CHAPTER 54.0

As another evening began to take hold of Coruscant at the Jedi Temple, Enothchild got together with Ros in the observation room that spied in on one of the Vhinech from Alderaan; the second Vhinech found, the first, the responsible for Lady Organna’s assassination, having died only two hours ago. He let his amber eyes fall on the scene beyond the one way viewing window and could see Healer Resteas C’orang doing everything he could to ease his patient towards her enviable end by controlling the raging storm still attacking her patient’s mind. 

Laying quietly on a soft raised bed, Calareen Questant just stared up towards the ceiling having stopped moving due to paralysis; all the while her masked husband Reverend Euphist Questant was sitting by her side, reading to her in pray from the Path Bible in one hand, holding her hand with the other.

Enothchild felt his carbonite stomach wretch; if there was another advantage to using the Legacy Virus on sleeping Vhinech it was to cause a psychological break. He could feel Reverend Questant’s faith being challenged with every minute that went by, starting with him unfortunately being there when the Legacy Virus seemingly transformed his wife into a ruthless, uncaring, dark side creature. His love was the only thing that kept his faith from fully destructing and one could only imagine what will happen once she dies. Silently, Enothchild cursed Prophet dead in the hopes that somehow, though some miracle of the Force, it would happen. 

With Juna still talking with the Jedi Council, Enothchild listened to Ros bring up the current developments, which were plenty to say the least. The Twi’lek showed Enothchild a sensor image of Misses Questant’s vitals and scans of her head. Pointing things out, he began. “Well, our sleeping Vhinech, if you want to call them that, are dying from two different causes. One being the genetic detachment and, get this thanks to those husked out genetic diamonds and Lady Angelleia’s unique biological phenomenon, it’s caused by a form of radiation never detected before. You see when a victim goes through this transformation those diamonds come to life and unleash the energy to trigger those hidden DNA, but the radiation from such release is lethal enough to cause cell decay and eventually death.”

“Any chance that the radiation exposure can go beyond the host?” asked Enothchild with great concern. “Say it could do two things. One: it causes radiation poisoning for those nearby. Two: that radiation converts people into Vhinech.”

“The Isotopic Lab is working on the first one because, like I said, they never seen a radiation like this before. As for the second I got an answer that will floor you. But let’s get back to the second cause of death.” Ros brought a close up of the scans done on Misses Questant’s head. The computer software generated a perfect live replica of a Human brain, and then it crossed sectioned to reveal a pulsating dark gray cellular matter among the tissues. “What’s that look like to you?”

“Cancer.”

“You’re half right.” Ros pointed at the other readings, showing that the dark matter was producing brain waves. “It’s actually the Vhinech second brain, growing from dormant cells located within the primary brain.” He punched a button and Enothchild noted the date/time stamp on the new file as a scan done on her when the Republic was testing for Vhinech a few years ago. “As you can see even with a detailed scan they didn’t find the cells prior to her transformation, and so she had the appearance of a perfect Human brain. Like a cancer this dark side brain grows quick and spreads, which as you can see the end results speak for themselves. The Vhinech Sullustans were suffering the same fate too.”

Enothchild took another look at the poor woman. “It makes them dark side aggressors in the beginning, and then it kills them.” He looked at Ros with a puzzled look. “Then why did Duplhfune last so long?”

“Luck of the Force actually. The radiation did affect him, but not enough given his girth. But his mind was another story. It seems long ago in his ancestry on his mother’s Alderaanian side someone had a brain/body disease called cerebral palsy. When the radiation activated his Vhinech genes, it awakened those genes and there was a mad struggle for which problem in his minds biologically took precedent.”

Enothchild took his eyes away from the scene and gestured towards it sidelong. “How many children do they have?”

Ros sighed and hung his head down. “Four. Duplhfune had three. And yeah, it’s a given they are susceptible to the Legacy Virus transformation. You want to know how we know with absolute certainty? You’re not going to like it.”

“Give it to me, this has been our week for bad news.”

Ros called up a list from the office upstairs and let Enothchild stared at it. The Twi’lek said somberly, “In one way or another, all those Vhinech Sullustans were related in varying degrees of descent before and after the attacks. The computer lab got done with it about an hour ago.”

