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Out again, seeking adventure

Friday 10 August 2007

We left our captain Ga'len and his valiant crew as they were resting from their latest battle, an engagement with a raven class battleship. Slightly tired and very wide-eyed, they returned home and began to supply their Enyo class assault frigate, the Bleeding Rose, for a tour of New Eden.

They left port with the hopes of every pirate crew. Adventure, excitement, battle and of course, the spoils of a fight. They began their trek north, which on a map of space, makes absolutely no sense, so we must be more precise. They headed for the Lonetrek region, to meet with an agent for some work.

As the crew settles in for a long trip, the coms come alive.

"Captain Ga'len, this is Captain Beleti Ninhursag. I could really use your help. I am engaged with a cerebus class heavy assault ship in TMP and I am starting to loose armor. If you can render assistance, it would be most welcome. Of course, if we win this fight, you and your crew will get a share of the booty!!"

Before Captain Ga'len can order to come about, his trusted helmsman has already turned the Bleeding Rose around and headed for the Tash-Murkon Prime system at top speed.

"Mr. Jemelson, I would appreciate it if you would at least let me give the order to come about and engage at full speed every now and again, your telepathic abilities sometimes are a bit unsetteling," Captain Ga'len remarked.

"Telepathy has nothing to do with it Captain, it's all about the booty!!!"

Well, you can't argue with that. A few moments later, the Bleeding Rose arrives in the belt where Captain Beleti and his Curse class recon ship are engaged in a tough fight.

"Lock weapons and fire!!" The Bleeding Rose works hard to continue to earn it's rightful name and this time, there is no question. This ship has the right name. After a few minutes of taking serious damage to shields and armor, both captains are rewarded with a large explosion and a field of debris.

"Thank you Captain Ga'len and thanks to your crew. Please meet me at the M1 Kal station, I will be happy to share this loot."

Our captain and crew, now happily a bit battle tired, return to their base to unload the latest riches. Captain Ga'len makes the decision that the damage to the Bleeding Rose is a bit more than he wants to contend with.

"We will remains here for a day or so and let the station repair crews work on the old girl." So again a few days later, the crew boards their favorite Ishkur class assault frigate, taking care to ensure that the drones are properly loaded and begin the trip to Lonetrek.


The trip back home, part I

Saturday 11 August 2007

With the agent work completed, The Bleeding Rose, under command of Captain Ga'len, heads back to his home. He and his crew have worked hard, made a lot of money and are eager for a rest.

"Captain, scanners have detected a mining ship nearby. The ship configuration and transponder code match those of a ship that was seen stealing loot from us a few days ago!!"

"Mr. Jemelson, I think you know what I am about to say?" Captain Ga'len mumbles under his breath, "Mr. Jemelson, set course for that target, YARR!!!"

The Bleeding Rose thunders down into the belts and they soon locate their prey. It's just sitting there, oblivious to the world around it, mining away.

"Captain, scanners are picking up a jettison canister nearby. ID transponder shows it belongs to Kayson Corporation, same corporation that owns that Hurricane class battle cruiser directly ahead."

"Hmm, time to return the thieving favor? " Captain Ga'len thinks to himself.

"RED ALERT!!! Move in and recover the jet can, prepare all drones for launch and ready all weapons. Standby damage control, that class ship will pack one hell of a punch!!"

The EVA crew recovers the jet can and calls the bridge. "Captain, our cargo hold is full, we can't take on any more ore. We are preparing a new jet can and will have to move this ore from the old jet can to the new one as the old one was damaged. You know, we just can't add anymore litter to space, Concord will fine us again!!"

"DAMN!!! We can't take on any more ore. Oh well. Set course for the station for docking and engage as soon as....."

BOOM!!!

"Captain, we are taking fire!!! Incoming missiles!!!!!"

Captain Ga'len orders, "Lock all weapons and release the drones!!!"

BOOM!!!!

"Captain, we have lost all shields and are taking armor damage!!!"

Gritting his teeth, Captain Ga'len quickly considers his options and decides to stay in the fight.

"All crew, continue fighting. Damage control, do what you have to. Pull crew from the galley, from the brothel, from anywhere, keep this ship together!!! Coms, hail any friendly vessel in range, request assistance immediately!!!"

The Captain hears two different responses:

"Sir, the coms are down"

"SIR!!! His shields have failed and his armor is almost gone!!!"

"Recall any damaged drones and launch the reserves!! Reload all weapons and continue firing!!" shouts Captain Ga'len.

The Bleeding Rose continues to take a huge amount of damage but the damage control crews and able to keep up. In fact, they are making headway.

"Sir, our armor is holding at 75%, drones continue to press the fight. We may actually win this!!!"

As the weapons officer announces that the blasters will need to reload soon, a familiar bright flash fills the view screen and then, silence.

"Sir, drones are docking, all weapons are reloading and damage control is standing down as armor is at 100 percent. Sir, we have won?!?!?!"

"Captain, the EVA crew reports that they are filling the jet can with all the ore from the cargo hold and are loading the salvage from the wreck, unless..., you wish to leave the booty behind?"

Captain Ga'len sits down and lets loose a sigh of relief. "No, take all usable salvage aboard and then fill every nook and cranny in the cargo hold with what ore we can take on. Destroy the jet can once we are finished, we don't want to leave anything behind to be stolen again. Mr. Marklin, You mean to tell me that through all of that, we were actually holding our ground?"

Mr. Marklin stands proudly, "Yes sir. Our enhancements to damage control and armor repair as well as our newly enhanced weapons allowed us to do more damage and absorb more damage than we have every before."

"Captain, EVA crews report that all salvage has been taken aboard as well as a nice take of ore."

Captain Ga'len orders, "Destroy the jet can and head for the nearest station so that we can celebrate. All of you have earned a respite, we will get back underway tomorrow."


The trip back home, part II

Monday 13 August 2007

Treasure, adventure and combat. Ah, the life of the pirate. Captain Ga'len and the crew of The Bleeding Rose are on their long journey home. Along the way, they see what every pirate knows to be another source of income, danger or both.

"Sir, we are seeing a large amount of debris in one of the belts in this system. Initial scans show a number of useful and expensive modules in the various wrecks that are littering the belt."

Captain Ga'len thinks out loud, "Free stuff and it's on our way...Mr. Jemelsen, alter course for the debris field."

As the EVA crews are working, salvaging what they can, the proximity alarms begins to sound.

"Captain, three ships are inbound to the belt, one tristan class frigate and two coercer class destroyers!!!"

Captain Ga'eln smiles, stands up and yells, "YARR!!! Red alert!!! Ready all weapons and drones, prepare to return fire when they fire upon us!!! Oh, and recall the EVA crews, they don't want to be in the middle of a firefight."

Just as the first volley hits the shields, the airlock door closes and the EVA crews are safe inside.

"Captain, we have targeted the closest ship and it's going to explode soon...." a bright flash and weapons officer Ceres is cut off.

"Sir," she continues, "Ahem, there are two ships remaining. Shall I attack the frigate or the destroyer."

Suddenly, the coms kick in, "Hahahaha, you may have destroyed one of my ships, but I will win this fight!!!! I am Captain Panzars and you shall know my wrath!!!!"

Captain Ga'len turns towards his weapons officer, "Ceres, show him the meaning of wrath, would you? Lock weapons on that frigate and fire."

"With pleasure sir." Ceres does as her captains orders and a few short seconds later, another bright flash fills the view screen.

"Hail the last remaining destroyer, tell them to surrender" orders Captain Ga'len. It's too late though, the last ship fled the scene.

"Nutz, oh well. Stand down from red alert and keep an eye on the scanners for that last destroyer. EVA crews, resume recover of salvage"

Several hours later, as The Bleeding Rose nears it's home, they come upon another ship in a belt.

"Sir, the ship seems to be on auto pilot. It must be running one of those salvager programs. Wait...incoming hostiles. Sansha's Nation pirates. They are firing on the ship sir. Will those rats never learn, a Harbinger class battle cruiser can easily defeat them. Captain, what do you want to do?"

Captain Ga'len thinks for a moment and then makes his orders known. "Move closer to one of the rats, when the ship is destroyed, deploy an EVA team and recover what we can from the wreck. Yes, I know that it's an act of aggression to steal this person's loot, but if they are in fact using a automatic combat program, we need to learn as much as possible so that our fellow ships in our corporation can know what we are dealing with. That level of automation is unheard of for a ship of war that size."

The EVA crew works quickly and recovers a small about of booty from the wreck. Not that they needed to rush, the robotic Harbinger just continues on it's slow route around the belt.

Ceres speaks up, "Sir, I have noticed something interesting. That ship will not lock it's targeting scanners on a hostile until it's been fired upon. We have been here over 10 minutes and the Concord rules of engagement give that ship 15 minutes to fire on us under law. Perhaps, if you wish to test our mettle again, we should lock our targeting scanners on the ship and loot another wreck."

"Hmm...very intriguing Ceres. Relay your observations to the corporate office in case we do not survive testing your hypothesis." Ga'len says, "approach the next wreck and loot it, then lock weapons on that battle cruiser. Standby all weapons and ready the drones, this is going to be another rough ride."

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

Tick

"Uhm, sir? I may have been mistaken," Ceres says 12 minutes after looting the wreck.

"No Ceres, I don't think you are mistaken," says Marklin, "You said that the ship would fire back when it was fired upon. We have only locked our targeting scanners actively on that ship."

Captain Ga'len sits in his chair, mashing his teeth. "Why doesn't he fire. He has us out gunned. Perhaps that program is..." BOOM!!!!

"Sir, we are taking fire, a destroyer just warped into the belt and has opened fire on us from off the port stern!! Wait, Concord just warped in and is firing on the destroyer!! WOW, he's gone, that was..."BOOM!!!!

"So, there is someone awake on that battle cruiser after all," remarks Captain Ga'len, "Return fire on that battle cruiser, all weapons and drones. Close to optimal weapons range and orbit that Harbinger of DOOM!!"

Several minutes pass with the exchange of several volleys from each ship. To Captain Ga'len's delight, his damage control systems and armor repair module are holding his ship together nicely. As the last shreds of hull evaporate under the heavy fire of The Bleeding Rose's blasters, a huge fireball erupts where the battle cruiser was in space. Then silence.

"Sir, EVA crews have deployed to both the battle cruiser wreck and the destroyer. They have secured the useful items that were recovered in the cargo hold. What do we do now?"

"Mr. Jemelson, head for home. I don't know about the lot of you, but I think we have all earned a respite from our travels and I am anxious to update our corporation members with this news. While we were victorious, "Says Captain Ga'len, "this is disturbing that the computing power needed to fight small engagements has evolved to the point that battle cruisers can now do so."


Routine patrol

Sunday 14 October 2007

Captain Ga'len was relaxing in his quarters. His ship, The Bleeding Rose, has faired well over the past few months. His crew, even more so. Having recently returned to the ranks as a pirate for TRAPS, there have been many battles, many explosions and much loot. Yarr.

As Ga'len lazily recollects the most recent battle, an alarm begins to blare. "RED ALERT, RED ALERT, CORPORATE WAR TARGETS ENGAGED!!

As Captain Ga'len arrives on the bridge and steps back into his capsule,  Mr. Jemelson sets a course for Ebtesham and looks to his captain.

"Jemelson, go ahead and engage. What is going on?" Asks Ga'len.

"Sir, we have received word from Captian Ceekt that he has engaged members of our mark, Veyr"

Ga'len thinks to himself, "So, it has begun at last. We have found them".

"ALL CREW TO BATTLE STATIONS, LOAD ALL WEAPONS, READY ALL DRONES," the order rumbles throughout the ship. Shaking to the core, each member of the crew holds at their stations as the warp engines push the ship harder and faster than before.

"Ceekt must either be in trouble, which is highly unlikely, or he has found a bunch of juicy targets captain", Ceres excitedly remarks as she readies the ships guns for the wonderful dance she so loves.

A few moments later, The Bleeding Rose drops out of warp to find 3 battleships staring her in the face. A Raven, Hyperion and a Abaddon.

"Wonderful, we have a fight on our hands, "Captain Ga'len shouts as Captain Ceekt welcomes everyone over the comms.

"This is Captain Ceekt, we have 3 targets, lock weapons and open fire, the abaddon is the primary target".

Ceres dutifully and with much glee, locks turrets on the abaddon and releases the swarm of drones.

BOOM!!! "Captain, we are taking heavy fire from all three targets, shields are failing, we are entering armor!!!!"

Captain Ga'len raises his eyebrows in surprise. "Well, that was fast, thank you Mr. Hamlin, ensure that your damage control teams remain as safe as possible as they work to contain the damage. Ceres, continue firing all weapons. Mr. Jemelson, come to heading 090, mark 26. Increase speed to full."

The gang presses on, unleashing volley after volley of turret fire into the abaddon and then, after what seems an eternity, the viewer flashes with a bright light as their prey falls victim to the onslaught

"WELL DONE!!!!", thunders a voice over the comms. Captain Ceekt is pleased that one of our targets has been dispatched. "Warp scramble the Hyperion and the Raven, Raven is now the primary, lock all weapons and fire!!!"

Ceres gets an evil grin on her face, "Sir, there is a 4th ship here now, a frigate. Shall we dispatch with it quickly?"

"Yes, why not", Captain Ga'len remarks, "Captain Ceekt, that frigate off your starboard bow, it looks 'menancing'. Why don't we take it first?" As soon as the suggestion is made, it seems that the weapons officers for Captains Ga'len and Ceekt took that discussion as an order, for that poor ship did not last long.

"Uh, Captain Ga'len, can we get back to the Hyperion now?"

"Yes Captain Ceekt, I think we can. Let's finish that dog!!!", Captain Ga'len yells. "Mr. Jemelson, close distance to that ship!! "Ceres, lock weapons and...oh well...you know what to do!!!"

As the torrent of weapons fire pours into their next victim, the shields, armor and hull quickly evaporate into fireballs and gasses. Space is getting a good feeding today. Their enemies return fire does some damage, but it's far too late for them.

Three down, one more to go. Captain Ceekt and his gang make short work of the Raven, it lasts almost as long as the frigate lasted. Almost, but the resulting explosion was a sight to see. Not much was left of that ship.

"Well done all!!! Collect the loot and depart from the system immediately. Meet up at m1 Kal in TMP, we will divide up the loot!!!"

Captain Ga'len has a wonderful smile on his face. "Captain Ceekt, acknowledged. See you there!!!"

Thoughts of riches from the full loads in their cargo holds fill the various crews and captains of this gang. They have done well. They have dealt a serious blow to their enemy. They have taken the day.


There are bold pirates and there are old pirates, but there are few old, bold pirates 

Saturday 22 December 2007

It's been a busy few weeks for the valiant crew of The Bleeding Rose. Many of battle have been fought, many a ship have been destroyed and much loot has been plundered. Captain Ga'len rests in his quarters, weary from the long journey. As he drifts off to sleep, his mind lazily relives the battles of the past weeks.

"Sir, we have arrived in the Oipo system. Scanners report a Drake is nearby. Possibly that slippery dog Banglord. He's been one of our most elusive targets".

"Mr. Jemelson, let's see if we can track this ship down. Intel says that he may be at station 3, head for it." Captain Ga'len begins to savor the battle that is to come, "Red alert, all crew to battle stations, ready all weapons!"

As they close in on the station, it become clear that the assumption was correct, there is a target here and he is in fact in the dreaded Drake class battle cruiser.

"Wonderful, we just got the paint job finished."

Captain Ga'len raises his eyebrows in surprise, "Mr. Hamlin, you know how much I have always appreciated your hard work, but a shiny ship makes too good of a target. We may have scratched paint, we may have dents and dings on our hull, but that's a ship that has been lived in. That's a ship that has seen battle and lived to tell the tale. That's a pirate ship, scruffy and battle worn, ready to take everyone on. That's our ship Mr. Hamlin. Remember, the chics really dig the scars, YYYHHHAAAAARRRRR!!!!"

Ceres laughs as she continues to jab a poking finger into Captain Ga'len's ribs. "Captain, mind you get off that soap box and stow your poetic license. We have a ship to be shooting, don't we".

"Get me a drink wench and meet me in my quarters, I'll show you how to do some poking", Captain Ga'len says with a playful grin.

"I'd rather shoot the guns and poke some holes in that Drake out there sir."

Captain Ga'len's grin widens into a full on smile, "YOU HEARD HER YOU DOGS, ATTACK THAT SHIP!!!!!"

So, as it would be, they let loose the volleys, one after another. The return file of missile after missile slams into their hull. Soon, the paint is all gone and there are many dents and dings, just the way Captain Ga'len likes it. As luck would have it, Ceres finds a visible weak spot in the Drake's hull and it's all over, the flash fills the viewer and the cheers roar through out the ship. The fight was over quickly and even though it was a victory, there is just something missing. All this tracking and hunting and it was over so fast. Fortunately, there is an escape pod floating near the wreck. Yes, it's the captain's pod, the only survivor.

"Tractor that pod into the cargo bay, let's see the look on that coward's face", orders Captain Ga'len.

Slowly, the pod moves into the cargo hold. Air hisses as the exterior hull doors close and the area is again, alive with precious atmosphere.

"Interface with the comms system on that pod, I want to talk to him. You think I was waxing poetic, wait until you see this Ceres." Captain Ga'len has a truly evil look in his eyes, he has something special planned.

"Comms interface ready sir."

"Thank you Mr. Hamlin. Cargo team, move that pod close to the exterior hold door and put that old wooden plank that's laying against the wall under the pod and then everyone clear the cargo bay." Yes, thinks Captain Ga'len, I am going to make this poor fellow walk the plank, just like in the ancient stories of our ancestors did, so many milena ago on the oceans of a long forgotten world.

Everyone looks at the captain, not sure of what's going to happen next. Captain Ga'len activates the ship's intercom, "Mr. Jemelson, set course for the central star of this system and engage. Put us in a position above the star and align the exterior doors of the cargo bay directly to that star. Cargo team, standby to jettison that pod into the star on my command."

As The Bleeding Rose moves into position, Captain Ga'len engages the comms interface with the pod.

"Ahoy there, you in the pod. You are now my prisoner. A merry hunt you have led us on, but at last, you have been found. You have been weighed and measured in battle and you have been found wanting, you scury dog."

Everyone looks at the captain as if he has gone mad, but Ceres just smiles as she too knows of the ancestral histories of the pirates of old. She too sees the spectacle that has unfolded and with delight, she listens on to her captain.

"You fought well and for that I will give you a choice. Either join my crew, provide us with intelligence of your corporation, location and strengths of your fleet and you will be rewarded. However, if you wish to remain the cowardly dog you are, I will be more than happy to leave you adrift in space, subject to the perils that await you. The choice is yours, decide now, you have 1 minute."

Tick.......

Tick.......

Tick.......

Tick.......

"Times up, what's you decision!!!"

Captain Ga'len waits for Banglord's response, then, the alarms go off.

"SIR!!!, He's engaged the self destruct on his pod!!!"

"Calm down crewman", Captain Ga'len reassuringly says, "He's made his decision, he chooses the perils of space.  Open the outer doors, jettison that pod!"

The outer doors open and a road of air escapes out into the vacuum of space.  The blinding light of the star fills the cargo hold.   Captain Ga'len grins and watches the pod bounce along the plank into the void, bouncing as if it had legs shaking in fear, walking the plank to fall into certain oblivion.

Then, out of no where, a shot fires from one of the ships guns and the pod is vaporized.

"Ceres, what is the meaning of this!!!" Yells the captain.

"Well sir, with the star and it's gravity well, being stuck in a pod and with all the pirates that roam the system, it seemed to  me that a splinter in that pod's butt would not be the kind of peril you were looking to loose him into.  So, I shot out the wooden plank.  I am sorry, I guess I missed."

Captain Ga'len's face relaxes and he lets out a laugh.  "Don't drink and fire the guns next time.  Alright!!!  Resume course, we have targets to hunt!!!"


Terr Quan's failing crusade

Saturday 29 December 2007

Close to home, The Bleeding Rose is doing something it it rarely does, not attacking people. Captain Ga'len was lucky enough to secure a Letter of Marque for Sansha Nation's pirates from Concord. Yes, they are on a mission to hunt them down.

The mission done, weapons officer Ceres has asked for permission to recalibrate the turret tracking systems. So, we find our ship and crew out and about in the belts in TMP, spotting the few Sansha Nation pirates that continually attempt to raid those poor miners who are just trying to eek out a living.

"Ceres, are you finished yet? Those last few popped rather quickly."

"Yes captain, we are finished. I could have had that last one, but someone else is in the belt, attacking Sansha Nation pirates as we are."

"Mr. Jemelson, close in on each wreck. Salvage crews, you know the drill, clear the wreck of anything useful", Captain Ga'len orders his crew. The ship moves towards each wreck and Captain Ga'len's orders are followed. Yes, they are efficient, they are all veterans at this.

"Sir, this wreck is not ours and as per Concord rules of engagement, it belongs to the other captain in the belt. Concord camera drones have tagged it for a one, Captain Terr Quan ."

"So, we have a competitor in the belt, eh? Is Captain Terr Quan still in the belt?" Inquires Captain Ga'len.

"No sir, I do not have him on scanner."

"Thank you Mr. Jemelson, move in and loot the wreck".

A few moments later, Captain Terr Quan warps into the belt, locks his targeting scanners onto The Bleeding Rose and opens fire.

"SIR! We are under attack!!"

"Ceres, return fire, all weapons!!"

As the turrets tear through the armor, Captain Terr Quan's voice can be heard over the comms, "You have stolen from me!! You shall meet your maker!!!!

"Sir, he has initiated his self destruct!!!, should I move the ship away?"

"No Mr. Jemelson, keep engaging him!! Ceres, reload all weapons and continue firing!!

As the crew follows Captain Ga'len's orders, the destroyer under command of Captain Terr Quan explodes.

"Ladies and gentleman of The Bleeding Rose, that was a job well done". Captain Ga'len pats Ceres and Mr. Jemelson on the back and takes his chair on the bridge.

"Sir? Why is this ship, a Rifter, as well as our Dominix, Ishkur, Brutix and whatever other ship we fly called The Bleeding Rose?"

"Ceres, I LIKE THE FRAKKING NAME, OKAY?!?!?!?! Ahem,....now, salvage what we can from that wreck, set course for Emrayur station and engage warp engines".

Captain Ga'len relaxes in his chair as the ship casually travels the short distance to the jump gate and from the gate to the station. Suddenly as they close in on the station, a Harbinger locks weapons, opens fire and sends a wave of drones toward them.

The comms kick in, it's Captain Terr Quan's voice, "Well, well, well, you have come to fight me again, eh? Well, now you shall die!!!"

Volley after volley are exchanged, shields and armor begin to fail on The Bleeding Rose.

"Ceres, target the drones, take them out before they take us down!!"

One by one, Ceres targets, fires and destroys the drones until there are none left. She then goes after the Harbinger.

"Good job everyone, he's going down, keep on him. Ceres, if you have to reload then I suggest you reload. Mr. Hamlin, how are the damage control teams holding up, that's a battle cruiser out there pounding on your 'paint job' and it's leaving dings and dents on the hull."

"Captain, I thought you liked the dings and dents?"

"Yes Mr. Hamlin, I do like the dings and dents, just as long as they don't go all the way through the hull and kill us."

Volley and volley continue to be exchanged, damage control on both ships is working hard to maintain the armor and ultimately keep the ships together. Captain Terr Quan makes a run for the station, but alas, it's too late.

"YES, The Bleeding Rose wins another battle!!" yells Ceres, "It is The Bleeding Rose, right captain?"

Captain Ga'len lets out an exasparated sigh, "Yes Ceres, it's The Bleeding Rose. It will always be The Bleeding Rose."

"But sir, if I may ask, why do you like the name so much?"

"Well Ceres, I will tell you the story. Get me a drink wench and meet me in my quarters, I will be happy to tell the tale."

They walk off the bridge, Captain Ga'len begins, "You see, I was in port and there was this girl......."


Pink Bunny Slippers of DOOM

Monday 25 August 2008

"So Ceres, you wanted to know what the story was behind the name of our fair vessel, The Bleeding Rose."

Our captain, leans back in his chair slightly with Ceres in his lap.  He softly strokes his hair with one hand, brings his drink to his lips with the other.  His eyes fill with the blazes of fire of his younger days.

"As I was saying, there was this girl, way back, when I was a younger lad.  I used to spend a lot of my time pissing about, getting into fights and generally having a yarring good time".

"Well Captain, how is that different now?"  Ceres coyly asks.

"Hmm,...good point.  Well....are you having fun?"

"Yes Captain, we had a lot of fun a few hours ago."

"And now?"

"I'll let you know in a few more hours," she says, giggling.......

Back on the bridge, all is quiet.  The scanners are clear, the cloaking device is working as it should, all is as it should be.

Things were different now, having left their old corporation.  It was a new life for the crew, a life of freedoms and fortune.  A life where they could break out on their own and make true names for themselves.  Many corporations held them back, would not let them engage in the outright piracy that they so longed for.

Mr. Jemelson was given the freedom to travel about any way he saw fit, just as long as they eventually ended up in one of their favorite hunting grounds,Hek .  It was here that they were to start their new lives, wreaking havoc upon all those who would cross their path but this time it would not be upon the Serpentis pirates or an open war declaration.  This time it would be different.  This time it would be what it was meant to be, a true life of honor and fortune.

This time, they would not hold anything back.  They would plunder, pillage upon the corporate traffic that traveled in this region.  They would hunt their new prey all over the Aeman constellation and fates willing, gather much booty.

"Okay captain, "Ceres says breathlessly, "Now that we have gotten THAT out of the way...."

"Come, come now, was it all that bad?"

"No captain, it was WONDERFUL.  You never did tell me that you liked to play ping-pong so much."

