CHAPTER 65.0

One of Coruscant’s many forgotten treasures of knowledge, Poet’s Center was the very heart of the Philosophers, Scholars, and Writers District; a centralized area that connected all of the higher intellectual hot spots outside the tainting realms of politics and business at one starting point, from which all could to walk to. The idea for such a place began some 500 years ago, originally a development plan put into motion to house over one million or so of the greatest thinkers and moralist of the galaxy during the Great Sentience Debate. Malestare philosopher Revetvubo had practically challenged everyone in the galaxy to prove him wrong about his hard-lined view of what was sentience that had altered the view of many in the galaxy that he was right. With so many responding, and so few realizing the significants, the Republic Senate ordered Poet’s Center constructed to house the debaters and promote the significants of such talks.

Once Poet’s Center was complete the debates began, and the debates lasted years. Small business grew around it, families moved into the practically crime free non-constant party zone, and it became a paradise for those truly finding knowledge. Practically the next-door neighbor one went to borrow sugar from could be ethics preacher or a professor of social sciences. When the debates ended and the majority of the housing was cleared of occupants Poet’s Center became a fiscal, financial, and meaningless nightmare. 

The Senate quickly had to make it a federal landmark to save it or face the wraith of some of Poet’s Center’s 10 million residents and lawsuits filed by large business groups. To justify even that move the Senate filled the area with statues, monuments, and other forms of modeled captured imagery of various sizes created by artist and sculptors has a tribute to those who participated in the Great Sentience Debate. Over time others were added to Poet’s Center; all of this done unfortunately at the expense of taxpayers and the disapproval of those who participated in the debates in the first place.

When he left the Nubian Consulate Building, sneaking out through the entrance and exit ways of the motor pool in order to avoid the obsessive-like-mynock media out front, Enothchild realized something in the midst of his current hurt over Juna not wanting to become a Jedi. Here he was going to try and find Helle on the worst places in the universe to find anyone. This wasn’t a diplomat with an established residence or a suspect he was tracking down that had known places where they hung out. Helle was a stranger on a strange world.

Where other worlds had dives and hiding places Coruscant had dives and hiding places built on top of dives and hiding places within dives and hiding places. He could use the Force to track her but even that had its limits; Coruscant was too heavily populated for one thing; with so many minds it was like an unforgiving blizzard trying to ‘see’ through it, made bad by the fact he really didn’t know her to recognize her Force signature, and worse because Vhinphycs, save for Enothchild, generally are one of the most Forceless creatures in the galaxy. It was impossible, like trying to find Master Yoda mingling around in a Vhinphyc wedding party.

Enothchild kicked himself when the solution came to him, and he went to Poet’s Center to make himself has visible has possible. Early on has a Padawan Nadja brought him to Poet’s Center, her old stomping grounds, quite a bit during their Coruscant patrols namely because of Poet Center’s dark secrets. The place was still for learning and exploration, but politicians at all levels of government found other uses for the place, crime organizations did as well. Nadja trained Enothchild on those elements quite a bit, everything from breaking up high-class secret bedrider establishments over and over again to uncovering high-octane political plots. The place was still a hotbed of secrets and going-ons given its close proximity to the Senate Building. However he had a good reason for being here.

Reason being was sound; being unfamiliar with Coruscant Helle had to follow Juna from the Jedi Temple to get to, find, Nadine Towers. Nue relayed that fact to him, Helle had told him so, shortly before the ambulance came to transport the injured, and Juna elaborated on that a little. He presumed, has he sat down on edge of the fountain, the Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor was spying on him, following him, and perhaps trying to figure a way how to get back her wrist computer. With her rescue of Juna, Enothchild didn’t rule out the possibility that it was a ploy by her to get back into his good graces; why else did she follow Juna in the first place? Either way he thought about what to do and say if she showed up has he got comfortable, figuring how to use such a ploy to his advantage.

Among the other things on his mind was the Sanctuary Resolution; he couldn’t help to think of it with his seated position giving him such a clear view of the Senate Building in the not too far distance. The mayhem of the night before put a halt on the proceedings to end the treaty, but for how long? Probably not long enough. Even if Juna interjected herself into the debate fully it wouldn’t prevent it. The question was then would he reveal Sanctuary’s location and doom the Vhinech there.

