THE FADING LIGHT: PROLOGUE THREE: THE KEEPER OF SANCTUARY

Two years before The Fading Light, two months before Prologue Two: The Krayt Dragon: The Heart of the Dragon Part Five.

One look in the abandoned warehouse just from the entrance told Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch enough of the whole story, and it was a story of death.

On this latest stop in his quest to find all the Vhinech still roaming free throughout the Republic, he finds it is a horrible repeat of his visits to previous ports of call for the last two years and finding himself useless for anyone’s benefit; the Republic, the citizens of the planet, and lastly, and now becoming more importantly, the Vhinech. Here on Sluis Van, an Outer Rim world so far away from Coruscant and the heart of the Republic, Enothchild proceeds in to see for himself the carnage that has transpired here, and to the best of his investigator abilities discover the motivations, and hopefully the identity, of a so certain of righteousness, high tech, low profile serial killer that has made it clear that his or her victims were of the Vhinech kind.

“We are grateful for your speedy response, Master Jedi,” said one of the peace enforcement officers ahead of the investigation into the damage. “We did not know the Jedi operated this far out in the Outer Rim.”

Enothchild eyed the Sluissi, the primary species of Sluis Van, for just a moment, and chose to ignore him. Not because he wanted to be rude, but because he thought the Force was telling him something as he used his abilities to study the debris left over from what appeared to be on it’s face a massive firefight equaled to short firefight exchange in close quarters between two equal matched infantry forces. 

Which the investigator, with his snake-like tail flickering in a instinctive attempt at getting Enothchild’s attention, pointed that reasonable fact out. “Witnesses heard, but did not see, the criminal transaction, and all accounts suggest that these were possibly rival gangsters, or hired mercenaries, that crossed paths and attacked one another with all the noise this fight produced. Unfortunately with such occurrences our first duty is to the ship yards and so none of us arrived until the war was over.” Which was true, since Sluis Van had a shipyard with a great reputation for putting out great ships. And it was a Republic military contracted site, which with a little Vhinech terrorism could do massive damage to the Republic ship building-repairing capacity in the Outer Rim. “When we finally arrived and noted the blood, we knew these were not our people, but Vhinech hybrid.”

The Vhinphyc Jedi could only nod as he kept walking around the warehouse, his feet the only appendages that were missing and had missed the puddles of purple Vhinech blood splashed all over; the whole scene was compromised the moment one Sluissi investigator slithered in. Not that it mattered to him really if this was a clear cut case of what the investigator thinks this is, but this was murder with purpose and a murderer that leaves no clues. Has his late wife Nadja Moranna would say, This being has so much free time they waste it on their dark desires to perfect them, thus it is no longer a hobby to pass time and leave a mess, but a fricking life mission to them rivaling even us Jedi in belief which includes being neat and tidy.
And so such disruptions in a crime scene, even to a being like Enothchild who can use the Force to find a preverbal needle in an imaginary haystack, in which such a perfectionist in death is the cause, made his life hell. 

At first when these deaths began to happen, Enothchild surmised that possibly someone, or many someones, purchased the services of mercenary groups like the Mistryl; that meant the survivors of the doomed Nubian colony of Evramora would have been behind that, or a rich enough Nubian who could throw credits at them like water. With his strong ties with the Mistryl, he personally went to Emberlene to find out. The Eleven Elders of the People assured him on their honor they were not involved and he sensed no deception on their part. The Mistryl promised that if they came across any information in regards to it they would contact him. They had an Oath of Friendship with him, thanks largely to Nadja’s influence; a simple misunderstanding almost doomed the Mistryl into experiencing Nadja’s wraith, but in the end the Jedi Master actually cleared the group’s name from a incident that occurred quite a long time ago.

And the idea of someone from Naboo purchasing an assassin did not hold either because after some introspection and further investigating between missions of locating Vhinech he discovered that these murders actually didn’t start just a few years ago, but 8 years ago, all the way back to the planet Rainer, the Republic Intelligence installation the Vhinech had taken over before their invasion of Evramora. 

Shortly after the Vhinech-Mersader Conglomerate defeat a Jedi lead Republic task force stormed the planet to take it back, even destroy it if need be, only to find that someone had all ready beat them to it. According to the reports then, the Vhinech in control there were killed around the same time the Battle of Evramora started. There was no record of a Republic black op, or even a rumor in the fringe about such an attack, but the killers trade marks were all over it; absolute overkill. If such killer or killers were hired, the paper trail would have been discovered many years ago. And more importantly, only a few people knew about Rainer’s existence, let alone it’s fall into Vhinech hands.

Which lead Enothchild to conclude, and made him finally say to the investigator, “Your fears are understandable about the shipyards. These Vhinech were deep cover operatives by the looks of it. A big part of the late Magus Parable’s highly trained Vhinech Intelligence Division. However these Vhinech became the intended targets, and all this death was cause by one being.”

The investigator looked around and said, “You’re joking? All this, caused by one man?”

