CHAPTER 35.0

Many years ago and on the world of Vhanba, with the onset of a 40-year winter coming again, and very little food to go around for the hundreds huddled together as they walked to stay warm, trying to use the Enoth Mountains has their only means of avoiding detection, the Flock of the Path Ullacu’gande’aspen, under the guidance of Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen continued to move southward as gainfully and quickly as possible. 

Originally based in the very distant town of Otello Raestorm, the Flock of the Path Ullacu’gande’aspen was like many of the other Flocks lead by different reverends and other spiritual leaders of the Path; desperately trying to avoid the assigned against Presence-fate instituted by the government of Vhanba against some of their Vhinech petitioners. So many of those poor souls had died over the ages, mainly they were innocent and did not warrant ending. Unfortunately there was not a shared consensus among those in the Path; those appointed by the government to their Flock were very quick and very decisive on condemning the Vhinech to Lore. Fearing that they would loose followers, the undecided Flocks over the millennia soon joined in the sentiment. Very few remained that gave the Vhinech quarter, and even a very few welcomed them in, like the Flock of the Path Ullacu’gande’aspen.

Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen paused long enough as a critical point in their travel had been reached; ahead of him, beyond the bluffs he now stood behind, was miles of completely flat land surrounded by the Enoth Mountains on all sides. This was, beyond any form of imagination or education, the most dangerous part of the trek. If the military had tracked them, they may have an ambush set up here, maybe in the form of orbital bombardment. On the other hand crossing the plain cut a full month out of the travel time; and if the snow was bad through their alternate path, it could take a very long time, if not at all. He had to decide for the group, the entire Flock behind him that consisted of mainly Vhinech and the Vhinphyckian parents that bore them.

His mate, Youv’ ledore Grackenuv’keutu’aspen, joined him by his side, carrying their infant child in her protective, loving arms. Out of instinct, she rubbed her horned head against his back and near his head, and he responded in kind. His voice, filled with Vhinphyckian flair, betrayed some of his worry when he asked, “[How is our pup]?”

“[Hungry, and unfortunately so am I],” she mused back. “[I am depleted, and he has passed out from not having any more strength to protest].”

Conditions were dire for them in the wilds; they couldn’t shop for their food in any of the out lining food stuff stations because the government now owned them and had their identifications in their central network for all to see. The government’s Elite Aggressors had moved in recently in the previous area and had slaughtered through various means of chemical and biological warfare the wildlife and caused enough damage to the flora to cause them to rot. For the Vhinphyc members of the Flock they could tolerate a lot with their palette under the circumstances, but only for a short period of time which they had long since passed. But it was the Vhinech of the Flock; they couldn’t eat like Vhinphyc. They had far different nutritional requirements that needed to be addressed, based on their limited biological situation. All and all, they needed real food.

There was hope, though. “[Need not worry no longer, my mate],” he said. “[Once we cross here, we will be in the undisturbed realms of the protected wildlife preserve].” He looked at the others and said quietly to the nearest member of the flock, “[Quiet warranted. We will rest here, and cross when it gets darker.]”

The message began to spread out to the others just as quietly as Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen spoke. He moved a little closer to the opening to the plains to peer outward, and then there was a startled commotion from the Vhinech ranks. He walked back to investigate, and suddenly a loud, blinding explosion ripped through the barren ground of the plains, throwing Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen and the others violently to the ground with the shockwave. 

He shouted based on the intensity of the blast, “[ATOMIC EXPLOSION! STAY DOWN!]” He doubted if anyone actually heard him.

If it was an atomic explosion, conceivably from a bomb, then their position was forfeited. None of them could outrun the blast wave, or any bombs falling behind it. There was no way they could escape the doom, and Ullacu’gande’aspen prayed the end was short, and those in his Flock were allowed to enter the Lands of Plenty.

But there was no blast wave, no other bombs, or atomic fires igniting and burning everything and everyone around. After a few seconds they all looked behind them towards the plains, and watched a bluish-purple fire rising and licking the air as if it were alive, followed by a massive ground quake. Everyone held on for dear life, praying again that the planet wouldn’t swallow them whole. Alas the ground quake passed, and the bewildered stood up in shocked unison. 