Enothchild felt his mouth literally hit the floor as the names continued to cross reference in relation to other names. He watched a computer graphic of lines zigzagging across a made up globe, the names printed on the surface, and continue to do so until all of the close to 50,000 Vhinech Sullustans were identified. In the middle of the relations globe was one name. “Abaraon Abagagall.”

He stood up and paced around a little in deep thought, soaking things in. He cracked his large head with just the slightest head movement as the tension in his muscles were so such that if they were a rubber band it would launch a paper wad from Coruscant to Naboo with the tension. 

Finally Enothchild said, “So, all this leads back to Vhanba, to the Republic expeditions made there. The descendants of Abaraon Abagagall, Calareen Bunroe, and Uprael Duplhfune all turn out to be Vhinech in hiding. Were they all in the same explorer group?”

“No. Bunroe and Duplhfune were part of a group that was there 800 years ago. Abagagall was part of a group that was there on Vhanba 1200 years ago.” 

“1200 years ago? Ros, the Vhinech did come to be until 1000 years ago. I remember that from the SON disk.”

“I know, I can’t explain that, Enothchild.” Ros leaned against the desk and Enothchild watched him try to straighten his lekku; the head tails were curling and curving more than normal, showing off the tension he was feeling. “Over 3,000 different species and 10,000 different people went to Vhanba to research the Vhinphyc dating back to 1500 years ago to when the science teams were totally expelled. In fact the team Bunroe and Duplhfune were on was the last.”

“Damn, I don’t like this.” Flustered, he wanted to bang his hand on the desk but thought better; given his tension he would more than likely send the furniture down a floor. Besides that there was a very serious and emotional scene not far from them that didn’t need to be disturbed. He looked at the loving couple and said, “And those three individuals decided to embrace the Path.”

“Yup. Casper is trying to hunt down more information on all the other explorers of Vhanba.”

It all came to him and Enothchild said, “He’ll find what we all ready know. Some, maybe most, became Path believers. Somehow, unbeknownst to them, they came back from Vhanba with something inside them, something that was spread through mating practices.” He crossed his arms as the realizations began to roll in. “And with the Legacy Virus…it activates them.”

Ros looked at his former Master with some concern on his face. “No way. Oh shit, you got to be kidding? Could we be that blind?”

Enothchild strolled around the room shaking his head in a bit of disbelief. He stopped in front of the window again and viewed the scene for what had to be the 100th time. “They’re weapons. They are biological weapons, similar to utplat gas; you set it off, it kills millions, and then it dies off like it didn’t exist.” 

He could see a bit of his reflection in the glass and he could see the color drain from his face with the shock. Enothchild spoke, but when he did he found himself referring to his species as a different race. “The Vhinphyc indeed gave birth to the Vhinech. They…they must have created them.” There was a lump in his throat as his very own past came back to him; to the day his father sent the ‘SON’ disk to Anka-Dee to kill the Legacy Virus that had affected the Republic computers because of information the government wanted the Republic to have. The virus had skillfully infiltrated 75 percent of the Republic combined terminals, lying in wait for all the terminals to be besieged and then attack at once. That is until his father gave them the means to eradicate it.

“I can’t believe it,” said Enothchild, turning to face Ros. “Don’t you see? The Vhinphyc, my people, created Force using weapons that laid dormant among the populace. My people secretly behind my father and my mother’s back planted the Legacy Virus in those mission files.” He saw Ros getting it with the way his face lost color. Enothchild nodded and said, “110 years ago there wasn’t hardly any Vhinech on Vhanba so the Vhinphyc there had nothing to worry about from them. The tension was always there between them and the Republic, and their hatred for the Republic only rivaled the Vhinech.

“They were going to attack the Republic then.”

Ros ran his hands over his head and lekku in stunned emotion. He added to the conversation, “But the Vhinphyc had all the technology in the universe to fight the Republic.”

