CHAPTER 77.0

One ingredient was still missing from the mynock omelet.

For days and nights filled without eating or sleeping, fueled by the need to no longer wait around due to growing dark forces in the universe, Enothchild continued on his sojourn consisting of staring, pondering, turning, and repeating. Surrounding him in his jail cell was dozens upon dozens of holographic images of all the evidence he, Ros, Casper, and everyone else had collected to date in regards to the Vhinech situation that along with his mass filled every available space and taxed the meager holoprojector’s capabilities; if he got too close to an image the energy waves would buckle and the image would flicker, disturbing his overtaxed concentration; if he passed through an image it caused a rebounding cascade failure and burned out the projector’s lenses, something he had done twice too many times in the past day or so due to his large bulk. He went over old data, revised data, and speculative new data handed down by the Investigations Committee in the Senate, and it was still the same old recipe that guaranteed no stickiness. 

What was missing?

“Where are you, damn it,” he mused quietly to himself. “I can feel it.” Enothchild wished he could say it was just that simple, that what they had told most of everything but in truth they were looking at the surface of a deep pool of thought that was Magus Prophet’s plan. There was more going on than even he perceived originally. And it was there, in front of him. In the data. “Show yourself.” If there was ever a time he wished for Juna to be there, or Naressa, it was now; both women were exceptional in seeing things, more than he was.

“Master Sarch, Master Plo Koon to see you,” said the guard on the other side of the energy field. 

Enothchild didn’t even stir to acknowledge the announcement; he didn’t need to, he felt Plo before the guard announced him. He was still riveted by what was before him, perhaps possessed by it as it seemed with every beat of his heart he grew closer and closer to the truth, or so he thought before he realized that the avenue he was exploring was all ready exhausted and scrutinized over. The images became diffused and the emitter burnt out again as Plo inadvertently walked through the images closes to the doorway. That finally brought Enothchild’s attention around to acknowledge his friend.

Plo had entered, realized his error and said, “Sorry.” Then he took inventory of his friend. Enothchild wasn’t necessarily a good sight to look at; seven days in detention without fresh clothing would do that, and that last few days were spent without shaving or showering. 

Plo was used to it, and he knew it was because Enothchild was thinking. Putting his worries aside, the Jedi Master just cut to the chase. “Enothchild, I got some bad news from Naboo. Lady Angelleia has run off to Sanctuary looking for Prophet.”

It took a second longer than needed for Enothchild to understand that. First it was Juna’s foolish act of running away, and then the fact that supposedly she was running away to Sanctuary. “Come again?”

“Muriel Arnes contacted me only an hour ago with the news,” said Plo, breaking his strictly adhered to poise a little and moving in closer to Enothchild to emphasize everything he was saying. Obviously as he judged the Vhinphyc’s reactions to the news he knew he was thinking the same thing he was, what he told Muriel during their brief conversation. “Apparently Angelleia got in a ship and left for Sanctuary some time last night Nubian time. They know with high confidence that she’s going there. They said Prophet used the King’s father to set her up for a trap.”

“Of course,” Enothchild said quietly, moving away from Plo for a second to think. He didn’t even give the news report about Pirus Krendel becoming the new Royal Chief of Staff a second thought, nor any of the other news from Naboo. He had his suspicions about Krendel before, but no evidence to suggest any connection between he and Prophet. All there was, all he could see, was mere circumstance, happenstance…

He stopped walking and said, “Cause and effect.”

“What,” Plo asked, interrupted by Enothchild’s sudden utterance. 

“That’s it.”

“What’s it?”

Enothchild walked back towards Plo with a small smile of relief. “Prophet is executing a plan based on cause and effect.”

“I would actually call it inventive improvisation,” noted Plo not totally convinced of Enothchild’s idea. Still, he couldn’t deny it. “To carry something this large, this vast out he would have to have manipulated and created every circumstance, or be the Chosen One because not even Yoda can’t see the future.”

“Well,” Enothchild thought with a rub of his chin. “It’s the only reason why the mystery makes sense, and it still doesn’t.”

“Didn’t we decide that this was just all about the girl?”

Enothchild stewed on that for a few more moments. “It still is, but there’s so much more going on. We can’t see it because it hasn’t happened yet. Cause and effect, remember?” He wanted to gesture towards a holoimage that was up before, but unfortunately it had vanished because of Plo’s interference. “He’s had time to study the Republic. Before, under Pern, he had no time. He just followed Pern’s lead. Now…”

“Well now we have a young woman going to Sanctuary, and he’s tracking her somehow,” Plo said to end his rant. “Did you tell her where Sanctuary is?”

Enothchild shook her head, and at the same time he bit his lower lip: the kiss. Prophet knew of Juna’s abilities in the Force, her abilities to absorb Force energy. The Vhinech counted on her knowing about Sanctuary through her contact with him…

Oh no. Prophet knows about Naressa…

“Look, Enothchild, you can’t do anything for her while you’re in here. Tell me where Sanctuary is and I’ll relay it to her friends. Or I’ll go. Heck it can be me, Nue, Qui-Gon Jinn and Obi-Wan Kenobi, his apprentice.”

