CHAPTER 38.0

With the informational/knowledge/storage database of the Grand Library now connected to the Rapier Technologies’ HoloNetwork and running through a dedicated hyperspace transceiver network, the vast resources of both the Rapier Informational Core and the Jedi Temple Library began working together, and Enothchild began going to work. A hot holographic/sound transmission kept both the Grand Library and Nadja’s old Behavioral Science office, where Ros and Casper was located and accessing the Jedi Library database and science central core. The open line in real time almost made it feel like those involved were in the same room, and often times they shared thoughts and other times they were quiet as they went through the data collected so far. 

On Enothchild’s end he was alone most of the time; Dizzy would come in to check on Muriel, who would come in look over his shoulder. Juna came to the Library once to make sure everything was running smoothly as far as Rapier Technologies and the Manor’s operational resources went and then she disappeared to further her self-contemplation. 

That bothered him a little; the Grand Library was Juna’s life long private sanctuary where she spent a good share of her childhood living, a place she grew up in alone and played and thought. There wasn’t any indication but she didn’t seem to object to him using the vast room for all the ongoing investigations. He still couldn’t get it out of his head that he was treading on her sacred ground, but since he had everything lying about it was a little mundane to transfer everything to Rapier Manor’s control center, or even to Naressa’s room with that computer array she had there. For now he sat or stood or walked around and stewed over the information they had so far.

After a while, as the sun began to set and the artificial lighting flickered on, Enothchild wished he had Juna around to offer her insights on what he was looking at.

Or even Naressa’s insights. 

He sighed loudly, trying his best not to think about her. It was hard considering what they did together and having Juna around reminded Enothchild too easily what he had lost. Inadvertently, Naressa’s Gessa has become the late Sith Maiden’s visual doppelganger, a splendor of charming renaissance. At the funeral, when Juna wore her mother’s black robe like a shoulder covering cloak with the hood drawn up, the visual actually sent a shock down his spine. She looked so much like her mother then…

“Enothchild, didn’t you hear me?” Ros’ voice finally found Enothchild’s ears and the Vhinphyc looked towards the radio speaker. “I said are you all right?”

Ros must have heard him sigh and caught something from it. The interruption helped though and he was grateful that his former Padawan brought his head back from the doldrums he couldn’t express without explaining himself. He had to stay focused and take care of matters, but there was a part of him that wanted to mourn losing Naressa properly, and another part that was not comfortable doing that, and of course explaining why. 

In a lone surviving parent-child situation, a child acts negatively towards those who, in their mind, replace the lost parent. He didn’t need that situation to develop. Not when they needed to focus on the real problem.

Enothchild just told him, “I’m fine. Just frustrated beyond listening.”

“I know what you mean. One day into this stuff and I’m all ready about to pull out my lekku. Casper’s working hard into though. He’s in the other room going over the new data from Sullust.”

“The boy is a hard nose researcher. Great investigative mind.”

“That’s more of Master Yoda’s influence than it is mine, but sometimes he chases lost causes or ‘well duhs’.” Ros kind of chuckled at the end, the sound popping from the transceiver. “The fact that the majority of searched homes of those Sullustan-Vhinech all had Legacy Virus-destroyed computer terminals for example.”

Enothchild shook his head; now he knew what Ros was talking about in the ‘well duhs’ area. “Everyone’s terminal is going to be destroyed.”

“That’s what I told him, but something about it got his attention. I can’t help to think about it a little, though. He did sniff out that the Vhinech were using ysalamiri against us.”

“True.” Enothchild couldn’t argue that; if Casper didn’t happen to mention that tree sap, Maynade wouldn’t have researched it, and it wouldn’t have lead up to him reading about it in that book. 

Another screen showing what files were being fed from the newest Sullust information appeared open as they were received. On the screen currently was files pertaining an accumulation of data from the Sullustan Vhinech that all mysteriously perished. The data was still being analyzed so what they were getting was preliminarily, but still disconcerting and after he read through the first page it became disturbing.   

“How does a being just simply die?” Enothchild asked aloud. A ridiculous question really given that immortality was impossible. A thousand beings dying all at once weren’t illogical. It was the cause of death, that lead to so many beings dying, which added fuel to the mystery. “Official cause of death: synaptic failure via genome detachment. In other words their very DNA structure deteriorated enough to where their involuntary brain functions ceased to work.”

“And with that failure the heart stops beating, the lungs stop breathing, and a horde of other functions not under one’s control cease up, a very efficient way to kill someone; absolutely no chance of revival. All at the same time.”