“They did, and they still lost to Force users, didn’t they.” Enothchild pointed back towards the glass, towards the scene beyond, and then put his finger down. Reverend Questant was now holding his wife tightly in his arms while Healer C’orang held his head down in sadness. There was nothing more coming from Calareen Questant, nothing at all. They both watched with a heavy heart as he laid her back down and with his finger pulled her eyelids closed for the final time.

“They were going to fight fire with fire,” said Enothchild, bringing his head back towards Ros, who also felt ashamed to for what happened. “They go against the Republic, the Jedi Order would have to intervene at some point.”

“That’s arguable,” said Ros, trying to get back into the conversation. “The only reason why we got involved with the fight with the Vhinech was due to the fact the Vhinech used the Force. The Vhinphyc were more or less Forceless save for you. The Code would forbid us from getting directly involved.”

“That may be so, but they might not have known that.” Enothchild sat on the desk a little and found balance in doing it. “My Mother, Anka-Dee, said my Father thought the Jedi were great spiritual warriors. That might suggest the Vhinphyc on Vhanba heard the usual misconception scuttlebutt. Or maybe they felt a sizeable army of Force users against us honed and experienced users was needed to augment their forces. Maybe they didn’t want to waste a Vhinphyc life in a war they could, or maybe couldn’t, win.”

Enothchild tried not to look back behind him; he was going to reference Misses Questant again to the Vhinech and stopped himself. If he, a Jedi, was acquainting her to being a regular Vhinech so easily, then it was obvious the likes of the Trade Federation would also without considering the factor that these people were not victims but clever spies and assassins. “And that is it. Face it the Republic knew the Vhinphyc’s strength. Sound strategy on the Vhinphyc side would suggest that you don’t be so obvious.

“Not being obvious the understatement of the eon,” mused Ros humorlessly. “So, this would suggest they’ve been planning this for a very long time. After all these Vhinech would have had to spread themselves enough through the populace to make the numbers grow. That takes time and that takes a plan.” 

“A plan apparently the scientists and explorers returning home from Vhanba were unaware of. It’s the only way it works.”

“Does it? I mean what if they did know? Enothchild, think, Abaraon Abagagall went to Vhanba and returned to Sullust as a Vhinech at least 200 years before the Vhinech first reportedly existed.”

“Actually I’ve been thinking about that. It’s actually perfect. The Republic never monitored the expeditions to Vhanba or was they by us because the Vhinphyc insisted on it, especially since they banned Force-sensitive being from ever setting one foot on Vhanba. They may have been selected by the Senate based on peer rotation, but as private citizens they aren’t required to go through the usually pomp and circumstance the military goes through when they visit an alien world such as medical records and blood screening before and after.”

Enothchild blew air out his mouth after a long inhale. “If this is a military operation designed to destroy the Republic, then that means this was a well developed conspiracy. Assume for the sake of argument that maybe, just maybe, the so-called first Vhinech, Magus Vhinech, was someone that they converted into a Vhinech but somehow he managed to reach the mainstream.”

“Or, maybe that was planned.” Ros held his hands out, as if looking through a camera. “You know, they created the Vhinech, been using them for years, and then they stage a very elaborate production. Didn’t you say one time the Vhinphyc blamed the Republic for the Vhinech?”

“They did. Talk about ‘the other way around’.” He shook his head. “No. Actually I buy the ‘got away’ theory. Because after Magus Vhinech they had an epidemic of Vhinech births and the government were making a mad scramble to sterilize them all.” He held up his finger in realization. “Wouldn’t you call that disarmament?”

Ros let out a brief chuckle and shook his head. “I guess you would. What if the Legacy Virus was unleashed on Vhanba with all those Vhinech? Then again the Vhinphyc took it to extremes, didn’t they? I mean they just didn’t cleanse Vhinech they went after their Vhinphyc parents even though the mother couldn’t bare anymore children.”

“In order to have a cover up of a bungled military project you have to give the people something else to consider, view, and respond to.” Enothchild crossed his arms, disgusted by the reasoning that was entering his head. “If the Vhanba government does nothing, the people grow suspicious. Our nature is dominated by the fear of the unknown. The people would have revolted if nothing were done. So they make it a spiritual crusade. You point to two Vhinphyc parents that gave birth to a Vhinech child and say ‘this is what happens when you sway away from the teachings of Presence’ and with a religiously sympathetic government the people will gullibly believe them. It also becomes a rallying cry to motivate the people to agree on starting a war with the Republic, the government could claim that it is a conspiracy created by the Republic to invade Vhanba.

