CHAPTER 6.0

The Corellian stock light freighter, dilemma-class body style retro-modified star vessel known as the Millennium Falcon momentarily vanished from the star field as it jumped into the realm of hyperspace. Space, and the star Obroa Rae soon scaled down from it’s modest size to a just a tiny speck of real space as the rest of Settled Half of galaxy Umpra Gador Ewv was commanded to come into view on the holographic real time projection array. 

The Millennium Falcon reappeared in shape as sensors continued to track it, all ready with valuable information about it coming through; it was carrying no cargo, the defensive array and offensive array was beyond current design specifications, it had a counterintelligence sensor package indicating that it could be used for espionage, it had a port side power grid flux to indicate that a ion blast at that particular location in the grid would destroy the ship in two point four seconds due to intraspace gravity rebound, a sophisticated communications system that could still be interfered with, a full compliment of escape pods, full and reserve life support with heavy redundancies, and seemingly a sanitation system that requires one to turn on the water bathing station in order to move fecal matter from the collection apparatus to the ventral waste exhaust manifold. Its current projected destination is Naha-Boo Rae Ocenisi; approximately 24,000 mean light years with an ascending course correction of 12 degrees. 

Currently two male occupants resided in the vessel, one a S'll'estesian of some middle age, and the other a Vhinphyc, estimated to be just three decades or so removed from late immaturity, regional home land undetermined and in good health. Approximate arrival time figuring in the current gravitational constant of the universe was four days, against the galaxy 3 days and 20 hours, and against star systems along the flight path 3 days, four hours, and 27 minutes. Average probability arrival: 3 and half days.

With all the current intelligence, and what was collected in the past few years, it still was not to Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute satisfaction. It really told her anything to help her in the long run towards her combat mission objective.

She let out a loud sigh to herself, again wondering if it were not the best idea to leave Obroaski Sec Ultu after she had destroyed the Vhinech filth she came across on her normal espionage raids to the planetary information network to see if the Vhinech were using them to spy on the Repubo Unu, or that the Repubo Unu would make an error in judgment and reveal where the Vhinech refugee world was. If she knew one of her own would have arrived there, than perhaps as Vhinphycs they could have conversed.

As a highly trained Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor, Helle’anglotov’vesil was a sworn Holy Warrior of her people, trained exclusively for the challenges of war against the ignorant, appointed as a Learning Sleeper and entrusted to carry out the Last Command. For most of her 291 years of life she has trained, and worked, and prayed through the lonely days and nights, finding salvation in her progress and satisfaction in her results. She was a strong woman, an honorable solider, and with the Last Command’s order structure of events she is ready to carry them out when, and only when, the time was right. There were contacts to be made, and she has found and has kept an eye on such contact. 

As a female Vhinphyc, Helle’anglotov’vesil had her own personal curiosities towards one of her own, the one traveling with a standard ignorant who is apparently not his slave but a companion, a friend. Although she knew him to be a Jedi, a religious priest of the ignorant, she could not believe that he would forget his basic nature. That he was by and far more powerful than those he preaches the Force faith to. It was the law of the nature itself, those who were weak needed to follow and obey the strong. Vhinphycs were these fool’s masters by birthright.

And she was curious about him. She heard of him first after destroying the espionage installation of Run-e-ire Soo Rae. Cleansing the universe of Vhinech and taking the spoils, she ran through the intelligence doctrines and discovered the name Enothchild Sarch. Even before she read the rest of the doctrine she had this feeling that the Vhinech were implying that this person was a Vhinphyc with that name. On Vhanba Enoth was the large mountain system that covered nearly all the world, and Sarch was the major river system that bleed into the capital of Vhanba, Sesch. She thought that this was either a very bad attempt of limerick exchange between the abominations to pass the time, or that they had all ready knew of her existence before hand and were preparing disinformation to misguide her.

Until she saw him two Repubo Unu years ago on Bes Umelus, after Helle’anglotov’vesil had killed three of the four hairy Walwoka Vhinech there, did she realized that indeed he was a Vhinphyc. He was very big even for a male, and she had to admit the ridges of his horns were truly incredible and it drew her to admire him with just a hint of yearning interest. It was a shame she could not smell him, but the wind was not right and the place with filled with gas fumes. 

And meeting him was not the proper time, for when she saw him he was not only with the ignorant, but was aiding one of the Walwoka Vhinech that had escaped her wraith on board the ignorant’s vessel; a vessel, unfortunately, she couldn’t get back to her ship fast enough to track. She was confused; if he was her contact, then why was he helping the enemy? She went back through the lost data she collected from the remnants of Vhanba again, reading each line of instruction that was deeply encrypted and discovered the encryptions had to be tripled layered, not double layered. Helle’anglotov’vesil went to the Path Bible and used the passages there to decode in threes. There, she discovered, was the answer. 