"To be honest Ceres, I'd rather use the paddle for something else...."

Suddenly, as it always happens and oddly enough, to everyone's delight, the alarm klaxons sound.

"RED ALERT!! RED ALERT!!  ALL SENIOR OFFICERS TO THE BRIDGE!!!"

Captain Ga'len races onto the bridge, still dressed in his ping-pong clothes.

"Sir, we have detected........uhm, sir, is that a pair of pink bunny slippers?"

"Mr. Jemelson, nevermind your strange observation skills and my footwear, what have you detected?"

"Sir, sorry, it's just that, well, to pirate about in bunny slippers.  Pink ones as well.  Uh, sir, it's just a bit......unique."

Captain Ga'len glares down at his helmsman, staring through him, deep into his soul.  Then, the very disturbing sound of one of the slippers squeaking each time the captain's foot taps on the ship deck with impatience fills the bridge.

"Sorry sir, we have detected a lonely destroyer, Captain Rapkin's ship, en route low security space.  He's preparing to jump into Otou now, should we follow?"

"Rapkin again, eh?  Didn't he try to engage us last week?  He opened fired and then fled the fight.  Mr. Jemelson, approach the gate and prepare to jump after them."

"Yes sir, Captain Pinky!!!"

"Mr. Jemelson, don't test me.  These may be bunny slippers, but they can still kick your ass.  Blood fades to pink over time you know."

"YES SIR!!  Whatever you say sir!!!"

The Bleeding Rose moves closer to the gate, preparing to chase after it's prey when suddenly, the Thrasher class destroyer turns away and warps to the asteroid belts.

"Mr. Jemelson, come about, de-cloak and follow that ship!!"

As the ships turns about, the whole deck shudders.  Everyone still gets all wide eyed when this little ball of fury leaps into warp.  She's one of the fastest classes of ship, an Ishkur class assault frigate.

"Captian, we are closing in on that ship, but I don't believe we can attack.  Concord is nearby and they will destroy us if we open fire in high security space.  We have no way to attack them."

"Mr. Jemelson, I believe we do."  Captain Ga'len, resplendent is his pink bunny slippers of DOOM, walks forward from his chair and points to a Serpentis pirate on the scanner.

"That's how we will attack, by using that ship as a distraction.  Ceres, lock targets, first on the Serpentis scum out there and second on our new friend.  Open fire on the Serpentis as soon as you have a lock on that destroyer."

"Captain, targeting systems are locking now.  Seems that the destroyer is locking us up as well."

Captain Ga'len grins, his evil plan is beginning to work.  Much to his delight, the Serpentis pirate vaporizes into a small, blue ball of burning gasses.  Seems that they both were shooting at that little irritation.

"Alert the salvage crews, I want to loot that Serpentis wreck as soon as possible.  Hopefully, that destoyer pilot will take offense and attack us first."

Captain Ga'len looks over at his trusted weapons officer.  Ceres smiles as she begins to realize her captain's evil plan.

"Sir, I have weapons lock on the destroyer and I am closely watching the salvage team.  They are a bit nervous, but they are reporting that they have some of the modules free from the wreck."

Mr. Jemelson, having finally stopped staring at the pink bunny slippers of DOOM, reports with a laugh to his captain, "Sir, just a note here, the corporation of our intended victim, well, I find it humorous.  The Fluffy Carebears are about to be dealt a blow by a priate captain in pink, squeaky bunny slippers."

Captain Ga'len looks at his feet and remarks, "Mr. Jemelson, these are pirate pink bunny slippers.  You can plainly see that they are both wearing eye patches."

BOOM!!!!!!

"Sir, seems that they have taken offense to our salvage teams looting the wreck.  That, or they really don't like your slippers.  Shall I return fire?"

"Ceres, knock out their shields and armor.  Report when they are beginning to take hull damage and then cease fire.  Keeps a warp scrambler on them though, we are going to let them have a chance to escape.  Ransom time!!!"

Volley after volley are exchanged, both vessels scream about each other in tight arcs.  Engines strain, hulls creek and after a time, the destroyer lives up to it's name, thrashing about in the void, but unalble to escape.

"Sir, they are dead in the water."

"Thank you Ceres.  Open a channel to that ship!!"

The view screen flickers for a moment, static fills the transmission.  After a few moments, the image clears slightly.

"This is Captain Ga'len of The Bleeding Rose.  Stop your engines now!!"

The image of a man on the screen moves about what should be their bridge, stepping over the bodies of his crew mates.  He briefly touches some controls and the Thrasher comes to a stop.

"I am a reasonable man", says Captain Ga'len.  "I am willing to give you a choice.  Either you transfer 5 million isk to the account number I am transmitting to you now or I will order my crew to destroy your ship."

"I am Captain Rapkin and I will not pay you a....wait, are those pink bunny slippers you are wearing?!?!?!  HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA.  You honestly believe that I would feel intimated enough to pay a pirate wearing those?!?!?"

Captain Ga'len's smile broadens into his famous evil grin.  "No Captain, I don't expect you to pay.  I just wanted you to see that the man killing you, did so wearing these silly pieces of footwear.  You're pathetic ship and crew are not worth me putting my boots on.  Ceres, destroy that ship."

A look of horror fills Captain Rapkin's face as his ship takes volley after volley.  Captain Ga'len continues to grin, knowing that the last thing Rapkin will ever see will be the bunny slippers of DOOM.  To add insult to injury, as the hull of the destroyer separates violently and vacuum rips the shreds apart, a small squeak of victory slips loose from Captain Ga'len's left slipper.

"Mr. Jemelson, see to it that the salvage teams recover what they can from both ships, then cloak and set course for Otou station.  I will be in my quarters."

The Bleeding Rose finishes clearing the wrecks and warps away.  Upon one of the hull fragments, you can clearly see the image of a bunny, burned into the metal, wearing an eye patch, laughing........


"...We're rascals, scoundrels, villans, and knaves,..."

Thursday 19 February 2009

The sound of an ole pirate song, sung thousands of years ago by the scurvy dogs that sailed ancient, mythical wooden ships on some sea on a forgotten world plays softly in the cabin.  Captain Ga'len relaxes in his chair, gazing out the view port into the vast expanse of space before him. Being stuck on a station for a long time has been rough.  The yearning for adventure and combat has been gnawing at him brings swells of desire weighs heavy on his heart.

It's been nearly a year since the crew of The Bleeding Rose went their separate ways.  It was hard to split up the crew, but they had all wanted to expand their lives and as much as they loved their captain, it was time to grow their fortunes on their own.

Mr. Jemelson decided that hauling freight was his true calling.  He always seemed to know what was waiting on the other side of a gate.  He's the only freighter pilot who has not lost a ship in this region.  Perhaps one day their paths will cross again.

Ceres had not lost her lust for combat.  She signed up with the Minmatar Republic Navy as soon as she hit the station docking port.  'Fight for the underdogs!!!" she yelled over the comms as her new home undocked.  A Tempest class battleship.  Yes, Tempest, temptress, that would suit her well.

Other members of the crew went their ways as well, some continued on other pirate ships in other regions of the universe, others struck out on their own to fates unknown.

Captain Ga'len, the name just sounded strange.  Captain of an empty ship?  All ships in New Eden have crews, but usually the bridge is a lonely place.  Many in New Eden spend their time aboard ship in what many see as a small coffin.  Would he still be a Captain?  Why not?

[image: image]
Long ago, an ancient and powerful race brought peace to the regions of New Eden.  The Jove, the oldest of the races of what was mankind helped to create the ever present CONCORD organization to enforce the peace.  They also left us with technology that in time, evolved into what is know as the Capsule (http://wiki.eveonline.com/wiki/Capsule).

These pods, filled with fluid and advanced technology, allow it's occupant to instantly come alive in a clone should the pod be destroyed.  Neural interfaces within the pods allow for instant and complete control of a ship by it's pilot.

Captain Ga'len had in the past not availed himself of this wondrous advantage.  He preferred to live life on the edge and hope that if his ship was destroyed, he would make it into the pod in time.  Walking free on a bridge had suited him well, but times had changed, things were more dangerous and the ways of old were just not the wisest way to live.

Captain Ga'len took the step that many in New Eden had taken at birth for the past 8 years.   He became one of the elite in New Eden, he became one of the immortal.  He was now one of the demi-gods known formally as a Capsuleer or 'Egger' as many casually call them.

For now, Captain Ga'len rests in the station, waiting for all his ships to have their respective bridges refit to with the 'Egger Standard'.  He sits and waits patiently, staring out the view port, watching the ships of his corp mates dock and undock, speeding away to adventure.  Sipping his cup of rum, he sings softly....

"...Drink up, me 'earties, yo ho.We're devils and black sheep, really bad eggs,

Drink up, me 'earties, yo ho."




"...time passes on as time does..."

Thursday 5 March 2009

"Lights....lights...LIGHTS!?!.....Damn...lights not working again..."

Ga'len stumbled through the door to his in station quarters.  It was dark, the lights did not respond to the voice command and the wall switch seemed to be just as unhelpful.

"SURPRISE!!!!!!!!!"

The lights spring to life and surrounding Ga'len is a room packed with people!!!!

"HAPPY BIRTHDAY CAPTAIN GA'LEN!!!!"

Stunned, Ga'len looks around and realizes his worst fear.  He's walked into one of the worst traps of his life, a surprise birthday party. Or was it?  Today was not his real birthday, that day actually falls later this month.  No, today was the day he made that step to becoming an 'Egger', an imortal.  Today was the third anniversary of his start as a capsuleer.

Ga'len never really liked birthday parties as they seemed a lot of fuss over the day you came into existence.  One moment you are not there, then suddenly you are.  Naked, crying and cold without a thing to your name and for most in want of a name as well.

It was always a time for Ga'len to reflect.  He liked to spend his birthday in isolation, looking at the past year of his life, evaluating what he had done.  In his mind, he would relive the moments of success and failure that fate had allowed him to see.

This year however, Ga'len came to the realization that a birthday party was not some overly gaudy celebration of your birth, it was a celebration of happiness that y0u had been among other people's lives for another year.  It was a celebration for all of those who you know and spend time with.  It was not really about you but what you brought into their lives.

"Friends", he began, "Wow, I am really touched.  It is so wonderful to see you all.   I am very happy that you are all here.  So, tell me, WHERE IS MY DRINK!?!?!?"

Cheers fill the room, Ceres hands Ga'len his tankard and they all toast to each other.  Food, drink and dancing ensue as they do at any good party.

Ah yes, Ceres.  It would seem that Minmatar fashion suits her well.  With eyes wandering up her uniform Ga'len inquires, "So tell me Ceres, how goes the war?  You're not going to get into trouble being seen drinking with your former Amarr Captain, are you?"

Ceres, looks at Ga'len with a puzzled look.  "No my dear, they won't see it as drinking with you.  They will see it as milking you for information.  I'm a spy you know, you will tell me everything."  She winks at Ga'len and smiles as her tankard is emptied.

"Well, well.  I must say, drinking and looking the way you do in that uniform....hmmm.  What was the line from that ancient movie, the one that we all used to love to watch every now and again?  Ah, yes, '...You know, these clothes do not flatter you at all. It should be a dress or nothing. I happen to have no dress in my cabin...', Ga'len smiles a little evil smile.

"I'm flattered dear, but my first love is the sea", she responds, "and on that note, I must be off now.  It was good to see you again, but duty calls.  Be safe, steady and true Ga'len.  Do watch out, my aim has gotten better."  She smiles, bows slightly and leaves the room.

"AAAHHH CAPTAIN!!!!!", Jemelson yells from a few feet away, "HOW ARE YA DOIN' THESE DAYS!!!!", FOOOMP!!!

"I see, you still can't hold your drink, eh?"  Ga'len says as he looks down on the floor, Jemelson lay there, clutching his tankard, with a smile on his face as he begins to snore.

Many hours pass  and much drink is taken by all.  One by one everyone greets each other, talks of the days of old, become very drunk and then happily departs.  One by one, until soon again, Ga'len is alone in his quarters.

Another year has passed, another day is done.  Adventure, victory and defeat all has visited upon Ga'len.  He sits in his chair, looking out the portal, watching the sunrise over the moon nearby and drink deeply from his tankard.

"It is time to set out again..."


"Who the hell are they?...."

Sunday 29 March 2009

Welcome to the sixth installment of the EVE Blog Banter, the monthly EVE Online blogging extravaganza  created by CrazyKinux. The EVE Blog Banter involves an enthusiastic group of gaming  bloggers, a common topic within the realm of EVE Online, and a week to post  articles pertaining to the said topic. The resulting articles can either be  short or quite extensive, either funny or dead serious, but are always a great  fun to read! Any questions about the EVE Blog Banter should be directed here . Check out other EVE Blog Banter

This month's topic comes to us from  Quintrala of Speed Fairy . She  suggests to "write a  short fiction story about the dissolution of the BoB alliance. It could be from  BoB's point of view, the Goons', by neutrals in 0.0, civilians in Empire, NPCs  or even rats. Write about before, during or after the coup; give us stories of  market, war, people or love. In-character or roleplay. We want to know what  happened, from those fictional characters that, in your mind, were part of  it."

"So, who the heck is this guy?",  Ga'len hears this question repeated several times over the comms.  Suddenly, for no apparent reason, the  poor soul that Ga'len and his corp mates had been shooting seemed to change his identification on his transponder. It's happened before, when a pilot decides to leave a corporation.  His transponder suddenly changes in the middle of a fight, but never before has Ga'len seen that happen to several pilots who are in the same alliance.

"Are they still enemies?", asks Daff over the comms.

"Well, they are still shooting, so, I would say yes.  Keep firing, kill them, we will sort it out later.  Weapons free mates!!", Ga'len encourages his squad mates. Several minutes later, the area around the stargate is littered with the debris of several wrecks, the drifting remains of a few cruisers.

"I sure as hell hope these guys were not new friends", UnBaLaNcE says over the comms, "Did anyone hear about a standings reset?  I didn't.  Wait, my datapad interface is buzzing, news alerts from Scope are coming in."

Ga'len engages his datapad interface from within his pod.  The Scope, the new agency for all of New Eden has new reports coming in every few seconds.  Something major must be going on.

Ga'len orders his squad, "All squad members, loot what wrecks you can and dock up.  We need to see what is going on."

A few minutes later, Ga'len is in the shower, washing off the remaining bits of Jovian goo.  Being a capsuleer has it's advantages, but having to rinse off 'goo' everyday does get a bit trying at times.  "Good thing I keep my hair short, it's so much easier to clean this stuff out," Ga'len mutters to himself.

The squad agreed to meet up at the bar in station.  As Ga'len strolled to the bar, public information kiosks all over the station were filled with frantic reports of battles in the Delve region.  Reports upon reports of ships being destroyed.  Freighters filled with Band of Brothers assets being destroyed.  Massive plundering and pillaging continues to ensue.

"Yarr mateys!!!  What do ye be see'in tis' about them southern seas, eh?" Ga'len says.  His corp mates at the bar just look at him and grin.

Daff is intently looking at his datapad.  He sips his drink and begins to speak aloud.  "Well, seems that there was some internal 'strife' among the alliance leadership.  Band of Brothers has disbanded.  One of the directors in the executor corporation apparently stole all the assets that were in station and formally disbanded the alliance under the terms of the Yulai Convention.  All sovereignty controls on their space have fallen.  Alliance leadership is attemping to rally all pilots together.  They are trying to 'reform' the alliance, but it will take some time."

Everyone just stops drinking and stares at Daff as he asks," So, Band of Brothers is no more?  How?  How can such a large power block in New Eden simlpy no longer exist?"

UnBaLaNcE speaks with his infamous sage wisdom in his voice.  "Gentleman, such a large alliance may have been dealt this blow from a traitor to their cause, but they are far too powerful to simlpy be unmade in one night.  The pilots and the corporations still exist."

"Methinks this smells of a Goonswarm influence here.  It would not surprise me at all if they had a hand in these events.  After all, they have had spies in BoB for years." Ga'len remarks.

"You should camp the gates on the trade routes in and out of Delve.  They may try to move assets out of that region as they may be in danger," says the bartender.

Ga'len looks at the robot with a quizzical look.  "So, tell me.  When the hell did you grow a pair, eh?  Pair of cognitive lobes that is.  When did you turn pirate?"

Before 'Robbie' can answer, there is the sound of weapons fire outside on the promenade.  Everyone grabs their weapons and runs to the bar door.  Ga'len peeks outside and sees three bald pilots arguing with CONCORD officers.

"Dammit, it's our bar, let us in NOW!!!  We just lost our fucking ships to some pirates that you won't do a fucking athing about and now you won't let us drown our sorrows!?!  MOVE THE FUCK OUT OF THE WAY!!!," yells one of the bald pilots.

"I'm sorry sir, but as I have told you, this bar was an establishment of the Band of Brothers alliance and until proper ownership can be established, this bar will remain closed.  Perhaps if they had paid the alliance bill before it was due this would not have happened.  Again, I am sorry, but if you continue to fire your weapons into the air, we will be forced to take you into custody."

Ga'len holsters his gun and walks out onto the promenade towards the crowd that is now forming around the entrance to the closed bar.  The sight of three former BoB pilots so frustrated was more than he could bear.  Every 'egger' needs to have a drink after loosing your pod.  It's tradition and one that must be respscted.

Ga'len says to the three bald, former BoB pilots, "Gentleman, I see that you are in need of your post cloning drink.  Do come this way."   He looks at the CONCORD officer with an unusually respective face, "Officer, please excuse my friends here.  It appears that they have already had more than their share.  They can wait out their inebriation at our bar.  We'll take it from here."

Ga'len pushes the 'baldies' through the door to the Hot Gates bar, home of the Neo Spartans.

"Gentleman, before you begin to protest, let me buy you a drink."  Ga'len motions to the bar and before 'Robbie' can protest and remind Ga'len of corporaton rules about BoB pilots in the bar, Ga'len whispers, "Before you say anything, use that pair you just grew and realize that hitting freighters in Delve will go better with inside information.  Besides BoB no longer exists per se.  Give them whatever they want, put it on my tab."

'Robbie' stares at Ga'len with his blue glowing eyes, tilts his head to the left as in thought and then pulls out three tankards for the 'guests'.

"Gentleman", Ga'len says to everyone at the bar, "It would seem that Band of Brothers has abandoned it's 'family'.  It's tough suddenly learning that everything you have is lost.  Loosing your pods at the same time, whew, what a blow.  Let's drink to those who have fallen from grace.  TO BoB, MAY YOU REST IN PEACE!!"

"HOW DARE YOU INSULT US!!!  DON'T EVEN TRY TO PICK A FIGHT WITH ME!!  MY ALLIANCE WILL COME AND KICK YOUR ASS!!!" yells one of the 'baldies'.

Ga'len's eyes narrow and he glares at him.  "Sir, with all due respect, you should be more civil when you are in the bar owned by the same corp that put you into that fresh clone.  Don't test my patience nor impugn my honor.  I offered you a drink and safe harbor out the kindness of my heart, but I won't suffer to pass such insults.  Your alliance is gone, your support is gone and soon everything you own will be plundered and pillaged by those who call themselves pirates.  Don't make me put you into another clone."

The 'baldie' storms out of the bar and heads off in the direction of the old BoB bar.  Weapons fire is heard being exchanged and shortly after, three CONCORD officers walk past the entrance of  the Hot Gates bar, with a hover stretcher carrying the 'baldie' behind them.

Ga'len looks at the other two 'baldies' sitting at the bar.  Their eyes are wide open with fear.  "Gentleman, as long as you behave yourselves, you have nothing to fear from us right now.  You are welcome to stay and drink with us.  So, tell me, was your brash friend the one who decided to attack us?"

"My name is Derom", says one of the 'baldies', "and to answer your question, yes, it was him.  You must understand, you are our enemies, we don't really trust you regardless if our alliance is still alive."

Derom pulls out his weapon and before he can point it at Ga'len, 'Robbie' blasts him away.  The third 'baldie' pulls out his weapon and shoots himself in his own head.

"Well, that was pointless.  Apparently it's true what they say, the only good BoBbit is a dead BoBbit." Ga'len remarks.  Laughter is heard from all over the bar.

"So, Ga'len", asks UnBaLaNcE, "Shall we make a run for it in Delve?  Personally, I don't it think it would be wise.  Every pirate in New Eden will be heading that way.  We may be tough, but we are small compared to some of those who would want to take that space."

Thoughtfully, Ga'len looks up at the ceiling.  "Yeah, I think it would be a bad idea.  They acted like cornered animals when offered safe haven.  I hate to think what would happen if they were actually threatened. to say nothing about all their enemies.  Let them fight it out, we will simply pick up what comes our way. "

"Sir", 'Robbie' says to Ga'len, "As the BoBbits are now dead and the cleaning units are dispatching the corpses, shall I pour you another drink?"

Ga'len looks at the bartender and proclaims, "Drink me'earties, YO HO!!"
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A Blade of Truth, part I

Monday 20 April 2009

Ga'len was sitting in his quarters going over messages in his datapad.  He saw a message that his mind at first could simply not accept.  Leainti was alive.  He could not believe his eyes.  A tear ran down his cheek as he read her message.  She was alive.  He sighed loudly and drank deep from his tankard.  The message was sent back in late December.  Leainati, Leainati, that was so long ago my friend....

It was a calm, warm, beautiful spring day.  The windows were open and the light breeze from the sea was gently blowing across the room.  Galen Grendalis the Fifth was sitting in his room, holding his head, wishing the room to be still.  The wound still ached, even with the large amount of painkillers that he had taken.  He just sat there, waiting for his father to award him his punishment.

"Damn him.  Why must my father insist that I act without honor.  Those 'Minnies' in the fields, they are humans too, why should I punish them?  What crime have they committed?  They work hard to feed us all.  They are the lifeblood of the Empire,” Galen exclaimed passionately,” Why does he insist that I still beat them?  She was hurt and needed help.  She welcomed my help.  Those guards were going to kill them, I had to do what I did.  Curse them."

The door to his room opened and in barged his father, Lord Galen Grendalis the Fourth.  His robes furiously flowed into the room, his malice ever present in his glaring eyes and his hands were with anger and his usual self righteous fury.

"GALEN!!!  WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!?!?!,” Lord Grendalis bellowed, ”BY THE LORD ALMIGHTY I WILL BEAT YOU WITH HIS WRATH FOR WHAT YOU HAVE DONE!!!!"

Galen stared with cold eyes at his father, he was not going to back down.

"Father, I shall reap what I have sown.  I will not dishonor myself with cowardice.  I acted with honor as our Lord Almighty demands and if you can not see this, then I have nothing but pity for father,” Galen stands tall and resolute against his father’s fury,” Do not live as a dishonorable coward that tradition demands of..."

"My son, I am trying to understand why you have done this, but I simply can not accept it.” Lord Grendalis signals to the guard outside, ”GUARDS!!!  TAKE HIM TO THE CHAPEL AND BIND HIM THERE.  20 LASHES AS THE LAW DEMANDS!!!"

The guards struck Galen in the gut, doubling him over as he fell to the floor.  They dragged him out of his room and to the chapel, binding him on the rack that was set before the altar.  There he would remain until the morning where he would feel the Enforcer's wrath.  Twenty lashes his father ordered and no less than twenty lashes would he receive.

Galen drifted in and out of sleep while he was bound to this torture rack, waiting for the painful morning to arrive.  Soon he would be punished for his acts of honor.

What had led him to this?  Ah yes, it was becoming clear again as his head began to stop throbbing with pain.  The morning, yes, it was this past morning.

Most mornings, Galen would complete his lessons early and head out into the forest.  It was the one place he could go to find peace from the screams of the Minmatar slaves as they were 'beaten into productivity'.  Being a member of the ruling family of this region, it was not permitted for him to travel without an escort, but this was not much of a problem for Galen.  Some well placed isk always had the guards eyes occupied as he slipped past them.

He had been hiking through the forest when he came upon an old Minmatar woman.  She was lying on the ground writhing in great pain.  She saw Galen approaching and tried to cower before him, but her broken ankle made movement almost impossible.  He never felt comfortable with such reverence bestowed upon him simply from his birth line.  Respect is earned by an individual, not given for simply being born to an Amarrian family.

Seenan was in shock when Galen knelt on the ground next to her.  "Ma'am, please do not cower before me, you are hurt.  I mean you no harm.  May I help you?"

Never before had she seen an Amarrian show care for one of the slaves, but this one seemed a bit familiar.  "No m'lord, I am fine, I can still work, “she waved him off, “I beg of you, do not beat me."

"Ma'am, as I said, I mean you no harm,” Galen knelt down next to the old woman, “  You are hurt and if you are willing to accept my help, I promise you, no harm will come to you,” Galen pleaded, “Let me help you, please."

His words seemed to flow like a stream in the mountains, pure and bold, yet soft and caring.  Seenan looked up and could not believe her eyes.  Standing above her was Galen Grendalis the V.  She had heard that this heir to the manor was a bit rebellious and wondered if the rumors of his 'untraditional' behavior were true.  She nodded in acknowledgment to accept his help.

Galen took his outer robe, tore off the sleeves and wrapped her ankle.  From his satchel, he pulled a pain reliever and gave some to himself to show Seenan that is was not poison.  She smiled and happily took the medicine.  Her pain in her ankle began subside.

Galen sat down on the ground and crossed his legs.  "Ma'am, if I may ask, what should I call you?"

"My name is Seenan, M'lord Grendalis,” she bowed her head humbly.

Galen froze.  She had recognized him.

"Ma'am, I am sorry, I believe you have me confused with..."  Seenan held up her hand.

"M'Lord, I am grateful for your kindness but to subject an old women to lies does not become a noble heir.“ Seenan winks, “An Heir who hides himself from the world to enjoy the beauty and solitude of the forest and offers aide to the slaves his people oppress.  I would be willing to bet my life that you long for something, to be free of tradition that does not allow your honor to see the sky."