Enothchild turned a shade of pale as he looked at Plo. Prophet knew about his relationship with Naressa, and perhaps he knew more than that. Too much more.

“Enothchild quit fiddling around. Tell me where the place is and I’ll go save her!” Mistaking his friend’s hesitation, Plo assured him by saying, “You know I’m not trying to fool you here. I’m not going to tell the Senate with the information, which I should but I won’t. Come on.”

Enothchild nodded, but before he could say anything, Lott Dod’s voice boomed from down the hall and through the security corridor to his cell. Perplexed, both Jedi sensed not only him but several very familiar presences coming down their way, and one of them was all too familiar to him; a complete surprise. 

“This is an outrage that goes beyond outrageous!” shouted Dod in complete rage. “This man is a spy, a traitor, a criminal!”

As that sentence left Dod’s flesh mounds the group entered the cell, lead by Supreme Chancellor Valorum, followed by several Senators, Ki-Adi-Mundi, a very sharp dressed Human both Jedi in the cell didn’t recognize, and Helle. Helle was different, very different. It wasn’t that she changed her hairstyle, or that her uniform was still her uniform. 

No, it was the smile on her face as she said, “No, Senator Dod, Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio is the sovereign-appointed Ambassador of the Sovereign Remnant of Vhanba, and has been illegally detained by your government under the Alderaanian Convention Diplomatic Immunity Accords your Republic adheres to. My legal advocate has all ready addressed to you the letter of the law.”

Surprisingly, Ki-Adi-Mundi walked up to Plo and said, “Master Plo, please step away from the ambassador and refrain from using the Force.” Even with the breathing mask on, Plo gave his fellow Jedi Council member a head gesture that said disbelief. “Our business here is finished.”

“What the hell is going on?” was all Plo could say.

The unknown Human stepped forward and said, “It’s very simple, Master Jedi; Ambassador Sarch is being held against his will, and no longer will you or anyone else that is a member of the federal government will have any contact with him.”

“And you are…”

“Devorkain Kajac, Attorney at Law,” said the Human without offering a hand. “I represent the Sovereign Remnant of Vhanba.” He walked up to Enothchild and actually put his hand on the Vhinphyc’s massive shoulder as if they were friends. Enothchild, on the other hand, knew what was going on once the word ‘ambassador’ was thrown around; Helle had made him an ambassador so he could access the ship, and she sent a record of the appointment to the Republic Diplomatic Corps. However he thought the Republic didn’t recognize Vhanba’s sovereignty. Judging by Dod’s reaction and the way Chancellor Valorum looked they thought the same way he did.

Kajac continued, and towards the end he pointed a stern finger at Plo Koon. “This Vhinphyc, his body and his mind under Vhinphyckian law, is Sovereign Territory. His brain is a diplomatic envoy’s carrying pouch that you Jedi Knights cannot probe or even give it a second thought. If you try telepathic communication I will have you arrested!” He pointed at Valorum and did what practically no one could have ever conceivably do. “Tell these Jedi to leave now!”

Surprisingly the man’s words showed not one sign of bolstering; this guy meant every word! Valorum was going to do it, but this time Enothchild stopped everything and shrugged off the attorney’s hand on his shoulder. He looked at everyone else and asked, “Just exactly what is going on here?”

“It’s very simple, Brother,” said Helle, stepping away from the crowd, joining him by his side. Ki-Adi-Mundi, meanwhile, encouraged a not happy Plo Koon to come with him; obviously there was going to be a conversation there. “Although the Republic had never recognized our government, the Alderaanian Convention states that all bargaining representatives of any government are granted full diplomatic immunity and are not subject to any form of prosecution or imprisonment.”

She nodded towards her, or rather their attorney, and Kajac said calm as a cold blood killer to him, “Ambassador, you were certified an ambassador of your people long before a week ago; we don’t need this fact, but it certifies our claims. You see when you proposed the Sanctuary Resolution you negotiated on behalf of the Vhinech, that is the Vhinech who were victorious in their overthrow of an oppressive governmental regime. Now when your home world exploded ten years ago the reigning government at that time was controlled by the Vhinech, but still they were citizens of Vhanba. They were born there, raised there, and eventually they became the ruling government. By law there was a Transfer of Power, and when the Republic accepted the Cease Fire Terms and Conditions outlined in the Sanctuary Resolution, they in turn officially recognized the Sovereign Remnant of Vhanba as a government. You spoke on behalf of, and in the absence of, her Premiere, Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, who did not know of any negotiation that took place. Until today, you were the temporary leader.”

“This is a farce of the law!” shouted Asks Moe.

“Dear Senator Moe, that’s what makes our system of justice such a jewel; it can never be a farce because its right,” retorted the high priced attorney with overwhelming bravado. “Chancellor, you must heed the Supreme Justice’s ruling on this matter, that was handed down today, right now. Ambassador Sarch is to be released, and all Vhinphyckian property are to be returned to the Premiere.”