“This whole idea goes against the Vhinphyc belief of people unified and assembled together to make a choice on a major decision, so it only furthers the possibility that this is government only knowledge. Something even my birth parents didn’t know about, only discovering the virus. But given what we know right now these scenarios make the most sense.”

Ros drummed his finger against his lower lip knowingly, thinking more and more about what they have in front of them. The Twi’lek then stopped drumming and said, “Then why not stop it?” 

“What?”

“Yeah, I mean if the Vhinech were in some fashion created by the Vhinphyc you got to wonder how it went from laboratory creation to Vhinphyc females giving birth to them in alarming rates.” He raised a finger to make a point. “Remember what Lady Angelleia said about the Theory of Uniformity? Who were the ones that first stipulated that theory and explored it?”

“Cloners,” said Enothchild with some edge in his voice. He then threw his hands up in the air. “They found those genetic diamonds! Vhinphyc technology surpassed the Republic’s by a thousand years or more. Perhaps they discovered them and began to manipulate them.”

“And that theory states if one can find and manipulate those genetic diamonds they can shape anything out of DNA. Perhaps even lay Vhinech cells dormant or well disguised.”

“The trigger being the Legacy Virus, but how exactly?”

“Well, we assume via a message,” said Ros apprehensively. “We watched Misses Questant read that message and turn into a Vhinech. But…it can’t be as simple as that. We do still have that motherboard, but I got Casper working on the other stuff.”

Enothchild thought a little and had a creepy feeling run up his spine. “Good thing.”

“What do-.” Ros stopped when it too finally hit him. Casper Knightshade…from a family who is in a Path sect. A Jedi Knight in training. “You don’t suppose…no.”

“Until we can detect sleeping Vhinech I don’t want Casper anywhere near that motherboard. His curiosity may make him do something rash. In fact the motherboard should just be destroyed anyways. There’s no point in taking a chance.”

“You’re right. Like you said it isn’t the message per se.” Ros went to pull out his comlink to contact Casper and he stopped when the far door opened. Nue Cadabel slowly strolled in. “Nue, what’s up?”

“My blood pressure with all this craziness going on,” Nue muttered. “Enothchild, you have been summoned by the Supreme Chancellor at his palace, official business.”

“Has the vote been taken?” asked Enothchild with some sudden worry. They needed more time and if the vote to reveal Sanctuary had taken place and passed then their time had run out.

“No, but it’s not immediately coming up on the agenda. Last I checked the Trade Federation tried to rip through other bills to get to it.” Nue let both his mouths smirk. “It seems several systems, being lead by Naboo, are introducing social and labor measures that other systems have been trying to get passed for the past year. Seemed to coincide after a break in Lady Angelleia’s examination. Misses Arnes had to pull her out to contact the Nubian consulate and then whammy.”

“Miles and miles of voting measures,” chuckled Enothchild. There were no coincidences in the Force, however… “What a wonderful, time buying coincidence it is.”

“Gee, I wonder why things like that happen in the Senate,” smirked Ros, with a ‘yeah, right’ shimmy from his lekku. “Stuff like that hurts free enterprise.”

“Meaning money loss,” noted Nue with a nod.

“Meaning long winded debates and stalls,” said Enothchild. He tried not to smile. “Have I ever bragged enough how good and intelligent Juna is?”

“Not for a while,” noted Ros.

“Then hit me because I need to do it more.” The Vhinphyc took a look at his chorno and said to Ros, “The Council’s going to have to call it a night soon. Can you escort Juna and the others to Lou’s?”

Ros nodded. “Sure thing.” Nue’s double chuckle brought the Twi’lek around as the three Jedi headed for the door. “What?”

“Lou’s going to ring you a new ass. You haven’t talked to her in a while.”

“She wouldn’t do that, I know her.” 

