly "My son, the time is here, soon I will join those who fell to Sith treachery." He coughs, more blood runs from his mortal wound. "Know now that our line is destined to fall to the Dark Side. From a Bright Star, a Shadowed Heart will





be born. This Heart will lead many from the true path, but will fall to the Curse of our People. With him will die the Sons of Caer." In a final gasping breath he grows silent, his robes fall silently as his body becomes one with the Force.





	Trevarus opens his eyes. 





	He stands, struggling to decipher the scene he has witnessed. Another voice





fills his head. 





	You are the Last of the Line of Caer. 





	An angry voice shouted into the gloomy chambers. Trevarus shook his fist at the ancient statues. "Yes, I know! What does it mean?" 





	Silence





	He began to leave the Temple, his thoughts full. "I am the Shadowed Heart…Trev'arus, of Caer's Sons. My father was Alaerus, the Bright Star... From a





Bright Star a Shadowed heart will be born…I am the Fall of the Line of Caer." 





	Caer’s final words chilled him the most.





	"Caer, said that I would fall to the 'Curse of our People’, then I must never return to Corellian Space."





	He remembered the Legend well, he speaks aloud, yet to himself





	"A Corellian Jedi who fights away from the system is





doomed to die away from it."





	He knew that the dying man in the vision was Caer, the legendary Jedi from who he is descended. He had been killed by a Massassai, who stowed away on his ship after Caer inspected the ruins of Yavin 4 after the Great Sith War. He died moments before exiting hyperspace in the Corellian system, hence the origin of the Legend. 





The Nighthawk waited silently where Trevarus had landed. Her sleet dark hull brought relief to the Dark Jedi. The vision had shaken him. Yet he knew his true purpose. 





	"I am not Ick te Caer! Carina was wrong! The path of Light that my ancestors followed has been purged. I am the Dark Side. With me a new path shall be blazed. Yes, the Line will fall. Darkness will end the reign of the Light Side, I will become the instrument of the Darkness that will rise in the Line’s fall."





	He boarded the Nighthawk and was soon cruising away from this planetary mausoleum. He set his course back to Loki.





	A prophecy had been fulfilled, a Jedi had realized his own Dark Destiny. He had found new life, in the Dark Side of the Force