“I didn’t say one man, I said one being.” Enothchild finally found something of evidence value that the Sluissi could not disturb; a thin, long length hole on one of the walls of the warehouse. “I am not excluding a woman or a droid for that matter, but I assure you it was done by one.” He probed the damage first with his large fingers, and then with closer inspection with his eyes, and finally with the Force. He had seen such damage from a bladed weapon before in both objects and once living Vhinech. And once again, like before, the blade left nothing behind for examination; pieces of metal from stabbing and honed edge weapons can sometimes leave weak pieces of itself broke in the wounds, or in this case carries over particles of DNA from a previous killing, or the owner itself. But there was nothing, and Enothchild could only sigh out despairingly. “Shit.”

Enothchild took a few steps away as the local crime scene technicians moved in on the damaged wall. One of them took readouts from a scanner and exclaimed, “The damage is over 5 inches deep inside the wall!”

“Impossible,” said the chief investigator. “Only a lightsaber cuts that deep. You are reading it wrong.”

“No, he isn’t,” mused Enothchild, and left the group to go explore the undamaged table with items on them, just in time to hear the chief investigator curse in his native tongue after he did his own personal reading. Indeed the weapon, possibly an ax by the shape of the damage it leaves, is sharp and pretty strong, but it still requires a lot of force to do that much damage and not have it get stuck in the wall; meaning the killer was very strong, perhaps as strong as a Vhinphyc.

Being the only known Vhinphyc left in this galaxy and with no other evidence currently to suggest otherwise, Enothchild ruled the possibility out, and of course ruled him out as a suspect. That left him many possibilities for suspected species as prime candidates; Caasmasi, Hutt, Fallen or Wookiee just for starters. But with the absolute absence of any evidence to rule them in or out, that left droids as a possibility. And if that were true, then the droid-he couldn’t see the possibility of more than one still-was made out of the same armor as the ax weapon he welded. 

Enothchild threw out the droid possibility a long time ago. As he reached the table, he found a bloodstained lightsaber hidden under some blood soaked papers. Like at a few previous crime scenes, some of these Vhinech were trained in the Jedi Arts, most of them wearing the clothes of a Magus, and he had his doubts about Force sensitive beings being routed so easily when they have weapons and abilities to stop all the known assassin droids made in this universe. These Vhinech had used their powers to wipe out the Vhinphyc on Vhanba in less than 8 years. 

This individual was able to defeat six fully armed, possibly all of them trained to use the Force, Vhinech in open realm combat, according to reports from witnesses that heard the violence, within 10 minutes of the first shot. To put it in perspective, Political Guardian Muriel Thahada Arnes took two hours and stealth to take out over a dozen Vhinech, but took them on one, or two, at a time during the Palace of Theed raid the Vhinech conducted. But this was all at once, in close quarters, and in very little time. And once again, only Vhinech was targeted. That gnawed on Enothchild’s mind; no one else has ever died, or even been hurt much less actually seen what has happened. But what bothered him the most about all this was that the killer did not just go after soldiers and spies. He or she slaughter the innocent and the defenseless; too many of them children unable to crawl.

Tossing the lightsaber aside, he looked through most of the papers quickly, feeling that he wasn’t that far behind the killer, and found something of interest. It was a data pad with a list of names of planets, and each planet had a number after them. With carefully thought, Enothchild realized what it was; a list of places where Vhinech were hiding, and how many there were per planet. Either these groups kept in touch, or there was a need for the Vhinech hierarchy, meaning Magus Prophet, to know where those of his fellow being are that left the war effort in pursuit of peace, which Enothchild had encountered such Vhinech that turned the other cheek. The tip off that it was such a list was that it had names of planets he had all ready been to in this parsec of the galaxy were on it, and the number of Vhinech to each planet equaled the exact number of Vhinech found dead.

Save for one planet, and it had a fair size number after it’s name. If he hurried, it won’t be too late. The feeling was that the killer saw this list too.

“Where are you going Master Jedi,” asked the investigator. “You can’t be done here.”

“I’m done here,” Enothchild said gravely. “Next stop, Bespin.”

Holding her brother Maxims’ hand in a tight, fearful grip, Destiny pulled her younger sibling along in their quest to save themselves from the immediate death now behind them killing their mother. Tears burning their eyes, they could only hear her bellow for them to run, and the next noise they heard was deafening as the sounds of laser bolt fire rang off in rapid repeating mode. Such noise sent chills down Destiny’s back and more than likely guaranteed death for whoever was on the receiving in of such a weapon. Just like with their father, who thought the Force could protect them from this brutal attack.

He died very slowly and very painfully before their eyes. Although their family was Vhinech, none of them were Maguses. They did not have great control of the Force within them like those warriors that once defeated the mighty Vhinphyc that haunted her childhood dreams when she was younger. Now reaching the age viable fertility her family, who separated themselves from the rest of the Vhinech Order to seek out a peaceful existence on the young mining colony of Bespin, were once again the haunted and not the hunters.

It was as if the nightmare of Vhanba never actually ended. 

Finding a cubbyhole, she threw her 7-year-old brother inside of it first, and then with her mass squeezed in to protect him. He was born long after the horrors of Vhanba and the failure of the Vhinech at Evramora and her parents made it clear that he would never know any of it until he reaches an age of comprehension to where he could handle such revelations. Unfortunately the age has come now.

Panting heavily, he sobbed and repeatedly said, “Mother. Father.” Shaken, he grabbed her by the waist and she in turned grabbed him. 