All this time, unknown to everyone, the government had planned for a Deep Sleeper, an agent like her but one who is placed under a mental state where telepaths cannot read his true intentions, to infiltrate the Repubo Unu’s strongest counteroffensive forces; just like they had all the weapons they needed to overthrow the ignorant all ready in place. The agent, unidentified, was born with high enough midi-chlorian count to employ the awesome powers of the Force; the same mystical energy field in which the mighty Overlord had used 5 millennia ago to dominate the Vhinphyc tribal societies and the same energy source the Vhinech were all born with. The agent’s infiltration point was one of trust, and once inside the sleeper would remain in sleep stasis mode while learning all he can about the Force and the Jedi who use it. This agent, when the time arrives, will be activated, and will lead the weapons against the Repubo Unu. 

This plan coincided with her orders of the Last Command. She had all the components for her part. What about him?

Helle’anglotov’vesil had eventually made inquires, penetrating delicate files under the protection of the Repubo Unu’s supreme leader. Her potential contact’s name was Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, current age of 110, originally from Vhanba. Given that information alone she went back through the data base on her ship and discovered that exactly 110 years ago a Government Sanctioned Explorer and his Hunter Mate were recalled home, and made a stop on Shar Magus Za Ban, or what the ignorant called Cor-Us-Ant, to deliver a Special Package to them. It was unclear what the Special Package was in the notes, but the Explorer’s last name was ‘brio. 

It was too obvious of a coincidence. Helle’anglotov’vesil had confidence that her government had indeed sent in this Learning Sleeper to the Order of the Jedi to learn their ways, gain their trust, absorb their secrets and when activated destroy them and lead the armies of the Vhinphyc controlled. 

She looked at the hologram of the ship again and mused, “You are the key to it all, my brother. When the time is right, we will strike together. Like with any weapons of mass destruction we are officers of responsibility over it, each hold a key to commence activation. Without both keys one of us cannot prematurely launch the attack.” 

Helle’anglotov’vesil commanded the sensors to go passive for now, and alert her of any course changes the Millennium Falcon made and instructed her ship, the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, to began an intelligence scan of all Repubo Unu transmission frequencies and tag anything that mentions ‘brio, the Vhinech, the Jedi, and more importantly alert her if another transmission is made from the Temple of the Jedi towards places where, at least according to her sensors, nothing is there to receive the transmissions. Given the Vhinech’s capabilities she figured they were actually receiving the transmissions from someone inside the Temple of the Jedi and were using their abilities to hide themselves from even her sensors.

It was an oddity those transmissions were; she began picking them up after she heard of the transgressions between the Vhinech and the Naha-Boo Rae Ocenisi in the Olan Brecha System. This, of course, was made the more curious by the fact that Enothchild Sarch was a frequent visitor to Naha-Boo Rae Ocenisi and in fact when he vanished from her line of sight he stayed there for nearly two Repubo Unu years; the assassinations of world leaders on 20 worlds drew him out of hiding.

Perhaps something like that was needed in order to draw him to her.

Leaving the ship’s computers to do their work, Helle’anglotov’vesil went to the back of the ship and laid out a prayer rug made of the finest of fabrics, it’s blue and orange zigzag patterns matching those of her home land. She went to the wall and pulled out her gold handled prayer sword that bore the symbol of the Path religion on the bottom of the handle, words of blessing and encouragement written on the pummel and the blade itself, with golden curvatures along side the blade. It was not a weapon to use in combat; she had much better deadlier weapons like the compounding cannon strapped to her back. 

She kneeled down on the rug on both her knees, holding the sword in a way to where the blade pointed downward and the Path symbol was upside right so all five points, representing the Five Factors of the Universe, were clearly represented. Grasping the handles with white-knuckling resolve, Helle’anglotov’vesil closed her multi-toned blue irises and began to pray. She prayed to her parents, focusing on their memory and expressing emotional words to them and asking for their strength and wisdom to guide her hand and her heart. She did this until she cried and could not bare such a burden of speaking such words of comfort and security, hoping for feelings of salvation. Her blood tears, signs of her emotion distress, dripped from her multi-colored eyes and began to stain her sword blade as she held it in front of her, as if the blade has been used to slain her sorrow, thus ending her guilt and cleansing her soul. She opened her eyes and saw the staining, sighing in great relief over the getting the powerful sign of being forgiven. 

She ended the prayer as it is called for upon warriors to do so when they saw blood on the blade by saying, “Oh Presence, the Savior of Our People, I thank you for forgiving me by allowing my tears to stain my sword. Guide me on this journey I must partake in. Let me have righteous power to slay the wicked and dispel Overlord’s minions to the Bowels of Lore so they may rot for all eternity.”

Finding inner strength, Helle’anglotov’vesil stood up and cleaned the sword with a cloth before putting it away.

CHAPTER 6.1

After showering and throwing on a robe to prepare herself for rest, Helle’anglotov’vesil returned to the control center of her ship just in time for it to alert her of news. She brought up the recorded instances she had instructed the computers to tag and a few came up; much of them centered on the Repubo Unu’s elected senate. The Ignorant’s faith in such elective representation and structure just proved their stupidity and inferiority the loudest. Granted Vhanba had elections, but the civilian leadership had no power. The Premier, the sole leader of Vhanba, was the center of the universe; such one center, as in any center of a circle, gave the circle balance and harmony; nothing was added to it to alter its shape. Here you had exactly 54,703 ‘centers’ dictating the ebb and flow of the government they had swore an oath to serve; in essence it caused their circle of harmony to wobble unstably around these multiple centers of thought. They have proved with vigor time and time again their dishonor of that oath, and it motivated her to end the charade more than the Last Command ever did. One ruler, or an Imperial rule, would work here.