“The Sanctuary Resolution was ended by a vote of the Senate!” shouted Dod, who had to be on his last vocal cord by the way his voice cracked.

“And by doing so, under Article 85 of the Alderaanian Convention, the Vhinech, citizens of Vhanba, must also agree to break the treaty,” quoted Helle flawlessly. “Vhanbadian law, based on the Path Religion, dictates that the people, regardless who they are, have the final say.”

“We’ll appeal!”

“That’s your right, Senator Dod,” reminded Kajac, “however until that case is heard the ambassador must be released and the Premiere’s property is to be returned.”

Chancellor Valorum looked at Enothchild and with some ill will in his voice, along with some hints of disbelief, he said dutifully, “Ambassador Sarch, on behalf of myself, the Senate, and the rest of the Republic, I apologize for detaining you.”

Enothchild heard that, but he didn’t necessarily paid any attention to it. This whole situation bothered him too easily; it was ultra too convenient. Just when he needed to get out and go save Juna, Helle shows up with a lawyer and Republic law on her side. This wasn’t a lowbrow attorney at law either, and the last time he checked the funds handed out by the Department of Immigration and Refugees to the beings it tried to help – one of them supposedly Helle - never went above four figures a year; this Kajac was too well dressed in his 5,000 credit business suit and too well versed in the religion of law to be taking in Poor Works cases. This man got a case in and out of the Supreme Justice in a day despite the 5 year backlogged docket on cases in front of it.

As Valorum spoke, he took another look at Helle, and something strange happened; moving her body just a little, and with Lott Dod practically beside himself so much he couldn’t sit still, her body eclipsed his prospectively and it stayed that way.

Enothchild felt the Ugly Stick of Common Sense hitting him in the back of the head. Either Helle had a unique way of hiding Republic credits on her person, or…

“Apology accepted, Chancellor Valorum,” said Enothchild when Valorum was finished. “No hard feelings. You didn’t know.” He eyed Helle again, who now looked at him and Lott Dod reappeared from behind her.

“In the interests of good faith relations, I have one thing to ask of the Vhanba Remnant,” interjected Valorum. “May we escort you to Sanctuary so such governmental discussions can occur?”

Before Helle could object, Enothchild surprised everyone by shaking his head and said, “No, Chancellor. I won’t let any harm come to our people.”

“You are at war with them!” shouted Dod loudly at Helle.

“I am at war with the renegades, not the ones that live in peace,” she countered. Turning towards Enothchild, she gestured with her hand to the door, towards freedom. “Shall we leave this prison?”

“With pleasure,” he said calmly and side-by-side they walked out. In time Helle’s wrist controller and her seized weapons would be given to her. From a platform far and away from the Supreme Chancellor’s palace, for security purposes, Helle ordered her ship to come claim its two Vhinphyc passengers. 

CHAPTER 77.1

Once on board the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, Enothchild said Helle after she shut the hatch, “You don’t know how much this means to me.” She put her fingers against his lips to quiet him, a look of suspicion in her eyes. Obeying her, he watched Helle walk quietly towards the center of the bridge and tapped a few keys on her wrist computer. He looked on curiously, but understood once he heard and felt the outpouring of extra air from the atmospheric systems. She lifted her head and sniffed a few times. Once she finished, she touched the keys on her wrist computer and the blowing air ceased. “You know, they couldn’t board this ship to plant a bug without one of us here on board.”

“I have learned with bitter tears at times that not all is what it seems,” she retorted back, walking around the bridge and looking over the computer counsels and furniture. 

“You’re eyes can deceive you, don’t trust them.” When he said that, Helle looked at him oddly from the aft corridor ring. “An old Jedi expression, and a wise philosophy to live by.”

“Indeed.” Helle smiled just a little, and then continued towards the rear. Enothchild decided to follow right behind her, not catching up but close enough for an audible conversation. “Hence why I still observe my familiar surroundings. One’s enemies are often times cleaver enough to find ways to out maneuver you just enough to make a difference.”

Enothchild stopped walking in a central access well as Helle went silent for a moment. Under his feet he felt the tug of artificial gravity grab hold of his feet, and then his stomach doing an acrobatic drop due to upward aerial ascent normally associated with a space craft taking off. He figured they would be taking off, and since he felt no provocative feelings from Helle he believed that she had no intention of attacking Coruscant with the ship; she betrayed no feelings to reflect it. Good; he wanted Helle to be as far away from anyone with the firepower she was bolstering on board the ship, even though for all purposes her actions were so out in the open.

Yet there was something going on, and he was bound to be cautious. He said, “As I said before you don’t know how much this means to me.” He sensed her approach from the right and he watched her coming long before she saw him. “Juna is falling into Magus Prophet’s trap. She’s going to Sanctuary to confront him.”

Helle tilted her head. “I thought Prophet was unaware of Sanctuary’s location?”