“Saying it was at the same time is more of a figurative term and actual fact. Look at this.” Enothchild drew a highlight box across the report, and then commanded the computer to send a copy of that information back to the Temple. “Is it me, or is this time zone based?”

“Hey, just a second.” There was a pause, and then Enothchild was sent an urgent file, which he opened right away. It was a chronological manifest report the Republic created based on the reports from all who were there. “It was just past six in the morning at the Temple of the Fednori. There were other towns and cities to the west of us complaining of trouble early on. Look here on the detailed report: when we were attacked other attacks were happening during waking hours. Projema, the next town we went to was to the east of us.”

Enothchild saw the pattern and how it persisted. At the very beginning when Ros, Casper, and the others were attacked at Fednori every place where a vast majority of Sullustans were still awake. The night side Sullustans, those who were asleep during the time, were unaffected by any of the turmoil until the dawn reached them. “Everything east of you one time zone behind and beyond that in darkness was unaffected.”

“And we continued in that direction. Kemparo, where we all came together, is exactly 8 time zones away from Fednori.” 

“Lets run it through the scenario software.” After clicking the button at his end, Enothchild brought a hand up to his chin as he a diagram showing Sullust began to play thanks to the sophisticated software commands supplied by Rapier Technologies and the Library provided; it read the data and recreated the entire scenario. As time elapsed, and as Sullustans awakened to the new day, the carnage in their part of the world began. Data scrolled across the screen, explaining every little detailed as it played.

“Stop! Look here!” Ros highlighted a piece of data, and then at his end commanded the simulation to continue. Enothchild saw it, but let Ros point out what was happening. “Communications were affected at the same time the Sullustan Vhinech began to appear.”

“Which means the Legacy Virus was attacking as soon as communication trunks were accessed at those places.” Enothchild sat up straighter in his chair and began to rub Nadja’s hairs with his right hand. “It’s brilliant tactically, purposely or not. Think about it. Look at it. You send the Legacy Virus in as the code signal for the Vhinech to attack. With all forms of communications out no one else on the planet can be raised for help. The military and police and other law enforcement is brought into the initial flash point, Capitol Landing, and as the day progresses, whenever word does get to them, more and more flash points emerge. It taxes there all ready pushed to the limit resources even further. It’s like a group of smugglers, each with the same load amount of spice, being chased by one constable and then suddenly they jumped to light speed in 8 different directions. You’re the constable; who do you chase?”

“You said the Legacy Virus was the Vhinech’s signal to attack.”

“It makes sense.”

“Then how do…just a moment.” The download screen came alive with new data. “This is from Casper; every single Vhinech on Sullust were tested a few years ago and passed as pure Sullustans, every single one.”

Enothchild really began to rub the hair on his horns a lot more aggressively. “Their test had to be faulty. It had to be.”

“Enothchild, you said so yourself those Vhinech you and Yoda negotiated with were straight with you about their actually numbers.”

“I know, and yet…I mean shit, Ros, this doesn’t make any sense.” Enothchild got up and walked around just a bit to ease the frustration finally showing itself. “Every single Vhinech I interviewed ensured me there were no more Vhinech abroad.” He bent over and called up the data Casper was supplying. “Each of these people were from various walks of life, with histories that can be verified by witnesses and hard data. They just didn’t fall out of the sky they were born on Sullust. 50,000 Sullustans turned on their family, their friends, and their community. The testing could not have been that far off.”

“Then how do you account for it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, I don’t know either.”

There was a long pause between the two Jedi as they calmed down and collected their thoughts. The situation was playing on their nerves all ready, and they were only in the first few days of really getting a good look at it. The littlest details were there to taunt the two seasoned investigators and it was baffling the science they knew was accurate. What was more infuriating was the Force offered no help; that is whatever they saw and absorbed as information was concern didn’t cause a flag to be raised by their heightened senses. That meant with all these pages of material, all the gigabytes of data, and all their knowledge was, in effect, worthless. They were missing something. Something very important, and with that one piece, or millions of pieces, of information they both knew the answer would explode upon them. For now the only exploding they were doing was at each other. It was uncalled for, and they took their time before continuing. 

Ros finally said to get them talking again, “Look, I went over the letter again and I can’t help to think you should go to Sanctuary to check on the Vhinech there and not because I think the Sullust Vhinech came from there.”