Galen was shocked.  First this woman begs to not be beaten and then dares to speak to him with such familiarity as if she was his mother.  A Minmatar who would dare speak with such audacity would be killed for simply meeting an Amarr noble's eyes when they spoke.

"It would seem that you have won your bet as you are still alive and I for one have no desire to take your life.  Am I that transparent?” Galen smiled.

"Not at all M'Lord.  I have heard rumors of your 'nontraditional' transgressions to Amarr society.  Some have seen you in these woods and about the barracks.  It would seem that you are curious about our culture.  I for one am glad to see that the rumors appear to be true.  An Amarr with honor.  I thought I had seen much of what the universe had to offer, obviously I was wrong,” she chuckles.

Galen finished tending to her ankle, helped her up and together they walked towards the barracks.

"Seenan, I must confess.  I am ashamed of what I am for my people mistreat you and yours.  We are oppressive, horrible masters.  We preach the teachings of our God and then smite the Minmatar people for simply not being born Amarr."

Seenan begins,"If I may be so bold M'Lord, the Amarr people are a good, noble people who have been led astray,” her eyes were becoming sad, “Do not be ashamed of who and what you are, have pity for the path that your people have traveled.  One day we will be free of this oppression."

Galen looked at Seenan, with a tear in his eye.  "My mother used to speak as you do, before she fell very ill.  She used to hold me close and tell me that this horror would all come to an end one day, that both our peoples would be free from this oppression."

A few moments later, they came closer to the guard posts and stopped for a moment.

"Dear sir, thank you for your help.  You should not let the guards see you helping me, they will punish you for helping me."

"Seenan, I can not leave you here, how will you get inside?  You can barely walk."

"M'lord, my daughter was to meet me here.  In fact, she is here now, behind us.  Do not be alarmed, she may be a bit 'rough' as her trust for your kind is as small as the pebbles beneath our feet."

Galen did not hear her daughter creep up behind them.  He did not hear her unsheathe the blade nor notice the tip until it was stuck firmly beneath his chin.  He stood as still as a stone pillar as if pinned by the knife.

"Seenan, “ her daughter growled, “ what has this festering pile of shit done to you?"


A Blade of Truth, part II

Monday 11 May 2009

Seenan's eyes were wide but her voice was steady and strong.  "My dear, what are you doing?  This man tended to my ankle and has helped me get this far.  Put your knife down!"

Seenan’s daughter could not believe what she was hearing, "Nanna, he's Amarr, he could not have helped you! This is a trick!!!"

"Oh my dear, he is not the only kind one among those dreadful Amarr heathens.  Put your knife away and help me home.  I will tell you everything."

This Minmatar youth’s face becomes a classic expression of surprise.  She sheaths her knife and backs away from this curious Amarrian youth.  This simply could not be.  An Amarrian who is kind and caring?  She had not heard of such a thing.  He's staring at me.  Why is he staring at me?  Too bad he is Amarr, his face is not unpleasant.

Galen could not help himself.  This woman, although apparently deadly, was beautiful.  Her blue eyes just seemed to glow like the morning sky, her face was filled with the beauty of youth.  There was something very familiar about her eyes, but he dismissed it as a fleeting attraction for a beautiful face.

"Nanna, he is Amarr.  They can not be trusted.  They will lie at the drop of a stone.  Look how he stares at me now.  He's thinking how he can take me to his bed chamber!"  Her hand was now again, holding her knife.

Seenan raised a hand to her daughter and gave Galen a sideways look, winking a subtle wink with one eye before she spoke.  "Oh my, where are my manners.  Leainati, this is Ga'len.  He is a forester for the manor.  He was out to collect the produce from the mushroom growers.  We have crossed paths before and I must tell you, he is not like any Amarr you have met before.  Put away your knife, he is unarmed and he's just a bit smitten with you.  You know how all the boys like to chase you around."

Guh len, Ga'len?  That was not my name.  She know who I am but why hide my identity?  Perhaps Leainati would kill me if she knew who I was.  I should play along he thought.

"It's a pleasure to meet you, Leainati.  I must admit, I need to head back to the harvesters as soon as possible.  They will be looking for their mushroom shipment at the manor.  Ladies, I believe this is where I take my leave.  I should be heading back."

"Ga'len, I do not trust you.  You are Amarr, how do I know that you won't call the guards to kill me?  I threatened your life."

"Believe me, you can trust me.  If I wanted you dead, you would be lying on the ground by now.  Please understand...."

Suddenly, from down the path, two guards spotted the three of them.

"HALT!!!!  YOU THERE, ON THE GROUND NOW!!!"

Galen turned to his two new friends and yelled, "RUN, RUN!!  GET OUT OF HERE."

The two guards began to raise their weapons.  Galen ran towards them as fast as he could.  He tackled one of the guards, knocking him to the ground, smashing his head with a deep, resonating thump.

The second guard however, was untouched and smacked Galen against his head with the butt of his rifle.  Everything went dark.

Galen awoke, his head was throbbing as the a nurse standing over him was changing the dressing for the wound on his head.

"M'Lord, it is good to see you awake.  You are in the medbay and you will be fine.  You took a nasty blow to your head.  It's a good thing that guard recognized you or you would be dead now.  Of course, he would be still be dead for striking a member of the ruling family.  Your father commands your presence immediately."

Slowly, Galen raised himself from the bed.  The whole room seemed to bounce in his eyes.  Each heartbeat made his head throb more and more.  Breathing only increased the throbbing and hence the wobble of the room.  Slowly, he walked out of the medbay and headed for the throne room.

When Galen arrived, his father was no where to be seen.  The local enforcement magistrate was standing just inside the hall.

"Ah, the rebel has arrived.  It is fortunate you are the son of Galen Grendalis the IV, otherwise you would be dead now.  Fucking 'Minnie' lover!!"

Galen stood there and glared at the magistrate.  "You have no right to speak to me with such tone.  Leave my sight now or I will have you removed."

"Will all due respect M'Lord, you have no right to remove me.  You are under arrest for aiding in the escape of two Minmatar slaves and killing a guard who was in pursuit.  You may be spared severe punishment if you tell us who it was you helped to escape."

Galen stood as silent as the stone pillars that surrounded the throne room.

"Very well, then you shall be subject to the most severe punishment under the law.  GUARDS, take this traitor to his quarters, he is under house arrest."

Galen was hung on a toture rack that had been brought into the chapel.  He hung there, his face twisted from the pain of his head and the deep thought, I shall be beaten by my father, the coward.

"So, you did lie to me after all,” the words pierced the darkness of the room.

Galen raises his head slightly and tried to look around.  It was dark in the chapel, but he could make out a familiar face.  Those blue eyes that reflected the moonlight, glowed slightly in the darkness.

"Are you here to kill me with your knife now that you know I lied to you?" Galen asked.

Leainati smiled and looked him square in the eyes.  "Seenan told me everything.  It would seem that not all Amarr are bastards.  It would also seem that you do not want the mantle that was born upon your shoulders.  So tell me, who is this Ga'len person?"

"Seenan made that up, “ she chuckled quietly, “well....Ga'len, Galen.  Not very original, but if I am to free you and we manage to escape, you will need to change your name.  They will hunt you down."

"Leainati, you are here to free me?  A Minmatar girl freeing an Amarr boy."

"Yes, well, Seenan said this to me, ‘Together you will both be free and in time, so will we all’, or something like that."

Leainati took her knife and soon he was free of the rack.

"What now blue eyes?"

Leainati held the knife to his throat.  "Let's get this straight.  I am proud of my name, it's Leainati.  Seenan gave me my name and I will always carry it.  Just because it means 'blue eyed warrior' in some ancient language does not mean you can jokingly toss it's around, got it?"

"So, what does Ga'len mean then?"

"You will have to ask Seenan when you see her, come on, we must get out of here quickly."


A Blade of Truth, Part III

Monday 1 June 2009

"The Five will leave the Eight.  Heed these words well Cerah Grendalis, the future depends on it.  The Five will leave the eight, The Five will leave the eight, THE FIVE WILL LEAVE THE EIGHT!!!"

Cerah woke in a cold sweat.  The old Minmatar woman Seenan was still haunting her dreams.  It had been 20 years since that night.  Twenty years since the birth of a child out of love.  To this day those haunting words had some hidden meaning to her, but nothing had come of that 'divine omen'.

As she laid there in her bed, she savored finally being able to feel warm again.  Feeling the setting sun warm her through the window was a blessing that had been absent for far too long.

She had been ill for years, her body wasting away from the sickness within her body.  Many doctors had visited her over the years, none able to cure her.  She was dying and no one could save her.

“Tanitel,” she whispered, “O my Tanitel, I do still love you.  Watch over her.”

Soon her pains would be over.  Soon she will linger in anguish no longer.  She will be free from all this torment.  Soon death will take her with but one question still unanswered.

"The Five will leave the Eight," she repeated aloud.

Sleep again crept up and silently took her to a dreaming journey.  It was here that she could find some freedom from her sins and yet the torment of her life continued to haunt her.  As she fell deeper into sleep, her words heavy with sleep caught her husband's ears.

"What happened,.....what happened to my daughter.....Tanitel, please tel me…."

A few hours later, deep within the forest...

The ancient trees towered high.  Their strong branches spread wide, weaving a lush green fabric of leaves leaving only small glimpses of the sky above.  Veiled in the amber light that reflected from the Emperor Family Academy station in high orbit, Leainati and Galen were making their way through the dark woods.  Silently they moved, flowing through the underbrush like a fast but calm stream.  They were heading further into the forest and after they had traveled a few kilometers, they stopped to rest.

"Where are you taking me?", asked Galen.

"I am taking you to see Seenan first and then to flee this place.", replied Leaianti.

"Leaianti, I was only going to be whipped.  I can survive that well enough,” Galen’s Amarr pride was gleaming through his eyes.

"Seenan told me that I had to free you, that you have a destiny to fulfill and she insisted that you had to leave this place,” she patted him on the shoulder.

Galen's face becomes filled with worry, "Leave?  Where will I go?  How will I live?"

"Relax, Seenan will explain everything.  Now, we must hurry."

Making  their way past the old ruins where Galen would spend his time writing.  Further on they came to a clearing where a single campfire is burning.  Nearby is a tent with it’s flaps open.  Seenan is near the fire, sitting on a stool, stirring her drink with a spoon absently.  She looks up and the worry on her face is replaced with her familiar smile.

"Ah, my children, you have made it here safely.  Thank goodness.  Come, sit by the fire and eat something.  I have much to tell you."

As they sat down by the fire, Galen spoke.

"Seenan, I am grateful that you sent help to save me from yet another beating by my father, but please do explain, what do you expect me to do now?” worry covers Galen’s face,  “I have fled my home and my father will now hunt me down and I expect, kill me."

Calmingly Seenan speaks to Galen, "Child, I must tell you.  You have been wanting to leave this place, I suspect, for some time now.  Tell me, why do you wander about this forest?  Why you spend so much time among the 'Old Stones'?"

Galen looks at Seenan.  How did she know about my travels in the old forrest? "So, tell me, how long have you been my shadow?  How long have you been watching my every move?"

Seenan smiled, "Well, to be complexly honest with you, ever since your half-sister Leaianti was born."

Her smile widened as her two guests stared at her.  Their eyes wide, their jaws open in total shock.

"Nanna, what are you saying?  Do you mean to say that this Amarr is my kin?  I share blood with an Amarr?," Leaianti looked horrified, "The tribe will kill me!!!"

Galen was still in total shock.  He knew of his father's sins, how he had taken 'Minnie lovers' but there had never been any children or at least he had never heard of any.

"Seenan, Leaianti is my half sister?  Who did my father make her mother?"

"Galen my child.  Cerah is Leainati's mother.  Your father could not bring a child of love into this world, save possibly for you.  My children, I think it's time you met someone,” Seenan motions to the shadows beyond the light of the fire, “Tanitel, come here.  Come see your daughter, your family."

From behind the trees, just past the light of the fire, a tall Minmatar man stepped forward.  Galen immediately recognized him.  He was one of the slaves that had served his mother for years.  He was the one who went to the market for her or saw to her errands.  He was a trusted salve of the manor.

"Greeting my children.  It is good to see you both safe."

He sat down near the fire.  Everyone was very quiet for a long time, just staring into the fire, glancing up and looking at each other every now and again.  After what seemed like hours, Galen spoke.

"As an Amarr, I should have you killed for raping an Amarr woman, but I know my mother well.  She would have killed anyone who attacked her.  My mother was always sympathetic to the Minmatar people.  I can only guess what happened between you two.  After all, you have served her for years."

"Galen, if I may call you friend?  I do have something for you, the both of you.  Your mother wrote you both letters a few years ago, in the hopes that you two would find each other.  She does not know who you are Leaianti.  She has never known your name nor your face.  It was for your safety.  Please, read these letters, they will explain everything."

Both Galen and Leainati's hands were shaking as they took their letters.  Galen recognized the writing as his mothers.  As they both read their letters, Tanitel told them some of what had happened.

"Cerah was...is a very beautiful woman.  She was always very curious about our people.  Her parents were kind masters, they never abused the Minmatar people, but they knew the dangers to their own if they were too kind.  Your mother spent a great deal of time sneaking out of the house, much like you do now Galen.

She wanted to learn as much about our people as she could.  Many times, I would catch her following me around, watching what I was doing.  One day she worked up the courage to speak to me.  She ordered me to carry some parcels from the market for her and I had been at her side ever since."

Galen stopped reading his letter and look at Tanitel.  "She loved you very much.  She says here that she wished that you were my father, that I would have someone noble to learn from."

Leaianti was sobbing softly.  "Is not Cerah very ill now?  I finally learn who my mother and father are, that I am not an orphan and now I am going to loose her."

"Leaianti my child, "Tanitel spoke softly, "She is ill because her heart aches.  She can not know who you are as it would put you in danger.  She will be free soon, death is just another doorway of existence.  Know that you will always be in her heart."

Seenan opened her satchel and produced a data pad.

"I believe Galen that this is yours.  I 'borrowed' it from you when you helped me earlier today.  I had hoped to capture a picture of Leaianti and place it back in your satchel with a message to show the picture to your mother.  Perhaps this still can be done?"

Galen looked at his sister and smiled.

"I think I can do better.  Do any of you know how I have snuck out of the manor?  There is a drainage outlet on the south slope.  The guards stay away from there, the stench of the Fedos in the holding pit is rather strong on that side of the manor.  We can sneak in from there and visit our mother, then sneak down to the pads, take a shuttle and leave this place."

"It is too dangerous.  You can not risk being caught again.  By now, they will know you have escape the chapel.  Besides, we already have a ship for you."

Tanitel removed a data pad from his pocket, pressed a few buttons and a shuttle hidden in the trees began to power up.

Seenan held Galen's data pad in front of her, motioning for all of them to stand together.  She took a captured a few photos, wrote a message into the data pad and handed it to Tanitel.

"My children, you must go.  In the shuttle is everything you will need to make it to Emrayur.  Galen, your father has no authority there, you will be safe.  Go and find your destinies."

Galen and Leaianti picked themselves up and began to follow Tanitel toward the shuttle.

"Seenan, one thing before we go.  Leainati told me I should ask you, what does the name Ga'len mean?"

She smiled and hugged him gently, whispering into his ear, "You offered me kindness when I hurt my ankle.  I offered you a kindness in turn.  Ga'len has many meanings in the history of mankind, but names have a freedom about them.  It will mean what you want it to mean.  It's your name, it's your life.  That's what it means to be free."

They sat down in the shuttle.  Leaianti went through their provisions, Galen looked over the controls and set a course for Emrayur.  Tanitel hugged them both and closed the door to the shuttle behind him.  A few moments later the shuttle, Blade of Truth, was climbing fast into the night sky.

"Nanna, I will deliver this to Cerah at once.  I should think I will not return once they learn of what is stored on this data pad."

Seenan looked up into his eyes, "Do not worry, whatever happens you will be free, Cerah will be free and now, Galen and Leaianti will be free."


"An Emancipated Return"

Wednesday 10 June 2009
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The sun glistens off the side of the Blade of Truth as she slowly glides through space towards the station orbiting Amarr. This has been the end of a long journey, Leaianti had to go through the fire and brimstone of hell, but you made it in one piece. Those Sansha pirates were right when they said it would be tough, they were also right when they said she would be rich.

The ship glides to a stop as the station’s docking computer takes over control of  Blade of Truth.  Before Leainati is even ready to exit her pod the request is sent to her computer… “They” are ready for you in the meeting hall, they are anxious to hear about the journey and the status of the mission that she was on.

Those Sansha pirates were supposed to meet with both her and Ga'len to finalize the payments for 'stolen loot'.

Ga'len, it had been so long since she had seen her half-brother Ga'len.  Years had gone by and their paths always seemed to not be able to cross.  There was the time in Hek when the Minmatar gate police were chasing around Ga’len or that time when she had recently castrated an Amarr bishop who was molesting those little boys.

There was always something getting in the way.

The shower was a blessing.  It had been four months in space without a break.  Leaianti did not mind spending time suspended in that Jovian goo, but it is always nice to get out and move about using your legs instead of a ship's thrusters.  The warm water flowed over her body, caressing away the stress of the past four months.  If only all things in life we filled with the brief, bittersweet joys of cleaning one's skin.  If only all the troubles in life could simply be washed away into the drain in the floor.

Trogon was standing in the meeting hall.  He was a short man, twisted back and grotesque features from years of abusing those narcotics that the Serpentis pirates sold him each week.  He thought himself a giant, a gift to the women of the universe.  Most people thought otherwise.  He saw her and yelled, "Leaianti!  It is good to see you again!  That uniform does you no justice, take it off and I will show you...” He stopped short.  A knife was at his throat and an evil smile was on Leaianti's face.

"Don't test me little man.  I am not interested in you showing me your delusions of adequacy.  I am not a plaything for you to fret about with your little tools.  I have dropped off the last of the cargo into your storage area.  I expect to be paid now.  Pay me and answer my question, where is everyone?"  Leaianti's commanding voice made Trogon cower like the troll that he was.

"Don't think that a free 'Minnie-bitch' can cut a man's throat on an Amarr station,” he hissed.  His eyes glaring at her body as if she was a piece of meat, "Now, where shall I put....” his voice seized in his throat as the knife pressed harder into his skin.

"You can put whatever trifles you are thinking about back into you dreams.  I am not your toy; do not even try to play with me.  Now give me my money and answer my question, where is everyone?” Leainati's patience was wearing thin.  This Sansha pirate needed to die but it would have to wait.  She needed the money she was owed.

"Calm yourself, I meant no harm.  If you would be so kind to put your knife away, we can conclude our business," Trogan's eyes were wide with fear.  As Leainati sheathed her knife, he quickly typed away on his data pad.  A sharp trilling from her data pad confirmed that the money had been transferred, "Now that our business is concluded, what is your price?  You are simply too beautiful to not have me.  Many a woman has wanted to lay with me.  I can be your greatest adventure!  How much to ride you like the 'Minnie-bitch' that you are!”

Silence.

There was just silence in the air.  It hung thick as Trogon stopped talking.  The silence held him upright as he stood in complete shock.  It held him there as a spot of blood formed at the center of his neck and slowly spread in a thin horizontal line around his neck.  The silence continued to hold his body firm as his head slowly tilted to the left and fell from his neck.  His hands twitched slightly and then the whole of his frame slowly, silently, collapsed to the floor.  The silence was only broken as the sound of blood dripping from Leainati's knife slowly, patted upon the floor.

"His blood was simply not worth spilling, but alas, the deed is done.  Good thing too, I wanted to shoot him.  He should be nicer to my sister,” Ga'len's voice rang out from the shadows as he slowly stepped into the light of the meeting hall.

"BROTHER," Leainati yelled as she ran towards him.  They embraced each other as she spoke, "I have missed you so much.  Did you loose another Capsule?  You have no hair!”

Ga'len smiled, "No.  Being the pirate that I am, I cannot simply fly into the Amarr system.  The gate police will shoot me on site.  Fortunately, I still had a jump clone here.  It was the easiest way to get into the station.  As long as I behave myself, the police on the station will take no notice of me being here.  Of course, still having my identification documents for Galen Grendalis the Fifth.  That helps to distract their attention from my 'Yarr-ish' lifestyle."

"So, since you always behave like yourself, I would guess you can answer my question as to where are all the other Sansha pirates I was supposed to meet,” Leainati grinned as she spoke.  She knew her brother well.

Ga'len chuckled and smiled, "Over here, in the trash chute.  The Fedoes are enjoying themselves.  It's a good thing they don't care what they eat."

Leainati and Ga'len worked quickly to clean up the mess that was left of Trogon and headed out of the meeting hall.  Across the promenade they walked, towards a quiet bar.  After ordering drinks and some food, they headed to a booth in the back where they could talk in private.

"So tell me 'blue-eyes', how the hell you managed to steal all that stuff and make it back from Venal,” Ga'len was looking at her with much interest.

Leainati smiled and spoke, "It took several trips as my Reaper's cargo hold is not the largest in New Eden.  I learned a lot about Warp Disruption bubbles and how to avoid them.  I guess being blown up several times with an empty hold made the pirates think twice about shooting me.  No point in trying to loot an empty wreck.  After that, it was just a matter of making the trips to and from Empire Space," she paused to take a drink of her ale, "So tell me, how is life in the Neo Spartans?  Otou is a nice system I hear."

"Life is good and yes, I like living in Otou,.  It is a nice system with a lot to see.  As for the Neo Spartans, their style of honorable pirating suits me well, but I feel the urge to wander about the universe more and more.  I must say I was happy and shocked to receive your message.  I thought you had been killed without a clone in Venal,” a tear forms in his eye and his voice breaks, "I thought you were gone."

Leainati holds his hand, "Dear brother, we are bound to each other by more than this life.  We will never loose each other.  We are free, alive, and immortal Capsuleers.  So, while we are here in Amarr, did you want to go down to Oris and see our old home?  Perhaps visit our mother?"

Ga'len eyes closed for a moment as he collected himself.  It had been years since they both had set foot on Oris and much had changed.  "The manor is gone.  My father's rage and open rebellion against Empress Jamyl's emancipation decree destroyed that great house.  He would not free his slaves so the Amarr authorities seized the property.  They killed him when the marines stormed the manor house."

Leainati sat in shock, "Well, he was an evil man to the end.  What about mother?  I never learned what happened to her after we left."

Ga'len continued sadly, "She passed away shortly after we left.  Tanitel sent us both a message; I guess yours got lost while you were in Venal.  She saw the pictures Seenan took of us on Tanitel's data pad, smiled, fell into a deep sleep, and quietly passed away.  Our mother's ashes were spread among the stars.  Tanitel and Seenan said it was her last wish, to travel among the stars with her children.  It was the last thing they did before they headed to Rens."

They both sat in silence for a long time.  Leainati was the first to speak again, "So, that history is all that is left.  I guess there is nothing left for us there."

"No, it's the past,” Ga'len affirmed, "Now, enough of sadness.  We have our futures to see to.  Let us eat, I am hungry.  Tell me, what is this I hear about some ruffian in Tash-Murkon you have been flirting with.  I hear stories...."
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A Blade of Truth, Part IV

Saturday 4 July 2009

Cerah he was dreaming of Tanitel again.  Tanitel, the loyal 'Minnie footman', she thought as she dreamed.

It was over twenty years ago when she met Tan.  Cerah was learning, at the protest of her parents, all she could about the Minmatar people.  Tan was her guide in this journey into the forbidden knowledge of the slaves.  Nonetheless, Cerah pursued all she could learn and in turn, pursued her guide.  He was a strong man, proud with tradition and yet he treated her as if she was as close as kin.  Over time, Tan and Cerah did fell in love.  Such things happen when people spend time with one another.  In Amarrian, society 'love relations' do occur between the Amarr and their slaves, but it is not usually a mutual love, more of lustful abuse of the slaves.

Cerah and Tanitel had a different love.  A true love, one that you read about in the books of old.  Such 'equal love' had to be kept secret.  It had to remain hidden from the Amarrian world.  To allow their love to become known would have meant death for the both of them.

Painful it was, honoring the wishes of her parents to marry Galen Grendalis the IV.  She had no choice.  An arranged marriage on their world was not something that one could simply walk away from or at least, walk away alive.  The Grendalis family was one of the most powerful on Oris.  Her parents would have thought it an honor to marry into that family.  It was her curse to be wed to such a man.  His cruelty towards the Minmatar was well known.  He was the slayer of slaves.

Through everything, Tan was still there and alive.  He had been picked as her loyal footman, to tend to her needs when she was venturing beyond the grounds of the manor.  Some thought it odd that an Amarrian woman would have such a trusted slave, but it was not unheard of in the Empire.  To allow such an Amarrian Lady to fall into harms way would result in the destruction of many Minmatar villages.  It was point of honor to protect those women, yet another stone of oppression to hold over the collective heads of the Minmatar people.

Slowly, she opened her eyes.  It was dark again; night had fallen as she slept through the day.  She felt weak, drained.  The news that her son Galen would face the whip in the morning brought tears to her eyes again.  Softly she sobbed as she lay in her bed.

A quiet whisper sneaked out from the darkness, "Do not be sad my love.  All is not lost."  Tanitel's words floated through the night and settled upon Cerah's troubled mind like the warm rays of the springtime sun.

"Tan, oh my Tan.  You have snuck in here again.  I have missed you these past few months.”  Cerah's voice was weak and filled with pain.

"My love, I have a wonderful gift for you, "Tanitel spoke softly as he placed the data pad into her cold hand, "Look at your son...and our daughter."

Cerah's eye opened widely.  She stared at Tanitel and with tears filling her blue eyes, "Daughter?  I can not know anything of her, if Galen was to learn what I knew, she would be in danger."