“That’s just it, he doesn’t. But like Uiennar he’s created the circumstances in which Juna would act out the way he wants her to. Fact is Uiennar is just part of the elaborate plan to entrap Juna. A large game of cause and effect.” He moved closer to her simply to gage her reaction with better clarity. “I think he’s tracking her, and she’s leading him to Sanctuary where he will corner her with ysalamiri. I needed to get out of there and you were my saving grace.”

“Really?” She crossed her arms in contemplation, recalling the conversation they had in the restaurant over omelets. “I must admit my error; I have utterly underestimated his strategic prowess. I retort, though, that this cannot be simply a matter of Prophet stealing your mate’s heart.”

Enothchild let out a little huff and he said, “I guess you can say that.” He stopped for a moment to think. “Yeah, he is stealing her away from me.”

“Prophet is a thief, a criminal just like the rest of his kind,” said Helle with a sour taste look on her face. “Again, however, he just is not doing this for her hand. He must be planning something far grander than what we have seen.”

“Agreed, but what,” he reasoned loudly.

She smiled and said, “Perhaps we should ask him.” Helle began moving back towards the bridge. “I am taking the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado to a position that overlooks the galaxy from above. Perhaps we can intercept his ship before he reaches Sanctuary, and your Juna will be safe.” She stopped towards the front of the bridge. “Or perhaps we should go to Sanctuary and wait for her.”

Enothchild eyed her suspiciously when she said that, and instinctively he felt he couldn’t keep up the charade any longer. He began the ending by saying, “No, I think the observing position above the galaxy will work just fine. I could use the Force to sense Prophet’s whereabouts easily from there.”

Helle smiled a little and said, “Grand. I will make the course changes.” She walked through the connecting ring to the cockpit of the ship and did make the changes while Enothchild waited right where he was on the bridge.

“Helle,” began Enothchild as she continued to play with her ship’s systems, “can I ask you a very stupid question?”

“If you do not mind a stupid answer,” she said back, not offended in anyway.

“How did you know the worms used by Prophet were called ysalamiri,” he asked plainly.

Helle emerged from her prone position and leaned against the bulkhead that connected the ship together. There was a sudden shifting of weight at the moment, suggesting a course change. She said, “You said they were called ysalamiri.”

“Nah, you called them by name at the diner before I ever did,” said Enothchild correctively, but politely. 

She thought it over, and then she shrugged her shoulders. The shoulder shrug, however, was not relaxed at all; Helle forced her shoulders up. Mundane gestures, when done naturally, had no tension in the body language. This was anything but relaxing expression. “I do not know where I heard it. Why do you ask?”

“Because it amazes me, Helle,” he said, walking to his right a little and removing his Jedi cloak to set it down in the nearby chair; he needed to eliminate anything on his person Helle could use against him if he was right about her, and he was right about her, “how soon you forget things, like the fact no one ever said ysalamiri not once around you except AFTER you said it.” 

He held up a finger to make another point. “How soon you forget, also, that I can’t sense the Vhinech if they are surrounded by ysalamiri, just as much as your sensors on this ship couldn’t detect that Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator unless Prophet orders the Vhinech to drop their Force Hiding shield. Not only that, even without the ysalamiri, I would think you would be smart enough to question my capabilities as a Jedi. If the Jedi Council can’t lock their location down, 12 Jedi to my one, then how can I?”

Helle looked on smugly, her nose wiggling as if she smelled someone farting parrie beans. Looking at him straight on and not budging an inch, she said, “I heard the word ysalamiri while I was imprisoned on the poor excuse of a transport from the young Human with the Mark of Forgiveness on his face; he was a constant nuisance, always demanding that I answer his questions, questions like did my ship’s sensors detected the ysalamiri worms in the torpedo casings magnetically latched to the hull. You were not there, of course, so you would not have known about that conversation. Prophet ordered his Vhinech to drop their Force Hiding shield long before the attack on Uiennar, however I willing to gamble he has not put it back up. Why would he; as you said with the ysalamiri, and at the eating establishment, he’s virtually undetectable. I also know that I killed a lot of Vhinech at Uiennar, and if the Force is energy and that energy is what cloaks his ship, then I eliminated a great deal of the Force Hiding shield’s energy sources. As you said you have limited abilities, then that means the Vhinech are more hampered by the loss of personnel, and therefore such a shield would be penalizing on their depleted numbers.”

Helle stopped for a moment as Enothchild thought about her explanation, as he tried to get a better read from her, however she was too wound up in her discipline, and therefore she had a disciplined mind that couldn’t be read; not by him anyways. With the air thick with conspiracy and darkness he found it difficult to measure her truthfulness through her words and at the same time anticipate some plot she may be ready to spring on him. His last resort was his wits and his training; his ability to read her body language, which had become harder to read as she stayed in her military-like stance. But there were still subtle hints of falsehood. Question was at the moment was it directed towards her explanation, or towards him to set him up to take a fall.