“I need you quiet, Maxim,” said Destiny, and tried as hard as she could to use her own Force senses to detect the menace that now hunted them without any indication that anyone on the mining colony cares. But that was why they moved here to Bespin; no one cared, because no one asked who you were and did not care why you were here. Not part of the Republic yet, the world had no central government or militia of any kind. Tibanna One, Incorporated, a gas mining company that specialized in the harvesting of tibanna gas owned everything including the planet. Without a government that follows Republic guidelines, of course, meant no one was blood screened to see if they were a Vhinech, whom the Republic and the Jedi Order were tracking down and, last she heard, were imprisoning them on some planet called Sanctuary.

She doubted that very much now with what just went happened, and worse the entity tracking them down-.

“COME ON OUT, PERVERSIONS OF THE UNIVERSE!”

Very quickly, Destiny pushed her brother further into the cubbyhole and said a little prayer for the hope that they were not just spotted. Their tormentor, somewhere not too close but in the general area of their location, said, “Very well, make it humorous for me. After all, it has been a long period of time since I have inoculated little viruses like yourself.” There was a chuckle. “Vhinech children screams of agony make me appreciate the tragic end of your kind’s existence. And I will make you scream when I get my hands on you. I will make you scream so I truly believe that it is an opera that I may cry over with joy for all those you have made to suffer.”

Destiny wished with all her will that she could calm her dual minds and was a Magus in the Force so she could kill this…animal. This being killed her parents, and she could sense the gratification rolling off the predator. Her parents encouraged her to never take arms like they did when they fought for their freedom and survival against the dreaded Vhinphyc. And ever since Evramora, which she and her mother were with her father in his Moonhauler watched the world be engulfed in fire and they felt the death screams of thousands of their fellow Vhinech from the planet, both parents vowed never to fight again except in the defense of their family. Along with a fellow Vhinech, they all came here after the fires of war cooled and started all over again.

Now almost a decade later, Hell has returned and it has claimed innocent people.

Maxim struggled in her arms, the panic urging him on to flea. Destiny held him tight and did all she could to quiet her breathing and urged him to remain calm.

The being said, “I can smell you.” Maxim about leapt out of her grasp when the creature said that. “It is all right to urinate in fear. It just means less of a mess to clean up when I take you back to my ship and begin the process of tearing you apart.” The being snickered and mused, “I know, we can play a children’s game. You know this one? It is called Ax, Ax, Who Has Got the Ax?”

Both Vhinech felt their danger senses flash and both crouched down to avoid being hit by a massive, dual bladed avenger ax, the weapon sticking deep into the nearby durasteel wall. Panicking, Destiny ran screaming out of the cubbyhole and took long strides to get away from danger. Just as she got a block away, she realized in horror that she let go of her brother and he was still behind her. She turned around and saw him trying to get up off the ground to catch up with her. 

Destiny yelled, “MAXIM! I AM COMING!” Destiny ran for him, but a session of heavy quad laser powered-equivalent fire caused her to dive to the ground, and then roll for the nearest conceivable cover she could sense.

Still on the ground, Destiny felt something vanish from her conscious, and began to cry, as she knew what the feeling meant; she had felt the same thing when her parents died. Looking over on the ground, she could see what was left of her little brother Maxim. His body was tore to shreds, and he stared blankly at her with his blue eyes, not alive anymore. His purple blood slowly forming a puddle underneath him and growing in size with each breath she took. She began to shriek in sadness, but was cut short when a rapid session of blaster bolts penetrated and went through the metal crates that she hid behind. She had no choice now; getting up, Destiny did all she could with the Force and sent the crates flying weakly at her family’s killer. She turned, ran quickly with long strides, and never dared to look back. All the time, she heard obsessive laughing carrying on, as the monster bellowed with glee. She imagined the horror standing over her dead brother and admiring the sight of dead Vhinech. 

That visual made Destiny run faster than she ever had run before.

Destiny finally reached the more upscale housing centers of the gas mining colony and did all she could to look calm and collected as she walked by the other residence in the location. Taking her time, she reached the home of the other Vhinech and knocked on his door. However her still pounding heart found her way to her pounding fist and it made a Force-awful racket. It made it sound too demanding for him to open the door.

Then again, she was so scared and sad she had no idea how to act at the moment.

The door opened, and it was not who she wanted to answer the door. The Human female, his wife, said sleepily, “Destacca? My goodness, why are you here?”

Destiny had to remember that her name to this female was Destacca, and remembered what subspecies she represented. And so, with too much panic in her voice, she growled out using her cover language, “Is Ernest home, Rael? I need his help.”

Rael Steel held her hand up and said, “I don’t understand Wookiee, Destacca. Come in, you look like hell.” She thankfully came in and Rael called out, “Ernest, Destacca is here. And she looks real bad.”

Finally, Ernest came out and by the look on his face he knew why she was here. He sensed her parent’s death screams…and Maxim’s. She began to breakdown right there and just sob. He grabbed her and in full act to keep his cover, he asked, “What happened, Destacca?”