Tanitel smiled and helped Cerah to sit upright.  As he put his arm around her, he took the data pad and held it so they could both see the picture.

"Cerah, the Five will leave the Eight, you remember those words, don't you?”  Tanitel whispered gently, "Galen Grendalis the Fifth and his sister Leainati have left Oris.  So look at your family my love, they are free."

Cerah looked at the picture, "Oh, she is so beautiful.  Galen and Leainati, they are gone?  They have left?"

"Yes my love,” continued Tanitel, "Leainati rescued Ga'len from the chapel and they took a shuttle off planet.  Soon they will be too far for danger to reach them."

"Ga'len?” asked Cerah, "you called him Ga'len, why?"

"It is the name Seenan has given him.  His new life needed a new name and he seemed to like it,” Tanitel held Cerah closer.

Cerah smiled and closed her eyes, "They are free.  Free to live their lives.  At last..."

Her breathing grew shallow and her embrace grew weaker.  Slowly she drifted away into sleep in Tanitel's arms.  Slower and slower, he weak breath escaped her lips until it was quiet.

The room seemed to grow darker as Tanitel realized that he was alone.  The Five had left the Eight and so had Cerah's life too slipped away this night.

Tanitel lightly kissed her on the lips, "Sleep my love, and be free.  It has been too long.  Your wishes will be honored."

***

Dawn came to Oris quietly.  The sun slowly crept up across the horizon, spreading its light over the mountains, down into the valley and across the fields.  The Minmatar slaves had already been working for hours in the dark and they were about to begin their morning meal break, but this morning would be different.

Galen Grendalis the Fourth had called an assembly at the chapel.  Here within the chapel and on view screens all over the installation, everyone would watch the wrath of Galen befall those who would attack and kill Amarrian guards.  They would all witness yet another beating but this time, it was another Amarr citizen, his son.  All was going according to plan, Galen Grendalis was much too happy with himself.  Soon he would show all those who had been disobedient that he was their ruler and his power was uncontestable.

The knock on the door shattered the serenity of his morning meal.  "WHY DO YOU DISTURB ME?!?!?  ENTER!”,  Galen shouted.

The door slowly opened and the standing in full armor was Nathorn, the head of the house guard.  He was a large man, broad shoulders.  His face was clean; his hair was always perfectly presentable.  He always stood tall and possessed an arrogant and commanding presence, but this morning, he stood in a half-bent over cower.  It was clear that he was very unsettled, something was very wrong on this morning.

"Milord, I am most sorry to bring you this sad news.”  Nathorn's voice was trembling with fear.  The news must be severe for this man to be filled with fear.

"WELL, OUT WITH IT YOU FOOL!”  Galen grew impatient.  He hated to be disturbed in the morning.

Nathorn continued, "The doctor visited upon your wife, the Lady Cerah this morning and has discovered that she has passed.  I am so sorry milord; please accept the condolences of myself, my family, and the house guard."

Galen Grendalis sat there in his chair.  He paused his chewing for a moment and looked up at Nathorn.  "This is why you have disturbed me?  To tell me that ungrateful bitch, that rotting corpse in my bed has finally succumbed to her laziness?  Tell me, "Galen's voice was filled with contempt, "why I should not have you killed?  Sad news?  This is good news.  She is finally dead, good riddance!"

Nathorn remained motionless and stuck in is half-cowering stance.  "There is more milord," his voice was very broken, and he was shaking in fear, "It would seem that your son has escaped from the chapel during the night."

"WHAT!?!?!?!?!  WHAT DO YOU MEAN HE HAS ESCAPED!”, Galen flew up out of his chair and ran across the room.  He drew his knife that he always kept on his belt and slashed out at Nathorn's throat.   The blade clanged against the neck armor and then fell to the floor.

"NATHORN, YOU WILL FIND MY SON AND BRING HIM TO THE CHAPEL NOW!  YOU HAVE TEN MINUTES AND IF YOU DO NOT BRING HIM, I WILL MAKE SURE I GET THROUGH YOUR ARMOR NEXT TIME!", Galen's voice was filled with rage enough to push Nathorn out of the room.

Nathorn called out, "GUARDS!  GUARDS!  FIND GALEN GRENDALIS THE FIFTH IMMEDIATLY!"

Galen stormed out of the room, stopping only to pick up his knife.  As he exited the doorway, the slashed out with his knife and killed the first man he saw.  The servant who was moving the body of Cerah Grendalis found his throat cut wide open, he fell to the ground with a gurgling choke, and blood sprayed everywhere.

The cleric escorting the body spoke, "Milord!  Please stop!  We understand you may be distraught with the passing of you wife, but...," the servant's voice was stopped short and the blade slashed out again, cutting his shoulder deeply.  He ran away down the hall, screaming in pain.

Galen Grendalis the 'slayer of slaves' was on a rampage and anyone who fell into his path would die.  The manor was going to become a bloody place again.

***

Hidden in the shadows in the hallway, Tanitel observed the carnage.

"How fortunate, his rage has helped me for once," Tanitel thought, "With that dammed cleric gone tending his wounded shoulder and unfortunately the servant dead, Cerah has been left alone.  My love, as I promised, your wishes will be honored."

Tanitel moved quickly, picked up Cerah in his arms, and ran down the east hall, ducked around the corner and headed into the secret passage he had come to depend on.  In another moment, he was out of the manor and safely heading into the woods.

Deeper into the woods, Tanitel tried to make his way as quietly as he could.  He would soon be missed the morning meal.  He had managed to elude being seen and unbeknownst him, missed as the first shift began its work in the fields.

Deeper and deeper Tanitel traveled, towards the old ruins.

It would be here, as Cerah had told him long ago, that he would build the pyre.  It would be here that Cerah Grendalis would finally see her freedom from this life.

"Soon my love, soon you will be free among the starts,” Tanitel's thoughts drifted from Cerah's last wish and their daughter, "This is so cruel Leainati.  You barely knew your mother and now she is gone."

Further and further into the forest Tanitel silently moved.  Soon, soon it will all be over.

***

Seenan was gathered with many workers from the first shift.  She was standing in front of on of the man view screens that normally showed the current production numbers, which teams were behind and news bursts that usually showed her fellow slaves being beaten for simply not working as hard as their masters demanded.

This morning, there was supposed to be a special viewing of a disciplinary action in the chapel.  She chuckled quietly to herself, as she knew well; the poor soul that was bound in the chapel was now light-years away from Oris.

A low murmur began to spread through the crowd.  The guards were all talking into their communications gear; there were panicked looks on their faces.

"Something is not right...or was it?”  Seenan thought to herself, "Lord Grendalis must be in a rage over  Ga'len's escape.  That must be it."

The guards began moving people into formation for a count.  They all seemed very frantic, their eyes filled with fear.  This Seenan expected however, one of the guards looked as if he had been crying.  He was so distraught that he dropped his weapon.

Seenan immediately fell to her knees and cowered away from the guard.  No slave was to ever stand if a guard was not armed.  The guard quickly picked up his weapon and spoke with a shaky voice, "On your feet, form up."

"Yes sir...if I may speak?”  Seenan spoke boldly, "normally we do not care much for you guards, but something is bothering, is it not?"

The guard's eyes narrowed and he looked as if he was about to strike Seenan, but he stopped himself and spoke, "No, this I will not do, not today," his voice was filled with grief, "Yes, something is wrong.  Your Lady Grendalis has passed into the next life.  She died in her sleep last night and you will..."

Before the guard could finish her sentence, he saw that Seenan's eyes were filling with tears.  She fell to her knees and sobbed softly.  Her ankle still ached with pain.  She put a hand on her ankle to try to hold back the pain.

As she looked up at the guard, she spoke warmly, "Dear sir, I can see that you morn her.  Know that you are not alone in your grief.  The Lady Grendalis was always kind to me and mine.  Her light will be missed in all our lives, "Seenan continued, "You honor her on this day by not striking me, by not showing me the violence that she hated with her entire being.  I shall honor your kindness by my submission.  Do with me as you will."

The guard was taken aback by this display.  How could a lowly slave touch his heart?  His eyes began to fill with tears.  He hid his face with his hand and shouted, "You two there, help this woman, her leg is injured.  Take her to the infirmary at once.  Lord Grendalis will want all his slaves to be able to work double hard after this delay today."

The guard, after wiping his face clean, looks at Seenan through mournful eyes and mouthed two words, Thank you.

***

When Seenan arrived at the infirmary, her ankle had begun to stop its protest of pain.  Regardless, she administered a pain reliever and put on a brace.  She had to hurry; Tanitel would be making his way to the old ruins.  There was much work to do.

She returned to her barracks and gather what she would need, including the urn she had kept hidden for Tanitel.

"Seenan, is it true?  Has Lady Cerah died?” asked one of the infirmary’s attendants.

"Yes, her light has left us my friend.  Pass the word, at dusk we meet at the old ruins deep in the forest," Seenan's eyes began to fill with tears again, "Tonight we honor her memory."


A Blade of Truth, part V

Wednesday 5 August 2009

Bright light surrounded the shuttle and they both felt a wave of energy ripple through the shuttle.  A brighter flash and they were gone, catapulted across thousands of kilometers into space.

"We have made it into Tash-Murkon Prime", Ga'len spoke with the sound of relief in his voice, "We need dock at a station here and refuel.  Do you have any preferences?"

"The station at Planet II, Moon 1, the Kaalakiota Corporation Factory?" asked Leainati, "That should do well.  The computer shows that there is a very active market there.  We can get fuel and anything else we need."

As Ga'len read the status panel on the navigation display, the shuttle lurched violently.  Sparks flew out from the control panel, fire sprang forth from another panel to his left and the cabin was filled with alarm sounds.

Ga'len could barely hear himself above the din as he yelled, "WE NEED TO GET INTO THE EVA SUITS, THE HULL IS BREAKING OPEN!!!""

As the hull tore open, there was nothing but silence.  The peaceful quiet of deep vacuum was all around as the wreckage of the shuttle flew apart.

***

Beep.......Beep.......Beep.....Beep....., the sound pierces the darkness.  Slowly, Ga'len opened his eyes.  The blurry world that surrounded him was dark, but things were coming into focus.  He could see blackness all around him.  In the distance, the stars were beginning to pierce the blackness that surrounded him.  He moved his arm to rub his eyes, but his hand hit the face glass of his helmet.

I am floating in space..., Ga'len thought.  Quickly, he checked the datapad on his sleeve, his suit was working properly.  The emergency locator beacon was working, signaling for any rescue ships to come retrieve him.  The scanner showed that he was near the stargate, debris was all around him.

Thoughts were racing through his mind, What happened?  Where was Leainati? Opening the comms array on the suit he yelled, "Leainati!  Are you there?!?!"

All Ga'len could hear was static.  He was alone, alone in the black.  Alone waiting for the Amarr Navy rescue ship to close the distance and bring him to safety.

The coms on his EVA suit sprang to life, "Attention pilot, this is TMP patrol ship 265.  We are moving in to retrieve you.  Are you injured?"

"I don't think so," Ga'len replied, "Do you have the woman who was aboard the shuttle with me?"

Ga'len's heart sunk as he listened to the response from TMP patrol ship 265, "We are sorry, we have picked up numerous emergency beacons as there are several ships that were destroyed by the pirate attack near the stargate.  We are a bit overwhelmed at the moment and doing what we can.  We will retrieve you shortly, standby."

As Ga'len waited his turn to be rescued, he began to survey the carnage that lay before him.  Floating in the emptiness were pieces of wreckage, pieces of what could only be bodies and almost 300 ships with the DED banner on their hulls.  Something had happened at the stargate that CONCORD sent a large presence to the location.

What could have loosed such destruction in Empire space?, Ga'len's thoughts continued to wander, Leainati, where are you? Are you safe?  Why don't you answer?

***

The room was darker now, the light of the Otou star no longer filled the window.  Ga'len was still sitting in his chair, still reading the datapad and his disbelief was turning to joy.

She was alive, Ga'len thought to himself, Alive and well.

"So my sister," Ga'len whispered as he looked out at the stars, "So, you are alive. I need to find you."

Ga'len put down his datapad and activated the console on the desk.  He began looking through the database and reading all the Scope news reports about the incident in Yulai as well as the new war between the Minmater and the Amarr.  Empress Jamyl I had abolished slavery, but the atrocities continue against the Minmater people.

The Neo Spartans have been good to me, but perhaps it's time for a change, Ga'len's thoughts spring to and fro, Perhaps it's time to strike out on my own again.  Throw caution to the wind and wander as I once did.  I need to find Leainati.  It's time..."


"Come friends, let's away..."

Wednesday 9 September 2009

Captain Ga'len surveyed the shinning hull in his hanger.  An Archon class Carrier is a beautiful thing.  Standing there, he was in awe of the ship.

"Sir, all ships and cargo are loaded", the hanger attendant stood close by, updating Ga'len on the loading process.

"Thank you", Ga'len said with a cheer in his voice as he walked towards the capsule embarking station.  Soon he would be nestled inside his pod and loaded deep within the hull of the Blade of Truth.

"Hailing station master, this is Ga'len of the Blade of Truth, requesting clearance to disengage all moorings and undock from the station", his voice mimicked by the neural interface within his pod echoed through the comms systems.

"Station master to Blade of Truth, you are all clear to undock."

Slowly, the Blade of Truth made its way through the internal pathways of the station and was soon in space.  The Archon class carrier shuddered slightly as the jump drive came online and the first step of the journey was underway as the Blade of Truth simply vanished from visible space outside the station.

Many in Otou were wondering where Ga'len had gone.  He had seemed distant over the past few days, reading messages from some woman from which he said he had lost touch.  Where did he go?

The only clue was a station container left behind in the corporate hangers.  It was labeled "A gift to all members of the Neo Spartans.  Inside they found many battleships, HAC's, AF's, cruisers and frigates fitted for the ways of piracy as well as ammunition, modules and various other items.  There was also an old wooden box, some bottles of Quafe and a letter.

My friends, it has come time for me to make a choice.It is time to take the next step and become the man I have been growing to become.  My half-sister is alive and her struggle for her people, my people, our people is in need of my help.  Minmatar and Amarr have much they can learn from each other as I have learned over the years.  The Minmatar people have learned much, however, the Amarr still live in darkness.  Empress Jamyl I works to enlighten all those who live in darkness.  She has decreed that all the slaves are to be freed.

My father rebelled against this edict and was killed for it as he should have been.  He was a slayer of slaves and his fate is well deserved.  Unfortunately, there are many others that hold true to the cruelty my father thrived on and this injustice to the Minmater people as well as the human race must stop.

So drink to our friendship and the future, I wish you all the best Neo Spartans.  I go forth with honor.  I go forth with a mind for justice and fairness.  I go....for my people.



When the Neo Spartans opened the old wooden box, the painting found inside gave them a hint where their longtime friend had gone.
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"Really?, that's not rust?  Wow, I never realized that..."

Tuesday 22 September 2009

Ga'len is sitting in his quarters at Unity station.  He is busy writing a presentation for a meeting of The Reformed Druids of New Eden, Amarr chapter.  Since his time in Empire space is short, he has opted for a question and answer session rather than a long drawn out lecture.  He smiles as he stops to read his remarks and consult his notes from his last question and answer presentation from his meeting at the Tash-Murkon Prime chapter:

Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you, thank you.  You are too kind.I want to thank all you for asking me to speak before you today.  I am very grateful for this opportunity.  Now, I remember my days back in school and I must say, I hated sitting in a long, boring lecture.  I did however enjoy my philosophy class where we would have an open discussion.  We would be given a piece of truth to which we would debate for an hour.

That being said, I have a piece of truth to share with you all.  It's a reality that simply had not been revealed to my eyes until most recently.

As many of you are aware, I have repented my ways as a pirate and made the choice to free humanity from the bonds of slavery.  Our brothers and sisters have been enslaved for far to long and now is the time to win their freedom.

Of course, with all justice, there are those that must be punished.  With punishing those who would choose to be slavers as we call them, you see more and more truth.

I have learned that there is a misconception concerning Minmatar ships.  They are in fact NOT covered in rust but rather in blood.

This the piece of truth we shall discuss here.



Ga'len continues to read his notes from the meeting.  He stops and begins the playback of the holoreel that one of the attendees sent him.  It begins with Ga'len continuing his point:

Minmatar ships, that isn't rust on the hull. It simply can't be rust.  It's impossible.With all the kills that Ushra'Khan obtains from dispensing justice and combating the scourge that corrupts the Amarr Empire, you can't believe it's rust.

It must be blood, it simply must be.   How can that reddish color on the ship hulls not be blood?



A member of the audience stands up and begins to speak:

It must be true! It must be blood!  When a corpse is released into the vacuum of space, it become very fragile.  When a ship hull impacts with said corpse, the simple thermal transfer would allow the blood and tissue to warm a bit as it boils away in the vacuum and deposit itself upon your ship's hull!

Another audience member  stands up and continues the debate:

It can't be true.  I have seen many Ushra'Khan ships leaving Sylph Alliance space and they are always covered in yellow.  Blood is red, this can't be true.

The first audience member is a smart one, a true Druid:

I see the flaw in your argument my friend, allow me to explain.  Ga'len, if I may have the floor?

Ga'len can been seen smiling widely, savoring the debate to come.  He motions for this young wonder to continue his thought:

Ushra'Khan has been fighting CVA for years now.  It seems to me that if you are an organization that is taking a lot of damage, you would find ways to mitigate that damage.  You would strenghten your defenses.  CVA has done this very well and we all must admit the genius of what they have done.  Why fight the Ushra'Khan when you can get someone else to do it.  It's an ancient combat tactic known as 'The Meat Shield'.

The second audience member sits down and everyone in the hall listens intently:

It's a commonly known fact that cowards bleed yellow.  It's something that has been known for thousands of years. Ushra'Khan ships leaving Sylph space are covered in yellow 'blotches of cowardice' because that is what is inside of those pitiful Sylph souls who fell in combat.  Why do you think most Amarr ships are a golden yellow?  They are covered in the cowardice of the 'meat shields' they use to fight their battles.

Ga'len  can been seen to he holding up his hands.  He is chuckling slightly as he begins to speak:

My friend, well said.  Other than the obvious flaw in your argument, I enjoyed that.  Yes, your argument has a flaw.  In order for a Sylph to fall in combat, they have to un-dock from the station first!

Laughter fills the hall and the discussion continues on the holoreel. Ga'len turns off the holoreel projection and begins to write some more.. 


"Blood was spilled this night..."

Thursday 15 October 2009

Energy began to crackle through the hull.  A slight hum began to pervade the entire structure and suddenly, a violent surge of energy rapidly expanded from the center of this golden structure.  It flashed to life, skewed horizontally and then split wide open, expanding in two directions as far as the eye could see.  The light released  illuminated the surrounding space as the Stargate sprang to life slowing the traveler down as the arrived at their destination.

Another person had jumped into system, perhaps to become the subject of violence.

Darkness surrounded the hull save for the gleam that should have been reflecting light from the system's single star.  Being cloaked in a stealth bomber was one of Ga'len's great joys.  Sitting there, waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

Soon the new traveler would become visible as the effects of  travel would fade.  The energy surge from jumping between stargates would dissipate and his next victim would become visible.

The seconds passed slowly.  Ga'len willed his ship to begin to move, his bombing run had begun.

"Wait for it, wait for it", Ga'len kept thinking to himself, "Soon they will become visible, then release the bomb and warp out."

In a slight waver, the last of the energy surrounding the incoming traveler dissipated away and the ship became visible for a moment before it accelerated into warp.

"Damn, it's a shuttle", Ga'len's thoughts began to wander, "Three shuttles in a row, this is simply not working today." He willed his ship to a halt, turned around and moved back to his start position for a bombing run on the stargate.

Ga'len could hear the words his corpie spoke weeks ago, "Patience, wait for the moment, something worth killing will come soon.  All those shuttle pilots will come back in a vessel worth laying waste to.  Keep waiting, you will get your chance for battle soon enough."

So, Ga'len continued to wait.  Hours passed and still nothing came through the gate.  As boredom began to creep into Ga'len and his lonely ship, the comms came alive.

"ATTENTION ALL HANDS, RALLY IN F4.  ALL HAND RALLY IN FAST ROAMING SHIPS IN F4 IMMEDIATELY.  LORD MAKK IS FORMING A FLEET, ALL HANDS RALLY IN F4 IMMEDIATELY!"

"Something happened", Ga'len thought, "There were no planned operations for few more hours.  Something must have happened."

Ga'len willed his ship to warp to the stargate at the other end of the system and he began the trip back to the rally point.  He activated his comms system to alert the hanger crew to ready his Taranis.  A Lord Makk roaming operation, he would need interceptors to get those targets tackled quickly.

Quickly Ga'len made his way to the station, docked, had his pod moved into the Taranis, undocked and warped to the stargate as Lord Makk and his gang were jumping through.

"ALL HANDS FORM UP ON THE NEXT GATE, DESTINATION HAS BEEN BROADCAST!", the comms were screaming with orders from Lord Makk, "DISHONORED DUEL, HE MUST DIE!  WE WILL KILL EVERYTHING IN OUR PATH!"

Ga'len moved his ship as fast as he could, catching up with the gang on the next gate.  As they continued to move quickly towards their destination, Ga'len skimmed over the battle reports from earlier in the evening.

"Dishonored duel?", Ga'len muttered to himself in his mind, "Cometeer again, eh?  Will these Sylph cowards never learn?  You act without honor and we shall lay our wrath upon you.  Funny how 'their' god accepts such scum."

"Lord Makk, I am reading about the events from earlier this evening.  You engaged in a duel with a slaver pet, correct?" Ga'len asked his FC as they traveled faster now.

"Yes," Lord Makk replied.

"And they dishonored the accord by bringing more combatants onto the field when things went badly for this scum, Cometeer, correct."

Again Lord Makk replied, "Yes."

"And this surprises you sir?", Ga'len jokingly inquired.

There was a slight delay in his response, but Lord Makk was calm and focused, "No, it does not surprise me, but one can hope that a slaver pet will repent their ways and see the truth and light of fighting with dignity and honor.  Such lack of integrity of character continues to motivate me to lay waste to their ships and their space.  USHRA'KHAN!"

The comms filled with shouts from everyone in the gang chanting, responding to Lord Makk and his battle cry, "USHRA'KHAN!  USHRA'KHAN! USHRA'KHAN! WE COME FOR OUR PEOPLE!"

Lord Makk was beaten in what should have been a fair fight.  A contest between capsuleers was not to be taken lightly.  When you agree to engage in a duel, the terms must be honored.  Lord Makk wanted revenge  and we all would lay waste upon these cowards.

A few moments later, we arrived at a stargate and a slaver pet in a Drake was waiting for us.  Without a moment's notice, we engaged him.  Ga'len's Taranis, The Bleeding Rose, screamed towards the doomed battlecruiser.  Guns firing, tackle gear engaged and drones released, the entire gang worked quickly and soon the ship was a fireball in space.

So fragile, so delicate, this poor soul's pod was sitting there in the wreckage.  A moment later, Ga'len could be heard on the comms, "POINT ON POD!"  Before the static of the transmission cleared everyone's ears, the hull of the pod cracked open, the Jovian goo evaporated away in a frozen cloud as a corpse flash froze in the hard vacuum.

"Recall drones and warp to the next gate, we are not done yet," Lord Makk ordered the fleet, "We will continue through their space.  We will find Cometeer and lay justice upon the coward."

And thus over the next few hours this was the way of things.  We roamed all over Sylph space, laying waste to all who crossed our path.  Cometter never came out of his station.  He stayed there, hiding in fear, hiding with the filth of his dishonor.

Ship after ship and pod after pod fell to our onslaught and in time a response was gathered.   The infamous "Provi-blob" attempted to show it's dishonorable face.

Lord Makk spoke calmly, "Okay everyone, we are going to jump and hold postion until everyone is in system, then burn off towards the sun as fast as you can.  We will engage anyone who comes near us until they flee, then move in and kill them all."

The fleet jumped into the next system, we held position, like the shuttle Ga'len encountered earlier that night, waiting for the energy of gate travel to dissipate.

Lord Makk's order came, "Move now, towards the star.  Engage that inteceptor but keep moving."

Ga'len deployed his drones and target locked the crusader as it quickly closed the distance.  As he cleared the interdictor bubble, the crusader sped past him.  Another interceptor was closing in as the first attacker's hull exploded.

One after another slaver attempted to engage us and were destroyed.  Then they began to flee through the stargate.  Lord Makk gave chase and most of the gang followed.  Ga'len and a few others had to repair some damage before getting underway.

As Ga'len jumped into the system the gang had caught the curse in, the slaver died a proper death.

"Well, it seems that they still can not match us", Lord Makk commented, "We have come for our people, laid waste to our enemies and not lost a single ship along the way. Okay everyone, it's time to head home.  Set course and let's go.  Do remember, we will kill anything we come across."

Slowly we made our way back to the rally point, but this time, everyone fled before us.  Each time we jumped into a system, the slavers and their pets fled.  Each time they fled, the chanting of our honorable warriors could be heard, echoing through each system, "USHRA'KHAN!  USHRA'KHAN!"

We came for vengeance, we found cowardice and we laid waste upon them.  It was no longer Slyph space, it was our space now.  They acted with dishonor and it was their blood that was spilled this night.


"...On the wings of Angels..."

Wednesday 4 November 2009

Silence.

The dark silence was deafening, eternal, whole.  There was nothing, just the dark.

Movement did not seem to register, sound did not pervade consciousness, there was simply nothing.

This was not right.  There was never nothing there, there was always something there.  Something, something was missing.

Ga'len began to think that the nothing would remain.  This was it, this was the end.  His ship did not respond his thoughts.  No systems status, no movement, not even a response to the pod interface.  Nothing was working.

Silence, utter and complete lack of anything.