After an hour of sitting, Enothchild’s plan had worked. He saw Helle coming towards him, emerging from behind a statue of Amucerues the Foresighted. He decided to play things by ear and keep all the options open; except for getting close like Dizzy joked about, he drew the line there; a woman scorned guarantees a sensitive body part getting hacked off.

“I see you have stopped trying to be coy,” mused Enothchild sarcastically. He didn’t want to start off has if they were suddenly friends. “I must compliment you on your tailing skills, though. I didn’t totally believe you were following me.”

“Among the Ignorant, ‘brio, your scent is very telling,” Helle said back, not caring about the looks she got from scholars she walked by when she said that. Of course they ranked just under dirt in her eyes. “No one else smells like a male Vhinphyc. Nothing escapes my nose.”

“Then if you smelled something nasty, like rotten eggs, then you’ll have to excuse me,” he chimed back. She looked at him puzzled, so he prevented any more confusion by gesturing beside him. “You may sit if you like.”

“As if you own the fountain.” Helle sat down beside him. “Jedi serve, they do not conquer.”

Well that’s a different line of thinking from a Vhinphyc thought Enothchild; the original thinking was the exact opposite. He surmised that perhaps Helle learned something when she was listening in on the Republic for the last 160 years. That made her a little more dangerous. “That is true, and therefore we are still our own masters.”

Helle let out a short snicker. “How philosophically misdirected based on what I have seen of this Republic.” She sighed and said, “How can you live that way?”

Enothchild looked at her and said, “You mean be dutiful to faith, government and citizenry? You should know.”

“I should know?” 

“Remember? You and I are devoted to our duty.”

Helle looked at him oddly, then she nodded her head. “I comprehend now.” 

He nodded along with her and he answered the original question, “It isn’t easy.” He looked at the Senate Building and changed the moving motion of his head. “Boy it’s never easy.” 

“So I have listened.” Helle nodded towards the domed structure. “They seemingly conspire against you, one that has given them security and assurance. They will vote to force you to talk against your own free will.” She leaned towards him and gave him a look that reflected that she thought it was ridiculous. “And you declare boldly you are your own master?”

Enothchild could feel her disbelief with it, as well as a sense of anger over the fact that her fellow Vhinphyc catered to the lower forms of life so willingly. “If you think so small of me for doing it, then why are you following me?”

“Would you accept as true that I am trying to understand you?” she said questioningly. That came out too quickly, too prepared. “Would you also accept as true that I am attempting to win your alliance?” Now that took Enothchild by surprise there; come out and boldly state the real reason. Or has close has she was going to allow it to be the real reason. “In spite of what all you have preached of your displeasure of me you seem to believe I am capable of redemption based on your personal virtues.”

Enothchild knew he had to swallow a bitter pill here; if he went back to chastising her he will loose any hope of gaining her aide. “Well, you did somewhat by coming to Juna’s rescue. But I have to ask why you did? Why did you follow her?”

“I was waiting for you to emerge from your temple when…Juna?” He nodded to assure her that she pronounced Juna’s name right. “When Juna emerged running from Temple. Her scent reached me…and I was truly curious as to why she smelled a little like one of us. I was also cautious; if the Temple of the Jedi is such a haven of safety, then why did she run out with such frantic necessity? It occurred to me that there was chance the Order of the Jedi betrayed you, explaining why you were not with her. I could not go back inside to confirm such an allegation, so I decided to follow her instead. I saved her to spare you from the Longing.”

“You worried about me even after I had done what I did to you?” Enothchild questioned.

Helle looked back at the Senate Building and said, “What you said reached me. You said to live in peace as Presence requires of me to do. I cannot have that peace so long as Magus Prophet remains a threat. I am in the same tactical situation as you and your Republic is in; desperate.”

“So you want to help us?”

Helle looked at him and said with a sigh, “I have no alternative. Neither do you.”

Enothchild nodded his head again, but this time it was more truthful than anything else he did just there. In fact there was more truth in Helle’s words than in his, and he wondered privately if he was perhaps wrong about her. Then again words often times had two meanings and therefore the Force wasn’t always a given when detecting false statements. It fell more on his intuition and instincts combined with his abilities to determine if Helle was generous or lying. So far it was the middle of the road.

Therefore he had to trip her up. Maybe distract her. “Are you hungry?”

“Starving,” Helle said with a small smile. “I really do not have evidence where to go to eat around here.”