“Regardless of what Prophet said in the letter he has not found Sanctuary. It’s just a lure and nothing more.” Enothchild called up an image of the letter on his terminal, feed from the Jedi Temple Library. He also brought up another screen that featured real time news alert about the happenings in the Senate. So far, no vote has come up about Sanctuary being revealed, but the debate was ongoing. “I’m also paranoid just enough to think that the Trade Federation would actually tail me if I did leave here.”

“You think they would stoop that low?”

“The Republic is not going to reimburse them for their losses thanks to the Vhinech, they’re going to want to take it out on someone’s ass and the Vhinech on Sanctuary are it.”

“I suppose you’re right. Of course, they could be trying to listen in now; those Trade Federation types may have loud mouths, but also very sensitive, and well paid, ears.”

Enothchild chuckled a little. “Well, we’re running that strong encryption protocol on both ends. No one can eavesdrop unless the record the message and spend the next three months decrypting it. But in any case make sure no one leaks the contents of that letter. It could get back to Juna, but worse if the Trade Federation hears about it they’ll exploit it. Especially that part about Sanctuary.”  He leaned a little forward towards the transceiver, as if it were Ros’ head. “By the way, have you managed to look at the transmission logs from the Temple?”

“I did, but unfortunately there has been changes in file protocol. Unless you are a member of the Jedi Council you can’t look at any type of transmissions in which a Council member may have made. So strike one there.” There was a moment, and then Ros said, “Casper did drop a bit of hint to the Council.”

“Terrific,” noted Enothchild in slight disgust. “If whomever is involved, they are covering their tracks right now with overlay messages.”

“That’s my guess; the other rule is no one is allowed to erase the log records, just the outgoing and incoming. Listen why not bring Plo into it? We know him well enough, he could check the records.”

“I thought about that. I don’t think Plo would have anything to do with a conspiracy like this, but, like us, he’s going to want all the reasons why.” Plo was a brilliant general because of that fact. That was why during the Mid Rim conflicts Nadja picked him; as she put it sometimes everything has to be looked at all at once, and Plo Koon seemingly could looked at 50 different things scattered about and come up with solutions. “Let’s just hedge the bets for a little while longer before we bring him in. If anything, those involved may slip up and reveal themselves in some way so Casper’s blunder may benefit us.” 

“True, but you know Plo. He’s not going to like it once we do bring it up.”

“We have no choice.” Enothchild reached over and picked up Helle’s armband computer, playing with the key controls and failing once again on unlocking it. He used the most obvious of code usage: Path religious terms. So far he went through the list from both memory and the Rapier Manor database on the Path religion with no results. “He’ll understand, I know he will.” He stopped playing with the armband and said, “Getting back to the letter, did you run that letter through the labs?”

“Not yet really. Another piece of the puzzle Casper wanted to drool over.”

Enothchild had a crazy notion and said, “Don’t. Instead take it to Nue and have him play with it. Give that old fart something to do.”

Nue, of course, was Nue Cadabel, a cranky old Ithorian Jedi Knight that pretty much defined the word, term and lifestyle known as cranky. As the Headmaster at the Padawan Learning Center, the place responsible for the care and upbringing of Initiates prior to becoming Padawans, Nue had his own science laboratories there.

Which prompted Ros to ask, “Just how paranoid are you? That’s going to look suspicious.”

“I know,” mused Enothchild. “It is, isn’t it. Going past the constantly Council informed Analysis Lab to the non-observed P.L.C. labs. Some might question the wisdom. Others may feel a little…short with the idea.”

There was a sigh, and Ros said, “You think whoever it is might reveal themselves if they start messing with the P.L.C. database or even the lab itself.”

Enothchild smiled. “The thought crossed my mind.”

There was a loud chime on the other end, and after a few moments of silence, Ros spoke with some excitement. “Enothchild, I’m getting a report from Alderaan forwarded by the Council; apparently a Vhinech has been captured there.”

“Can you send me a piece of the feed?” In short time, the message replaced the image of the letter Prophet wrote. It showed a government-made report with attached details and other information. Scrolling through it, Enothchild said, “Interesting.”

“I’ll say,” chimed Ros with confusion. “Human male, Alderaanian citizenry, reported missing six months ago by the subject’s wife, about two days after the assassination of Lady Organna-which of course coincided with 19 other world leaders being assassinated all at the same time. Now, six months later, found on the skirting edge of Sabbath.” There was a brief pause when Ros mentioned Sabbath; undoubtedly memories of going through the dark side forest emerged in his mind. Enothchild couldn’t blame him; the place wasn’t for strolling or even for hiding out. “This is very odd; DNA testing showed prior to his disappearance that he was Human.”