Then, in the distance a sound.  A high pitched tone, very barley audible.  Yes, it was there.  Sound was registering, barely, but it was registering.

Finaly, something was piercing the void.  The nothing gave way to sound, louder and louder the sound grew.  It was becoming the focus of Ga'len's consciousness.

In the darkness, the sound grew and grew until it was everything.  There nothing was gone, everything was around him now.  He could feel his body now, the sound pervaded ever fiber of his being.

Was this the end?  Was this the song of the angels to take him into the next life?

Slowly, his eyes opened.  Above him was a bright light.  It was blinding like standing on the surface of a star.  There was sound and light and everything was there now.  He could feel his arms and legs.  He could feel his toes wiggle and his fingers move slightly.

Then, a voice flowed into his ears.

"Sir, the cloning process is complete, you can get up now."

Ga'len slowly sat up on the bed bewildered, "Huh?  What....I thought....ahem.  I heard angels singing."

The nurse looked at Ga'len with a puzzled look, "Angels?"

"Yes", Ga'len replied, "In fact I can still hear the music.  Yes, I still hear it, don't you?"

The nurse looked around and then faced Ga'len smiling.  She spoke with a joking tone in her voice, "Ah, no worries love, it's not angels.  Look behind you, the music you are hearing is from our new marketing kiosk here in station."

Ga'len slowly turned around and look where the nurse was pointing.  A brand new Duvolle Laboratories sales kiosk was standing near the entrance to the cloning facility.
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As Ga'len's slowly turned back around, an expression of understanding and disappointment filled his face.  There were no angels to take him to paradise.

"No worries love", the nurse said to Ga'len as she patted him on the apologetically shoulder, "it happens all the time."


"A Reunion at Freedom's Forge..."

Wednesday 25 November 2009

It was warm and smooth.  The meat was full of warm flavor and spices, the potatoes all mashed filled the mouth with warm goodness.   In ages past they called it "comfort food", that sort of filling warmth of a meal that brought memories of your childhood to your eyes with each savory bite.

"I see that you like that dish", the waitress said to her quiet customer, "I believe the old woman called it 'Shepard's Pie'"

Ga'len swallowed his last bite slowly, smiling as his stomach felt much better.  Being a capsuleer had the benefits of nutrients being provided by the pod, but real food was always something that made him feel somewhat human again.  Being a Demi-god like Capsuleer had it's benefits, being able to walk among both the eternal and among the mortals.

"I do like this, please thank the cook for me", Ga'len spoke with a relaxed voice, "It's been some time since I've eaten real food."

From behind the counter, the old woman rose to her feet.  Slowly she walked towards Ga'len and the light beamed from her revealed her face.  Her words fell through the air and landed squarely upon the counter before him.

"Rebellion against the Amarr suits you my Lord Grendalis."

Ga'len froze.  All the eyes in the room focused upon him and this old woman.  He could not believe what he just heard nor what was before his eyes.  The kind aged eyes, gentle friendly smile and a glow of timeless wisdom was again, standing before him.  He could feel an ocean of joy fill his heart.

"You should know better Seenan, my name is Ga'len", Ga'len spoke with a smile on his face, "You should know, you gave it to me so long ago.  Lord Grendalis died as the coward that he was.  His son was reborn, with your help, into truth long ago."

Seenan chuckled lightly and hugged Ga'len, "So, you kept the name I see.  Well, to me you will always be kin regardless of where you came from.  Action defines the person, not the past", her smile relaxed everyone in the room, "It is good to see you but I must ask, what happened to your hair?"

Ga'len slowly ran his hand over his head.  He could feel the slight stubble that should have been his hair on his cool scalp.  He was instantly reminded of the events of last week.

"Well, when one is fighting for freedom of his people, sacrifices have to be made", Ga'len remarked.

"Lost your ship.  That's what I heard", Seenan's words stung as if she was a mother commenting on a child's hard learned lesson.

"Lost it in battle I did, but self destructed my pod to get back here for another ship and to return to the battle.  It was the quickest way."  Ga'len's voice was filled with the teenage pride Seenan had heard so long ago.

"Many lost their ships last night my son", Seenan patted him on the shoulder, "I didn't mean to upset you."

Ga'len smiled, "You could not upset me my friend.  Loose a head of hair, free some more of our people.  It's worth it to me.   Now, tell me, what brings you to our fair home in deep space?"

Seenan stared at Ga'len and very lightly smacked him on the side of his head.  "I guess you have forgotten that today is a great moment in history you silly git."

Ga'len sat there and thought for a moment. A wide smile spread across his face. "Ah yes, you are referring to one of the most important days if the life of a Warrior of the Ushra'khan, are you not?"

From a dark corner of the room, two voices rang through the room, "She is Ga'len, that she is."

Everyone in the room turned their heads towards that dark corner.  Tanitel and Leainati are standing there with huge smiles on their faces.

"Ah, everything is perfect, everyone is here now," Ga'len cheerfully observes, "Lets begin the birthday celebration!"
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Happy Birthday Ushra'Khan!!


Visit the birthday message thread on the EVE Forums:


 [UNITY] A Half Decade of Struggle 


"Why the tree?..."

Wednesday 16 December 2009

"I thought that Druids revered trees as sacred," Leainati jokingly asks.

"We do, this one is artificial.  No fallen needles to clean up, no fire hazard," Ga'len responds.  Slowly, he continues to place ornaments on the tree.  He takes the time to step back every so often to look at the work he has done.  Is the tree balanced?  Are there too many lights on the left or right?  Are there too few ornaments on the lower branches?  These things must be considered.

Decorating a tree is a very important thing.  If there are too many ornaments and not enough lights, the three will look dull.  If there are too many lights and not ornaments, the tree will be too bright.  And the worst of all, too many of both and it will just look like a wreck in the corner.  It's a delicate balance.  It takes a great deal of time to learn how to balance the tree with the room, the lights and the ornaments.

Suddenly, a moment of enlightenment appears across Ga'len's eyes.  He looks upon the fruit of his labors and realizes that moment of enlightenment strikes his brain with perfect clarity.  Apparently Ga'len has yet to master this art.

"Well, it looks like.....crap," Ga'len says with disgust, "I never can get these bloody things to look nice."

"Wait a moment," Leainati speaks with conviction as she looses a switch kick to the tree stand.  Suddenly ornaments begin to rain down on the work cloth.

Ga'len's eye shoot wide and suddenly, another moment of enlightenment visits his brain.  Apparently Leainati has mastered the art of decorating a tree, "Looks much better sis', much better indeed."

Leainati looked at the tree with a smile and a questioning in her eyes, "I still don't get it, what's the purpose of display a tree with light an ornaments? What's this Christmas thing you were talking about earlier?"

Ga'len motioned for her to sit at one of the banquet tables.  "Well, it was a long time ago," Ga'len pauses for a moment, " When I was still a student at the university on Oris.  I was studying the histories from the very ancient times, the age before the collapse of the EVE gate."

"But I thought all that knowledge was lost," Leaianati askes, "When the civilizations almost died out, nothing survived."

Ga'len smiled and continued, "Many things were lost, but there were pieces of old parchment, old data storage devices and other relics of our collective past that have survived the ages.  Some things are so old that no one really knows if they belong to the Amarr or Minmatar or possibly even the Jovians.  Records from before the rise of man in this age are almost impossible to find.  The few that do exist are either discarded as cleverly crafted fabrications meant for stirring up controversy or are simply beyond our understanding.  I was working in the archives and I came across an old metal box with a picture of a star on it.  When I opened the box, I found an old book written in a Terran dialect similar to the common language used today.   The book was very delicate but was strong enough to survive the digital capturing process."

Leaniati gasped, "A book?!  A Terran book?  What was it, tell me!"

Ga'len pulled out a datapad from his pocket, "I still have a copy of it here.  It was a 'scrapbook', a collection of research articles and piece of literature.  Here, read this poem, The Night Before Christmas."

He hands the datapad to his sister.  After a few moments she places the datapad on the table, "So, some fat guy in a red suit breaks into your home at night and leaves you gifts as he flys around in some cart with 'magical' beasts of burden.  No wonder you Amarrians are so screwed up!"

Ga'len laughs so hard that he nearly falls out of his seat.  "Most Amarrians don't believe in this old story, heck, I doubt that most of them have read this poem.  It was stored in the archives, I had to sneak this out of there as it was forbidden to take anything from the old vaults."

Ga'len continues, "Christmas as I learned was an ancient religious holiday on Earth.  It celebrates the birth of a man who is supposed to be a son of their god.  This man was to bring peace to the world.  His presence was revered at the time and many people followed his teachings.  As time progressed on Earth, new traditions came to pass to celebrate this man's birth.  Winter was harsh in ancient times and people would bring greenery into their homes to try to lighten the mood.  It began to decorate the greenery and on a day in a month called December, people would exchange gifts."

Leainati nods her head, "Ah, so the tree was one of these pieces of greenery then?"

"Yes, in time, people started to decorate a tree they would bring into their homes," Ga'len turned to look at the tree they had put up.

"Well, what happened to this man?  Did he succeed in teaching people to be nice to each other?" Leaniati asks.

Ga'len frowns a bit, "I'm not sure.  From what I was able to learn, he was eventually killed by his own people."

"Figures, someone wanting to change the world would fail, no one can make a difference," Leaniati spoke with bitter anger in her voice.

Ga'len took up his datapad and pulled up another story.  He began to read it aloud.

Here is a man who was born in an obscure village, the child of a peasant woman. He grew up in another obscure village, where He worked in a carpenter shop until He was thirty, and then for three years He was an itinerant preacher.He never wrote a book. He never held an office. He never owned a home. He never had a family. He never went to college. He never put his foot inside a big city. He never traveled two hundred miles from the place where He was born. He never did one of the things that usually accompany greatness. He had no credentials but Himself. He had nothing to do with this world except the naked power of His divine manhood.

While still a young man, the tide of public opinion turned against Him. His friends ran away. One of them denied Him. He was turned over to His enemies. He went through the mockery of a trial.

He was nailed to a cross between two thieves. His executioners gambled for the only piece of property He had on earth while He was dying—and that was his coat. When he was dead He was taken down and laid in a borrowed grave through the pity of a friend.

Nineteen wide centuries have come and gone and today He is the centerpiece of the human race and the leader of the column of progress. I am far within the mark when I say that all the armies that ever marched, and all the navies that ever were built, and all the parliaments that ever sat, all the kings that ever reigned, put together have not affected the life of man upon this earth as powerfully as has that One Solitary Life. -Quoted



Leainati sat still with a tear rolling down here cheek, "One man changed the world.  Wait, I thought that Druids didn't believe in the Amarrian god."

"Well, I never said I didn't believe in a god.  I just don't believe in the Amarrian religion," Ga'len smiled, "The divine is perfection.  Belief and faith are attempts to be one with that perfection, that truth of existence.  Druids seek that truth.  Religion is something made by man.  Things that are made by man can never be perfect as man will always be flawed.  To me at least, I don't believe in religion.  I believe in truth."

Leainati speaks slowly as she looks are more and more information on Ga'len's datapad, "So regardless if you were religious, you could celebrate this holiday as well?'

Ga'len looks at Leainati with a big smile, "Most people did and it's why I do.  The Druid holiday is around the same time, so why not?  Christmas celebrations were times that you spent with family and friends, exchanged gifts, ate great meals and reminded oneself of what was important in life."

" Look at it this way.  It does not matter if you believe if this man, Jesus, was actually a son of a god nor if you are a religious person.  If you are a good person with a good heart and different beliefs, it does not matter what you believe.  It matter that you believe in something.  You believe in fighting to free your people from oppression, to be kind to those who need kindness and dispatch your wrath upon those who would do you and yours harm.  I believe in freeing the human race from slavery, both the slaves and those who call themselves their masters.  We both believe in what this man tried to teach our race many ages ago, don't we?" Ga'len asks.

"We believe that we can be better than we are," Leainati spoke soflly, "that we are not perfect, but we can try to be."

"Yes", Ga'len responds, "we can be better than we are.  We may never get there, but it's the journey that allows us to find those perfect moments of truth.  It's the belief that we can be better, that faith in that truth, that will get us there when we pass into the next life."

Leainati asks more question, "So, what else did they do around Christmas?  Anything very strange?"

Ga'len thought for a moment, "Well, some people used to walk around and sing in front of the doors of people's homes.  Young men sometimes would chase young ladies around, holding a twit above their heads, something called 'mistletoe'.  Perhaps it was some game, who knows.  Oh yes, that Santa fellow you read about, the one who would break into your house.  People would leave food out for him.  Give a fat man a sugary, fat filled cookie.  Very strange indeed.  Oh, something about leaving a piece of carbon in a stocking, still trying to figure that one out...."


It's been five days...

Wednesday 3 February 2010

EVEMonkey's Fan Fiction Blogfest %232

February’s topic:

————————–

The end of 2009 and the beginning of 2010 has seen the beginnings of  many nullsec wars: The Triumverate coalition is invading the Northern  Coalition from Pure blind.  Wildly Inapropriate has been forced out of  Geminate.  IT alliance has obliterated Pandemic Legion and Sons of  Tangra in fountain.  Goonswarm have been forced to retreat out of  Delve/Querious into Syndicate, and there have been major border clashes  between the providence block holders and -A-/Ushra’Khan/Systematic  Chaos./em>

Everyone has been affected in some way.  Write the story of someone  affected by these changes.  Whether it be a wife who has lost their  husband working at a conquered station, or a pod pilot who has been  brought to financial ruin, or a weapons manufacturer rubbing his hands  in glee at the booming business.  We have all been affected.

————————-/em>

...since the great battle for D-GTMI and still, there are signs of the carnage everywhere.  Bodies of fallen slaver scum are still piled in some places in the station.  Most have been disposed of, but there were so many to fight, so many to kill.  Their stench burns your nose like a fire of rotting flesh, pervading your every pore of your skin.

And yet, those slaves who have been freed from their oppressors are not working to clean up the station.  They sit on the floor, huddled in clean blankets, clutching the warm cups of soup to their chests as if letting go would mean death.  They sit, sip, eat and watch others work to clean up the dead.  They have toiled enough, it was their time to rest, recover and begin their new lives of freedom.

There is a small child, sitting in a corner.  She is shaking as if freezing to death.  Her eyes are filled with horror filled days gone past these 7 years of her life.  She was born a slave and has known only Amarr oppression.  As her eyes look up at the warrior standing above her, the emblem she sees causes all those years to leave her small frame and joy fills her face.

She's watching him closely.  This man, this warrior is ripping down the propaganda of their old oppressors from the walls.  Many of the posters are stained with blood.  He looks down from his work and sees this little girl.  To her shock, he is Amarrian.

"I thought they killed all you scum," her voice shaking with fear but her eyes filled with a boldness of strength of a woman twice her size.

All movement in the hallway freezes as is the air had suddenly turned to ice.  Everyone's eyes turn to look at this little girl and the man cleaning the walls.

Ga'len lowers himself onto one knee to look this little girl in the eyes.  He just looks at her for a moment and speaks with the soft kind voice of a father speaking to a beloved daughter, "My friend, I may be of Amarrian birth, but I know what my people have done to you is wrong," Ga'len continues, "We are all human, all part of the same family and I will not sit by and let my brothers and sisters enslave you or anyone else.  What is your name child?"

Slowly she looks around and sees that everyone is staring at the two of them.  Everyone is smiling at her and Ga'len, "I am Breanne," she says.

"Breanne, I am Ga'len.  My child, you saw this emblem on my shoulder?”, Ga'len looks deep in her eyes as he points to the markings on his clothing.  She looks at the emblem and holds up her small hands, making a fist with her right hand, mirroring the emblem.  Chuckles are heard in the hallway as everyone continues to watch this conversation unfold.

"You wear the mark of a Warrior of the Ushra'Khan," Breanne says.

"That's right Breanne," Ga'len continues, "I am a Warrior of the Ushra'Khan.  We fight to free our brothers and sisters from slavery and oppression.  We fight to save you."

Slowly thoughts cross Breanne's face. With a confused look she asks, "But that would mean that you kill your own kind, doesn't it?"

Ga'len smiles as he speaks, "My little acorn, I would fight and kill those who would harm other humans," he points to a pile of dead Amarrians, "Those people stopped being human the day they raised an oppressive hand and struck you down to the ground."

"Little acorn?" she asks, "What is a little acorn?"

"An acorn is a seed, it's what you plant in the ground to grow tree," Ga'len replies.

He glances up to see Leainati walking over.  She has huge grin on her face from watching her brother speaking with this child, "Think of it this way.  An acorn is the baby that becomes the sapling.  The sapling is the child that becomes the tree.  When you grow up, your branches mingle with the other trees in the forest, sheltering the acorns below that will one day begin to grow.”

Breanne looks up at Leainati as she too lowers herself onto her knees.

"Breanne, I am Leainati," Leainati bows her head as she introduces herself, "I see you have met my brother."

"Brother?  But he's Amarrian and you are Minmatar, aren't you?" Breanne asks.

"Actually, I am only half Minmatar.  Ga'len and I have the same mother but his father was Amarrian, mine was Minmatar.", responds Leainati, "Half brother, part of our beloved family and fellow Warrior of the Ushra'Khan."

"He's your brother, wow.  That's messed up," comments Breanne.

Everyone looks at Ga'len intently.  Ga'len looks between Leainati and Breanne's faces.  He smiles and a small chuckle grows in his chest.  He begins to shake slightly as the chuckle grows into a louder laugh.  As if he can't contain it anymore, he roars into a very healthy laughter.  Slowly the laughter spreads around the hallway and everyone feels the tension become blissfully thin.

"Yes my little acorn, it is a bit messed up, but at least I get to have a wonderful sister," Ga'len smirks at Leainati.

"Okay Twig, enough of that," Leainati smack Ga'len on his shoulder.

"Twig?  I thought his name was Ga'len?" Breanne asks.

"I call him Twig when he's being silly," Leainati continues, "So Breanne, where is your family?  Are they here on the station?"

Breanne's eye glaze over, a very distant sorrow fills her face and tears begin to flow from her eyes.  She is choked with tears as she tried to speak.  She motions with her hand at the pile of dead Amarrian soldiers.

"Oh my child!  I'm so sorry," Leainati begins to hug Breanne, “They died in the battle did they?"

A weak tearful voice creeps from Breanne's mouth, "No, they died a long time ago.  I think they died; they just disappeared with some soldiers.  I am all alone, I have no family."

Leainati unfolds Breanne from her embrace, places her hands on these tiny shoulders of the sobbing child, "My child, you are not alone.  You are part of our family now."

"But," Breanne begins to speak, "You family is messed up."

Ga'len roars with laughter again.  His face turns red and he hangs his head as he tried to catch his breath.  After several moments he begins to speak.

"Yes my acorn, our family is messed up," Ga'len continues, "but we have what every family needs.  We look after each other; we stick together through the good times and the bad."

"You do?' Breanne asks, "You don't just disappear one day without a word?"

"Not usually, no," Leainati says, "Now, why don't you stay here with Twig while I got get you some more food, okay?"  Breanne looks at Ga'len for a moment, then looks at Leainati and nods in agreement.

Leainati heads off and Ga'len begins to speak, "Breanne, would you like to help me for a moment?  I can't quite reach high enough on this wall to put up this poster."

"I am too small, you are taller," Breanne says.

"That is true, alone we can't reach, but together we can, "Ga'len places his hands on her shoulders, "If you sit on my shoulder, you can reach up higher than the both of us."

Breanne moves behind Ga'len and with a jump and Ga'len's guiding hands, she manages to sit on his right shoulder.  Together then manage to place a new poster on the wall.  When they are finished, they step back to look at what they have done.
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"Looks good my acorn.  Forlorn has a talent that is to be sure, " Ga'len says as he crouches beside Breanne, "Come, let's go find our sister and see about your food."

Breanne turns and faces Ga'len.  Without warning, she throws her arms around his neck and hugs him.

"Thank you Uncle Twig.  I like the poster," Breanne says sleepily.

Ga'len laughs, returns the hug and stands up holding Breanne in his arms.  As he walks down the hallway towards the deck's food court, he collects a blanket from a supply crate and wraps Breanne in it to keep her warm.  As they continue down the hall, Breanne lays her head on his shoulder and her eyes slowly close as she slips away into sleep.

Ga'len stops for a moment and turns his head to her sleeping face.  He places a gentle kiss upon her forehead and whispers softly, "Sleep well my little acorn.  You are not alone anymore; Uncle Twig and Aunt Leainati will take care of you now.  You are free".


...since  the great battle and still, there are signs of the carnage everywhere.  Bodies  of fallen slaver scum are still piled in some places in the station.  Most have  been disposed of, but there were so many to fight, so many to kill.  Their  stench burns your nose like a fire of rotting flesh, pervading your every pore  of your skin.

And yet,  those slaves who have been freed from their oppressors are not working to clean  up the station.  They sit on the floor, huddled in clean blankets, clutching the  warm cups of soup to their chests as if letting go would mean death.  They sit,  sip, eat and watch others work to clean up the dead.  They have toiled enough,  it was their time to rest, recover and begin their new lives of  freedom.

There is a  small child, sitting in a corner.  She is shaking as if freezing to death.  Her  eyes are filled with horror filled days gone past these 7 years of her life.   She was born a slave and has known only Amarr oppression.  As her eyes look up  at the warrior standing above her, the emblem she sees causes all those years to  leave her small frame and joy fills her face.

She's  watching him closely.  This man, this warrior is ripping down the propaganda of  their old oppressors from the walls.  Many of the posters are stained with  blood.  He looks down from his work and sees this little girl.  To her shock, he  is Amarrian.

"I thought  they killed all you scum", her voice shaking with fear but her eyes filled with  a boldness of strength of a woman twice her size.

All  movement in the hallway freezes as is the air had suddenly turned to ice.   Everyone's eyes turn to look at this little girl and the man cleaning the  walls.

Ga'len  lowers himself onto one knee to look this little girl in the eyes.  He just  looks at her for a moment and speaks with the soft kind voice of a father  speaking to a beloved daughter, "My friend, I may be of Amarrian birth, but I  know what my people have done to you is wrong", Ga'len continues, "We are all  human, all part of the same family and I will not sit by and let my brothers and  sisters enslave you or anyone else.  What is your name  child?"

Slowly she  looks around and sees that everyone is staring at the two of them.  Everyone is  smiling at her and Ga'len, "I am Breanne", she  says.

"Breanne, I  am Ga'len.  My child, you saw this emblem on my shoulder?” Ga'len looks deep in  her eyes as he points to the markings on his clothing.  She looks at the emblem  and holds up her small hands, making a fist with her right hand, mirroring the  emblem.  Chuckles are heard in the hallway as everyone continues to watch this  conversation unfold.

"You wear  the mark of a Warrior of the Ushra'Khan", Breanne  says.

"That's  right Breanne", Ga'len continues, "I am a Warrior of the Ushra'Khan.  We fight  to free our brothers and sisters from slavery and oppression.  We fight to save  you".

Slowly  thoughts cross Breanne's face. With a confused look she asks, "But that would  mean that you kill your own kind, doesn't it?"

Ga'len  smiles as he speaks, "My little acorn, I would fight and kill those who would  harm other humans", he points to a pile of dead Amarrians, "Those people stopped  being human the day they raised an oppressive hand and struck you down to the  ground."

"Little  acorn?" she asks, "What is a little acorn?"

"An acorn  is a seed, it's what you plant in the ground to grow tree", Ga'len replies.  He  glances up to see Leainati walking over.  She has huge grin on her face from  watching her brother speaking with this child, "Think of it this way.  An acorn  is the baby that becomes the sapling.  The sapling is the child that becomes the  tree.  When you grow up, your branches mingle with the other trees in the  forest, sheltering the acorns below that will one day begin to  grow.”

Breanne  looks up at Leainati as she too lowers herself onto her  knees.

"Breanne, I  am Leainati", Leainati bows her head as she introduces herself, "I see you have  met my brother."

"Brother?   But he's Amarrian and you are Minmatar, aren't you?" Breanne  asks.

"Actually,  I am only half Minmatar.  Ga'len and I have the same mother but his father was  Amarrian, mine was Minmatar", responds Leainati, "Half brother, part of our  beloved family and fellow Warrior of the  Ushra'Khan."

"He's your  brother, wow.  That's messed up", comments Breanne.

Everyone  looks at Ga'len intently.  Ga'len looks between Leainati and Breanne's faces.   He smiles and a small chuckle grows in his chest.  He begins to shake slightly  as the chuckle grows into a louder laugh.  As if he can't contain it anymore, he  roars into a very healthy laughter.  Slowly the laughter spreads around the  hallway and everyone feels the tension become blissfully  thin.

"Yes my  little acorn, it is a bit messed up, but at least I get to have a wonderful  sister", Ga'len smirks at Leainati.

"Okay Twig,  enough of that", Leainati smack Ga'len on his  shoulder.

"Twig?  I  thought his name was Ga'len?" Breanne asks.

"I call him  Twig when he's being silly", Leainati continues, "So Breanne, where is your  family?  Are they here on the station?"

Breanne's  eye glaze over, a very distant sorrow fills her face and tears begin to flow  from her eyes.  She is choked with tears as she tried to speak.  She motions  with her hand at the pile of dead Amarrian  soldiers.

"Oh my  child!  I'm so sorry", Leainati begins to hug Breanne, “They died in the battle  did they”?

A weak  tearful voice creeps from Breanne's mouth, "No, they died a long time ago.  I  think they died; they just disappeared with some soldiers.  I am all alone, I  have no family."

Leainati  unfolds Breanne from her embrace, places her hands on these tiny shoulders of  the sobbing child, "My child, you are not alone.  You are part of our family  now."

"But",  Breanne begins to speak, "You family is messed up."

Ga'len  roars with laughter again.  His face turns red and he hangs his head as he tried  to catch his breath.  After several moments he begins to  speak.