Helle continued. “I believe with strong faith that our people are just superior in every way, so I have hopes for you to discover Prophet’s location with your Force abilities than those 12 beings of brown cloth you bend too low at the waist for.” She broke eye contact him for a moment, then locked on target again. “I am trying to be the person you asked me to be, but it is difficult and I do forget. Please forgive me for that, but do not condemn me for a crime because circumstances seem to warrant it.”

“I didn’t say you committed a crime.”

“Brother, saying that I am deceiving you is an accusation of a criminal offense to me. Why would I do such a thing to one of my own?”

“Well I can’t confirm that conversation you had with Casper unless we go to Naboo,” he said in retort. “Remember what I said at the diner, Helle? I said you had to prove your sincerity to me.”

“And I have.” Helle broke her composure a little, breaking her stance and approaching him, stopping after a few steps. “Have I not shown you the information from my data banks? Have I not gotten you out of prison? I tell you what, Enothchild, let us go to Sanctuary and save your Juna and perhaps that will prove my sincerity to you.

“I’m still wouldn’t be convinced.” Enothchild felt the ship stop and peered out the window of the cockpit behind Helle; space as plain as it got. Assuming they were where she said they were, he said, “My parent’s ship went to other galaxies in mere days. That’s fast, so I’m willing to bet your ship is just as quick if not quicker. Therefore I propose this; Sanctuary is far away, so it’s going to take Juna a good long time to get there, so let’s you and I go to Naboo and get Casper and Ros for back up.” He backed up a few steps as Helle looked at him disapprovingly; this was obviously his was way of saying that they go confirm her story about Casper telling her about the ysalamiri. “You do that, and we save Juna, then I will say you are a born again creature of good and I will never, ever doubt you again.”

Helle just stared at him for a very long, silent time as Enothchild continuously gestured with his body to give him an answer. Frustration entered her body language as she uncoiled her arms from crossing in front of her body, putting her right hand on her left wrist. Her right index finger then pressed down on the wrist computer on her left forearm. 

Before Enothchild could react, a repulsor beam from above hit him right in the face; the beam of light was just too fast for him to react with the Force. The blow was tremendous, obviously meant to knock out a Vhinphyc but in Enothchild’s case it seriously stunned him, the force of the blow snapping his head backwards, the back of his head striking his upper back. Woozy, he couldn’t get a hold on the Force, and therefore he didn’t see Helle throw a crossing right palm thrust to his jaw. This was followed by a spinning heel kick that connected on the other side of his mouth, thus causing a left-right violent turn of his head. Greatly dazed he fell backwards from the last blow, and one second later he barely realized that he was falling longer than he should. He realized he fell through an opened trapped door once he landed on something very soft. 

As he tried to right himself, Enothchild found himself sinking into a gelatinous compound that pulled him downward with every struggling movement he made. Once his legs sunk down the rest of his upper body went with it, almost panicking as his head went under and his mouth and nostrils was filled with the clear, gel substance. He choked on it, but it did no good as not even his great lung capacity could push the stuff out of his throat. His great strength was useless as the gel seemingly got harder and harder with every movement; in turn he spent more and more physical energy trying to escape. Without solid footing under him he couldn’t use his legs to leap out, or try to. And just as he thought about using the Force in some way to levitate himself out through the trap door, the light he saw through his gel produced blurred vision vanished, signifying his escape was not to be.

Before he could complete another thought, the entire section suddenly grew very, very cold.

CHAPTER 77.2

Up above, Helle walked over to the nearest terminal and took a careful look at the readouts after she had closed the hatch that stored the ship’s supply of confinement gel. Used for imprisonment and interrogation purposes, the gel was developed by her people a long time ago to be used against criminals since heavy metallic restraints were expensive to produce and over time had no guarantee to hold a prisoner due to wear, especially when it was one of her own kind with their natural strength working against the material. As the Vhinech births increased and dissenting Vhinphyc fought for the Vhinech, the government came up with the confinement gel, which used very sophisticated proactive compounds to remain an liquid-solid sticky gel until kinetic force of some kind is directly used on it; in this case a struggling Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio moving about trying to escape. The movements break down the liquid parts of the gel over time and eventually the gel hardens into tight, solid state that was as transparent as glass, but 100 times stronger. 

Normally the gel was fired from a spray cannon mounted under the ship; with it she could spray an entire Vhinech mob, which on Vhanba the gel had been used against the Force users with great success. With the gel, one had a choice between taking prisoners or letting them die, the latter achieved by not acting fast enough to get a reasonable air supply to the victim. In Enothchild’s case, his entire body sunk in past his head. Helle, however, wanted that for a very good reason, and once the sensors indicated that the gel hardened she was quick to reopen the hatch. She sent down extractor mandible from the ceiling into the hole and listened to the arc lasers cut through the material. Finally there was a loud crack as the mandibles closed inward, and automatically the mandibles brought up Enothchild’s encased, upside down form back up. 

