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Baronial Strike Commander Hagh
"I've got a secret

 Hidden away

 I won't tell my secret

 On pain of torture, evisceration, 

 and prolonged agonizing death."
- Yorr Nursery Rhyme
You have a terribly conflicted interest.  A lesser Yorr would die, but you have been chosen to be one with the Brotherhood, and you must have the strength to survive to pass the terrible shame of the Yorr race on to another generation.  You must, because only the living knowledge of that shame may some day enable the Yorr race to avenge it.

You were born on the planet Grorr, a deadly and terrible planet.  Grorr is one of the newest worlds under the iron dominion of the Baron of Ghast, which was settled as a challenge after the Vergosi proclaimed that no race could possibly settle there.

Life on Grorr is frequently deadly.  Nearly every living organism is toxic, the atmosphere can be breathed only for a few seconds without a filter, and the jungles are filled with vast numbers of dangerous predators.  Nevertheless, the Yorr carved out a colony on Grorr, and are well on their way to bringing about the extinction of several of the major predatory species.  It is little conquests like this that affirm in your heart the values of Yorr civilization.  You wish your heart were not so torn with secret knowledge.

In school you were taught the the example of Emperor Azgar the Genocidal.  The Yorr homeworld once had an insect very much like the cockroach of Earth.  The Emperor hated this insect, and vowed to destroy it.  To do so, he used horrible toxic chemicals that slew a quarter of the population, and caused nine out of ten newborns to be deformed.  In order to preserve racial purity he had the deformed newborns burned.  During his reign there was such massive resistance that two rebellions broke out that nearly destroyed his empire.  Finally, he used a series of orbiting satellites which bombarded the planet with lethal radiation, and the insects, as well as about eighty percent of the Yorr, and most other remaining lifeforms, were destroyed.  In the famine that followed the disruption of the ecosystem, millions more perished. 

But what made Azgar such a great Emperor was not his defeat of a mere insect.  It was his demonstration of the absolute power of the Yorr over their environment.  He rendered the surface of the homeworld nearly lifeless, devoid of vegetation or animal life.  A Godlike act.  And in doing so he created an absolute necessity for new food sources, which led to the slave engineering camps and the "learn physics or be eaten" program which produced the first Yorr starship.  In destroying his homeworld, Azgar opened up the entire galaxy for ultimate destruction by the Yorr race.

This is what you were taught.  But it is a lie.  The Yorr have come a long way.  But only the members of the Brotherhood know of their true origin.  

Occasionally one wonders why there are starships mentioned in the legends before the time of Azgar.  But to ask such a question is death.  Usually one assumes that the legend was retold later, and that starships were added.

The truth is different.  Thousands of years ago, this section of the galaxy was inhabited by a race called the Volckon.  The Volckon race were advanced and creative, and they created many things.  Among them, the Yorr.

The secret tablets of the Brotherhood tell the entire story.  But the shame is not that the Yorr were created by another race, though that is bad enough.  The shame is that the Yorr were created and kept as slaves and laborers.  

Yorr do not serve willingly as slaves.  To serve as a slave is a disgrace to the eightieth generation.  And that is to be enslaved to another, more powerful, Yorr.  To be enslaved to another race is simply unthinkable.  And even worse, even if one were an absolute pragmatist with no sense of pride...if the knowledge of what the Yorr race was became public, how could the slaves be held in subjugation.  If they knew that even the Emperor was descended from slaves.  The Yorr way of death would perish.

The great leaders of the Yorr must never know the truth.  How could they act as Barons and Emperors if they knew they were but slaves.   The Brotherhood murdered all the Yorr alive who were of speaking age at the time that the Volckon went away, in order that no Yorr outside the Brotherhood would ever know the secret.  To disclose the secret, except to swear a new member into the Brotherhood, is instant death.  Such vengeance has never failed.  And a member never knows when they are being watched.

Even the Yorr legends have been altered by the Brotherhood.  The legend of Azgar was fabricated to explain why the Yorr homeworld is nearly lifeless.  It was composed soon after the Yorr made contact with the Vergosi, and learned that sentient life did not usually evolve on lifeless worlds.  Unfortunately, nothing is perfect, and occasionally there are references to starships in earlier legend fragments.  Starships did become common when Azgar created forced labor camps to duplicate them, but they had existed for millenia.  Probably they were Volckon ships, left behind when the Volckon vanished.  At any rate, the Yorr were brought to their homeworld, but no life could have evolved there.