"Yes my  acorn, our family is messed up", Ga'len continues, "but we have what every  family needs.  We look after each other; we stick together through the good  times and the bad."

"You do?'  Breanne asks, "You don't just disappear one day without a  word?"

"Not  usually, no", Leainati says, "Now, why don't you stay here with Twig while I got  get you some more food, okay?"  Breanne looks at Ga'len for a moment and nods to  Leainati.

Leainati  heads off and Ga'len begins to speak, "Breanne, would you like to help me for a  moment?  I can't quite reach high enough on this wall to put up this  poster."

"I am too  small, you are taller", Breanne says.

"That is  true, alone we can't reach, but together we can", Ga'len places his hands on her  shoulders, "If you sit on my shoulders, you can reach up higher than the both of  us."

Breanne  moves behind Ga'len and with a jump and Ga'len's guiding hands, she manages to  sit on his right shoulder.  Together then manage to place a new poster on the  wall.  When they are finished, they step back to look at what they have  done.


/div>

"At long last we come..."

Tuesday 9 February 2010

Last night at the rallying point station...

For many of the Ushra'Khan, it's been a long time coming.  Unity Station was a place of honor and for these past years a taste of the bitterness of betrayal still lingered.  It was a beacon of freedom, a beacon that fell to treachery.  The time was upon them now, the time that had restlessly stirred in their hearts.

Everyone was in their hangars, preparing their ships.  Dreadnaughts, battleships, cruisers, we would need them all.  It had been many years and a long road, but the end was near.  It was time to come home.

"Uncle Twig, what's going on?"

A small child was standing in the hanger, looking at an Amarrian man dressed in the uniform of a Warrior of the Ushra'Khan.

"My little acorn, you should be in bed sleeping," Ga'len responded.  He walked over to the child and scooped her up in his arms, "It's bed time for you.  We have much to do."

"Are you leaving?" she spoke with a tearful voice, "I don't want you to disappear!"

Ga'len walks over to her and kneels down as he speaks softly, "My little acorn, I will be back soon.  I have work to do," he continued, "Do you see those people over there, the Capsuleers from -A-?  They are going with us too.  We have the honor of standing and fighting at their side."

"I don't understand what is going on," she spoke as she buried her head against Ga'len's chest.

"Breanne my child, tell me, what do you know of Unity Station?" Ga'len asked.

Breanne looked up at his face, her eyes grew wide with wonder, "My mommy used to tell me of it, tell me stories.  It was a beacon of hope for us, you know, the Minmatar.  It was a symbol she used to say."

"Yes, my child," Ga'len continued, "a symbol of strength, fellowship and defiance in the face of Amarrian oppression."

"My dad said it was lost to the Amarr in a horrible defeat long ago," she continued, "he used to cry when he talked about it.  He lost many friends who were trapped when everyone had to flee."

"My little acorn, tonight we return to Unity Station, " Ga'len lifts her chin so he can see her face, "Tonight we go and free our people."

Breanne stands with a look of shock on her face.  Slowly a look of understanding crosses her face.  She smiles and raises her right arm, making a fist with her hand.

Ga'len smiles, leans forward and kisses her softly on her forehead, "I will return to you and Aunt Leainati soon," he motions to his sister as she walks toward them, "but I must go and help my brothers and sisters tonight."

"Be careful my brother, " Leainati speaks with a smile, "Fight with courage, fight fierce, we will hold the line here.  Free our people."

Many years ago, a strong few took it upon themselves to join together.  With fists raised high, they struck back at their oppressors.  With fists raised high, they beat back the storm.  With fists raised high, they planted the acorn in a field of hatred, a field that would reject them and try to push them into darkness, back into the storm.

Through blood and fire they fought.  Through humble honor, they sought friends in the storm.  Together with honor, together in strength they fought hard.  Never yielding, never waning, they took back what was theirs. 

They were the ones who planted the acorn so long ago, the acorn that grew into a sapling of hope, the sapling that grew into a tree a freedom.  A tree that was hacked by axes of betrayal, a tree that bears the scars of oppression, a tree that now stands free in a Forest of Unity. 

 Oak and Ash, Birch and Yew, together they stand among the burned fields of hatred. Oak and Ash, Birch and Yew, together they now stand blinding the darkness with the light of freedom.  Oak and Ash, Birch and Yew, together they are the shelter against the  storms of oppression. 

At long last, the saplings grow free again.  At long last they stand under the branches of the Tree of Unity.  At long last, we have come....for our people.


"Reunions and farewells..."

Monday 1 March 2010

It was quite a party.  The hanger deck was littered with empty bottles of alcohol, passed out Warriors of the Ushra'Khan and -A-.  Xious could be seen staggering about with the assistance of quite a few 'Ladies of Love'.  He was smiling in a drunken stupor, singing some ancient song about a drunk Scotsman and a blue ribbon left by some admirers.

It was a glorious mess and it had been a long time coming.  Unity Station had been freed after years of fighting.  Now came the push further into Providence.  CVA had been defeated again and again.  They would continue to push deeper into their space.

CVA will fall.  The death blow had been delivered, the rest of the body did not know it yet.

Ga'len stood, as best as the many spirits he had consumed would allow him.  It was a hard fight, but he was finally aboard Unity Station.

"So," Ga'len began to speak to a recently freed slave, "What do you plan to do now?"

"Well, the man over there," the freed slave spoke while gesturing towards Xious and his gaggle of love," he said, or rather slurred heavily, that I should speak with you."

"Oh, what about?" Ga'len was looking at this man's very intense look on his face.

"Well," continued the man," I think you may know about my daughter."

***

Moments later...

"Whoa.  I must have had to drink than I thought," Ga'len said slowly.  He was lying on the floor of the hanger, looking up at this man, "I thought you just said something about your daughter."

"I did, but, uhm, perhaps you should let me explain," continued the man as he extends his hand down to Ga'len, "I am Karled.  Xious tells me that you have been taking care of a young girl that may be my daughter."

Karled shows Ga'len a photograph of a younger Breanne. "Please, have you seen her?"

Ga'len graciously takes Karled's hand and is helped to his feet.  "Good sir, yes, my sister and I have been taking care of her.  I will take you to her at once."

Karled exclaimed, "Oh thank the Gods!"

Ga'len and Karled made it quickly across the hanger decks to Ga'len's Vagabond, An Bealach an Vaga.  After securing Karled in the rarely used passengers section, Ga'len got into his pod, his "Jovian Spud" as he sometimes called it and engaged the loading mechanism.

Undocking from Unity Station in 9UY4-H was fast and simple, not a single slaver in sight.  As Ga'len willed his ship into motion, he willed the internal ship comms into life and brought Karled up to speed on the event leading to the discovery of his missing daughter.

"I can't thank you enough.  My wife is in Z-RFE3, looking for Breanne at the station there," continued Karled, "Is it possible to send her word as to where we are going?"

"The panel in front of you should be active now," Ga'len spoke from his mind's voice over the internal comms, "Let her know that we will be arriving at the station in 15 minutes.  Breanne is with my sister at the station in D-GTMI.  I will be happy to take you both there ."

Ten minutes later, Ga'len jumped into a gate camp.  Several tackler ships and a few battle cruisers to provide the damage dealing needed to destroy a target.

"Sod it," Ga'len mutters in his mind.  He aligns to a planet and engages his micro warp drive.  The local comms channels come alive as Ga'len yells in his mind, "SLAVERS REPENT!  LEAVE NOW AND YOU SHALL LIVE!"

The panel in front of Karled displays the visuals outside the ship.  He chuckles to himself as the entire Slyph gate camp simply flees into random directions away from the gate.

"So," Karled speaks slowly, "They flee before a single ship?"

Ga'len chuckles in his mind as he engages the internal comms, "The slavers who held this space know that they are defeated.  It's time for them to protect what they have left, tuck tail and run.  We shall be in Z-R soon, I am alerting my sister, Leainati, that we will be arriving in D-GTMI later today."

A few minutes later, Ga'len had his vagabond docked in station safely.  Karled and Ga'len made their way from the hanger decks where they happened upon a very petite woman.  She had to be Breanne's mother.  It was her eyes, they were so blue.  She was trembling and it had been obvious that she had been crying recently.  She tried to speak, but her voice failed her.

"Ma'am, I am Ga'len.  Breanne is safe, she's with my sister in D-GTMI.  If you come this way, we will head there immediately."

She said nothing, just smiled broadly as we turned back towards the hanger.

"Ga'len," Karled spoke, "This is my wife Taren."  Taren nodded as they quickly walked toward the hanger.

"Don't you worry," Ga'len said quickly, "We will be there soon.  My sister Leainati is expecting us.  If I know her, she's already alerted our fellow warriors to help  secure our route, we should get there within the hour."

"Is she....how is....," Taren's voice was very shaky, she could barely speak.

"She is safe and unharmed, " Ga'len assured Taren, "She's a beautiful child.  Yes, she has all her fingers and toes and none the worse for wear so to speak.  She does think that you two were killed when you were taken away, but that will all be over very soon.  Let's get you two aboard and get going."

***

The trip to D-GTMI was fast and fortunately, without incident.  Many Warriors of the Ushra'Khan who were in systems they had to travel through were actively providing intel on enemy movements.  Before Ga'len realized it, they were on final approach to the station in D-GTMI.

Docking was quick as everyone had been alerted by Leainati that Ga'len had VIP passengers for D-GTMI station.  She told everyone who the passengers were, but to keep things quiet around Breanne.

They were greeted by Leainati on the hanger deck, she spoke warmly as Karled and Taren were climbing down the embarkation ramp, "Breanne does not know you are here, I wanted to keep this a surprise.  She's on her way to the hanger as the thinks that 'Uncle Twig' is here for a quick visit."

Karled and Taren looked at each other and then towards Ga'len with a shared questioning look between them.

"Well, she took to me.  She's a wonderful child, " Ga'len smiled as he spoke, "everyone in Ushra'Khan has become her family these past few weeks."

As they approached the corridor doors, they parted and out came running Breanne.  She looked at Ga'len and then stopped dead in her tracks.  Her eyes wide, she stood with her jaw agape.

Ga'len walked over to Breanne and knelt down on one knee and spoke, "My little acorn, look who I found."

Breanne's eyes filled with tears as she slowly began to walk.  Taren fell to her knees and she started to cry uncontrollably as Breanne started to run towards them.  They all knelt there on the floor, hugging each other and crying.

Leainati walked over to her brother as he stood up, "How in the world did you find them?"

Ga'len shrugged, "He found me, said he heard from Xious that we were taking care of a little girl.  He showed me a photograph of Breanne and I thought it would be best to get back here as soon as possible."

They all gathered back together near the corridor door.  Taren had regained some of her composure, walked up to Ga'len and gently slapped him across the face.

Ga'len was slightly stunned and glared at her as she spoke, "I hate all of you Amarrian bastards.  Your people took us away from our daughter but you are not like your people are you?  You take that slap to your face and you return it to them ten fold."

"No, I am not," Ga'len continued, "I hated how my family kept and abused slaves.  It's why I left that place.  Don't you worry, that slap has been delivered to them time and time again."

Karled spoke, "And now -A- and Ushra'Khan are freeing Providence from that slaver oppresion."

"Yes, they have," Ga'len agreed, "We came for our people and now, my work here is done."

Ga'len smiled as Leainati looked at him, "I joined Ushra'Khan with the hope of helping them return to their home at Unity Station.  I joined them to help re-light the fires of hope, to light the beacons of truth.  That part of my work is finished now."

"So, with the slavers in Providence all but completely dead," Leainati asks, "What will you do now?"

"I shall return to that which I know best," Ga'len replied, "I shall go back to being the rogue who wandered.  That was my home, it's time I returned."

Breanne looked up at Ga'len as he slowly knelt down to the ground, "My little acorn, oh my child, I must leave.  It is time for me to go. Don't you worry, my friends in Hellfleet are expecting me."

Karled spoke, "Well, we can't stay here.  It's still not that safe for us.  May we come with you?  We will find a way to pay you."

Breanne threw her arms around Ga'len's neck and hugged him, "Please take us with you!"

"If you wish, I will take you all with me," Ga'len assured them, "but you need not worry about money.  Loving hugs are the best currency.  I must head back to Unity Station to say by goodbyes.

***

Back at Unity Station, the meeting hall was almost empty as Ga'len walked through the door.  He was wearing his old clothes and was carrying a satchel with his Ushra'Khan uniform.

There was no one from leadership there as he had hoped.  They were all called away for another battle.  There was a note left for him however.  It read simply, "We will miss you, Ga'len, take care.  Keep the uniform,  you may be back one day as the Ushra'Khan bug is not easily 'cured'.  We would have been here to say goodbye, but we had to go...for our people."

Ga'len smiled as he looked out the window.  He saw the massive fleet warp away to battle.  They would free Providence of the slavers, that was to be sure.

For him, it was time to head back to D-GTMI, collect his "family" and head to his new home in low security space.  The time for piracy had returned.


"...where do we go from here?..."

Wednesday 17 March 2010

Darkness was all around except for a single bright spotlight high above.  The small room smelled of blood and sweat, it pervaded every pore of his being.  Again and again, this place has seen such horrors.

"PLEASE STOP!  PLEASE!  I WILL SUBMIT!"

The man was in agony and the slaver loved it.  He loved it so much, his soul was burning with passion.  He wanted this man, he wanted him so very bad.  "Such desire," though the slaver, "I must punish this man for making me want him."

Whoosh, crack, SMACK,  "AAAHHHH!", whoosh, crack, SMACK, "PLEASE!!", it was a horrible rhythm repeated again and again and again...

"YOU BASTARD!  YOU MAKE ME WANT YOU!  FEEL THE STING OF SIN!" the slaver yelled at his poor victim.

"PPPPLLLLEEEEAAAASSSSEEEE!"

***

Karled woke with his own hands choking his throat.  He was covered in sweat and gasping for air." Damn, another nightmare," his thoughts cursed him, "did I wake them?"

He realized that he was choking himself to keep quite and quickly removed his hands.  His gasps for air subsided, he was able to compose himself and looked around quickly, watching the slow rise and fall of the two others who were with him under the blankets.

The bed was a simple shelf in the cargo hold and yet it was a luxury to be cherished.  It wasn't on the floor, among the filth and rats.  It wasn't a dark hole, stinking of sweat and death in the bowels of some station deep in CVA space. A simple shelf with a blanket may not sound like much, but what lay beside him in this bed was the greatest thing he could have hoped for.  His family, alive and reunited after many years.

These past few weeks had been the most eventful of Karled's life.  He had found his wife when a station in Z-R had been liberated by -A- and their allies.  It was a miracle that he had prayed for and his prayers had been answered.

Miracles it would seem, would become something more present in his life.  That drunken pilot, Xious, was a miracle, or mainly the story he told over many rounds at the liberation party in Unity Station.  The story of how one of the Warriors of the Ushra'Khan, an "improbable Ammarian" as it was put, had taken in a small child slave that was recently freed.  This Ammarian and his half sister were looking after her.  Another miracle in finding this Ammarian, the miracle of his assistance in rejoining with his beloved Taren and the speed in which they were brought to D-GTMI station, where the greatest miracle of his life was before him.  Breanne was alive and for the most part, unharmed.

Yes, the shelf was not a real bed, but being together with family again was the one thing that melted all these past years away.

"Finally," Karled thought to himself, "we are a family again.  What do we do now?"

Breanne began to stir, her eyes slowly opened, small slits slowly crept apart, revealing very sleepy eyes.  She was all tucked in under the blanket with sleepy warmth radiating from underneath.  She yawned as she began to speak, "AArree we there yet?"

"Not yet but we should be docking soon," he continued, "want to come with me and get mommy breakfast?"

Breanne yawned again and tried to sit up, but the blanket had other ideas and continued it valiant struggle to pull her back into a deep sleep.  The blanket won this round and she drifted back into serene slumber.

Karled smiled and silently extracted himself from the the warmth of the bed.  He had to bit his lip and his foot touched the deck, it was keeping true to a morning's chill.  He could not sleep anymore, his dreams were simply too horrific.  "When will this be over?"

Karled's stomach decided to change the topic of this mental conversation and remind him of it's emptiness.  "Okay, okay, breakfast first then," he muttered to himself.

***

Leainati was working in small galley of the ship.  Small was a kind work.  These Vagabond heavy assault cruisers were built for battle, not as a tourist cruise ship.  She had barely enough room to prepare food before the heat was too much.  As she left the tiny room, she say down on an old crate that her brother, Ga'len, had left secured to the floor.  She didn't wonder why this crate was here, just outside the entrance anymore.  Sure, it was blocking the hallway, but you needed someplace to take a rest.  Many things her brother did seemed to not make any sense, not until as he put it, "time and knowledge finally decide to sit down and have a little chat."

Karled could be heard coming down the corridor, "Ahh, so you are finally awake.  I trust the little one is sleeping well?" Leainati spoke cheerfully.

"Yes, she's sleeping well, " Karled spoke while rubbing the back of his neck.  His face was still wearing lines of a restless night.

"Still having the nightmares are we?" Leainati asked as she handed him a plate of food.

Karled took the plate of food, "Thank you.  Yeah, it's funny, " he continued, "I thought that things would go back to the way they were once I found Breanne and Taren.  I thought we would have our lives back.  I guess I didn't ever think it would really happen.  Now that it has, I just, I don't know.  I don't know anything anymore."

Leainati placed a hand on Karled's shoulder, "It took me a while to become comfortable with not looking over my shoulder every five minutes.  I must admit, I still struggle with the nightmares, the memories of the torture at the hands of some Amarrian pig."

"Does it ever end?  Do the memories stop haunting you?" Karled asked with hope in his eyes.

"No, " Leainati said, looking down at the floor, "the memories will never go away, you just get used to them being there,"  She looked up at Karled's face, "The important thing is to let them be memories and nothing more.  Don't let them control your thoughts and actions.  Not all Amarrians are bad people and not all Minmatar are victims of the slavers."

Karled took a bite of food and tried to smile as he chewed, "I know, I know.  Your 'half-brother' Ga'len, he's not like any Amarrian I have ever met.  I hope people are as kind as the two of you have been."

Leainati smiled and chuckled, "You had better stop flirting with me.  I'll have to kick your butt."

SMACK!

Karled's eyes were wide open.  Behind was his daughter, Breanne.  She was grinning from ear to ear as she pulled her hand back to smack her father on the butt again.

"DAD!  Why are you flirting with Aunt Leainaaaatiiii?" Her voice struggling past another yawn.

"Yeah dad, want to explain why you are flirting with this....woman?" Taren asked, winking at Leainati.

"Uh, uhm...I was...," Karled's mouth opened and closed but he simply could not form words.  Taren moved forward and hugged her husband.

"You are so easy to torment sometimes," Taren chuckled as she spoke, "Come on, let's leave Leainati alone and get packed.  Ga'len signaled me on my data pad, we will be docking soon."


"...where do we go from here?..." Part II

Wednesday 31 March 2010

For weeks, life on the station took on a simple routine.  Get up in the morning, help out in the HellFleet mess hall, see the various capsuleer pilots off as they headed out from the station, welcome them home when they returned, eat a good meal with them and revel in their achievements.

Everything was fine with this routine save one particular issue, Hellfleet were pirates.  Would living among pirates be safe was the question that haunted him but not for the obvious reasons.

Karled had a secret to keep and every day being here led him closer to his treachery catching up with him.

He was filled with the dread of the unknown to so many questions.   How safe would his secret be and for how long?  How much time would they have before she showed her face in the station?  Would Taren understand that he had lied to her all this time?

He would know soon enough as his eyes realized his greatest fears.  She was standing there in the mess hall.

The brand new Hellfleet emblem was clear as day upon her uniform.  She had arrived in such an unlikely perceived probability that always seems to catch those guilty of such treacherous acts.  Karled stood there, shocked and frozen in fear.

Neresa was shocked as well.  She was shocked at Ga'len's message last month.  Neresa had figured that Ga'len was in for the long haul with Ushra'Khan, but the news about the reclaiming of 9UY4-H changed many things across New Eden.  It would seem that such events had led to this fortunate reunion.

Karled could tell easily from looking at Neresa that she was close to state of uncontrolable rage.  The fierceness in her eyes and the way her arms from her shoulders to her fists were rigid told the story of her anger.  Her rage was swelling in her chest as she so spoke loudly that all in the mess hall could hear.

"Hello Karled.  I see that you and that tramp are still together," she eyed him with such intensity that you could see a hole being burned right through him.  Neresa continued, "What, you don't recognize your wife?  You know, the woman you loved for years, who bore your child and has spent the last 5 years looking for you?  At least you have taken care of our daughter...oh wait, you let those Amarr bastards have at her!"

Taren looked up from her plate in shock and fear.  She now knew as Karled did that they would not escape from their past.  All questions would soon be answered, everything was to become clear and there would be a reckoning for their crimes.

Breanne was sitting on Ga'len's lap.  She looked at his face and then at  Neresa, speaking slowly, "She's not a tramp!  You are not my mommy, she is and she loves me!"

Her small hand pointed to Taren.  Taren looked at Breanne with fear in her eyes as she spoke, "You are," Taren's mind was trying to piece this all together, "are,  alive?  We killed you! Neresa, you can't be alive!  Karled, we need to get out of here!"

Neresa shouted, "DON'T MOVE YOU BITCH!  YOU STOLE MY HUSBAND AND MY DAUGHTER, YOU WILL PAY!"

Again, silence filled the mess hall as everyone was waiting for someone to make a move.

Ga'len's voice broke through the quiet like a knife through a thick fog, "So Neresa, you received my message and joined our ranks.  Welcome my old friend, but please, don't spill any blood yet."

All eyes turned toward Ga'len as he continued to speak, "Yup, it's all my fault Karled.  You see, I have a habit of being informed.  You think I would let anyone about my ship without knowing about them?  Funny thing, I was not actively looking, but the medical bays on the D-GTMI Outpost did a good job of checking out you, Taren and Breanne.  DNA scans were part of the check my friend.  It's too bad for you that Neresa had some DNA data for a jump clone in that station, otherwise your secret would have remained hidden."

Ga'len slowly looked down into Breanne's face and spoke softly, "My little acorn, I am so sorry.  My friend Neresa is telling you the truth.  She is your REAL mother.  Taren may have loved you, but she is not your blood."

Breanne began to cry uncontrollably.

Ga'len held Breanne close and spoke with his 'fathering voice' as they all had become to call it, "Breanne, Karled is your father and Neresa is your mother.  Taren and Karled took you away from her a long time ago."

Breanne looked up at Ga'len's face, tears streaming down her cheeks.  Her lips were quivering and she tried to speak with a choked voice as she pointed to Neresa, "She's....my...mommy?"

"Yes my little acorn, " Ga'len said in a continued calming voice, "Neresa is your mommy and she's here to take care of you."

"Will she take me away?" Breanne asked, tears still flowing, "Like Taren and Karled did?  Will the Amarr get me again?"

Neresa came to sit next to Ga'len.  She reached for Breanne and they embraced each other. "No baby, I am not taking you away, I am here to stay.  You, me, Aunt Leainati and Uncle Twig will be your family now."

Ga'len rose from his seat and stared at Karled, "I don't know what went on between you and Neresa, but I won't let this stand.  For the sake of your daughter I will not kill you.  You two will leave here right now and never return.  Breanne will tell you when she wants to see you.  Until that time, I suggest you be elsewhere....now."


"…where do we go from here?…", Part III

Wednesday 21 April 2010

"YARR!  SURRENDER YE BOOTY OR I WILL SLAY THEE!"

"How was that Aunt Leainati?" Breanne asked.

Leainati laughed out loud, "That was very good.  We will make a pirate out of you yet, but you need to sit down and finish your lessons first."

Frowning, Breanne too off her pirate hat and eye patch.  Slowly, dragging her feet, she walked back to her chair, sat down and took up her data pad.  Witihin minutes, she was hard at work on her lessons again.  Life had settled down for her.  She had a caring aunt, her mother Neresa was close by and "Uncle Twig" as he had become known, was ever true to his promise.

"I will come back my little acorn."

***

On the other side of the Essence region, Ga'len was sitting quiet in space.  Well, sitting was not really accurate.  He was of course suspended in his pod and his pod was in his ship.  So, Ga'len was willing his ship to hold position while cloaked.  He had been waiting many hours for something to happen.  Finally, his comms system sprang to life.  In his mind, he could hear Neresa's message.

"Hound 12, Cat 14, package alone, three-seven wrapped and departing."

It happened.  The message Ga'len had been waiting for had arrived.  Transport three-seven would undock any moment now and would begin it's journey towards the outgoing stargate on autopilot, just as Neresa had programmed.  The package would never make it to the stargate.  The package was unaware of it's fate.  The package, Taren, would receive her justice for what she had done.

Just as Ga'len had finished his thought, transport three-seven undocked.  He willed his Vagabond to move towards the ship and uncloak.  A few seconds later, his targeting systems did their job, locked the target and the warp scrambling module was willed to life.  It would only be a few moments before the sentry guns from the station would identify his threatening actions and fire upon his ship, but a few moments was all he would need.

Again, Ga'len's comms sprang to life, "ATTENTION HOSTILE VESSEL, CEASE FIRE OR YOU WILL BE DESTROYED!"

Hid mind commanded his guns to open fire on the transport, "Not before Taren dies", he thought.

As Ga'len's Vagabond received blow after blow from the sentry guns, he continued to fire on the transport.  He willed his comms to listen in on the local transport vessels signal.  He could hear his heart sing as he listened to the sole person about the ship, Taren was terrified.

"HELP! SOMEONE! THERE IS NO ONE HERE! STOP THAT PIRATE!" she screamed into the comms systems.  A moment later, there was some static and then silence as the hull of the transport ship simply evaporated away.