She went ahead and took off the drying toweling on her ivory horns so she could move her dreadlocks away from her ears to listen to this key information. The subject line indicated a political debate. Focusing on her political training, she listened intently…

“…My colleagues and opponents in the Senate, I beg of you to stop this filibustering and pass this legislation. No one in the Republic has the right to know where the Vhinech are living now. The Vhinech are now at peace and if we want them to remain that way we should let them be.”

She watched another being retort against the droid-translated S'll'estesian, a Nemdo, their buggish eyes and blubbery green flesh unmistakable. “I cannot stand here and listen to this worthless argument. If the Vhinech are in peace, then let them be apart of our galactic community. They have nothing to fear.”

A rather tall, middle age Hu-Man suddenly appeared in dark, ceremonial clothing with dark red hair and eyes that betrayed him. This one amused Helle’anglotov’vesil, he held secrets of being someone else than what he betrayed. Under all the clothing and the constant miniature smile he bore on his aging face was a well-built warrior. A liar unlike the others, for he was a liar with grand purpose other than simple fame and fortune. And her feminine intuition told her that he was a killer, and a killer of killers. He has seen blood, and he caused that blood to be seen. He spoke with an accent. “I must concur with Senator Essu. On the behalf of Her Majesty Queen Angelleia and the people we represent, Naboo does not wish for a full declassification of the war…”

Helle’anglotov’vesil sat up a little straighter in her seat. There was that planet again. Enothchild Sarch stayed on this ‘Nah-Boo’ as they honestly call it, and the whole Vhinech situation was centered around Nah-Boo’s stance on it. She looked in the other’s eyes in the senate, and sees them all just waiting for Nah-Boo’s representative to make them choose. That could only mean one thing; the Vhinech had clearly wronged the Nah-boo, had caused some form of dishonor that was so wrong that a normally peaceful society acted and continued aggression. It was something she missed, so she instructed the computer to call up all references featuring Nah-boo and the Vhinech. 

As it searched she continued to listen to the spirited argument until the computer indicated another transmission from the Temple of the Jedi. She stopped the senate transmission and watched the sensors track the transmission. The transmission was very heavily encoded in a language her computer system could not understand, and it was not helpful for the language learning system either that the transmission was always sent out as a wide beam. She could correlate an intended target, and based on the trajectory it blanketed several planets in the farthest reaches of the galaxy. One of the worlds was Bes Umelus. 

Another world, one that stood out because it was supposedly uninhabited, was Glacisa Cu Rae, a world of ice and snow and death producing temperatures and climate. If the Vhinech are there…

No. She could bring full sensors to bear there. If she did that like she did at the Southern Light Observatory after she attacked Run-e-ire Soo Rae intelligence outpost, the Vhinech will know and will run. For all they knew and she knew the Vhinech were unaware of her existence and acted has so upon revealing herself to them. Direct scans were out, and something told her instinctively that the Vhinech were on the move.

All of them being lead by Magus Prophet the most despised of all the Vhinech in the war. He was an animal and the most savage butcher, taking credit for the deaths of hundreds of thousands of Vhinphyc. However she was no fool; despite his nature, Prophet was first and for most a very clever tactician that, when given sufficient time, could develop interesting ways in fighting opponents with very little support. She knew because Prophet was successful in defeating 4 divisions of Vhinphyc that were lead by her father, a general, with very few fighters on his side, most under the age of 12. It was said that Prophet murdered her father personally in a fight over honor, but killed him in the most dishonorable way imagined, slow and not a warrior’s death. Prophet would later do the same thing to her mother by weight gutting; a process in which a large cut is made in the torso of the victim, and then when positioned correctly tie the innards to heavy objects, not too heavy, and have them through gravity pull the victim’s insides out as they lived.

Indeed someone would say Helle’anglotov’vesil had too much of a personal stake in this. She would say they were right, and then kill them for all ready telling her something she all ready knew. Vengeance was hers and hers alone by right and by honor. She would have it, and she will have all of the Ignorant laid bloody.  

Whoever was sending the transmissions from the Temple of the Jedi is doing so to aide Prophet. It was time to lure Prophet out in the open, and perhaps bring in Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio in as well. She had to unite with her Vhinphyc brother, and show him his destiny. 

Helle’anglotov’vesil called up a transmission call sheet and dialed in an e-net transmission pipeline used by billions of ignorant beings to communicate by computer. When she had a hot, undetectable signal, she called up her ‘key’ of destruction and began adding special instructions to it. She mused in her language, “Now the Ignorant begin to die. And Prophet, you will see your death soon enough.”

Her hand came down on the affirmation key on the keyboard, and she began to pray that all will go well. And for patience, for she had to wait; the results all ways take a few days sometimes, but that is the whole purpose of the weapons all ready in place; unplanned uniformity in short time to strike quickly.