Enothchild could only smirk as he began to focus on his meeting with the Supreme Chancellor. However it was stopped by Nue’s musing. “What did you find out from Miss Killer downstairs?”

He winced a little and said, “Ramblings of a racist mind. She made an offer to give us access to her ship if we convince Naboo and the Trade Federation to make the criminal charges against her disappear.”

“And?”

“No deal I told her.” Enothchild stopped after a few steps to look at Ros and wait for the slow moving Nue to catch up. “But now with what we know, I may be willing to meet her half way. I’m nowhere close to breaking the locks on her controller to her ship, and all the time we have with bills and measures will fade away.”

Nue could see Ros nodding a little apprehensively and he asked, “Okay, what did my slow ass miss?” Enothchild and Ros explained to him what they were discussing and Nue visibly cringed. “I think you need the guidance of the Council on this one. They may take it upon themselves to extract the code from Helle by mental force of will.”

“A Necessary Evil mandate?” questioned Ros skeptically. “They won’t approve Necessary Evil. Helle’s not a Force user.”

“There’s precedent for the Council using the Force in a way that violates the Jedi Code against non-sensitives in a aggressive manner; that’s why they are the only ones allowed to do it. You just have to make a compelling argument for Necessary Evil and they live with the consequences.”

“No, Ros is right. The Council won’t do it. The last time it was done the person in questioned fought the process so vehemently it caused permanent brain damage and they never discovered what they were looking for. Like me, the Council will be looking more for more clear solution.” Enothchild cringed a little and said, “I do worry what would happen if we asked for Juna’s blessing to drop the charges.”

Nue eyed him carefully and said, “If you explain to her, and if she is the person you hope the Council will approve for training, she’ll understand. Besides that one person’s feelings is nothing compared to potentially saving the lives of trillions.”

“Nonetheless I would still need her blessing to get the Nubian Authority here to drop the charges.” 

The Ithorian went quiet, but he gave Enothchild a look the Vhinphyc shrugged off. Enothchild went to the elevator and looked back at Ros and asked, “And please don’t probe her about things? She needs her mind clear.” The Twi’lek gave a nod and Enothchild was on his way.

CHAPTER 54.1

With a smile, Dizzy looked around his terminal and said, “Hey, who wants to see something illegal?”

Casper’s look of uncertainty was priceless as Muriel seemingly skipped over to her husband’s side. He asked, “What exactly do you mean illegal? As you should know, Captain Arnes, I am part of the Republic’s Executive Branch, a member of law enforcement.”

“Lighten up, Junior,” batted Dizzy back. He scrolled down the screen to show his wife his musings as it were. “When you got to save the day, sometimes you got to break the rules.”

“But that’s too easy-.”

“And easy gets the job done. Unlike you Jedi I don’t have to worry about that ‘easy is the dark side’ jingle jangle. The only things in my life that are hard is death, taxes, and red heads that can snap your neck.” He then muttered, “And I oughta know.” He ducked Muriel’s hand and said, “Now get over here and see what I got to show you.” Dizzy waited for Casper to arrive and then he gave his wife a look. “Well, do I get nookie tonight?”

“Oh yes,” she purred as the names and files began to match the list of the names of those on the right of the screen. “You most definitely get nookie. And a bonus.”

Dizzy shot his wife a look and whispered in her ear, “Blue fuzzy nightie?” She nodded and his knee began to thump the desk from underneath. There was nothing better to him in the whole universe than his beautiful wife blue fuzzy undergarments. It made her red hair and purple irises stand out even more. He would just hold her, and pet her, and…

The Sullustan looked over at poor Casper, blushing brightly. “Hey kid, you hearing my thoughts?” 

“Hard not to when you are screaming,” he said shyly.

“Don’t sweat it, kid, you’ll find your own red haired, purple eyed girl someday. Especially when you don’t look like you had been thrown down a flight of stairs.”

“I intend to follow the Jedi Code, Captain Arnes. I’m not going to fall in love.”

Dizzy cocked an eye at him and then looked at his wife. Muriel shrugged her shoulders and said, “99 percent of the Jedi Order live in chastity, Dizzy.”