“Well we’ll discuss things over breakfast. Follow me.” Enothchild stood up and Helle followed his lead across the duracrete ground and the stone statues towards the modern universe.

CHAPTER 65.1

The talk they had waiting for their meal in the tiny dinner was not small. It was more or less a larger cargo container dropped from the sky and into an empty lot in Poet’s Center with interior seating for only 5 families of four in enclosing booths; it was more of a seasonal establishment with the rest of the tables and chairs standing free on the outside in the front.

In fact it their chat was anything but small. Enothchild did most of the talking; Helle listened, and he covered some ground with short explanations that could be explained in greater detail when she asked a question. It wasn’t everything, though, but Helle understood enough of it to form her own conclusions.

But the end of it, Enothchild pretty much asked how her injuries were, still plainly visible through the burnt slices of her combat uniform. The skin was no longer charred and it was closed but the skin was considerably red and her arm movements somewhat hindered when she tried to stretch; with a full meal in her Helle would be completely healed inside twelve hours thanks to her Vhinphyckian physiology. Enothchild was the same way, but with the Force it was twice as fast. He didn’t take the time to heal, though, and that was what most of the talking detailed.

Their breakfast came and Helle made a face when she smelled it. Enothchild had ordered for the both of them, and before the both of them was a double order of gray, fried membrane stuffed with pieces of meat and vegetables. Nose identifying the smell, she asked a little harshly, “We’re eating silicate? Not that it would affect us, but still…”

“It’s a mynock omelet,” said Enothchild has he pulled out the utensils from under the napkin. “Trust me, you’ll probably ask for seconds.”

Helle had a face of pure skepticism. It changed when she forked a small piece and placed it in her mouth. She cut off another piece, this time large, and made a humming sound after she let herself really savior it before swallowing. Before long she was indeed ordering seconds, and much wasn’t discussed has she continued to eat without any mercy for the dish.

Half way into her third plate she was showing signs of being satisfied and was eating at a very slow, deliberate pace. Helle said with her forked bite quivering has if a creature cornered by a predator, “The next time I fry mynocks, it will not be off the hull of my ship.”

“My late wife turned me on to it before we were married and I was her apprentice,” said Enothchild proudly, letting a small smile appear. “It was easy on her insides than most foods. We practically had it every other day.”

Helle chewed on a piece for a little while longer, recognizing the small hint of pain in his voice, recalling immediately the fact why he had Human hairs tied to his horns. Enothchild was determined to change the subject because he knew of Helle’ reservations. “So now that we are at a more definitive understanding, I need to ask you a few things that will help us against Prophet.”

“Well ‘brio-.”

“Enothchild.”

She smiled just a little and said, “Enothchild, it would be simpler for us to be rid of Prophet if you just give me back my ship.”

“Given their ability to hide their whereabouts with the Force where exactly would you begin, Helle? Or would you simply wait for him to make a move that would reveal himself?”

“That is where you and your allies come in. They use the Force, yes?” She took another bite of omelet. “Sensor arrays that use the same energy sources recognize one another as part of the group separate from the others outside of it. Same could be applied here.”

Enothchild sat up a bit straighter and informed her of her error. “Actually the Force may be the same energy, but individuals put out their own unique Force signature. A disciplined mind can cloud their presence from other Force users, and worse if they are of the dark side of the Force, where I and the rest of the Jedi are of the Light, then it becomes even more impossible. Besides that, Prophet and the Vhinech have a way to negate the Force in normal beings.”

“The ysalamiri,” Helle recalled. “The worms in those missiles and in the Vhinech backpacks. Now how is it they can… feel? How is it that they feel the Force with these creatures in proximity and you and your fellow Jedi cannot?”

“We have theories. One of them being genetic manipulation.” Enothchild shifted around a little. “We have strong evidence that the Vhinech were created by our people, Helle, and the Legacy Virus, also created by our people, activates them.”

Helle set her fork down on her plate, and for just a second it appeared as if she was going to walk out. Her body rose, and then settled back down. She crossed her arms in defiance. Defensively but reserved in her tone she said, “That cannot be true.”

Enothchild sighed a little and said, “When the Premier ordered my parents to return home they were instructed to give the Republic a friendly file of their explorations with a newly uploaded Premier’s Seal of Peace attached to it. That upload contained the Legacy Virus.” 