Ullacu’gande’aspen checked on his mate and his child; she was sound, and his pup was wailing away, fresh out of his hunger-induced stupor. He gave his only child, a Vhinech child, the very best reason why he choose to give the Vhinech in whole quarter, a gentle caress of his prickly with quills head. He noted one of the Vhinech coming towards him and said, “[Are you all right, Brother Jonas]?”

Jonas, a small creature that had green skin and pointy ears and kind of reminded everyone of a prog, said, “[I will live, but we must not cross those plains].”

“[We have no choice now. If we take the switchback now, those curious about this …explosion will surely see us. We take the plains right now, and with running pace, we can keep clear of them].”

Jonas shook his head and said, “[You do not understand. Whatever that was…it was not right. It is danger].” He looked off out into the plains. “[Grave danger. We felt it for some time, but not until just moments before did we realize what was happening. The Force was warning us. It is currently now].”

Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen weighed the warning, knowing that the Vhinech’s gift of the Force, it was no curse because Presence would never do such a thing to her Children, were often very right. However they did not have time. The explosion, or whatever it was, was going to be investigated by the government. “[We have no alternative. We must hurry now].”

And so they did; the Flock moved quickly as possible across the wide open expanse, trying their best all ready to gage where the explosion was in order to avoid any residuals. To many there was surprise for there was no harsh fires or heavy blinding smoke. Just faint glows of light that eventually began to spread out in different locations as the Flock approached where the explosion eventually happened.

“[HELP! I HAVE FALLEN]!” came a shout, and immediately members quickly went to the sound of one of their own. It was too easy to fall into holes, especially one created by the explosion, since they didn’t dare use any form of illumination that could be detected from afar, or even high orbit from mechanical satellites. After two hours of traveling, there was no sign of government presence anywhere, but that fortune could end at any time. “[Help]!”

“[Silence],” mused Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen from above, reaching down and pulling up the young Vhinech. Once he touched earth again, he said to him, “[Are you well]?”

Most of the others gathered around them as the young boy nodded. They finally took a survey of the youngster’s hole and discovered a troubling. The hole was not just big it was practically a canyon. “[By Presence this was not here before. It is not on the map],” said one of the female Vhinech. 

Jonas leaned downward, and very carefully looked out at the faint light sources they could see. Rubbing his jaw, he mused, “[It is not a canyon. It is what is left of a underground installation].” He reached down and pulled up a steel rebar from the ground. He used it to gesture towards the glows. “[Those are probably lights].”

Reverend Ullacu’gande’aspen did the best he could to map out the exposed installation, convinced that the explosion they witness caused this revelation to be betrayed. “[I have been through here as a youth. I have never known this all to be here. And yet it seemingly covers the entire floor of the plains].” He actually found himself feeling spiritually troubled. “[It appears we either go back, which is too dangerous, or we proceed downward, through, and then back up. Any objections]?”

In short time, the Flock made their way down and walked over the fallen debris and on occasion through corridors, halls, rooms, and even walls. There were murmurs of awe as they took note of what they came across and it wasn’t the dead Vhinphyc lying about. There was technology strewn all over some of the Vhinphyc with such experience had never seen before; their origins were of home, but they were extraordinarily advanced beyond even military technology.

After some time, Youv’ ledore’s sensitive ears heard something and she quickly ran in the opposite direction the best she could for Ullacu’gande’aspen. Reaching him and clutching their child tight, she said, “[There is someone over there. I can hear them. I think they are trapped in the rubble].”

“[Wait here],” said Ullacu’gande’aspen quietly and walked over to the location. He bent down and placed his ear against the rubble when he thought he heard something underneath. There was silence, and then he could hear someone crying. 

“[By Presence. I am coming]!” He began to toss debris away carefully, keeping a close eye on his surroundings to make sure nothing else around him collapsed. He worked through it, and finally he found a heavy, metallic plate in front of him with a official-looking painted word written on it: Prophecna. The rest of the words and the emblem it surrounded were burnt down to unidentifiable states.