Destiny almost spoke to him in Basic, but that would have exposed who she was and unfortunately for Ernest it would have exposed him as well. He has not told his wife what he actually was and he aimed to keep it that way. Slowly she told him the whole story behind what happened just to keep their cover. Ernest nodded and said to his Human wife, “Someone just killed her family.”

“Force, no,” said Rael. “Who?”

“She doesn’t know. Or she won’t say.” Ernest looked at Destiny and used the Force to let her know that he had his suspicions. However, he lied and said, “My bet is enslavers. They are always after Wookiees to enslave, even if the law says they are free.”

“Those bastards!” Rael put a hand on Destiny’s hairy back and said, “I know people in the Republic. I bet I could get them out here to investigate it.”

Ernest cringed and said, “You know the Republic is so filled up with red tape it will take them forever to come out here and even then they won’t care. That’s why stuff like this happens in the first place to her kind.”

“And you know why I want to move out of here,” retorted back Rael. She let her hands caress her swollen, pregnant belly. “This is no place for any family.” A noise from one of the other room, and she said, “Oh no, the boys. I’ll take care of them.”

Ernest watched his wife walk away and he looked up at Destiny and said, “I am so sorry, Destiny. I am very, very sorry.”

“It is not your fault, Steel,” she said in Basic. He rubbed her longhaired arms for assurance and comfort that just was not there. Her tears just continued to fall and she asked, “Why would the Jedi do this?”

Steel shook his head. “The Jedi don’t do this unless you fight back and threaten death towards them. I know that for certain.” They heard the company security patrol sirens in the distance. “Whoever it is can’t risk having an entire mining colony coming down on them. But I think our time here has just ran out.”

“What do I do now, Steel,” she asked.

“You stay here for now. I’ll think I’ll take up my wife’s suggestions and get us all the hell out of here before the fodder really hits the cooling unit.” Steel lead her into the living room and had her sit down. “I’ll look into cashing out of my contract tomorrow.”

“But where would we go?”

Steel played his hand over his jaw and said, “Another Outer Rim world. One where no Republic presence is around.”

Destiny held herself and mumbled out, “What about Sanctuary?”

He made a noise. “If you want to be a prisoner of the Republic, be my guest. First of all whoever attacked you and your family could have very well been an agent of the Republic. A dark op, the sort of creature responsible for taking out our intelligence base at Rainer. I’m sure you remember the stories about that mess.”

She did and nodded her head with shivering realization. The Vhinech Order had taken over the very place where the Republic had gathered intelligence on their worlds right before Evramora was conquered and shortly afterward the place was hit and hit hard. No survivors. The word through the intelligence net all Vhinech had a firm hold on at the time said that it looked like someone made Rainer a dead moon. Those operatives were going to follow up on it.

That was 8 years ago. Shortly after their pledge, the intelligence net collapsed. Since then, like all non-military Vhinech, Destiny and her late family and Steel were in the dark. Not sure if the Republic did indeed killed off their brethren. And rumor was only as good as the person who speaks it and given the people here, that is not saying much.

“I am just too tired of running, Steel,” she said tearfully. “I want to stop running.”

“We will, Destiny,” he said, embracing her in a survivor’s hug. “We will.”

When daylight hit and a new day began, Steel discussed matters with his wife and they both decided that the right thing to do was to leave, although his reasons went further than hers. He held firm on keeping the family here, citing that moving a family away from a high paying income was nothing short of disastrous for them. This place was safe from Republic prying eyes due to the Hutts influence over the Senate so they may do some deals under the table, especially for both the Mersader Conglomerate and Black Sun. The operation was so intricate no one expected anything underhanded. And perhaps with the fear of the Vhinech very low now, Steel wondered if maybe it was time to go to the Core Worlds, or maybe even the Mid Rim, and start over. There might be a few worlds that don’t do blood testing for citizenship like they started shortly after Evramora. Perhaps it would be safer to actually have a planet with a military presence around them. After all, he had a wife, two boys, and a third boy on the way. He doesn’t need someone going after them because he is a Vhinech.

He felt bad just thinking about that as he made his way for home from work. His wife did deserve to know the truth about him. After all, her sons are Vhinech as well. Their blood was red, like normal Humans would be, and with probes he determined that their dual minds were both stable and well hidden within one another. But as they mature, like he did, it was a given that they will begin to complain about hearing voices in their head, feeling cold on a very hot day, see things that normal people cannot see and many other Force related phenomenon. Steel assured himself that he would tell Rael and his children the truth in the near future.

When? Where? Hard to say at the moment when he considers that someone is after Vhinech. 

Steel arrived home and noted that no one was there. Granted, Rael had a doctor’s appointment and had the boys with her, but he expected Destiny to be here. A little worried, he closed his eyes, tapped the Force the best he could, and thought Destiny? Where are you?

A knock at the door brought him out of his trance and he looked towards it.

He felt his muscles tighten and a lump in his throat that refused to go down. Steel could feel a very strong, very focused Force sensitive presence outside. And worse, if his suspicions were on target, it is a Jedi Knight and he has just given himself away by transmitting his thoughts.

Steel said nervously, “Who is it?”

The voice on the other side was full of bass and loud, but was calm and soft in meaning. “If you can open the door, I will explain peacefully. Trust me, I don’t mean any harm.”