Helle grabbed a small version of the arc laser from a utility drawer and bent to a knee, positioning herself in front of Enothchild’s face. His eyes were locked open and he couldn’t move them, but he could still see. She said in their native tongue, “[Good. That is exactly how I want you.]” 

Quickly she took her laser and cut a slotted hole over his nostrils. Enothchild was quick to draw in a breath, but it was labored breath due to the compression on his chest. Carefully she trimmed out holes around his ears so he could hear better. “[I must admit, Brother, you are both a very cunning and very ignorant man. The latter not your fault, for after all you were raised by the Ignorant.]”

Helle stood up and put the arc laser away, then she closed the trap door so she could lower Enothchild’s frozen form on it. “[Approaching me about the ysalamiri was a worthy gamble, and you skillful put me in a corner with that. I had thought, and I had anticipated, that you would have challenged me with that attorney I used to get you out than with the worms. Just exactly how could I hire such an ace legal brain like that with no funds?]” 

With the flick of a switch, energy emitters powered on, locked on Enothchild, and raised and up righted his form. She walked back up to him and eyed him knowingly. “[You had to believe I had blackmailed the Trade Federation Senator. After all, how does those ancient Trade Federation made assassin weapons get into the assassin’s hands?]” She leaned forward towards. “[Perhaps I had something to do with it?]” Helle stood up straighter. “[Of course you thought that. I’m not stupid, ‘brio, you were trying to play me like I was born again fool, when in truth I have been fooling you all.]” 

Helle turned her body just enough to point her wrist computer at a computer terminal, touched a button, and all the files Enothchild read appeared before the both of them. With the wave of her hand, new elements of the files he read appeared in red letters. “[That is why I didn’t allow you to see everything. There is another reason, but for now let’s just focus on what I didn’t show you.]

“[The Vhinech and the Legacy Virus were our people’s greatest weapons creations, the perfect elements of destruction that would wipe out the Ignorant from this galaxy so we could live without the sin of fear. Many problems though rose up to damage us. One was the out of control Vhinech births. The scientist couldn’t stop the births once it went outside the control group.]” Helle brought up the science files Enothchild never saw. “[The problem lied in the effort to create the Sleeping Vhinech serum our ancestors injected the Republic explorers with. The Diamonds of the Universe were too attached to the Force, so in order for the splicing norm and Vhinech DNA to occur so secretly and successfully, the scientist sought an organic solution since a mechanical one could not work.]”

The screen lit up with a picture of ysalamiri. Helle turned back to Enothchild and said, “[In short, the induction of this creature into serum matrix ensured the separation. Little did we know that nature would work its magic and spread such a wonderful idea uncontrollably to our unsuspecting people, and thus cause our extinction. It also hurt us because naturally born Vhinech, those who were born from a Vhinphyc’s womb, didn’t have the Legacy genes, the genes that controlled the Sleeping Vhinech.]” She looked down sadly and said, “[My father, a general, found that out the hard way. They had him try the Legacy Virus against the Prophet-lead Vhinech. It’s failure sealed his fate.]”

Helle sighed away her sorrow and brought up more information Enothchild didn’t see. “[However, we were getting close, very close, to stopping the Vhinech threat.]” She pounded on his imprisoned form. “[This was one of the ways. There were many other ideas, some that were meant for your precious Republic after the Legacy Virus attack unleashed the Sleeping Vhinech.]” 

An image of Enothchild’s one time friend Jurivicious Pern appeared before them in a blurred color image, but his distinct features were hard to forget. It was an aerial shot, probably from an out orbit satellite, of Pern surrounded by dozens of Vhinech. One of the larger looming objects in the image was obviously Prophet. 

Helle pointed a stern finger Pern and said, “[Then one of your precious Jedi Knights came to Vhanba, and this man, this Jedi right here, was the final nail in our people’s coffin! Your Supreme Chancellor, the alien Ignorant before that weak and foolish Ignorant I had to deal with today, secretly ordered him to Vhanba, and it was obvious why he did it! To be a mediator, my ass!]” She turned back towards Enothchild with a deep frown. “[Being the investigator that you are, you always look for motive for what I have done. You’re right; this isn’t just about duty this is about punishment. The Republic created this man, he used the Vhinech against us, and for that crime the punishment is death. Everyone is going to die!]”

Helle stood up and walked away to calm down her trembling with anger form. She wanted to hear everything, even though he probably deduced everything anyways. She said, “[But you won’t die,] Enothchild. [Oh no, no because you are my contact within the Republic. That’s the main reason why I gave you limited access to the ship, so you could remember. You,] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, [are a Learning Sleeper.]”

Helle moved her finger thorough the holographic field and opened the unedited version, her version, to the file of the Project of the Maternal Prophets. There was tons of information that Enothchild never saw before rolling down the screen, and when it got to the end of where the edited version of the file ended a phrase was there that read ‘continue’. 