Ga'len began his evasive maneuvers, willed his ship into warp towards a planet.  He would then warp to a point in space and cloak up for a few more hours.  He turned his mind to his scanner and examined the debris behind him as he warped away, a  single corpse was floating in the cold of space.  So cold and alone in  the void.  Such is the way of revenge.

His comms obeyed his mind and opened a secure channel.

"Cat 14, Hound 12.  Package confirmed eliminated, quietly exiting when able, out."

***

Karled was struggling to get free.  Neresa had done a good job of securing him in the chair with the sheets from his bed.  There would no escape for him this time.  He strained and strained and then he stopped.  He saw the security officers come in through the open door.

"So, you are Karled," one of the officers spoke.  She seemed to be in a very bad mood, "I hear that you tried to kill your wife and you ran away with the child."

"I WAS FRAMED!" Karled yelled and be began to struggle again.

"Yeah, I've heard that before, take him, he will be dealt with."

Neresa remained hidden in the hallway, all she could hear was his screams.  Her delight was interrupted when her data pad signaled in incoming message.  She read the words from Ga'len and again, she was filled with delight.

***

She was curled up in her bed, fast asleep.  From her breathing, Ga'len could tell that she was in that cuddly warm kind of sleep that only a child knows.  On the floor beside her bed he could see the pirate hat and eye patch he had given her.  He smiled.  Neresa came up behind him silently and joined him looking through the door.

"She's a wonderful girl Neresa, you should be very proud" Ga'len whispered softly.

Neresa smiled as she continued to watch Breanne sleep, "Yes, she is."

From behind them a quite "Aww!" reaches their ears.  Leaniati quietly walks up, "This is such a site.  The three of us watching our little piraty acorn sleeping."

Breanne slowly opens her eyes.  She looks up at the three people standing in the doorway and with a voice heavy with sleep says, "Heeelllloooo."  Sleeps takes her back into a warm slumber.

Leaniti askes, "So, now that Karled and Taren are 'settled', where do we go from here?"

"Well", Ga'len continues, "to the lounge for a drink."

"No, I mean after that.  What do we do with out lives?"

Neresa looks at them and simply says, "Live our lives, one day at a time.  We do what brings us happiness and we have fun doing it."

The three of them nodded to each other, turn and walk towards the lounge.


And so,...

Monday 26 April 2010

...it began with the five leaving the eight as it was with  many  leaving the third.


Humans had finally

Tuesday 27 April 2010

...learned the lessons of the lesser creatures,  finally leaving the  nest to explore the unknown.


Many hard lessons...

Wednesday 28 April 2010

...were learned from the universe, not all the  students survived, as it should be.


Nothing more...

Thursday 29 April 2010

...and nothing less remained, the time was at hand for  the next journey.


Answering the Call of the Ancient Whispers

Friday 30 April 2010

Ga'len was sitting in front of a terminal, looking at maps of New Eden.  His brow was furrowed as he was deep in thought.  His hands were moving across the interface terminal rapidly.  Every now and again, he would stop working, take a sip of some old rum from his cup, smile as he looked through the view port at the space beyond and smile.

"You're leaving?", a small voice crept through the room.  Breanne was standing there in the door.

Ga'len looked up from his terminal and saw the child.  He got up, walked over to her and knelt on one knee to look her in the eyes.

"It's okay, I am leaving on another voyage", he reached over and scooped her up in his arms, "my little acorn, I will be back soon enough."

"I know, I just always get a little sad when you leave.  I miss you." Breanne hugged Ga'len and he walked back over to his chair and sat down.

"Here, take a look at this.  It's the route I am planning on taking." Ga'len pointed to a very complex route through the universe charts.

"Wow, you may be visiting some interesting places.  So, do you promise to send me messages?  Will you bring me something from your travels?"

Ga'len looked into Breanne's eyes, smiles and said, "Yes my acorn.  I will write to you and I promise to return with gifts."

Breanne hugged Ga'len, got down from his lap and walked out the door.  She turned as she reached the threshold and spoke in a calm, clear voice, "I will miss you.  Neresa and Aunt Leainati will miss you.  We all will."

Ga'len got up from his chair walked over to Breanne and hugged her again.  Tears filled his eyes as he spoke, "I will miss all of you too.  I promise to stop by when I can.  Take care my little one."

He let Breanne go from their warm embrace and she left.  Ga'len finished packing his things and loaded the cargo crates aboard his Vagabond.

Over the past few days, he had heard the Call of Ancient Whispers.  The call to be true to himself and his ways of wandering about the universe.  Making friends was always a good thing and spending good time with them ever better, but a seeker of the truths of life has to accept that their journey never ends.

It was time.  He was ready to begin his next journey into the unknown.


Perfect Timing

Wednesday 28 July 2010

The station had been quiet when Neresa undocked and began her patrol.  All was well in the world.  Her daughter Breanne was safe and finally in a happy place.  She spent her days on the station, going to school with the other children and finally experiencing one of the greatest luxuries in New Eden, having a mostly normal childhood.

Neresa's thoughts stopped wandering as she approached the next stargate on her patrol.  The gate begun to activate as she approached and her comms gear began to show more and more activity.

Damn, she thought, local spike and I am too far from the gate.  Time to cloak up and wait it out.

As she willed her cloaking device to activate, one of the incoming ships appeared off her starboard bow.  Unfortunately it was too close to her and her cloak shorted out against the other ship's shields.

Alarms in her mind informed her that she was being targeted by her new neighbor in space.  She willed her engines to life and engaged her micro warp drive, burning as fast as she could towards the star gate.

More alarms in her mind let her know that her shields were gone, her armor was almost gone and she was now webbed and warp scrambled.  It would seem that she would be using that hat Breanne gave her a few days ago, her new clone with be without any hair.  Such is the life of the Capsuleer, constant conflicts between practicalities and fashion.

As her armor continued to evaporate, she saw the stargate flash as another ship came into the system.  Suddenly, all the incoming fire on her ship stopped.

The Buzzard class covert ops frigate she was flying was badly damaged and only one of the external camera drones was responding.  As she willed the view to rotate around towards her attackers, she could see why her death was delayed.

Flying at high speeds and firing all it's guns was a lone Vagabond class Minmatar heavy assault ship.  Explosion after explosion rocked the view from her camera drone as each of her attackers simply evaporated away into the inky black void.

Soon, the only things on her scanner and in the camera drone's view were numerous pieces of ship debris and this Vagabond as it came about and closed in on her wounded ship.

Neresa feared the end.  She was helpless as this menacing ship closed the distance.  Her scanner alarms went off as her ship was again target locked and she saw a single drone launch from the Vagabond and close in on her.

So, a slow death it is to be, eh? Neresa closed her eyes in her mind and waited for the end.

Suddenly, her ship's status reports showed that her armor was slowing increasing in integrity.  Neresa felt as if she snapped her head around in attention in her pod.  She checked and double checked the status of her armor.  Slowly, ever so slowly it was being repaired.

Then, her comms began a slow crackle and they tried to will themselves to life.

"Neresa?  Are you still there?"  The voice was distorted from all the damage to most of her internal ships systems, she was in bad shape, "I only have one armor repair drone, it's doing what it can for you, but you need to get out of here.  Approach the gate and hold until I send you an all clear, I will scout you through and back home."

She still could not identify who this kind person was, the signal distortion was too high due to the damage to her ship.  Slowly, ever so slowly, her wounded frigate inched towards the stargaze.  She could see the Vagabond jump into the next system.  A few moments later, her comms sprang to life again, "All clear," said the voice.

She jumped and soon found herself in space in Lisbaetanne again.  On her port quarter was the Vagabond, deploying it's armor repairing drone again.

"Warp to the CAS station, I'll meet you in the hanger," again, this mystery voice echoed in her mind.  As her ship began it's acceleration into warp, she saw the repair drone again return to the Vagabond and his ship joined her in warp and soon they both approached the docking ports on the CAS station.

After she docked, the automatic systems in the hanger extracted her pod and upon disconnection from the internal systems, Neresa promptly blacked out.


"So, we meet again..."

Wednesday 11 August 2010

Slowly Neresa's eyes opened and the blinding pain coursed through her body like a flooded river in a rainstorm.

Am I dead?  Oh dear lord, please let me die, this is unbearable, Neresa thought.

"Neresa," a familiar voice rang in softly in her ears, "Can you hear me?"

Neresa slowly, painfully opened her eyes.  She gasped in shock, pain and joy.  "GA'LEN!  YOU'RE BACK!?"

Ga'len stood bent over to look closely in her eyes.  Breanne was at his side, clinging to him as if she was drawing in fear of loosing her mother.  "Yes old friend, I am back.  You took quite a beating out there, good thing I came along when I did."

"Mommy!" Breanne threw her arms around Neresa's neck.  She choked a bit and Ga'len managed to pry her arms away.

"Now, now my little Acorn, you need to be careful," Ga'len continued, "Your mommy is hurt pretty bad, but she will be okay soon.  Why don't you go grab your book from the table over there and read to her so she can rest."

"Ga'len, thank you," Neresa's eyes filled with tears, "I thought I would be in a new clone by now or worse."

"Don't you worry, let the doctors fix you up.  I've taken care of your ship, it will be as good as new in a few days," Ga'len smirked his evil pirate booty filled wallet smirk, "It was a good trip.  I'll be by later to check on you."

As Ga'len started for the door, Breanne called, "I'll take care of mommy Uncle Twig, see you later!"

***

Elsewhere, in the station hanger, the ground crews were organizing the new arrivals for Ga'len.

"This pirate is nuts, flying such an expensive ship like this," Murray mumbled as he moved more crates of Republic Fleet EMP ammo into the cargo hold, "This guy is a badass, but he's just bonkers for risking a ship like this one."

"Ahem," Ga'len cleared his throat, "Murray, I thank you for your concern."

Murray stopped cold in his tracks.

Ga'len continued as he patted Murray's shoulder, "Of course, you do have a valid point my friend, it is risky to fly such a ship.  I've lost a Proteus and another Loki already.  It hurts, but these ships can do some very useful things.  Is the An Bealach an Vaga ready to go?"

Murray relaxed a bit, "Yes sir, it's fully loaded as you requested, repaired and the rust has been polished."

Ga'len grinned, "Very good Murray.  After you load that crate, call it a day and have a round on me in the bar."

Ga'len tossed him a isk card with a few thousand isk on it and smiled, "I'm gonna have a little party of my own now."

Murray chuckled, "May whatever divine being they believe in have mercy on their souls.  If I may ask, why head out so soon?  Why not stay and join the party?"

"Indeed," Ga'len agreed, "Indeed, it's party time, however, I need to stop those who are attacking me and mine.  It's time for me to party Vagabond style!"


A long time ago...

Wednesday 25 August 2010

...it was so simple.  Each morning came to light the day, just as the last one had.  The sun would slowly rise over the horizon, the house would begin to stir and the call of the forest would drift through the window into the room.

His sleeping mind would be awakened by the smell of the trees, that musty freshness that sweetened the air from the morning dew.  It would greet him with the hope that one day, he would be far from this place and living in peace.

The sensor alerts echoed in the distance and moved closer to the front of Ga'len's mind.  His daydream of memories past was cut short.  Another ship was coming into his hunting area.

Revenge, for my friend, Ga'len grinned his evil grin in his mind, alas, it is afoot now.

The An Bealach an Vaga decloaked quickly, locked it's weapons and began to open fire.  As the shields of the incoming rifter melted away, sensors dectected more ships appearing in range.

Blast, they were waiting for me this time, Ga'len's smile was detected by his sensors in his pod.  No matter, to it then!

First was the Rifter frigate.  It closed on his ship quickly, spewing rounds into his shields as it's warp scrambler locked him down.  Ga'len turned his ship and aligned out to a planet, trying to put distance between him and the closing frigate.  Sensors had detected something unexpected in the rest of the hostile gang.  A Loki and it was closing fast.

As the Loki closed range and engaged it's warp disruptor, the rifter's hull gave way to the vacuum of space.  Suddenly, Ga'len's ship began to move faster, but not as expected.  Yes, the microwarp drive was working, but not as it should.

So, webbed me as well? No matter, I can still outrun you.

The engines of An Bealach an Vaga overloaded and Ga'len lurched forward, moving away from the Loki.  By this point, the Loki was deep into it's armor and for a split second, Ga'len thought about staying in the fight, but the lack of shields and armor made that decision for him.

As Ga'len moved out of range of the Loki's warp disruptor, he willed his comms to life.

"Nice trap my friend, well played.  I would taunt you, but I can see from my sensors the 2 interceptors closing in on you and the 3 battle cruisers who just fired on you are more worthy of your attention than I."

Ga'len warped off towards a planet as the Loki fell prey to the other roaming pirate gang.  All that he could hear on his comms were the threats of revenge from the doomed Loki pilot.

Sometimes, it pays to not be the biggest fish in the pond, Ga'len pondered.


Returning from deep in the wilds...

Tuesday 7 September 2010

The station was empty when Ga'len clone jumped.  No one was in the secured hanger sections.  It was very quiet.

As the last of the clone vat fluid was beginning to dry on the floor and Ga'len finally started to breath normally, a small flicker on a nearby data pad began to pulse urgently.

ATTENTION....ALL ALLIANCE ASSETS HAVE BEEN MOVED OUT TO SAFE SPACE.  YOU SHOULD MOVE OUT OF THE GREAT WILDLANDS ASAP.

Ga'len quickly checked his private hanger in the station.  He still had a fully fit Vagabond ready to go and nothing else.  Then he looked at the date of the alert, it was four months old.

Well, at least they left me one ship, Ga'len thought to himself, time to leave.

As Ga'len made his way to his waiting pod, he connected his data pad to the internal station network.  After a quick check, he could see that only a few pilots were in station and even less were registering on the local communications channels.

Undocking from the station went without incident and after a quick warp to a safe spot and a cloaking up, Ga'len began to explore his options.

This region of nullsec space as it was known was not one that could be controlled by the capsuleers no matter how hard they tried.  Sure, could put up gate camps and the like to try to control access to individual systems, but you would find it hard to try to control this space without being able to conquer the stations nor hold sovereignty over the systems.  It was just not possible in this region at all, the Thukker Tribe and the Angel Cartel had solidified their hold years ago.

It's was a long way back to the alliance base systems in Essence, Ga'len continued to debate options in his mind, might as well start out with leaving null sec first.

The nine ships that appeared on scanner quickly confirmed that this may be the correct course of action.

Another quick thought later, the Vagabond decloaked and warped to the first gate of the trip.  The enemy curse was sitting their waiting.  Through the gate Ga'len jumped and the curse followed.

After a few moments, Ga'len's Vagabond was on the end of the jump and aligned at high speed to a planet.  The curse that followed him was matching his maneuver and already engaging it's delay capacitor neutralizers.

Let them chase me, Ga'len thought, it could be fun and it's been a while since I've had to run blockades.

As Ga'len's Vagabond continued to extend away from the stargate, more ships jumped into the system.  The nine ships that were initially on his scanner only told part of the tale, they had more friends in system and his scanner was showing more activity, a few more Curse recons and a few Vagabonds.

As they all began to converge on Ga'len, he continued to stay aligned to the second planet in system.  Suddenly another Curse warped on his ship and within range to activate it's neutralizers but the ship did not have a warp disruptor that could reach him.

Ga'len smiled, and continued to evade their waiting warp disruptors.  He waited until his capacitor was drained to almost nothing and engaged his warp drive.  His navigation system informed him that he would not have enough energy to reach the planet he was aligned to, the plan was working.

Success, Ga'len thought, I will fall short of the planet and they will all think that they will catch me there.  Once they have all dropped out of warp at the planet, I'll warp to the outbound gate, that should give me the precious seconds I need to build up a lead from them.

A few moments later, Ga'len's scanner showed his pursuers passed his position in space and showed up on scan in a direction towards the second planet.  As they traveled past his maximum scan range in that direction, Ga'len warped to the outbound gate and jumped out of the system.

No time to waste, his mind was focused now, I need to put some distance between me and that hungry horde.

Ga'len warped to a scouting point near his next outbound gate, all was clear.  As he began to jump out of the system, he could see his scanner filling up with the ships of his pursuers.

Well, that didn't take them long, Ga'len thought as he jumped out of the system.

For the next several systems, it was the same story.  Warp to the scouting points at each gate that were saved a year earlier, avoid the deployed warp bubbles and jump out just in time before he was caught.

At last, Ga'len thought, the last jump to lead me out of here.

Ga'len then realized a problem, he did not have a scout point for this outbound stargate.

Damn, well, it was a good chase, Ga'len could feel for his pursuers as he had chased people in this fashion in the past, If they catch me now, it's definitely well earned.

Ga'len engaged his warp drive towards the stargate.  As he approached, his scanner showed him what he already knew to be waiting for him, a warp bubble had been deployed in the standard drag fashion.

The scanner was clear for the moment.  Ga'len engaged his micro warp drive and approached the gate, a mere 100km away.

Soon, the scanner was showing a vagabond and a curse.  As they dropped out of warp, they too were pulled by the drag bubble as they are known.

They were 25km from Ga'len and the stargate was sill 40km away.

The pursuing vagabond was faster than the curse and locked up Ga'len as soon as he could.

Time to push it, Ga'len's will course through his ship's systems and they answered his call to overload the micro warp drive.  His his surged faster towards the gate, leaving his counterpart in the vagabond behind.

As Ga'len neared the stargate, he willed his communications system to transmit an old parting into the local channels, a simple farewell from times past, "o/" was all they received as the stargate activated and Ga'len was safely on his way back to low security space.

OOC:  To those brave souls who chased me last night.  That was a lot of fun and you almost had me.  I got very lucky in being able to get out of The Great Wildlands.  Thanx for the chase, it was a lot of fun.


The reports were still...

Wednesday 13 October 2010

...coming in from all over the constellation.  Stories of a lone ship, slaughtering ship after ship that chanced to travel into low security space.  Entering that dangerous realm by way of Lisbataenne had become perilous as the system had become a war zone for many weeks.

Several attempts by fledgling corporations were made to try and neutralize the threat.  A few had been able to attack this lone ship, ensnare it with various warp scrambling modules and inflict significant damage but this lone pilot seems to be able to escape such traps.

It appears that this pilot, a pirate known as Ga'len, has taken to engaging everything he comes across in a Vagabond class Minmatar heavy assault cruiser.  There are some reports that he has engaged and destroyed battleships that were engaged in support of mining operations or industrial cargo ships traversing the space in the simple act of commerce./em>

There are a few reports however, of those who have escaped destruction from this Vagabond.  It appears that there has been occasion that 'paying a ransom of a joke' has allowed them to escape from destruction...

Neresa paused the playback of the Scope news broadcast, smiled and began chuckling to herself.

So, cry havoc and let slip the dogs of war, eh Ga'len?, she whispered as she turned off the display console.

Neresa's wounds had healed up nicely over the past few weeks.  Sure, she could have simply allowed herself to die and come back in a fresh new clone, but the much needed break from the life of a capsuleer was just what she needed or more accurately, what Breanna needed.

For the better part of the past year, Neresa and Breanne along with their new extended family of Ga'len and his sister Leainati, had been living quiet comfortably among the pirates of Hellfleet.  Things were going well and for once in many years, Breanne had a stable although unconventional 'family' life.

As Neresa's thoughts drifted from scenes of the past year, Breanne came running into the room.  Apparently she had been playing with the hair styling implements of the day as well as the clothing processor.

She now had a 'spikey' collection of hair clumps on top of her head.  She was wearing a makeshift pair of boots that elevated her an additional 4 inches off the floor.  Her face was equally makeshift in the makeup department, with a stern look beaming from her eyes.

"Breanne," Neresa began, "Honey, you are still my daughter, right?"

"Yes," Breanne replied.

"Riiiiight," Neresa's voice trailing as her face contorted from a look of surprise to painful acceptance.

"Mommy, I wanted to dress up Lacrimae's visit.  This is what I want to look like," Breanne excitedly continued, " I AM LACRIMAE OF VETO CORP, FEAR ME!  PAY ME MY RANSOM NOW! YARRRRRR!"

"Honey, don't you worry, we will all bee seeing more of Lacrimae, Mynxee, Shae and of course, Ga'len," Neresa assured he enthusiastic budding pirate child-spawn.

"REALLY?!?!," Breanne's beaming with joy, "how?"

Neresa continued, "Ga'len has joined Veto and he's invited us to stay with him at the station."

In the known universe, there are many powerful sources of energy.  The stars, fusion reactors, sub-atomic fission and of course, excited 7 year olds.

"I'M GONNA PACK RIGHT NOW!" Breanne yelled at the top of her lungs and ran out of the room in a blur of excited happy child.

"Ga'len, you have no idea what you are in for," Neresa muttered to herself.


Acorns and squash

Wednesday 8 December 2010

Breanne was so excited that she could hardly sit still, as if sitting still was something that Breanne did on a regular basis.  The Buzzard class covert ops frigate continued it's journey from Lisbataenne towards their new home.

As Breanne continued to bounce around her seat like a ping pong ball that's had too much caffeine as Leaniati sat reading over the battle reports Ga'len sent her that morning, Neresa allowed herself to drift through thought and memory as she made the warp between stargates.  Soon they would all be together, perhaps to be a proper family again.

Several hours later, Neresa's ship was docked and they were all walking out of the hanger.  There was no one in sight, however there was a sign in the hallway, directing them towards one of the meeting areas.

When they got there, the room was dark until Neresa walked through the door.  The lights came on, illuminating the whole room.  They could see a table in front of them, covered with all kinds of food.  Ga'len was standing opposite them with a drink in his hand.

"At last, you are here," Ga'len put his drink down on the table and strode towards them.  He bent down and scooped up Breanne in a big hugging motion, "I have missed you all.  Please sit and eat, I've been playing in the kitchen again."

Neresa and Leainati exchanged worried looks, they could remember the last time Ga'len played in the kitchen.  Their bowels remembered it for days afterwards.

"Come, come now, it won't be that bad.  I had help this time, "Ga'len reassured them, "Well, in help that being a professional chef worked in the kitchen, I stood back and watched."

Neresa breathed a sigh of relief, "Oh thank goodness.  For a moment there, I thought you were trying to scare us away!"

Breanne laughed at her mother and sat down.  She waited until everyone had taken a seat and then began to devour her plate, stopping to catch her breath every few moments.

"So, tell me, Leainati, did you receive those reports I sent you?" Ga'len inquired.

"Yes," she confirmed, "I read them on our journey.  Interesting information there.  Do you really think that the Sansha's Nation will make more aggressive moves soon?"

Ga'len's face transformed from a kind smile into a slightly more worried sterness, "Yes, I do.  I think they will be come more aggressive in the coming months."

"Are you worried," Neresa asked.

"I am more concerned than worried, " Ga'len replied, "We will do what we need to should they show up at our doorstep, but I think this will give our organization some interesting tacitical oppoprtunities in the near future."

Breanne stops her feasting, looks up, covers one eye with a piece of squash and yells, "YARR!"

Ga'len, Neresa and Leainati all exchange glances, smile and chuckle.

"Yes my acorn, " Ga'len replied while covering one of his own eyes with a piece of squash, "Yarr it will be."


Hunting again...

Wednesday 5 January 2011

Ga'len's mind was drifting in and out of sleep.  His ship was quietly sitting in open space, cloaked and motionless.  It had been 6 days since he set out on his roam and he decided to stop and rest a while in the quaint system of Akila.

"So, still nothing on the scanner," Ga'len thought, "guess it's time to check the system charts and intelligence reports and see what I can find."

Ga'len wills his navigation and communications systems to life.  Checking the station reports, combat alerts and various other pieces of information reveals interesting "pockets of silence" in the area.

"Hmm...," Ga'len feels his mouth water in his mind, "Lisbaetanne is in want of a visit perhaps."

As his ship begins to move, his course is set, the cloak drops and he warps toward then outbound gate.  The journey is uneventful.  Only one ship crosses his path along the way, another of his Corp heading on a scouting run.

The Bleeding Rose jumps through the last stargate and the cloak immediately engages before a scan of the system.

Ga'len can feel his heart sink at what the scanner shows him.  His instincts were correct.  There seems to be a number of ships in system and the usual pirates are no where to be seen.

"It appears that the mice are playing while the cat is away again." Ga'len announces to his mates over the comms. The silence on the comms tells him that these kills he will have to savor alone.

As his ship drops out of warp in the first asteroid belt, three frigates warp out.  Ga'len wills his ship to approach one of the remaining destroyers.  It seems that these fellows have been fighting some of the Sansha's Nation in this system.  Wrecks litter the local space and that serves as a welcome sight.  The destroyer is occupied with looting these wreck a and that distraction gives Ga'len the vital few moments he needs.

Suddenly, two more destroyers drop out if warp and charge for Ga'len.

"Ahh...a proper pirate's fight, three to one against, eh?" Ga'len feels joy as his warp disruption module activates and locks down the first destroyer.  His guns shred it quickly as the two new destroyers close in and open fire.

Suddenly alarms alert Ga'len that his warp drive is disrupted.

"Hehehe," Ga'len chuckled in his mind, "keep coming, more wreckage for me to loot!"

As the first destroyer's hull evaporates, Ga'len redirects his warp disruptor to the thrid destroyer and begins firing on the destroyer that has him tackled.  A few lucky shots later, he is rewarded with a second destroyer wreck.

As Ga'len wills his communications array to open a channel with the last destroyer, his sensors alert him to an energy buildup within his victim's ship.

"Self destruct?  What, don't want to even talk about a ransom?" Ga'len's mind echoes the disappointment, "Very well, I shall help thee on thy journey."

Gunfire erupts from The Bleeding Rose and after a bight blue flash, Ga'len is once again alone in space.

Looting the wrecks reveal the remains of poor quality ship fittings and a few items of some worth, but not much money can be made from such low quality equipment.