He leaned forward a little and continued making sure she didn’t miss a word. “I know this all to be fact, Helle. My parents ran from Vhanba after discovering what the intentions were of our people and supplied my Human Mother with the anti-virus program to stop it. Back then the only thing we knew was this was a serious, First Strike threat. Now flash forward to now, to Alderaan, to Sullust, and 18 other worlds, and not only do we have Sleeper Vhinech that can avoid detection prior to activation, we have the Legacy Virus right there to activate them. Both of my fellow Jedi Ros Ofcheck and Casper Knightshade watched it happen on two separate occasions. What’s more is that the incident on Alderaan provided us with a computer with a Legacy Virus infected central processor. These Sleeper Vhinech, tested as normal before, are found to be Vhinech when they die a short time afterwards. You may call that coincidence, but we call it in the investigative game damning.”

Helle took a look out the window baring a short-lived, small frown. Enothchild continued. “Like it or not, I can’t overlook the facts here. Truth be told I thought it was you that sent out the virus. So stop pretending you don’t know shit, Helle, because you do. Drop the act.” Her multi-toned eyes turned towards him with anger. “However how can you send that virus that activated that Sleeper Vhinech at the Temple of Masks on Alderaan when you were in custody, with no access to your ship?”

“Why not presume I preprogrammed my ship to carry out that order if you think me so ruthless,” she challenged.

“Because there is another fact; the Vhinech Moonhauler you destroyed at Obroa-skai.” Helle didn’t deny it, so Enothchild continued. “That ship was passing by Obroa-skai to get to Myrkr to pick up more ysalamiri, but it made a stop at Sullust before hand. I know that because of two reasons. Reason one: the Moonhauler was not filled with ysalamiri; there were only remains enough to suggest they had enough ysalamiri to hide their presence. Reason two: their engine mounts had interstellar debris from Sullust just below the Obroa-skai debris AND sensors indicated that they came from Sullust.”

Helle’s eyes grew large. “That is how they delivered the Legacy Virus. That is how it only attacked one planet.”

“Exactly, they delivered the virus and then proceeded to Obroa-skai,” said Enothchild. He paused for a moment to frown, feeling odd about something, and then continued. “And at Sullust was where I was fooled.”

“I don’t understand,” she asked.

“I’m beginning to think we have ALL been had suckered since Uiennar, including you. Prophet conveniently had orchestrated that attack on Juna’s ship only days after the Legacy Virus ravaged Sullust. I originally thought that was to lure me away so he could get to Juna.” Enothchild shook his head. “He lured me into position by creating the Sullust problem, and then lured me to Uiennar by threatening Juna’s life. He did it to get the one thing that could stop the Legacy Virus; the disk my Father created to destroy the virus; it’s the only one in existence, and I always kept it on me because of that.” 

Enothchild reached over and grabbed Helle’s spoon and knife, grabbed his unused utensils, and laid them all out. Positioned around, he had his knife represent the Royal Cruiser, his spoon represent the Millennium Falcon, her knife represent the Vhinech, and her spoon to represent her ship. He said, “Just as I returned to Naboo, Sullust happens.” He moved the ‘Falcon’ over to his breakfast plate on the side. 

“A few days later, a political enemy of Juna’s named Pirus Krendel makes a speech that compels Juna to come to Uiennar. That suggests that perhaps Prophet had something to do with that speech, but we were prohibited from finding out.” He moved the ‘Royal Cruiser’ towards her plate of mynock omelet. 

“The Vhinech arrive, conveniently there to intercept. Meanwhile, I sense the danger and I come running.” Enothchild grabbed the ‘Falcon’ and moved it to ‘Uiennar’. His amber eyes regarded her at that moment. “What exactly got you to come to Uiennar in the first place?”

Helle hesitated at first, unsure if she should reveal what she knew. Finally she reached and grabbed her spoon. She said, “Six months ago, when I found no more Vhinech, I decided to keep a running sensor track on you; I felt you could lead me to Sanctuary. I took up position above the galaxy to have a better view to watch you. I also continued to scan the rest of the galaxy for the Vhinech.”

Curious, Enothchild mused, “So you weren’t following me at any time prior to six months ago?”