Gulping, Steel could sense no trickery. No evil intent on the speaker’s part. His senses were in conflict between his light and dark side brains, and so he couldn’t rely on them. Very slowly, and knowing that getting a weapon was not a smart thing to do at the moment, he walked up to the door, unlocked it, and opened it. He looked at…the Jedi’s very large but actually well conditioned midsection. He casted his eyes slowly upward, and old childhood fears exploded in his mind.

“Greetings. I am Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch,” said Enothchild to the Vhinech before him with a little, friendly smile so he wouldn’t scare him into unnecessary action. Steel let out a bit of gasp when he did, and he held up his hands in mock surrender. “Please, don’t be afraid of me. I will not harm you.” 

“B-But y-you ar-ar-are a V-Vhinphyc,” he said nearly letting his bowels go with dire fear. “P-Please don’t kill me.”

The Vhinphyc Jedi Master over the years now has seen fear like this in almost every encounter he has with any Vhinech and it made him uncomfortable and sad. Being the only Jedi in charge of rounding up the Vhinech under the executive authority order issued by Chancellor Valorum and by Grand Jedi Master Yoda’s recommendation, the challenges of assuring the Vhinech he sought that he was not going to harm them was terribly there. Having grown up in the Jedi Temple, and of course becoming a Jedi Knight and now a Master, Enothchild never had the chance to grow up to become the A-typical Vhinphyc; sadly his kind were a racist, unforgiving race of beings that slaughtered countless numbers of Vhinech ever since the Vhinech came into existence on Vhanba. 

Unfortunately he needed to get that point across to this Vhinech that his intentions were far different. 

“I won’t kill you. I wish you no harm.” Enothchild stood up a little taller and said, “I am only here to take you to Sanctuary.” He looked around down the hall, and then said, “If you want to keep things quiet, I suggest you invite me in or you will blow your cover for sure…Ernest Steel.”

Upon hearing his name, Steel calmed down a bit and looked into the Vhinphyc’s amber eyes. The way he held his eyes and gaze…he never knew a Vhinphyc to be like that. His instincts told him that this…Sarch—strange name for a Vhinphyc—could be taken at his word. Calming a bit but still on edge, he said, “Come on in.”

“Thank you,” said Enothchild with a bow. He ducked under the door overhang and turned his body slightly to feed is shoulders through first, which made Steel gulp very loudly; Vhinphycs were all ways large, but this one was by the largest he had ever seen. He noted the sound and said, “If you prefer, we can leave the door open. But I do not wish for others to overhear the conversation, especially in regards to your safety.”

Very quietly, Steel closed the door and silently walked into the living room. He didn’t ask Sarch to follow him, but he knew the heavy being did so. Turning around, he looked at him and said, “How did you find me?”

Enothchild stood there with his robe closed and hands in plain view to give Steel as much piece of mind as possible. “I think you know, just as I do, that the Force can point us in the right direction. Bespin is not a Republic world, so they do not have beings go through the mandatory blood screening when applying for citizenship. I have been to over 50 worlds just like this one in set up. I always find at least one of your people there.” He looked at the couch and put his hand on it. He looked at Steel and asked, “You have hairy friends.”

Steel suddenly barked out, “I’m no squealer, Vhinphyc. I’m not telling you who she is.”

Enothchild craned his head and said, “I wouldn’t have expected you to. Besides, you just did.” Steel thought about what he just said, and closed his eyes in shame. Enothchild added, “Not that I didn’t know. I’ve seen the bodies. And according to a section head of the gas mine where the father worked the family is short one female.” He reached down and grabbed some of the errant hairs and held it up. “Female Wookiee. That would be the oldest child, Destacca.”

 Steel panicked and said pleadingly, “Please, we haven’t done anything wrong. I was part of Magus Parable’s intelligence division, yes, but since Evramora I haven’t done anything against the Republic. Destiny was too young back then. We don’t like war anymore. Her father and I never had a Giver of Life. I have a wife now. I have two children with a third on the way.” He put his hands together and fell to his knees in front of Enothchild. “I beg of you, don’t take me away to Sanctuary. Don’t take me away from my family.”

Enothchild bent down to a knee and put a hand on Steel’s shoulder, which kind of surprised the Vhinech that the Vhinphyc did that. Then again, this Vhinphyc was full of surprises. Enothchild said, “I know you are not a bad person anymore or even tried to be one. I can feel it. I do trust your sincerity. That’s why I am now only asking you if you want to go to Sanctuary. I…have some pull in regards to who goes and who stays.” He held in a breath, and let it out. “If you care about your family, I suggest looking at Sanctuary as a place for protection. I just got here, and I have seen the remains of the Wookiee-Vhinech family.” He shook his head. “I’ve seen this before. I can assure you it is not an isolated incident.”

Steel looked at him and said, “It isn’t?”

Sighing heavily and sadly, he said, “I’ve have been encountering more Vhinech dead than alive in my travels more now than in the beginning. I can only say that it’s not me, or the Republic.” He thumbed over the shoulder, gesturing at the couch. “The female Wookiee-Vhinech is in grave danger, and I think she knows who the killer of your people looks like. If I can contact her, protect her, then I will bring this killer to justice.”

“Like the Republic would care,” noted Steel.