"Hmm...civilian warp disruptors...they actually make those things?"


"Yarr it will be..."

Wednesday 9 March 2011

It  was only a matter of time.  All over New Eden the stories of the  Sansha's invasions of a constellation here or a constellation there  flooded the news stream from The Scope.  Nadire was the latest to fall prey to a hostile visit from the Sansha's Nation.

Concord had placed a beacon marking the location in space for an acceleration gate to aid those brave capsuleers in moving into what would be the final battle for this constellation.

Ga'len's ship was holding position a safe distance way from the beacon, cloaked and collecting intel.

This battle was a last ditch  effort by the Sanaha's Nation to maintain their foothold.  They had taken a hard  beating from members of Goonswarm in as many days.  Of all the organizations in the  universe, it was Goonswarm that was fighting these invaders with a great  zeal.  "Hehehe", Ga'len chuckled in his mind, "seems that Kuvakei has stirred up the bee hive this time."

The  system was busy with many members of Goonswarm arriving and warping  towards the Concord Beacon.  Ga'len continued to keep his ship cloaked,  watching each ship arrive and then activate the acceleration gate.  His  scanner kept track of all the ships in the combat area, the capsules  that would appear when a particular ship would cease to return a scan  result.  The battle was intense from what he could tell.

Ga'len had no love for the Sansha's Nation, but their distraction would bring more ships to his hunting grounds and perhaps an opportunity would present itself for some honest piracy.  Perhaps a chance to gleam some of the spoils of the battle.  It was time to wait and see what would happen and Ga'len was known for his patience.

So,  Ga’len continued to wait and watch as the battle unfolded.  Many hours  passed and not much changed.  Goonswarm continued their fight and  continued to have ships leave the combat area, regain some of their shield integrity, return to the beacon and reengage in the battle.

Suddenly, a ship that was not from Goonswarm arrived at the beacon. It was a Velator class frigate.

“Uhm,  a training ship?  Heading into a Sansha Incursion combat area?”, Ga’len  thought this rather insane, “They have no chance.  Perhaps I should warn them not to even try.”

As Ga'len engaged his communications system, the Velator activated the  acceleration gate.  Ga’len watched the story  unfold on the scanner. One moment the Velator was on the scan in the  direction of the battle and the next it was gone and a capsule could be  seen.

“Yup,  utter foolishness”, Ga’len thought.  Moments later, the same pilot  arrives in another Velator, “Well, can't let the Kuvakei's kids have all the fun.  It's not the juciy target I was waiting for but it will do for now."

Ga’len’s  ship decloaked, target locked the Velator and opened fire.  In very short  order, the ship explodes under the heavy weapons fire as the Velator’s  hull is no match for the guns of a Rapier.  As the general comms in the system come to life, the words transmitted are reflected in Ga'len's mind:

Damn you pirates!  Damn you all!  I will get you and this time...

The transmission is cut short, silence.  As the vapors of the liquid that was surrounding the pilot evaporate away into the inky void, the owner of that voice is revealed to be a fresh corpse floating in space.  Silent and frozen, a spec among the stars.

Ga’len again chuckles in his mind,  “Somewhere far away my friend, you are waking up in a new clone.   Perhaps the new brain cells will think with more reason and you won’t  foolishly attempt to fight the Sansha with a training vessel.  You should know, we pirates would be waiting to get you first.”

Safely cloaked and watching again, Ga'len continued to be patient.  He waiting and watched and waited some more.  Soon, another ship that was not from Goonswarm came to the beacon.  Rather than head for the beacon, this ship, a Rifter, began to investigate the wreck that Ga'len had labored to create.

"Again, not what I was looking for, but beggars can't be choosers", Ga'len sighed in his mind as his ship decloaked.  The Rifter does attempts to activate the acceleration gate, but it's warp scrambled and by the time the engines begin to move the ship away, it's hull collasped from the Rapier's guns.  Forntunately for the pilot, he is smart and quick by this point and manages to warp his capsule away.

Ga'len empties the wreck quickly, cloaks and moves back into his observation position.  In his mind, he chuckles some more, "Yes, yes, Yarr it will be..."


Show and....show?

Wednesday 20 April 2011

The classroom was bustling on this particular morning.  All the children were dressed in their best clothes for the day.  Today was that special day that many of them had both waited anxiously and with both fear and wanting.

Today was Breanne's gradation day from her core schooling.  She had come a long way in a very short time.  Having spent most of her life an abused Amarrian slave, she had learned only what she absolutely needed to know to survive that harsh life.  Lessons in pain and anguish were her daily routine.

She had taken to school like a fish to water.  Her reading skills were top notch and of course, given who her mother was, she excelled in math and the sciences.  She was doing well in all of her core classes and her assessments were all excellent save one.  Breanne's social engagement scores were near the bottom.

All that time trapped in the D-GTMI outpost was behind her now.  Ever since her "Uncle Twig" had walked onto the station and scooped her up in his arms, being reunited with her treacherous father and his mistress and then later with her mother Neresa, her life finally appeared to begin to take a turn for the normal. It was this appearance that shrowded the truth.

Breanne was not very social with her fellow classmates.  She was constantly holding herself back, maintaining a withdrawn stance from the  other children, especially those Amarr children who choose to were the traditional schooling robes.  The simple fact that she was doing well in school hid this problem from her mother Neresa.

In the  back of the classroom was the Intructor's office.  Inside sat Breanne and her mother Neresa.

As the instructor walked into the office, Neresa cried out, "I don't know what to do!"  She sat there in the instructor's office, tears streaming down her face.  Breanne sat there trembling, holding her mother's hand.

"Ma'am, listen to me.  There is more.  Breanne has been caught on a number of occasions where she has 'seized' other children and will not let them go until they have paid her a 'ransom'.  This is not the sort of thing we want in our school here," the instructor continued, "she is a brilliant girl, but I fear that living with pirates, especially from living with Guristats Loyalists, has had a bad influence on her."

"So, you would insult those who took us in?" Neresa inquires, letting go of Breanne's hand as both of their pairs of hands  slowly formed themselves into rocks of flesh and bone.

The instructor continued, "Sometimes parents don't want to hear the truth.  This Amarrian pirate, stick or branch or something.  He's a bad influence on her.  In fact," the instructor spoke with his voice getting louder and intense as a gentle breeze giving way to a storm, "this man has done nothing to help her in any way."

Neresa could take this onslaught no more.  She stood up rigid and with flames in her eyes, "HOW DARE YOU!  YOU HAVE NO RIGHT!"

The room became hot with rage and malice.  The instructor had stood up in reflex to Neresa's outburst and as they closed on each other, words flying like missiles seeking to explode their respective targets into a billion pieces, a small voice cut through the din like a sharp wind through a smoke filled room.

"Excuse me mother, may I speak?"

Neresa and the instructor stopped short of each other and turned to faces towards Breanne.

Breanne clear her throat and spoke loudly and clearly, "Instructor Barnes, mother. Would you both sit down?  I have something to say."

Everyone just stood there looking at each other.  Suddenly, the door to Instructor Barnes' office opened and in walked Ga'len with a gun in his hand, "I think the two of you need to sit down and listen.  Neresa, trust me, Breanne's going to make you proud."

Instructor Barnes glared at Ga'len, but quickly sat down once the gun began to hum with an ascending whine from powering up.  Neresa slowly sat down with a look of both shock in her eyes and interest upon her brow.  Breanne looked at Ga'len and smiled.

"My Little Acron, I'm sorry I am late,but it seems you have some unfinished business here," Ga'len smiled as he spoke and then put his gun away, "Do you mind if I stay and hear what Breanne has to say?"

"Of course we don't mind Uncle Twig, " Breanne handed a data pad to the now pale faced instructor, " Instructor Barnes, if you would look at this data pad", Breanne spoke clearly and with a powerful confidence, "you will see a list of all the students in the class.  The list is sorted out into who was in Providence during my captivity and further broken out into sections of those whom I knew and in what capacity the nature of our relationships."

Instructor Barnes looked over the information in the data pad.  His eyes began to dart over the names and the considerable information on each student.  His eyes began to widen and his face relaxed from a visage of fear to that of intellectual interest.

Breanne began to speak again, "As you can see, a number of the students were members of families of the now dead 'Provi-bloc' as it was called.  Many of them had crossed my path and I am sorry to say, indulged in the Amarrian past times of abusing slaves."

Neresa's eyes began to water as Breanne reached and held her mother's hand.   Breanne continued, "I spoke to each one who had wronged me.  Some apologized as soon as they recognized me.  Others simply began to cry and ran away," Breanne's voice suddenly became as sharp as a knife, " and there were those who tried to raise a hand against me again.  This time, I stopped them."

Neresa's eyes began to spring forth tears as she smiled.  She looked at Ga'len and nodded.  Breanne had indeed made her proud.  As she looked back at the instructor, Breanne spoke again, her voice clear and sharp and her eyes staring down at Instructor Barnes.

"So, those whom I stopped, I 'ransomed' as you say.  They tried to fight me, I fought back and I would not stop beating them until they paid me my well deserved 'ransom', a log overdue apology and a very long overdue beating." Breanne's voice turned from a vengeful knife back into the calm, sweet child she appeared to be, "and so, I taught them a very important lesson in justice and punishment.  Now Instructor Barnes, do you have anything else for this little Show and Tell session?"

Instructor Barnes looked between Breanne and Neresa.  He cleared his throat as if to speak, but gave up on the notion as his face turned red from his apparent embarrasment.  He dropped the data pad on his desk and promplty left the office.

Breanne took the data pad in her hands and watched the screen change to display her assessment scores.  She looked at it and smiled as she handed the data pad to her mother. The screen read a perfect score for social engagement and development and an extra credit score on the civil justice sections.

Ga'len's voice broke the silence, "told ya she would make you proud."




Fin

Thursday 4 August 2011

[image: image]
The Five left the Eight; a wandering Spartan who was cut to the to the truth.

He came through the forest for his people, carried the acorn to greener fields,

And with family and friends, found peace once again.


— Seenan the Wise


Neresa put down the data pad and wiped the tears from her face. It had been a long time since she had felt this sad. Reading some of that old poetry she had written to cope with Breanne and Karled suddenly disappearing just was not helping matters much. She had wanted so much to find Breanne again and now that they had a happy life together, she began to realize the emptiness of her life.

She had a wonderful daughter and a wonderful yet at time strange and equally dangerous surrogate family. Life in station with the pirates of VETO was nothing short of an ever present danger and yet the Guristas who came to visit the station seemed very normal to her. Being on friendly terms with a pirate faction did have certain benefits, that being placed on the 'blue list'. Things were going well but she still felt sadness was on the horizon. She wanted to take Breanne and leave. It was something that she felt she needed to do, but how to tell Ga'len and the rest of their 'family'. That was the troubling matter.

Suddenly her data pad signaled that she had received a new message.

Neresa,If you and Breanne would join me for dinner this evening, I have some news to share with the both of you.

Ga'len



"Well, perhaps this should be the time to break the news..," Neresa whispered to herself.

***

Leainati was busy working in her quarters. The reports of pirate activities in the region were a lot to sort through and a lot of activity meant that the good times were once again visiting upon VETO. Although she was not a Capsuleer, her assistance in intelligence gathering and analysis was helpful to the many of the Guristas who were traveling through the region. Being the brother to one of the VETO pilots, her brother, Ga'len, surely had it's benefits. However, things were becoming far too routine to her liking. It was time for a change.

The door to her quarters chimed. As she looked at the camera panel by the door, she could see Neresa and Breanne were standing outside. "Computer, release the door, authorization code alpha, bravo, two," Neresa spoke to her data pad, the door unlocked and swung open.

"Why hello there, what can I do for you two?" Leainati asked.

Neresa replied, "I wanted to know, did you receive a dinner invitation from Ga'len?"

"Why yes, I just read it moments ago. Do you know what is going on? This seems a bit sudden," Leainati inquired.

"I have no idea," Neresa answered, "I was hopeful that you knew. I also wanted to talk to you about something that might cause a bit of a stir."

"Computer, close and lock the door," Leainati commanded and the door promptly closed. She continued, "Well, I know that he's invited a few members of VETO to join us this evening, not sure what's going on, but that can wait. What's troubling you?"

"Nothing is wrong, it's just, well," Neresa struggled with the words, "Breanne here is getting older and to be honest with you, a pirates life is not what I want for her. I want her to be free to explore, to wander and to grow."

Leainati softly interrupts Neresa, "And you think that it's time to part ways?"

"Well,..." Neresa continued to struggle with the words, "Yes and no. I think we need to leave, but I don't want to 'burn the bridges' with these people. They are decent folk and they have been kind."

"I know what you mean," Leainati confessed, "I too have been wondering if this is all there is. Perhaps it is time to leave. We should talk with Ga'len over dinner, see if he's been thinking the same thing."

"Agreed, perhaps it's time to retire from this life of danger." Neresa mused, "I hope this doesn't upset Ga'len too much."

***

Ga'len was busy working over a table in his extended quarters. From the sight of things, he had been busy making a grand meal for many guests. The smells of the sweet meats and the various ancient dishes that he loved to make, things called 'Ginger Pork' and 'Panang Curry'. All this food had filled the room with a powerful smell of warming comfort. As he placed the last serving dish upon the table, the door chimed.

"Ah, they are here," Ga'len whispered to himself.

Ga'len unlocked the door and invited his guests in. He warmly hugged each of them as they walked in. "Please," Ga'len spoke with a warm tone, "please, have a seat at the table."

As everyone took their seats, Ga'len filled each of their glasses with their favorite beverage and motioned to everyone to begin serving themselves of the feast he had prepared. Once every glass was filled, he too placed a sampling of food on his plate and sat down at the head of the table.

"So, I guess you are all wondering why the sudden invitation." Ga'len continued, "I have an announcement to make and I know it's not going to sit well with some of you."

Everyone glanced around to each other, Breanne's face filled with a look of worry. Ga'len looked at her, smiled and reassured her, "It's okay my acorn, it's nothing bad."

"Little acorn, you used to call me little acorn, remember?" Breanne continued, "besides, your angry that we are leaving. That's why we are here!"

A look of shock filled Ga'len's face and as quickly as it had come, it turned into a broad understanding smile. "You are not so little anymore, you are growing up." Ga'len continued to smile broadly and looked at everyone at the table before continuing, "And no, I am not upset with anyone here, rather very much relieved. I wanted to tell everyone that I too felt it was time to leave. This is why I asked you all here."

Everyone stopped eating and they looked at their host, they all seemed to hang on the words that were floating in the air.

"In ancient times, pirates who had been very successful took it upon themselves to either press their luck and end up very dead or they would be struck with a moment of wisdom and actually 'retire' their eye patch and cutlass," Ga'len continued, "I've been very lucky and I think it's time that I retire."

"So..." Lacrimae began as she wrapped her mind around Ga'len's words, "well,...can I have your stuff?" A broad smile extended across her face.

"In a word, yes." Ga'len smiled just as broadly, "I have already made arrangements to have various items delivered to several members of VETO as well as several billions of isk to be distributed to various people's accounts. Other items will be placed in the general corporate stores for all VETO members to benefit."

"Ga'len," began Leainati, "Neresa and I have been chatting about leaving as well, but we didn't know how to break the news."

"Well, it would seem..." Ga'len's eyes began to water, "that it's time."

Mashie Saldana began to speak, "My friend, I have to say, this is a bit sudden, but I do understand how you feel. Times are changing and life for us old pirates does begin to wear you down. I wonder how Verone will handle the news."

"Agreed my friend, " Ga'len responded warmly, "I feel as if I have plundered enough. I have a huge fortune and it's time for me to settle down. As for Verone, I have already spoken with him and he expressed that he was sad to see me leave, but he understood my reasons and wished me well."

Breanne leaped up from her chair, threw her arms around Ga'len and began to cry, "Please please, don't leave us behind."

"My acorn," Ga'len began, "I have no intention of leaving you behind. I want you, your mother and Leainati to come with me."

"But where will you go?" asked Lacrimae, "It's not like you can wander the stars forever you know."

"Indeed, "Ga'len responded thoughtfully, "I had a little place built on a planet in the Tash-Murkon system. It's not very far from Oris where I was born and close to where I began my life as a Capsuleer. Seems like the good place to bring that life to a close and settle down planet side. Of course, everyone in VETO is welcome to come and visit, if you can get into high security space safely that is."

"So, back to good ole TMP then?" Leainati asked.

"Yes my sister, but we will not be alone in our new home, " Ga'len continued, "we have old friends who will be joining us there. Tanitel and Seenan are already there waiting for us."

Leainati's eyes began to water, "Seenan will be there? How?"

Ga'len smiled as he spoke, "Well, when you have been a pirate a long as I have, you learn where the cracks are in the legal system. Yup, cracks and well placed isk can do wonders. That and having a name like Galen Grendalis the Fifth tends to get Amarrian authorities to listen to you."

Ga'len stood up and raised his glass, "So my friends a toast. Here ends my life as a Capsuleer and a proper pirate. It's time to move onto a new life."

Leainati stands and raised her glass as well, "Here, here my brother. To a new life."

Neresa followed, "To a new life my friends, a new life."

Lacrimae and Mashie stand with tears in their eyes and raised their glasses as well.

Last to stand is Breanne. She slowly raised her glass, smirked with her cute and evil grin and affirmed, "Here's once to absent friends, twice to absent enemies and thrice to bold new life!"

- FIN -





printed the 2011-8-4 by wp2epub


Total signs: 235903
Book pages: 117


OEBPS/images/4.jpg



















	

		

    

	

	

  

  

  

  

  

  

                            

  

  

  

    

      

     

      

     

     

          

     

      

     

     

       

			Wandering About


      

      


	

		


    

    		

		


    

  

  

          	

	

  

  



  

  

  



     

  


  


  

  


  


  

  


  
 

  

    


    


    

     


    

          

      

	        		Home

		About Me

		Archives

		The Bleeding Rose

		What Happened to EVE-DRUID.COM?





          

            

       

              

       

       

       

       






        

        

           

  

  	  

  

     







   

  

 

          

  

  

  

 

KEEP IN TOUCH























		







		



		









		







		























  

  


  

  

     

   

       



       

       

         

  


  


  


 

  

  Type your search 

	



  



  

  


  

           

  


  


  


       

	GO

  

  


  

  



  

  

    











 




 

  





  

         

    

       

       

       
       

              

        

        

        

             

     

  

  

     

      

      

      
 

       

       	

       


       

             	

	  

  

 





       	

	

  

   





		

		

    

    

    

    

    

      



				

			

      



     

 

   





      

     	

				

           Not Found





					

					

						Sorry, but you are looking for something that isn't here.



            

            

					

					


				

				
 

      

        

      

      



			

			










        

        

        

      

      

  

  

  

     

        

        

        

			







My Google Reader Shared Items


		Gulp: The world’s largest stop-motion animation set [Video]

		Video – Move

		Time versus money in Diablo III

		Mayor of Vilnius, Lithuania rides in tank and runs over illegally parked cars

		Verizon loses ActiveVideo patent suit, owes $115M

		How American Express could be the monster of local deals

		Apple launches iCloud and iWork betas, confirms pricing for extra capacity

		Overburdened with Fail: Diablo 3 Is Online-Only

		About damn time!

		Photojojo Launches Three Lenses For Your Smartphone’s Camera





More Shared Items...













Blogs I Follow



	
		Beyond Space


		Carole's Art Site & Blog


		Kris Vockler


		Talk Nerdy To Me


		The website of Keith Neilson



	

















Social Networks



	
		@Blog Catalog


		@Facebook


		@Google +


		@StumbleUpon


		@Twitter


		@YouTube



	











			[image: Creative Commons License]
Wandering About by J. Riley Castine is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 United States License.


		





		

    

    

      

  

  

     

    

    

		
  

      

  

		

		


    

    	

	
 

  

  



      	

	
 

  

      

  

  

       	

  


			

		

		

    

    


    

    

   	

	

  

  

           

  

  

     





  




 

  

     





 



  

  



			

      

      



 



 



  

	

EvoLve theme by Theme4Press  •  Powered by WordPress Wandering About


 

      

			






	
	


	
	   



          	  

	
 



 

		

		

		




  







    

   






OEBPS/images/3.jpg
Duvolle DL

Laborataries

AmouT

NOLLE LABO

START

ORIES | CONTACT






OEBPS/images/6.jpg





OEBPS/images/5.jpg



















	

		

    

	

	

  

  

  

  

  

  

                            

  

  

  

    

      

     

      

     

     

          

     

      

     

     

       

			Wandering About


      

      


	

		


    

    		

		


    

  

  

          	

	

  

  



  

  

  



     

  


  


  

  


  


  

  


  
 

  

    


    


    

     


    

          

      

	        		Home

		About Me

		Archives

		The Bleeding Rose

		What Happened to EVE-DRUID.COM?





          

            

       

              

       

       

       

       






        

        

           

  

  	  

  

     







   

  

 

          

  

  

  

 

KEEP IN TOUCH























		







		



		









		







		























  

  


  

  

     

   

       



       

       

         

  


  


  


 

  

  Type your search 

	



  



  

  


  

           

  


  


  


       

	GO

  

  


  

  



  

  

    











 




 

  





  

         

    

       

       

       
       

              

        

        

        

             

     

  

  

     

      

      

      
 

       

       	

       


       

             	

	  

  

 





       	

	

  

   





		

		

    

    

    

    

    

      



				

			

      



     

 

   





      

     	

				

           Not Found





					

					

						Sorry, but you are looking for something that isn't here.



            

            

					

					


				

				
 

      

        

      

      



			

			










        

        

        

      

      

  

  

  

     

        

        

        

			







My Google Reader Shared Items


		Gulp: The world’s largest stop-motion animation set [Video]

		Video – Move

		Time versus money in Diablo III

		Mayor of Vilnius, Lithuania rides in tank and runs over illegally parked cars

		Verizon loses ActiveVideo patent suit, owes $115M

		How American Express could be the monster of local deals

		Apple launches iCloud and iWork betas, confirms pricing for extra capacity

		Overburdened with Fail: Diablo 3 Is Online-Only

		About damn time!

		Photojojo Launches Three Lenses For Your Smartphone’s Camera





More Shared Items...













Blogs I Follow



	
		Beyond Space


		Carole's Art Site & Blog


		Kris Vockler


		Talk Nerdy To Me


		The website of Keith Neilson



	

















Social Networks



	
		@Blog Catalog


		@Facebook


		@Google +


		@StumbleUpon


		@Twitter


		@YouTube



	











			[image: Creative Commons License]
Wandering About by J. Riley Castine is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 United States License.


		





		

    

    

      

  

  

     

    

    

		
  

      

  

		

		


    

    	

	
 

  

  



      	

	
 

  

      

  

  

       	

  


			

		

		

    

    


    

    

   	

	

  

  

           

  

  

     





  




 

  

     





 



  

  



			

      

      



 



 



  

	

EvoLve theme by Theme4Press  •  Powered by WordPress Wandering About


 

      

			






	
	


	
	   



          	  

	
 



 

		

		

		




  







    

   






OEBPS/images/2.jpg
USHRA'KHAN





OEBPS/images/1.jpg



















	

		

    

	

	

  

  

  

  

  

  

                            

  

  

  

    

      

     

      

     

     

          

     

      

     

     

       

			Wandering About


      

      


	

		


    

    		

		


    

  

  

          	

	

  

  



  

  

  



     

  


  


  

  


  


  

  


  
 

  

    


    


    

     


    

          

      

	        		Home

		About Me

		Archives

		The Bleeding Rose

		What Happened to EVE-DRUID.COM?





          

            

       

              

       

       

       

       






        

        

           

  

  	  

  

     







   

  

 

          

  

  

  

 

KEEP IN TOUCH























		







		



		









		







		























  

  


  

  

     

   

       



       

       

         

  


  


  


 

  

  Type your search 

	



  



  

  


  

           

  


  


  


       

	GO

  

  


  

  



  

  

    











 




 

  





  

         

    

       

       

       
       

              

        

        

        

             

     

  

  

     

      

      

      
 

       

       	

       


       

             	

	  

  

 





       	

	

  

   





		

		

    

    

    

    

    

      



				

			

      



     

 

   





      

     	

				

           Not Found





					

					

						Sorry, but you are looking for something that isn't here.



            

            

					

					


				

				
 

      

        

      

      



			

			










        

        

        

      

      

  

  

  

     

        

        

        

			







My Google Reader Shared Items


		Gulp: The world’s largest stop-motion animation set [Video]

		Video – Move

		Time versus money in Diablo III

		Mayor of Vilnius, Lithuania rides in tank and runs over illegally parked cars

		Verizon loses ActiveVideo patent suit, owes $115M

		How American Express could be the monster of local deals

		Apple launches iCloud and iWork betas, confirms pricing for extra capacity

		Overburdened with Fail: Diablo 3 Is Online-Only

		About damn time!

		Photojojo Launches Three Lenses For Your Smartphone’s Camera





More Shared Items...













Blogs I Follow



	
		Beyond Space


		Carole's Art Site & Blog


		Kris Vockler


		Talk Nerdy To Me


		The website of Keith Neilson



	

















Social Networks



	
		@Blog Catalog


		@Facebook


		@Google +


		@StumbleUpon


		@Twitter


		@YouTube



	











			[image: Creative Commons License]
Wandering About by J. Riley Castine is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 United States License.


		





		

    

    

      

  

  

     

    

    

		
  

      

  

		

		


    

    	

	
 

  

  



      	

	
 

  

      

  

  

       	

  


			

		

		

    

    


    

    

   	

	

  

  

           

  

  

     





  




 

  

     





 



  

  



			

      

      



 



 



  

	

EvoLve theme by Theme4Press  •  Powered by WordPress Wandering About


 

      

			






	
	


	
	   



          	  

	
 



 

		

		

		




  







    

   






