The Fool's Fool





 





"You will succeed…or Die trying!" The transmission abruptly ended.





"Yes Lord Consul." The short blue-skinned alien spoke uselessly into the black field. Tri'as stood and quickly glanced around to reaffirm that he was alone. His yellow eyes shone faintly into the darkness. He hoped that his transmission off planet had gone undetected, for there were many in the Palace who would kill him without a thought.





A sense of Paranoia always ended these meetings. Forcing down his fears he went on to clean the holoprojector, as he was one of the Scores of Saraii employed as janitors in Sadow Palace. He knew the inner workings, he knew of the ruthless Dark Jedi that would kill a rival to use their blood as proof of Jedi power. He knew who to avoid, and who would listen to him, the Bothan Proconsul he took great pains to avoid, for his reputation had preceeded him to Sif.





It was in his minds eye that he caught the glare of the Red Eyes in the shadows of the Communication Center, now deserted, and he was afraid. A hand gently touched his shoulder, the Saraii squealed in fear, that the Bothan had found him. He pulse still raced as his partner Rat'acuk began to speak.





"You look like you've seen Mordann! Slow down we have work to finish, Striker expects his office to be clean by the time he returns from Eos." His red-eyed friend began to move their hover-cart into the corridor enroute to Striker's office.





They passed Guards and Droids, military personnel and the regular staff. The Grand Hall was empty, Tri'as stopped and looked around. The chamber was dimly lit, and adorned with the signets of the Three Houses, the Seals of the Summit were above the seats they used at the formal meetings, above the Consul's Throne was the prize the Janitor sought.





It was delicately inlaid with runes and arcane glyphs, the silver blade polished to a bright shine, the halberd intricatly crafted to reflect it's power. He would soon deliver it to the clan enemies…





The Sword of Naga Sadow.





He remembered that he had work to do. He dashed down into a side alcove where his partner had stopped the cart to polish a groups of statues. Rat'acuk and Tri'as regarded the door to the Proconsul's office uneasily, they knew that at any moment it could open. They tried to look busy as the door opened and Mordann and a Jedi Tri'as didn't recognize left his office in the midst of a heated discussion. He pretended to polish a small statue, he risked a glance behind him. When Tri'as looked at the Jedi, his heart stopped. The other man was looking him the eyes, a malicious grin on his face. The Saraii's blood froze as if to match the ice in the Jedi's blue eyes.





Almost as quickly as they had made contact, it was broken, the Jedi returned to his debate with his Lord. Tri'as's heart slowed down. 





Rat'acuk was grinning at him. "Caerick seems to have taken a notice of you?" his face went grim. "That is no good. Did you hear want he did to the Garrison Commander of Loki?"





The blue skin of Tri'as went paler, "Yes… Quaestor Caerick….Mordann seemed preoccupied."





"Count yourself lucky. But why would Caerick look at you like that."





"I-I-I have n-no Idea…" he stammered Caerick knows…He thought.





And if Caerick knew, Mordann knew. And if Mordann knew….





Caerick can't know… he just sits in his library all day. He just suspects that anyone…he just…His thoughts were cut off by the hum of the hover cart pushing forward into the Consul's office.





Later that night…





The Clan Summit was holding a meeting in the Consul's office. Tri'as put on the dark glasses that would hide the yellow glow from his eyes, he was dressed in black. He waited axouisly until the night Changing of the Guard and into the Grand Hall. 





The sword still hung above the throne. Tri'as ducked behind the throne and again admired the sleek sword. He touched the smooth metal, wondering if it was worth the twenty kilocreds he had been paid to steal it. Tri'as began to slowly lift it fromm the hooks that help it to the wall.





He never finished.





A blaster bolt nailed him to the wall. His treacherous body fell into a heap of disgrace.





Rat'acuk smiled and blew the smoke form the muzzle of his blaster. He bowed as Striker, Mordann and Caerick entered the Grand Hall.





The Consul congratulated him for his service. 





Caerick turned to Mordann, "I guess it was only a matter of time before Clan Schola Palatinae tried to steal our artifacts. But why would they choose a foolish janitor?"





Mordann smiled grimly as the guards dragged the smoking body out of the hall. "Only a fool hires a fool."





 





 





"Lesson in Love"








A student of the Krath speaks to his Master:





"Teacher, in all our tomes they speak of the powers.





Fear and Doubt, Hatred and Despair, anger most furious.





But never of the Heart, the fuel of Desire."





 





The Master nods and begins to speak.





"The Love of the Jedi Heart, not begot of Fear or Wrath,





Even Awe of our Glory. Is a gift of the Light.





For Our passion is power, not the oneness of Love and Light."





 





"Feast on their desire and kindle your own,





For the Flames of Passion lead to deeper darker truths.





But if the Light should pierce your shadowed heart you are lost.





Instead use the light to beget darkness.





 





"Use the Light to Cast a Shadow, for love manifest is a weakness.





This can ba a powerful tool. The devotion of your lover.





Can be the path to their destiny.





You must lead them in their blindness to the true way."





 





"Induce your lover's unholy wrath, spark the inferno of Hatred.





Lead them from the Light, and show them their error.





Our Ways are of words, Diplomacy and Deceit.





Bloody war is often unneeded, subversion suffices."





 





"Remember your lover's emotion, use the fuel fully.





Ignite the catalyst of the Darkside, become one in Dark power.





Hasten to listen, be wary of Love, the flames of desire.





For along its pleasures lies destruction in light."