Suddenly, there was another wail, the wailing of a young, frightened child. “[I’m coming, child].” 

He reached and grabbed one end of the plate and with his tremendous strength he flipped the heavy plate end over end and on top of the emblem side. Looking downward he noted the small form curled up in fear, injured and crying. Ullacu’gande’aspen reached down and touched the entity, and it curled further downward in terror, but he was able to get a good at him. Looking for his wife, he saw her and yelled, “[Come quickly! I need a mother’s touch]!”

Youv’ ledore came over and looked at the scene with concern. With a wiggle of her nose, she said, “[By Presence what is that]?”

“[He is a Vhinphyc pup],” he said in confusion.

She shook her head and mused, “[He is not a Vhinphyc pup, and I should know. My nose does not tell tales].”

“[My Wife, he is a child nonetheless. Please. He fears my touch].”

Handing over their pup to her husband, Youv’ledore reached down and touched the trembling pup. He reacted by curling his tiny body further into the hole. Touched, she said silently, “[It is all right. I will not harm you].”

Finally, Ullacu’gande’aspen took a huge chance and pulled out his illuminator. Shinning it in the now darken crawl space, the pup squirmed and tried to hide more. He then noted the minor wounds, seeing an all too familiar color of blood. “[The child is a Vhinech? But I could have sworn…]” He let the thought trail off as she finally managed to grab the child.

The child finally turned around to look at them. Quickly and rather roughly he grabbed Youv’ledore’s hands and with wild, wide eyes staring began sniffing her hands diligently. Ullacu’gande’aspen went to pull the wiley creature away from his wife until she said, “[It is all right].” She was speaking to the pup, who continued to sniff her hands, but now his small, red eyes looked into her mismatch yellow-orange irises. “[You know I will not harm you].” She smiled with him in earnest, and then took her hands gently away from his grasp, then spread her arms out to welcome him. “[Come to me, little one].”

After a few moments of hesitation, the pup finally ran into her arms and threw his head over her right shoulder. Youv’ledore let out a surprised yelp and very noticeably flinched. She held him tight in a loving hug, but she said shakily, “[My Husband, I’m bleeding too. Can you get a medical kit]?” 

Ullacu’gande’aspen waved for the nearest members of his Flock to come on over. With his own child in hands, he watched Youv’ledore pull back from the child she had in front of her. Under her right eye was a small gash, slightly below the cheekbone. Puzzled, he noted her blood in his unruly mop of long, black, mangy hair and ran his hand through the strands. Pulling back on the hair, a barely noticeable pointed horn appeared. Turning pale, Ullacu’gande’aspen looked on the other side of his head, and discovered the other one for a matching set.

He let out a gasp and backed away into the crowd behind, almost dropping his child in the process. Youv’ledore looked at him and mused, “[My Husband, what is wrong]?”

Ullacu’gande’aspen kept looking between the pup and his Wife, and appeared unsure what to say. He stared back at the pup, trying desperately to comprehend what was truly transpiring versus the sudden surge in his religious back knowledge. He shook his head after a few moments, taking another look all around him at the metal and debris and concluding that this was just what it appeared to be.

Wasn’t it? Based on what he knew who was to absolutely say this wasn’t the way to Holy Salvation?

After a few moments he stuttered out to the others, “[Who has a blanket and a medical supply kit? Hurry, we need to leave here now. We have wasted too much time].”

In very little time the group was moving again quickly through the rubble and debris. Youv’ledore carried her pup in her arms again, while Ullacu’gande’aspen insisted in carrying the young, mysterious pup, wrapped in a blanket and slung to his back. As the dawn’s light began to filter, the group began to emerge from the expanse and moved without haste across the open plains for the heavy woods only a couple hundred meters away. The pup remained quiet, eventually closing his eyes and laying his head against the Reverend’s back to sleep. 