“And they must have a strong grip because of it,” he mouthed. “And unbelievable wrist strength.”

“I don’t get it,” said Casper confusingly.

“Excuse me,” said Muriel sweetly, and then smacked Dizzy in the back of the head. “Sometimes my husband forgets he’s an idiot.”

Dizzy smiled and said, “And you married one.”

“Only to save smart innocent people, my dear idiot.” 

He looked at Casper, undeterred by Muriel’s comeback, and whispered, “And she’s not working.” Muriel gave him a little shove while the Padawan Learner just gave up trying to understand the two. Which Dizzy thought that was good since the poor man’s possible only love in his life was literally in his hands so he shouldn’t blow a fuse so to speak. It was no wonder why every Jedi he came across was so tight and Enothchild was loose enough to tolerate. Those who got nookie didn’t have tension and stress period.

“Well thanks to yours truly, and some heavy credit options, I was able to get sliced private medicals records for almost everyone that was on the list from various worlds.” Dizzy looked proudly at Casper. “Sometimes crime does pay.”

“We could have gotten a writ?” he questioned.

“And that would have taken weeks, and if the family protests months,” noted Muriel. “And if the politicians get involve it will never be solved.”

“Helps to have sources on both ends of the system, kid,” mused Dizzy, giving his wife a kiss on the back of her hand. “Besides Coruscant has holes in the walls; just about everyone can hear a conversation. We go to a judge, someone talks, and the bullshit begins to walk. Now for the others on the list, my contacts made an offer that I don’t like. DNA on sight samples, 1000 a dig.”

Casper’s mouth dropped. “You mean grave robbing?”

Dizzy shook his head. “Nah, it isn’t called grave robbing, kid. It’s more like desecrating a resting place by digging it up and taking a hair then putting the dirt haphazardly back down the hole, but it isn’t grave robbing. Relax, though, we don’t need to do it.”  Dizzy typed a message and sent it. He then noted Casper’s look. “What?”

“What do you mean ‘get a live blonde’?”

Dizzy blew out air and said, “Well, this slicer I know…he really likes the dead.”

Casper looked at Muriel disparagingly and she nodded and said, “Some folks like warm things, some prefer them cold.”

“Yuck!” Casper’s face twisted and became yellow. “How can you two know such people?”

“It’s his friends, not mine,” said Muriel ruefully. “Remind me to tell you the story about Ramallah the narcoleptic Wookiee bounty hunter. Now there’s a odd, odd case.”

“Hey, I didn’t say Chantly was my pal I hate the sick freak,” reminded Dizzy. “He’s just a damn good slicer. So good…he just doesn’t have a life with life if you know what I mean.” He kept scrolling through the list and the images showed innocent looking DNA of Humans, Bothans, and so forth. Most of the records were very complete, and in some cases there were those who had regular checkups every year before and after they visited Vhanba. They viewed them for a moment much to Dizzy’s every growing ‘delight’; actually he was getting hungry, bored, and his wife was getting to look more and more sexy as time went by.

“Wait!” Casper shouted and Dizzy’s ears rang to indicate he lost another decibel of good hearing capability. He followed the Jedi’s pointing finger, right at the list of names and not the files. “Is that Geturd Velesa?”

Currently it read Velesa, G to Dizzy. He highlighted it and punched up the information. Sure enough it was Geturd Velesa of Ord Mantell, prospecting engineer. Went to Vhanba as part of geology team 900 years ago, spent 15 years there, and then returned to Coruscant. “Yup. Know her?”

“I ought to, she’s my ancestor,” said Casper quietly.

Dizzy shot Muriel a glance and the red head was looking at him. The Sullustan was there when Ros and Casper made the discovery that some if not all of those who went on the expeditions to Vhanba came back to start Path religious sects, and in some cases they were sleeping Vhinech spreading themselves unknowingly through the process.

“Ah, dude,” said Dizzy apologetically. “You know, this could be an error. It could be a joke on Chantly’s part, you know.” That sounded lame and he knew it; Chantly’s research was spot on with their list. Brightly he pointed out, “Look, we don’t have her medical records so what’s the worry, eh?”