There was a long pause between the two as Enothchild looked at that part of the data on his screen. There wasn’t a split screen comparison just the report’s accusation. However the original testing that indicated that he was Human before the new screening was indicated by two separate testing numbers, the first was the DNA test done at his birth, the other locked his eyes on it immediately: JTempCor17438882929-3252002. “You see the last testing number?”

“Yeah,” said Ros a little bewildered. “This guy was part of the group that was tested separately off Alderaan according to Core World protocol during the Vhinech elimination screening a few years ago.” Ros transmitted Enothchild a new screen filled with information pulled from the Temple archives. “He was brought to the Jedi Temple and had the test done. Damn, there’s no way he could have used the Force to camouflage the results.”

“And no way in hell he could have slipped by all of us,” said Enothchild, his hand reflexively grasping at the hairs tied to his right horn. “This is very disturbing.”

“Beyond disturbing, but I’m dying to confirm this.” There were the sounds of footsteps, and then Ros apparently banging his hand against the transparency glass to get Casper’s attention in the next room. Ros’ voice returned. “We’ll go check it out. You want me to contact you directly from Alderaan with any results?”

“Only if something major happens in the process. If nothing, then just get a hold of me from the Temple when you get back.”

“Okay.”

Enothchild cut the connection off, but kept the alert on. A few possibilities ran through his mind, and one of them was a little off track but related; perhaps the investigation is going to end with answers sooner than he thought. 

Or this was another lead to nowhere fast. 

CHAPTER 38.1

Not so far away, on board the Orpheus, Cade Hooley entered Magus Prophet’s domicile with new intelligence straight from the Republic and a new private message from the Vhinech’s entrenched contact on Coruscant in his hands. The Vhinech had failed to answer the door chime, and was not with the rest of his trainees that were down in the training area practicing their lightsaber and Jedi-like skills. Whether just to ignore him to frustrate him, Hooley went ahead and discovered that his command override authority did extend to Prophet’s door, and so let himself in.

If Prophet wasn’t around, then it was the perfect opportunity to see what the giant was hiding behind closed doors. It was getting to the point that, to Hooley, Prophet didn’t seem to care about anything except himself; not that it was never like that, but it was becoming more and more obvious ever since Uiennar. One would figure that he would be helping them decrypt and break through the ‘SON’ disk security algorithms with the intuitive insight he sometimes revealed to people; they were nowhere close in cracking the first line of code as it was. 

However Prophet hasn’t seem to have done much of anything, and still he didn’t explain anything in regards to the arm in the laboratory, the impressions he felt from it apparently in the Force. The last word he received was that the arm was nearly gone, and the researchers were doing all they could to collect data.

So what was he doing? Flying a ship? Training and instructing his warriors and apprentices? Going over tactical instruction? It seemed as if Prophet left them all out to dry. If that was the case, then Hooley felt obligated to tempt fate.

The place was just like how he saw it in the blue prints: large with a domestic feel to it. With this perspective on it, with the furnishings all in place, it looked very out of place for someone like Prophet, a being Hooley associated living in a cave like the one on Hoth than in a place like this. A smell reached his nose, and it was a pleasant smell like orchids; again, much like Prophet being clean and sanitized, this was unlike a man who sometimes smelled like a rotting carcass. 

The old suspicions about Prophet’s obsession crept back in Hooley’s mind too easily as he continued to walk around, and he began to wonder if Magus Servant, who hadn’t come back from Naboo yet, was not involved in some kidnapping plot. That he was being made a fool by Vhinech backstabbing. That made the final analysis on that arm just that more interesting to him; if it gave Prophet visible worry, then what does that say about Lady Juna Angelleia?

As he reached a section of wall, he noted the material there stacked neatly in on shelves, or leaning against the wall; some of them were large items that didn’t seem possible for mortals to move. In fact, upon a closer look in the dimly lit section, he noted a large slab of rock standing up against the wall with symbols, perhaps writing, on them. Hooley looked at it closely, and then realized that it was, with the line patterns, a family tree diorama. Of course he had to assume it was Vhinphyckian writing or Prophet wouldn’t have interest in a massive rock.

Then again, why would he anyways?