Helle, instead, turned towards him and changed gears in the style of the one sided conversation. “[Have you ever gave it a second thought recently for why your parents had the cure for the Legacy Virus and they gave the cure to the Jedi? Or how they could manipulate your Ignorant surrogate mother’s genes so she could take care of you? Has you have shown, you Jedi have too much trusting faith in people you don’t know, especially when they prove in some form their honest ‘sincerity’.]” 

She brought up side records, and it was of Enothchild’s biological parents. “[Although there is no clear evidence of the fact, I do believe they were inserting you into the fold so you can learn how to use your Force abilities to their full extent. They supplied the Jedi, hence you, with the Legacy anti-virus to eradicate suspicion that may have still been on you. It obviously worked well enough; you are a master of your craft and trusted by the most high of authorities.]

“[As with me, the Premiere probably didn’t tell the others of your parent’s loyalties even as it appeared as if they were traitors, after all the Vhinech were having contacts with pirates and smugglers who sold information on us to them on a constant basis to your precious Republic Intelligence Agency. It would explain why the execution of the Premiere’s plans were 50 years late; he didn’t want to execute the plan so soon after my departure from Vhanba.]”

Helle let her hand gesture towards the words in front of Enothchild like a game show host offering him the prize he could win. “[This is the Premiere’s Last Command, with his dying breath he activated me from my ‘sleep’ to carry it out. I am to ensure that all Vhinech are destroyed, and the Republic is to be wiped out. As I said before it is my duty, but I carry this out because of vengeance. I have the necessary tools for my half of the plan, which is the continuation and outcome detailed in the Project of the Maternal Prophets.]”

She heard Enothchild hold his breath when she said that; the only shock reaction he could make. Helle smiled a little and said, “[Yes.]” She heaved a satisfying sigh. “[I lost your signal a few years ago, so I felt the best way to get it back was to have you show yourself. Mohenvin was, unfortunately, not potent enough to keep you out on the trail. Also I had another element to resolve: Magus Prophet. I wanted to kill him personally, with my bare hands, for murdering my father, and then my mother, and for being just as responsible for our extinction as the Savior’s dark disciple. He must die personally by my hands for honor calls for it.]

“[So I arranged a demonstration of sorts that brought the both of you out in the open. With the Trade Federation weapons I purchased and planted, I unleashed my Legacy Virus upon those 20 tools to kill those 20 beings who thought they were leaders. I even programmed them on who to kill, right along with how to find the weapons. Lone and behold, it had the desired affect.]” 

Helle stood up, walked over to the nearest terminal and began typing commands into it. “[I don’t know where Prophet got his version of the virus, but I assure you he didn’t get it from me. Not that it matters; I am going to beat him to the punch.]” She brought up a screen that in turn showed in the holographic display in front of Enothchild for him to see. 

It was a command screen for the Legacy Virus. 

Helle walked back over and put her hand over the ‘continue’ command on the holographic image that stayed transfixed along with the Legacy Virus holoscreen. The screen changed, and a lock out message appeared. “[You, my Brother, are a key just as much as I am. We are keys that will unlock a greater glory.]” She gestured towards the screen, and a title appeared. She read it off for him. “Caladente Cexpoian aalu Prophecnas. This is, I believe, the follow up attack plan in which you lead; the war against your Force brethren, the Jedi.]” 

Although he couldn’t move or talk, she could see his doubt in what she said so far. Helle just shook her head and said, “[Believe what you may, my Brother. You are the last piece of the puzzle to total victory over the Republic. You will lead our weapons to slaughter the Ignorant. And with the Jedi Order as our slaves, no one will dare stand against us.”
Helle tapped a key on her wrist computer, and the Legacy Virus control screen indicated that the virus was being downloaded into the Republic HoloNet Network. A countdown clock began to tick down from two hundred forty hours. “[Knowing what I know, the Republic is looking for a straight forward viral attack, just like the one I unleashed on Sullust. This one, which will begin in ten days, will be fragmented and slip past all computer tracking stations. It will then reassemble and attack at random.]”

The download was quickly completed, and Helle broke her connection from the HoloNet. “[The process has begun. Since Prophet has your disk, and therefore the cure, I doubt very much he will lift a finger to save anyone if it means he can get to keep your precious Juna as his prize. In ten days time, the Republic will be in ruins.]”

Helle cleared that screen with the locked out file and expanded the holographic file on the Legacy Virus where she felt filled every centimeter of Enothchild’s visual plain. “[Now where you come in should have been easy, but whatever I have used to ‘awaken’ you has not worked. That leaves me with only one possibility; you are to be awakened when the Legacy Virus is unleashed. I will awaken you now, instead of later, because I want to go to Sanctuary. From there we will wipe out the Vhinech, and then we will enjoy the arrival of Prophet to a laid to waste planet filled with his people before I kill him.]”