“I’ve been wondering since Alderaan, ever since we captured Misses Questant, whether or not my family is figured into this mess as well. You know I haven’t been able to shake the feelings of guilt I have in having to slain that Sullustan boy. I’ve got to wonder why that is so?” He looked at them. “Perhaps deep down inside I have Vhinech sympathies that are more biological than spiritual?”

“Or because you’re a good kid,” said Muriel. “Casper, look, this may mean nothing.”

“Or it could be everything. If you think about it, what if me and a few other Jedi were actually sleeping Vhinech? There’s no way to know.”

“Not yet anyways,” Muriel pointed out as Dizzy began to find words to say. “We can develop testing now, I know it.”

“And if Prophet strikes tomorrow with the Legacy Virus what do we do then?”

“We deal with it the best we can,” said Dizzy as fatherly as possible, but it came out a little oddly. “There’s no easy way to find out.”

Casper sighed a little, and then slowly looked up at the couple. “Actually, there is.” 

Dizzy watched the Padawan Learner walk back to his workstation and place the Legacy-infected motherboard into the stripped down computer he was going to use to run it. Casper had removed all the remote linkages and transfer arrays to avoid spreading the virus. Without pausing or blinking the Jedi in training plugged the device in.

“WHOA! WaitadamnparsecCasper!” shouted Dizzy and both he and Muriel ran up to him as he turned and looked at them. “You’re not thinking what you’re think you’re thinking? If so…well pondering the circumstances of that over doing what I’m thinking you’re thinking.”

Muriel looked at Dizzy and said, “I’ve hit you too many times in the head. But my husband is right, Casper. This is a grave risk. I think you better at least let Ros know.”

“When you got to save the day,” he said, letting the monitor warm up, “sometimes you got to break the rules.”

Dizzy found his wife staring at him hard. Dizzy quickly gulped and said, “Look, Casper, I’m a idiot. You shouldn’t be listening to an idiot. For crying out loud look at me!” Casper did look at the Sullustan. “Don’t I look like an idiot? Come on stop this!”

“It’s either we find out now,” he said with seriousness, “or we find out later. I rather prefer now so I don’t have to wonder if I’ll turn against my friends in the middle of a fight.”

Dizzy threw his hands up, but then heard his wife say, “Then let’s do this right.” When he turned around, Muriel had pulled out her Guardian Series 14 blaster. “I’m Force sensitive enough to know if you have changed. If you do, I’ll put you down.”

“Agreed.” Casper sat down and touched off a few keys. Muriel placed the barrel of the blaster at the base of his neck.

“Holy Hannah Barbera! Muriel, Red, put the damn blaster away and Casper…DON’T YOU HIT THAT BUTTON!” 

Casper just went ahead and hit the button. Dizzy froze in his tracks as a text program came up and began typing automatically a message. Frantically, Dizzy began looking for something to use to protect himself and found…a light pen. Throwing it away he found something more dangerous…a data pad. Setting that down he put his hands on a chair, lifted it up, and held it over his right shoulder. 5 seconds later he had to drop it because it was too heavy.

Looking back his noted that message was finished and suddenly the screen flashed once. He thought for a brief instant that Muriel had pulled the trigger and the shot went through Casper’s head. Or worse he thought the flash might cause Muriel to pull the trigger. Instead he could see her tensing up her body, her hand ever steady, her eyes focused, and waited for something in the way to know that Casper was still the Casper they knew.

It then hit Dizzy Arnes like a bolt of lightening; WHAT IF HIS WIFE HAD A HIDDEN VHINECH HERITAGE!

To his sudden shock, Muriel appeared to be ready to squeeze the trigger…

CHAPTER 54.2

As Nue and Ros got off the elevator they began to feel puzzling emotions drifting from behind the door of the investigation office. They went to probe it but then they both felt a sudden upsurge of emotion. They couldn’t describe it, but it more related to the feelings of excitement. Ros immediately kicked himself and said, “Casper! I forgot to tell him to…”

“Oh hell,” muttered Nue and both Jedi rushed to the door. Well Ros did, Nue had to hop practically to get catch up quickly. Panting he muttered, “I’m ready.”