Hooley continued looking at the objects and soon familiar symbols stood out on pages of paper, images, and diagrams; they were all Vhinphyckian artifacts. “So this is what you have been doing on your vision quests, eh?” For a while, Prophet had left the Vhinech and the Mersader Conglomerate on so called vision quest for parts unknown. Apparently it was to collect some items of Vhinphyckian origin, and apparently it was for Prophet’s eyes only because Hooley never seen this stuff.

Hooley came to a stop when he reached a series of framed pictures on the wall and noted that some of them were old, and some were screen captures from more modern means. The top most image was that of an old scripture of some kind with a DNA helix drawn on it; it somehow looked familiar, but Hooley couldn’t place it. 

Moving on, he moved to the next image, that of Vhinphyckian family consisting of father, mother, and a daughter; the father sporting the clothing of command, the daughter, or kit as the Vhinphyc would have called them, wearing cadet candidate’s attire. The next image, just to it’s right, was that of a single, adult Vhinphyc female and with the wording off to one side of the image it appeared to be a photo file print out. The kit grown to womanhood? Perhaps, and the current image he looked at read more like a personnel file.

The next few images were sketches of a Human girl at various stages of life; Hooley guessed the first was the subject was 10 years old, and so on. By about the seventh picture the girl was a young lady, not a full bloom adult but very close. There was something familiar about her too, but he couldn’t place her face. Surprisingly, if Prophet sketched these pictures out, the Vhinech was quite good.

He looked back at the first image on top, and tried his best to remember where he had seen something like that before. Not the drawing, but the DNA pattern. Judging by the charring, the yellowing, and the wrinkling of the old woven material, it was old. He took a few steps back…

And bumped into something unmoving that wasn’t there a few seconds ago, and Hooley swore silently to himself. 

Turning around quickly, he discovered Magus Prophet looking down at him with a narrow frown. His breathing was now audible and clearly with every exhale it indicated how upset he was becoming. His face was covered in a sheen of red, and one of Hooley’s first nightmares sprang to mind; he was caught sneaking around Prophet’s room, and the Vhinech beast had been eating. He had heard of predators being stuck in a mode of bloodlust after a kill, that some meat eating species cannibalized their own family sometimes to satisfy the hunger and the taste that possessed them.

“What!” Prophet’s voice put Hooley on full alert to be prepared to run for his life. With every word spoke, he emphasized with expletive clarity through fanged and pointed teeth. “In! The! Blue! Hell! Are! You! Doing! In! My! Home!”

Hooley took a step back, and Prophet just took one step forward. Uncomfortable, but sensing a useless war of moving rising, he lifted up the data pad which he carried the information. When he spoke, he babbled like a brook. “I-I-I ha-had this to-to give to you…and you-you weren’t answering-.”

Prophet snatched the data pad out of Hooley’s hand and said with a growl, “So what you are trying to communicate in your reasoning is that when you feel the need you break into my home and do so as if you own it?”

“I didn’t mean to-.”

Prophet just shook his head and Hooley shut right up. Finally Prophet looked at him and said, “Perhaps if we are ever on your home world of Trasken again, maybe I should adopt your curious undertakings and, how do you Humans say…oh yes: make myself at home and bang your wife!” 

Hooley was going to say something, but again he shook his head. “Just…be quiet and stay still. I will deal with you in a moment.”

Prophet began reading the information, and Hooley tried not to show how afraid he was. He then remembered to keep his thoughts in check; the Vhinech could use the Force after all. That nose of his too smelled fear just as accurately as his Force senses did.

The mood suddenly changed. “What do you make of the Vhinech captured on Alderaan in the main intelligence report?”

Hooley cleared his throat. “O-Odd. Yes, odd. We don’t have any agents on Alderaan.”

“Of course we don’t,” Prophet mused with a slight frown, which then seem to betray a bit of grin as he repeated again, “Of course we don’t.”

“Could it be the Sleeper’s work, my Magus,” asked Hooley.

“It is,” he mused, “However, under the circumstances, I’m going to make the Jedi think really hard about this new element.”

“How do you know they’ll investigate it?”

“They will. They’re rotbens addicted to sweets when it comes to the unexplained. They can’t help to look into the hole of mystery even though it is ripe for entrapping them around their necks.” Prophet touched another button, and read the next subject. He let out a small snort of amusement and then erased whatever it was before offering Hooley back the pad. “I will see to the Alderaan. You may leave.” 