All the while, a beeping from a broken computer somewhere in the distance continued to bustle…

CHAPTER 35.1

The beeping got louder and louder as Magus Prophet opened his mismatch colored eyes and reentered consciousness. It didn’t take him long to awaken once his eyes fully opened and the Dark Side of the Force began to buzz his mind, and to ultimately discover that the repetitive sound was the intercom on the other side of his private quarters. He laid there for a moment, his body and his mind having a debate whether or not to answer the call, knowing full well it was Cade Hooley attempting contact with the minimal of hassle, more or less guessing that this was one of those days in which Prophet needed sleep.

It was so rare for him to sleep; even as a child it never seemed to amaze his adopted parents that even with all the running around and playing they forcibly at one point made him do it was never enough to make him tired. It took long hours of being awake before he would sleep, and even then those sleeps were little more than snap naps; lasting four hours at best. As he continued to age, grow, and become a man the wakening hours expanded and the sleeping hours contracted to where now he generally slept an hour or less after 10 days of being awake. For the longest time he thought it was his drive, his need to conquer and his want for blood that made him this way. With his soul searching he had discovered otherwise, just like his adopted parents not being his real parents; substance wise nothing was what it seemed or presented itself to be.

Strolling over in long strides, Prophet turned on the voice-only intercom and said unapologetically, “What is it.”

“Sorry to disturb you, my Magus,” it was, as expected, Cade Hooley, “but research is finally done with its some detailed analysis on the arm you brought back with you. They say it is imperative that you come immediately.”

Translation: they did not want to disturb him when they felt he was asleep and therefore their ‘urgent’ message was communicated through Hooley, who probably sat on it for some time. Letting his senses drift towards the Human, he could sense that Hooley received a preliminary report in short detail what the scientist had discovered from the Black Rose’s arm. Initial testing results earlier were, in their words, ‘oddly curious and hopelessly discouraging’. So they did more detailed testing in which he ordered them not to report anything until they were sure they almost had some idea with what those curiosities were and the discouraging was eliminated. 

“I will be there shortly,” he said, and then shut the intercom off. His yellow eye tingling, Prophet rubbed it and took a moment of time to contemplate matters. They could wait, after all; Juna was nowhere near and not coming anytime soon, so whatever information they had could wait, and therefore they had no reason whatsoever to expect him to run right down there like a hungry infant pup desperate to suckle on a milk filled nipple like he was as a child. 

Beside he had many items strewn out that needed to be placed back, many subjects regarding his people and most importantly about himself that needed to be taken care of and respected. Documents and data cards and hieroglyphics that had their very own shrine, a shrine that would be the very monument for he and Juna to look upon as the very essence of the Vhinphyc’s ultimate failure and the Republic’s soon to be demise, to view privately at their own leisure together.

He couldn’t wait to show her; he knew she would understand. He knew she would be intrigued and astonished. Matter of fact, he had even given her such all ready if he had received his letter to her. Undoubtedly if Sarch intercepted it he would prevent Juna from reading it.

Good. If so, then all is still going according to plan.

Prophet crossed over towards the nearest window and stared out from his darkened room towards the sea of stars beyond, not afraid that anyone anytime soon would zoom by his window and catch of glimpse of his naked body through the one piece, domed shaped glass that acted for observation purposes. And it was no coincidence that the room was perfect for stargazing. He selected the position personally, engineered precisely where no other part of the ship was visible and more or less surrounded the large, one piece viewing bubble where the glare off the hull of the Orpheus from star sources or other forms of interstellar matter or illumination would not flare inward to compromise the scene. He wanted the view for he knew Juna, being the fighter pilot that she was, would enjoy such delights. Thanks to her friends they confirmed it, which made his heart skip out of rhythm because it confirmed what he all ready knew; he knew so much about her without really trying.

He moved as close as possible to the glass and leaned against it, pushing his face as close as possible to the glass before his horns impeded his progress, thinking and believing how much he and Juna had so much in common. The dream he had, the memory he revisited while sleeping, was such a parallel to her short life. For the longest of time he thought he came from Vhinphyckian parents, that he was their pup, their son, and he was in his mind over the years the cursed, the victim, no longer the victim, and finally the controller of those who oppose him. 