“I would care,” said Enothchild, and that hit Steel’s heart pretty hard. The way he said it was just like everything else; the truth. “The latest victims of this killer are like you. They were living in peace, separated from Magus Prophet and the others. Some were not even fighters. Some were too young to have done anything wrong.”

Steel heard that, and said, “Like Maxim.” He noted that Enothchild nodded his head. The Jedi obviously saw their bodies, and their blood, and knew the way he spoke the name he was referring to the young male Wookiee-Vhinech. “Force, there’s other children dead?”

“Yes,” said Enothchild. He gestured towards the holocube on the nearby table stand, and used the Force to have it land in his hands. He asked, “May I?” Steel nodded and Enothchild turned it on. It showed Steel’s family in various pictures. “She’s just Human, isn’t she?” He nodded. “You haven’t told her?” He nodded. “Why?”

“I don’t know why…I mean…when I met her on Tatooine she just loved me, period.” Steel grabbed the holocube. “She didn’t ask questions. She didn’t care if I had parents, or other family. I think she just wanted off that dust bowl of a planet and didn’t mind where. She was originally from Coruscant, and her parents sent her away to live on Tatooine of all places so she couldn’t wait for someone to take her away. And besides that, she loves me for just me, not what I am.” He had to stop to wipe a tear away from his eye. “I do want to tell her…I just don’t know when and how.”

Enothchild nodded and helped Steel up. He said, “How? The truth. When? As soon as possible, especially before your boys grow up and begin having problems with the Force.” He looked at the holocube, turned it off, and gave it to Steel. “You have a wonderful family. They deserve to know. Trust me, they will understand.”

Steel looked at the holocube and tossed it a few times around in his hands. He looked up at Enothchild and said, “I don’t have to go?”

“Like I said, I have the power to ultimately decide who goes. I…know there is good people among the Vhinech that just want peace. For those ones, like you, I offer Sanctuary as a place where you will be protected from killers or even against antagonism from Vhinech who wish to continue this thoughtless war. I will not force you to go if you do not wish to. I only ask you to consider it. And if you would, relay my offer to the other Vhinech here. In case I do not run into her. She deserves a chance at protection as well.”

Steel thought it over for a few seconds and said, “I…will tell Destiny about you. How long will you be here?”

“Until sunset. I am currently investigating the murders of Destiny’s family, but I fear that I must continue to track the killer and not just the Vhinech.” Enothchild began to make his way to the front door. “Tell her what I have said about the others. My hope is that if she does not want to go, perhaps we can make an arrangement for information exchange. I vow to find the one responsible for these senseless deaths against innocent people. Your people will have justice.”

Steel smiled a little, and then frowned when his wife and children came in. Rael saw Enothchild and about ran to save herself. The boys looked up at him in awe, and Enothchild smiled at them. “Hello there. I’m Enothchild Sarch, Jedi Master of the Jedi Order.” He bowed towards Rael. “Ma’am.”

Rael looked nervously at Steel even though her sons were all ready asking the large Jedi questions. She asked, “Ernest, what is he doing here?”

Steel began to sweat a little; this was not the time to tell her about him being a Vhinech. His hope was that the Vhinphyc…the Jedi…whoever didn’t tell her. It irritated him beyond comprehension that the Jedi did not look at him to see his begging, pleading eyes.

“I’m here investing the deaths of Destacca’s family,” he said with a bit of smile, but kept it genuinely grim in regards to matters. “I was hoping she was here, or if your husband had any information on her whereabouts.”

“I didn’t think a Jedi Knight patrolled this far into the Outer Rim,” said Rael.

“We normally don’t, but this attack on her family is not an isolated incident.” Enothchild excused himself and let himself out the door. He stopped outside and asked, “If she contacts you, or if you see her, tell her that I will be at Docking Bay 12 until sunset. I will offer her protection.”

“Of course,” said Rael. “We will tell her right away.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Steel.” Enothchild looked at Steel. “May the Force be with you.” With that, he took his leave and left the family alone.

Rael shook her head and said, “Who would’ve thought?” She looked at him and asked, “Are you all right honey? You look very pale?”

Steel was still in shock, although he firmly believed in Enothchild’s words of not wanting to harm them. A Vhinphyc…so truthfully kind and at peace: it was too unbelievable to comprehend. In just 5 minutes it totally changed him. He looked at everything differently and viewed things head on. Steel realized that his peace should reflect the Jedi’s peace. Therefore, now was a good time to tell the truth.

“Honey,” he said, grabbing her by the arms and leading her to the living room. The boys followed in toll. “I couldn’t have felt any better.”

A few hours later, Destiny did arrive back at Steel’s apartment to find that nobody was packed to leave yet. Rael, she sensed, was in her bedroom thinking hard about something, while the boys just played in their room. She had let herself in, and found Ernest sitting in the living room with a very relaxed, very relieved face. He asked, “What happened to you?”

“I…sensed a great disturbance in the Force,” she whispered. “It seemed to be coming here, so I left.”

Ernest just shook his head and said, “It’s all right, Destiny, Rael knows now.”

Destiny’s eyes exploded out of her head. He said her real name, out loud, with his family within earshot. She looked around and finally asked, “Everything?”