She tapped a key on her wrist, and the hologram in front of Enothchild began running a series of letters and numbers. He tried to fight the visual onslaught, and she watched him try to break out of his unbreakable prison, but it did him no good. His eyelids were froze open, and he watched unblinking the Legacy Virus running before him; the program was encoded not to infect Vhinphyckian technology or ships. She was safe, and unfortunately so was Prophet’s Galactic Dominator to some extent, but neither the Republic nor her brother was not from the affects. In Enothchild’s case he shouldn’t be a zombie like the Sleeping Vhinech. He should ‘awaken’ and be her partner and perhaps her mate; as a reborn male Vhinphyc, he would undoubtedly shed those Ignorant qualities that made him unattractive. Together they will do this one last duty, discover what exactly he has to do to ensure Final Victory.

The program ended, and like before Enothchild was still frozen in place by the confinement gel. Helle shut down the holographic field, grabbed her arc laser, and cut out a perfectly shaped mask of his face off from him, carefully pulling the hardened substance from his skin. He closed his eyes immediately, sighing as his mouth could draw air again to help him breathe. She waited for some kind of a response from him, and he didn’t waste any time by saying “[Damn it, woman, are you going to leave me like this all harvest? There are Ignorant to kill].”

Helle tried not to smile as she heard the manly tenure of his voice grow deep and filled with unbridled passion for revenge. She had to be certain, however, that his transformation was genuine. “[Of course I won’t, but first you will need to recite your Infinity Code.]” She called up the holographic screen again, and then she held up her wrist computer to his mouth. If she had to, in one motion, she could fire the built in laser point blank in his eye to kill him. “[Proceed, my Brother.]”

“Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [my identity is] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, [my government clearance code is His Supreme Being Premier] Kolso’dolwow Xerverie’piet [assigned Special Forces operation protocol’s Infinity Code].”

The ship’s computer answered back: [Specify.]

“[I am the Overlord, the Dark Prophet; the murderer of wayward children.]”

The computer said: [Access granted. Welcome home Holy Warrior] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio.”

“[Computer, correction: my name is] Cexpoian,” he said with a sinister smile as he looked at Helle. “[I am the Dark Side Prophet.]”

Helle smiled finally and said, “[Welcome home, Brother].” She began cutting him out of the prison, and in time he was completely free. He stumbled forward a bit as the feeling returned to his body and he could take in a descent breath. “[You have taken your first step as you truly are.]”

“[I know.]” Enothchild grabbed her and planted a hard kiss on her lips before pushing her back. She was a bit taken aback from the bluntness, and he could see it. “[Pardon me from ending, but I am suffering from a deprivation of not being around my own kind. You’re the first beautiful face I have seen in my life.]”

“[Thank you, and you are pardoned],” she said with an assuring hand to his chest. “[Do you need to be briefed?]”

“[No, I am aware of what is transpiring. The Vhinech think they are so cleaver. They should have never trusted me with their safety.]” He walked around as he spoke to get his bearings, turning to face her after reaching a computer terminal. “[They will now suffer for their sins. But first, I must open file that details the next part of the operation.]”

“[We have time for that later, Brother,]” Helle ensured him, walking over to him. “[Remember, the Legacy Virus will not begin its attack for another 10 of their days. What we can do, in the meantime, is go to Sanctuary.]”

Enothchild smiled a very uncharacteristic wicked smile. “[If my lady wishes it, then so be it. The sooner we get there, the better.]” He turned towards the computer and brought up a navigation chart. With his finger he touched the screen until a star formation appeared within the confines of a stellar nursery. He put his large finger on the brightest star. “[They are here.]”

“[No wonder I couldn’t detect them; the stellar nursery is putting out heavy gamerion radiation.]” She tapped on the screen to get a tighter fix with the coordinates. She viewed the map and said, “[The Outer Rim.]”

“[Not far from Naboo],” he said. “[That was why my foolish self did not have to go far to check on the pathetic creatures.]”

Helle moved closer to him and said, “[You weren’t being foolish. You were being unsuspectingly cleaver,] Cexpoian.” She rested a friendly hand on his shoulder, rubbing between his shoulder and his neck. “[Now, you can be the slaughterer of the livestock. All I ask is to be on your side when you do it.]”

Enothchild looked at her with squinting eyes. “[Of course you may. Would I leave out my fellow Vhinphyc from a moral righting?]”

“[I had no doubt you wouldn’t say no,]” she cooed back. She reached up with her hand and began to rub the sensor gland near the base of his right horn. He closed his eyes in response and made low moaning sounds as she teased the sensitive spot with her feminine touch. “[In time perhaps we can discover how successful we can be as allies, in many other ways.]”

Enothchild reached up and took her hand from his head, kissing the back of it. He opened his amber eyes and said, “[Perhaps. However duty calls upon us to task. The sooner we take care of duty, the better off we will be.]” He walked towards the cockpit of the ship with her by his side, found a chair, and sat down. “[The Vhinech will rule the day they made me their ‘ally’. For being born, and for the murder of our people, we will stomp them flat.]”

Helle nodded, agreeing a hundred percent. The Republic no longer had a chance. As she put on her flight navigation helmet, she couldn’t help to think that no one in the galaxy had a chance against the both of them. No one.