Those younger years, however, were spent on acceptance and tolerance because there was that belief that the Vhinphyc would change, that they would accept the Vhinech as their own through the laws and concepts of religion. That dream, not the dream he had just now but the dream he had then, ended so vehemently, and upon embracing the darkness within him fully did he fully understood his true destiny.

Juna was no different. She herself has been lied to about her origins of heritage. Where exactly she had come from, who her true father was, and what her mother was truthfully. Like him she had been denied the truth and misguided down empty trails of promise, laid out by deceivers and controlled by those who saw a better life for her to live. Until she embraces the darkness within her fully, she will never know her true destiny, the destiny bestowed upon her by the Force through her birth. He will show her the way, and it began with a commitment of passion; another bit of information confirmed by her loyal friends.

Prophet pressed his right hand against the glass and wondered aloud, “Can you feel me?” He closed his eyes, and reflexively shivered upon seeing her in his mind. He could see her, no longer a child and no longer the Queen of Naboo, but as an adult woman, coming towards him naturally with welcoming arms. “You and I are pure souls, the only pure souls in this universe. There are demons and soulless fouls that do not wish us to come together. They envy our pureness and clarity. We are creatures that defy their sensibilities, for you and I are the most perfect beings ever created. By the powers that we believe in, we shall come together as it is meant to be, for we are what our creators intended us to be. Long term plans coming together to carry out fate’s deeds. However it will be us who will rule, and not our so-called ‘creators’. We may have been their ultimate achievement, but now we will become their masters.”

He opened his eyes and through his reflection bouncing off the glass he could see his nose bleeding again, and he felt his mouth become drier than wool. Smelling her on board that ship had given him a taste that he could not ignore and he wanted to savior over and over. He was so close, so very close to touching those gentle lips with his, gentle lips that spoke a language all their own even with a mere touch of his thumb over them. He could see her face and could see her as his angel, the very creature that could save him from any damnation. 

He touched her, he smelled her, he almost kissed her; Prophet wanted her now more than ever. She will see their commonality, and their embracement will then be solidified.

That reminded him to check for any messages in regards to Juna and more importantly about the Sith Palpatine’s living status. He went over to a terminal and called up any messages that were directed to him; undoubtedly, Servant made two transmissions in order to keep his new ally Hooley in the loop and sure enough a secured check with his personal access codes into the computer records log of his ship proved that. They were guessing still to his actions, of course, but he let them. They couldn’t stop it unless they wanted to surrender to the Republic.

The message read: could not attend Rapier funeral. Target has left Naboo. Apprentice stayed behind. Request instructions.

That was odd; Palpatine should have remained to console Juna. In reality of course he would be trying to protect her from everyone else and sway her away from the light. Palpatine was a man of shrewdness intentions and took the opportunities that presented themselves. That was the Sith’s intentions when he took the reigns as being the lead ambassador during the Vhinech’s occupation of Evramora. In order to find a strategic weakness in their armor he had to be in a position where he could discover it; he was brought down to the surface and Prophet gave him a look around. Sure enough, the Sith saw the tiberium and acted accordingly.

Prophet swore after his failure on Naboo that it wouldn’t happen again, and that Palpatine would be dealt with, not out of vengeance for what he did but because he existed, and such an existence was a poison that could infect the body of his plans. Apparently Servant felt that the Sith was no threat, or just didn’t give him a descent chance in killing him.

Prophet shook his head; Servant was a fool and a failure. However he still had his uses. One of which was staying away and he took the steps in doing that by typing up and sending the message: continue all surveillance and await my orders. Do not leave unless made to. 

There was a good chance that Palpatine would be back and then Servant could kill him, or even kill the apprentice undoubtedly Palpatine left him behind as a rear guard. Perhaps someone Servant hasn’t seen yet, and then there would be a confrontation. Either way in that scenario Prophet won; Palpatine, the apprentice, or Servant, or whoever in combination dies would just suit him fine.