Ernest stood up and said, “Everything.”

“Including me?”

“Including you.”

“Force, Steel-.”

“And it is the greatest thing I have ever done in my life.” He put his hands to his chest to illustrate his point of release. “The relief…the tension…the doubt. It’s all gone. And for the first time in my life…it feels really good.”

“Steel, I understand you, but why did you tell her about me?” Destiny walked up to him and put her hands together. “Why?”

“Because I had to explain why the Jedi Master that came here today thought your life was in more danger than she thought.” 

Destiny heard that and suddenly went numb. Steel grabbed her arms and said, “He is still here, on Bespin, needing your help.”

“My help?”

“Destiny, this person that attacked your family has killed other Vhinech just like your little brother.” He watched the shock run across her face. “If you seen who did it, you need to tell him. He is also offering to take us to Sanctuary if we want to go. Our choice, he isn’t forcing us. But there are indications that this killer will try here again.” 

He rubbed her arms before continuing. “I want to go, but ultimately its up to Rael. I won’t break up our family over this. If she says yes, we’re all going. If no, then we are leaving Bespin and going very, very far away. You can come with us either way, but I got to ask you to consider telling him what you saw last night. For the sake of my family if we decide not to go to Sanctuary, I would like to know that this…Vhinphyc,” he watched her eyes grow very wide in horror, “is out there looking for this sick bastard that is killing innocent children. Please go tell him.”

“He’s a Vhinphyc,” she asked, suddenly ultra scared. Destiny was young when the Vhinphyc race was still a threat, and old enough then to remember what they did to Vhinech. And hauntingly related to last night…

“He is, but he is a Jedi. You know something else? He is a good being. He will not put us in harm’s way I just know it.” He put a hand over hers. “His name is Enothchild Sarch. He is at Docking Bay 12 until sunset. And he is doing everything right now to find your family’s killer. Please go see him, Destiny. Tell him what you know.”

Destiny shook with fear, but she believed everything Steel told her about this Jedi being gentle and friendly. She asked, though, “Can you come with me?”

“I…still have my family, I’m sorry.”

“I understand,” she said sadly. Destiny got up and went to the door and left.

Enothchild returned to the Republic deep space frigate docked next to the floating colony that was essentially Cloud City a little disappointed by the way things were handled here in regards to handling the bodies of the deceased. He immediately had them sent to the Monitor for further study and to possibly transport them to Sanctuary for burial. Of course his hope was that the Vhinech here would come with him for their own safety. 

Upon arrival, Captain Hongrus Piett chimed in with one of his ever-growing annoying points of view. “Only fertilizer on this trip, Master Jedi?”

Enothchild didn’t even give him an answer right away. The feeling was mutual, so Piett was smart and didn’t follow up with another smart-ass remark. Unfortunately Enothchild had agreed to make this whole Vhinech hunt a joint operation with the Republic military intelligence and so had to put up with a lot of their crap in regards of how they viewed all Vhinech in general. 

There was reason for them to hate the Vhinech; after all, they were the enemy, and the bulk of the Vhinech population believed in kidnapping and raping innocent Republic citizens so they may build up their population numbers. However Jurivicious Pern, his old friend and Jedi Knight that trained under the late Nadja Moranna, introduced those methods as his response to the Vhinphyc’s state sponsored genocide plan against the Vhinech. Not every Vhinech participated in that plan, and the vast majority of them that did died on or around Evramora. Most of these Vhinech now were children when the Battle of Evramora ended; the sins of the parents should not fall upon the children.

Telling that to these…men is something else entirely. If anything their view of the Vhinech was getting worse with each ‘missed’ opportunity than when they encountered hard-core Vhinech that wanted nothing to do with peace. Enothchild had to remind himself, however, that these men were following the resolution passed by the Republic Senate and signed into law by Chancellor Valorum: all Vhinech were to be transported to the secret planet code named Sanctuary and left there, under orbital guard, for the rest of their natural lives until deemed fit to join the Republic under a specialized plan.

In truth, Enothchild does not have the ‘pull’ to prevent a Vhinech from having to go to Sanctuary. He does, however, have that ‘ability’ known as forgetfulness. Why not, everyone else does? His wife and Jedi Master Nadja Moranna looked the other way a few times, especially if it meant she could nail a bigger turkey; and she always came back to collect on the weasel that pointed the turkey out. But these children…they do deserve a chance.

He said, “Apparently I missed the survivor of the attack. Or worse the killer has taken her.”

“The killer is doing us a favor,” said Captain Piett. “It seems the only things left out here are what the killer finds and leaves for us to pick up.”

Enothchild stopped talking to him. Things? Vhinech are not things. They breathe, they think, and they are capable of good. It’s the bad ones, like Magus Prophet, that make the Vhinech all look evil. What bothers him the most about Prophet is that he is alive, one of the captured Vhinech saw him. All indications are that whatever Vhinech warriors are out there fighting they are under the control of Cade Hooley and the Mersader Conglomerate. No Prophet could mean many things. He could be training Vhinech to be like him; dark side warriors. He also could be killing these Vhinech not willing to fight, although the notion of Prophet using primitive weapons instead of a lightsaber made that unreasonable. Enothchild wants to know, and having fought Magus Prophet, he wants more motivation to destroy Prophet if they ever met again. The Vhinech warrior has no reason to repent and won’t. 