Each member carries a cipher copy of the Brotherhood tablet.  It is your duty to destroy this tablet.  The tablet is bound to each member through a sacred ritual.  If you destroy the tablet, you must destroy yourself, if you fail to die.  Likewise, if you die, you must destroy the tablet.  This is so that, in primitive times, there would never be a member of the Brotherhood who did not have the true and accurate account, so that it could not become padded out with oral tradition until it seemed not so bad, and softened the Yorr race.  The tradition is still absolutely binding today, though most of the Brotherhood agrees it is a bad idea.  A committee was appointed ten years ago to study the problem, and found that the system should be changed.  Unfortunately, they were unable to make any further recommendations, because they immediately killed each other for such a horrible breach of tradition.

The Brotherhood must maintain the knowledge of the Volckon for two reasons.  One is that every trace of the Volckon race must be wiped out.  The Second is that the tablet leaves no doubt that the Volckon will return.  Unfortunately, it doesn't bother to say why they went away, either because the authors didn't know, or because they thought it was obvious.

You came to be a member of the Brotherhood in a strange way.  During the Retull Wars, you were the commander of the IYS Zardoz, a medium cruiser.  Your ship picked up the crew of a wrecked allied human scoutship from Cygnus X-II.  Cygnus is a pulsar, and all life on its second planet was wiped out when the star went supernova thousands of years ago.

A member of the human crew had discovered Volckon ruins below the surface of the scorched world.  Ancient offworlder ruins interested you not at all, and you thought nothing of it, but being a dutifully anal-retentive Captain, you noted it in the log.  

You returned the human crew to an allied UPC base on the border world of Skoda, and were preparing to leave when you were contacted by the Brotherhood.  At first your urge was to destroy yourself, when you learned about the history of your people.  But you bore the shame, in order to preserve the race.  Bearing shame in order to protect others goes against the Yorr instinct.  Most Yorr had rather let others die than endure disgrace.

The Brotherhood had moved quickly to seize the bizarre artifact that the human, Commander Lou Cedras, had returned from Cygnus.  If you had only known when Cedras was on board your ship, you would have just taken it from him.  But the Brotherhood was too late.  The crystal was stolen by a third party almost immediately.  Only you and your second in command knew about the crystal.  You realized that, as well, might have been your thought.  When you reached Skoda, a Vergosi steward pumped you for information about the Cygnus-X system.  You told it to go pour disinfectant into its anal cavity of course (a polite brush-off where Vergosi are concerned).  But it insisted, and eventually offered you a case of Zleinenkugel's Cosmic Lager, so you downloaded it a copy of your ship's log. Against procedure, but harmless enough. Even you knew that the Yorr know nothing the Vergosi don't, other than the meaning of courage.  Of all the races, the Yorr get along best with the Vergosi, probably because they know thier place.

You were sent back with a fleet of warships to wipe out a "Retull Colony" on Cygnus-X.  There was no Retull incursion, but the warship crews did not mind dropping a few-hundred subsurface-penetration Plutonium warheads onto the surface of the planet out of sheer frustration, obliterating the ruins there forever.

Since then you have retired from the Imperial Fleet, and gone into the service of the Baron of Ghast.  But you are still, and always will be a member of the Brotherhood.  

This has led you to have some contact with the Vergosi - a sad fact.  Primarily you have dealt with Honigorzada Fak, a Vergosi merchant who trades with the Yorr.  He also deals with the Alsarii and can sometimes steal Alsarii weapons technology.  

Recently, Fak heard rumors that the Cygnus Crystal was up for sale.  You had no idea where to look, but you guessed that if you had your spies keep an eye on Professor Lou Cedras, that you would eventually catch up with the crystal.

Cedras needs to die.  The Professor knows too much about the Volckons, and is too close to the truth.  But Cedras knows more about the crystal than anyone alive, and if there is anyone who can find it, that person is Cedras.  So until the crystal is in your hands, you have need of the Professor.

You hope that whatever diplomatic negotiations are going on go well.  Frankly, you haven't been kept abreast of these things like you should be, because you only recently had the Baron of Ghast attach you to the diplomatic delegation, as a way to get close to Professor Cedras.  

You have great faith that Military Attache Urgo knows what he is doing, and you will attempt to get him to fill you in on the situation before you are embarrassed.  An embarrassed Yorr is an unhappy Yorr.

Summary

(
You want the Cygnus Crystal

(
You want to stamp out knowledge of the Volckon race

(
You want to find out just what this whole diplomatic affair is about, so that you can maintain your cover and help Military Attache Urgo.

(
You are ever alert for new weapons that could help the Yorr, especially against the day that the Volckon return.  

(
You are in surprising command of your natural urge to eviscerate your opposite number, for a Yorr

(
You must never let your copy of the Brotherhood Tablet fall into unsafe hands.
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