“If I had I would have found Sanctuary.” Moving on, Helle pushed her ‘ship’ around in a circle. “I detected the sudden emergence of a Vhinphyc Galactic Dominator. Afterwards several more ships appeared around it. The ships, except the Dominator, made the jump to hyperspace for Uiennar. I did not, at first, understand why the Vhinech dropped their Force camouflage. Then you left Sullust for Uiennar and assumed you detected them. I made preparations and once finished…”

Helle stopped moving her spoon towards the mess in the middle. She had gotten it moments ago, but the realization of being duped didn’t sink in right away until they conducted the little play act with the utensils. Quietly, she said humbly, “I rushed to your aid. Prophet took your disk, and he placed me in a position of disarmament and distrust.” She looked at Enothchild and sat back with an open mouth. “He was putting the responsibility all on me.”

“Hence why I thought you had something to do with this. You’re reckless and malevolent, Helle, that I will admit. However you’re the smallest threat in the universe right now compared to Prophet. He has the Legacy Virus, the anti-virus, and Force knows how many Sleeper Vhinech abroad in the galaxy.”

“Then why does he not attack?” asked Helle in frustration.

“Juna. He is obsessed with her. Our findings have found that the Legacy Virus is just sent and the Sleeper Vhinech just attack. He’s so obsessed with her that he won’t risk unleashing the Legacy on any world she’s on.” Enothchild cleared his throat to move forward, doing so without revealing Juna’s revelations from this morning. “Tell me again that I’m wrong about the Legacy Virus. Tell me that the Vhinech were some freak accident that the Legacy Virus just happens to control. Stop feeding me bullshit because my stomach is full.”

Helle played with her spoon for a few more, silent moments has she thought. She moved the spoon out of the way and leaned over the table close to Enothchild. She spoke very quietly, trying to keep things more secretive than her male counterpart was failing at. “You are right, Enothchild.” 

She sighed a little before continuing while he showed signs of secretive celebration going on in his mind. “My alternative duty as a Sleeper was to monitor all Republic communications and movements. I did so to discover any evidence of Vhinech subterfuge into the government systems in the way of ambassadors, judges, representatives, and world leaders, and then to notify the Premier. If such high levels of government were compromised by Vhinech filth then all I waited for was the Premier’s word.”

“Destroying the planet,” Enothchild threw in.

“You know our people more than you were leading on,” she just said casually. “If there is one, then there is too many. Shortly before the fall of our people the Premier sent me the only communiqué I have ever received from him. As simple as breathing I was ordered to carry out a limited offensive against the Vhinech and the Vhinech only unless provoked into an action of defense by other forces. He ordered not to allow a single Vhinech, not even a fetus, to live longer than I. The reason for it came with the message in the form of terabytes of information entitled Caladente Uthenu aalu Prophecnas.”

Enothchild frowned a little and translated the words. “Project of the Maternal Prophets?”

Helle put a hand on his arm and said, “It would be best if I showed you, Enothchild, than explain it out here; there is so much I have not been able to read it all. Just you and I. No one else.” She pulled away and said, “I ask of you this because if I show you this material then you will realize our people’s greatest…embarrassment.”

Enothchild let his eyes narrow in curiosity. Embarrassment? Helle was not referring to the Vhinphyc’s eventual loss. “If this embarrassment offers a cure for the Sleeping Vhinech then I won’t hold back.”

“There is no cure for the Sleeping Vhinech except death. That much I know.”

“Or negating the Legacy Virus. Just because you didn’t see something in those files doesn’t mean they don’t exist. If you want to redeem yourself to me, if you want to help me, then I want access to those files.”

She thought silently for a moment. “All right, Enothchild.” 

The two got up, and with a credit chit transfer to cover the bill and tip both Vhinphycs left. Has they walked out Enothchild asked aloud, “By the way, Helle, you mentioned a few days ago about another Sleeper that hadn’t been awakened yet. Do you have an idea where he is, or a way to contact him?”

“That was the very first idea I did a search on with the Premier’s files that were sent to me. I felt I could not do this alone.” She sighed and said has an air cab pulled up to their waiting location, “The files indicated that he existed, but his standing orders were to remain ‘asleep’ until ‘awaken’.”

“By who? By what?”

Helle shook her head. “I wish I knew. The file only said he existed, and I was required to destroy that part of it as part of my duty.” Sorrow on her face, she opened the door on her side of the air cab has Enothchild walked around to the other side. “I wish he would wake up.”

Enothchild watched her get in with a suspicious glare. He said before getting in, “So do I.” However he said that for completely different reasons. 