“Very well.” Hooley grabbed the data pad…

Prophet pulled the data pad and Hooley back towards him. Staring down at the Human face to face, he muttered, “You do not ever interfere in my private affairs, or enter my domicile without my permission ever again. Remove those fricking codes from my door, and stay the smeck away unless I summon your worthless ass. You understand me? I mean it, Cade Hooley.” 

He finally let go of the pad, and Hooley didn’t realize that he was instinctively trying to pull away until he nearly backpedaled into the wall behind him. Collecting himself, he quickly left Prophet’s quarters and went straight for his own quarters to remove the codes, think about matters, and change into a clean uniform. 

CHAPTER 38.2

As Hooley left, Prophet still seethed at the Human’s intrusion. This was his territory, his place, not some empty room or some other place on board his ship which he had authority or just the free right to enter it. This was his place, his home, his smecking territory! Obviously the Human shit, and he smelled it too, learned his lesson today, but if he fails to remember the lesson, or remotely does something similar to it again once Juna had joined him at his side, he was going to spike him to the wall and skin him alive; his skinning equipment was readily available. He was in the middle of skinning more wampa hides, a process he didn’t finish when they had to move quickly and so he brought his kills with him frozen. 

Calming down to some degree, Prophet knew he couldn’t just up and kill him. He needed Hooley until Juna was secured. And calling Hooley a worthless ass, although accurate and proper, will only motivate the Human to interfere in his affairs more and more. Perhaps it will be what gets Hooley killed at the proper time, but he didn’t need the Human to suddenly get a conscious and work against him. The worse case scenario was the Mersader Conglomerate leader surrendering himself, his people, and the remaining resources still hidden about the galaxy before Juna came to him. All this would go to hell for him too quickly.  

Eventually he would have to give something for Hooley to chew on soon to keep the faith. Not necessarily the location of Sanctuary or even decrypting Sarch’s disk. Undoubtedly the Black Rose’s quickly vanishing arm was arousing his suspicions there, but not enough to deter Hooley away from his motives. 

So it was time for everyone to be reminded what was at stake in regards to his conquest of the galaxy, and how he can achieve such means. Especially the fool Jedi that aided him in the discovery of the ysalamiri in the hopes that he would kill Juna with the knowledge. The entity’s exasperated arrogance and ignorance truly showed in the latest message: YOU FAILED WHEN YOU HAD THE OPPORTUNITY. KNOW YOUR TRUE MOTIVES. OTHERS ARE TALKING. NO THANKS TO YOU HER DESTINY DRAWS NEAR. YOU WILL REGRET YOUR DECISION, AND IT WILL NOT BE BY OUR HAND.

“I regret nothing you simple fool,” Prophet mused quietly as he walked over to the nearest digital work station. “Her destiny is indeed near, and it is with me.” Hovering his hand over a keyboard to activate the system, he then typed in the commands to activate the Orpheus’ communications array. 

On the screen it asked for a target, where he wanted to send his upcoming transmission, and it gave him a list of options as to how precise he wanted his transmission to hit his intended target and it affected the properties of the signal of the transmission; from a broad signal that would saturate an entire system to a ass water tight signal that could pick a fly off the wall. There were other options as well, but he ignored them for now.

He typed in his initial choice and the screen showed a flying view of space, coming from the Orpheus’ position and heading into the heart of the Republic, towards the Core Worlds, and finally stopping at Alderaan. 

Prophet thought about it for a moment, and then decided not to do another Sullust. 

In fact less was more based on circumstances; the Republic was so wound up minor instances made whole systems cry out in fear of another Vhinech attack. False reports played on paranoia and aggravated the delicate nerves of those in power charged with their protection. Republic resources militarily had gotten smaller, not larger, since the Battle of Evramora; either the pacifists that controlled the Republic still felt warfare was not a serious venture for them to pursue, or the Republic at large felt the Vhinech in general were no longer a threat. Either way the military was spread too thin thanks to Sullust and thanks to systems which had little to no military might to speak off clambering for protection. 

Just a little attack involving one of the Republic’s most loyal of worlds and loudest of voices, a little attack that would spread out and touch all involved from those who are close and those who are far. One little attack will reveal new fears and new persecutions of the innocent, which in turn will affect the Vhinech in Prophet’s own command to some degree. It will discredit the Jedi Order even further to the point that perhaps the Supreme Chancellor himself will utter a complaint, perhaps spun and worded carefully, over their lacks of resolve and efforts to resolve the issue. It will confuse those closes to it: Sarch, the two other Jedi, Arnes, Thahada, and most important of them all Juna.

It is because of her he must do this. Therefore it shall be done.