Sighing in despair, Ros put his hand on his lightsaber and assumed the worst. If Casper ran the motherboard through the computer, then he may have a real bad fight on his hands. It was bad enough facing a Vhinech mind controlled zombie, but to fight one that has Jedi training was something else entirely.

The door opened, and leaping out with hand held high and unbelievably jovial Casper Knightshade shouted, “YES! I’m Human. Yahoo!”

And then the scene was shattered with Nue, anticipating a faster and very aggressive dark Padawan Learner coming out, timed it just right to deliver a hard kick right into Casper’s privates. The young male collapsed in a heap on the floor, holding his hands over his now damaged nuts.

Dizzy and Muriel, who was standing right behind him, dropped their happy faces when they seen the deed done. Dizzy craned his sweaty head to one side and said, “Well, you WERE Human. After that…ouch!”

“And Ithorians have those big, three pointed feet too,” said Muriel with an ouch face.

“Casper! NUE!” shouted Ros. He bent down to tend to his Padawan Learner.

Nue threw up his hands and said, “Well how am I suppose to know?” He walked over and gave Ros a hand to lift Casper back up to his feet. “You all right?”

Teary eyed he grunted out, “Yeah, I think so.” He began to use the Force to relieve the pain. He waved them aside when he was sturdy on his feet. “I’m Human. I ran the motherboard.”

“You what?” Ros crossed his arms and said, “That was foolish.”

“Hey, ease up on the throttle, Ros,” chimed Dizzy. “I wasn’t crazy about it either, but now that he’s cool…”

“Cool? You think it was cool?” The Twi’lek turned his attention back to his Padawan Learner. “Have you forgotten your senses? Have you forgotten your place? You are supposed to be following my instruction!”

“But Master, I had to know,” began Casper, lifting his hands up away from his crotch to plead. “I couldn’t sit, and wait, and find out the hard way like all the others. This had to be done now, before Prophet attacked.”

“No, Casper, it most certainly did not have to happen now! Force, boy, Calareen Questant just died a few minutes ago.” With Ros’ admission Casper blinked a few times and his mouth fell open a few centimeters. “That’s right. She passed away from the transformation. A transformation we can’t stop and have no cure. Did it ever occur to you how hard it would have been to stop you? Do you have any iota of idea what I would be doing if you did change?”

“But I had to know,” he said quietly.

Ros took a look at Nue and the Ithorian grimaced and made a gesture towards Casper. He didn’t want to give an honest or made up opinion on what Casper did or what Ros should do. He ran his hands over both lekku as far he could over his head and he let out a long sigh. He said, “I thank the Force with passion that you are all right, and I for one am glad you are normal. BUT from now on you are not out of my sight. You don’t do a thing unless I tell you to. I mean it, Casper. Don’t even touch a thing.”

Casper kind of looked disappointed and to those who knew him they understood why. Although Casper was the very example of a Padawan Learner sometimes there were times when he brainstormed and got lost in his thoughts. When he does he goes on his own at times, not asking for help or questions. Having to stop on a light of thought bothered him, but given what he did just now he had no choice.

“Very well, Master,” said Casper with a nod of his head. He knew his Master was doing it not because he was truly upset with him, but he feared for him and cared enough about him that he didn’t want to see him get hurt.

“Ah, making up is such a scene,” joked Dizzy and that broke the rest of the tension in the group. “Hey, it’s getting late. We eating or something?”

“I’m to escort Lady Angelleia back to Lou’s once the Council is finished.” Ros turned towards Nue again and said, “Stop, will you.”

“What’s so funny?” asked Muriel.

“Lou’s going to kill him,” chimed the Ithorian with a chuckle. “Mind if I tag along?”

“Where’s Bantha Head anyways?” asked Dizzy.

“The Supreme Chancellor needed to see him.” Ros held up a hand when Muriel was about to say something. “Don’t worry, the vote is still being stymied. Thanks to her Ladyship we are getting needed time.” His face went a little sour. “But there’s still a lot to discuss.” 

With that he ushered them all into the office where he sat them down and talked what he and Enothchild discussed.