Enothchild looked at such a creature to be put down. As a Jedi Master, he would have never really thought that way towards just one living creature, even towards Jurivicious Pern when he was alive. But Prophet…Prophet was a rabid rancor that was even dangerous in a cage. And worse Prophet can very well easily kill a rabid rancor.

He felt her before she spoke, but the others on the loading pad didn’t even see her approach; so much for military intelligence. Nadja has all ways said that sometimes, not all the time, military intelligence was a contradiction of terms right up there with Hutts with minty fresh breath. After nearly a decade with Piett’s crew, he was inclined to agree with Nadja’s point of view. 

“Excuse me.”

The non-Force sensitive beings never got use to the fact, even after 8 years on this hunt for some of them, that Vhinech came in all shapes, sizes, colors, textures, and smells, and that they spoke perfect Basic despite the species they represent not known to do so. Like the Wookiee-Vhinech that now very nervously spoke. Things got a little tenser when the operatives pulled out blasters and pointed them at her. 

But she did not fear them. He could see in her eyes who she feared.

“A-Are y-you E-Enothchild S-Sarch,” she said very afraid. She was practically ready to have a heart attack. Her body noticeably trembled as further evidence of her nearly having such a body-damaging event.

“Yes I am.” Enothchild took off his robe and walked up to her very slowly. Piett went to object, but he shot him a look to shut him up. Turning his attention back to Destiny, he said, “You must be Destiny. Do wish to be taken to Sanctuary?” She nodded very quickly. “We won’t harm you. I won’t harm you.”

“Good,” she muttered. Destiny began to breakdown emotionally. All the years of living in terror finally broke through and dominated her conscious thoughts, and the last straw was with her family’s death. With each sentence she spoke faster in terror. “Because I cannot hide anymore. I cannot run anymore. I cannot live like this. My family is dead-.” She covered her mouth and began to cry uncontrollably. “Force help me, my family…is dead.”

Very gently, Enothchild put his robe around her shoulders and body and rested his hands on her shoulders. Very slowly, the others lowered their weapons after sensing that this was not a crazy stunt being pulled by the Vhinech. If anything Enothchild wished they didn’t do it because it made him nervous. There was more than one incident where a fragile Vhinech psyche, caused by the tug-of-war battle between their light and dark side brains, snapped because the Vhinech felt cornered or betrayed. Some of those incidents occurred when Enothchild was away from them consoling other Vhinech so each time the timing sucked. Many lives were lost in those exchanges. Many Vhinech responsible were taken down by Enothchild’s lightsaber.

Today, he thanked the Force for it was not going to happen.

Enothchild drew her close and said, “Your family is on board. If you want you may see them and decide on whatever funeral arrangements you like for them. If you want them buried on Sanctuary, we can do that.” He could feel that she could barely stand now because the grief was too much. He reached down, picked her up, and cradled her with ease within his arms. He carried her onto the ship and when sunset arrived they left Cloud City with just one Vhinech.

The next few days to Destiny were both vague and real at the same time. She remembers crying a lot, and keeping herself wrapped up in a thermo blanket that replaced the Jedi’s robe and rested as comfortably as possible in a cabin on board the Republic vessel. She was aware that the Vhinphyc Jedi was with her a lot of the time and just kept her company until she felt threaten by his presence, and so he took his leave. She ate…or she dreamed of eating, she wasn’t really sure. She remembers vaguely about her family’s funeral arrangements; something about a traditional space send off and she did attend that, did she? And perhaps she has not slept at all. Maybe she is imagining all this.

Destiny just did not know anything for sure anymore. Something told her it was time to find out.

She let herself sit up, and immediately it felt like she had not move in days, leading her to believe that indeed she had just laid in that one spot for just as long. She did the best she could to stretch and work out the kinks, after awhile accepting the fact that the cramp in her neck was here to stay. Her stomach suddenly complained about its emptiness and that seemed to dull the pain in her neck. Destiny reminded herself that she had not eaten anything since…well, since THAT night. She had not even eaten anything while at Steel’s home.

She also considered the fact that, technically, she was a prisoner of war. They could do anything they wanted with her. Feeding her would be in their control just as her life. Maybe this was all a ruse; they use the sincere Vhinphyc, which is an oxymoron if there was one in the universe based on her life experiences, to lure her in and then the torture starts. They promise this Sanctuary, and she has heard about it but not from anyone that’s been there. The whispers about it made their way to wayward alien lips and thus went right down the Corellian Trade Spine as a rumor to Bespin. The classic assumption is that since the Jedi Order came up with the plan, then it had to be a safe haven more than a prison. But had her people hurt the Jedi at Evramora? The Republic troops and pilots: would the Jedi not want absolute justice for them?

As the thoughts of uncertainty became the thoughts of doom, her cabin door unlocked from the outside, the nice room was rigged that way, and the Vhinphyc Jedi Master came in without his robe on, carrying several trays of food and a lot of colorful fluid in a large, see through container. 

Enothchild smiled a little and said, “I thought maybe you would be hungry now.” He looked at all the items, then slightly blushing (blushing?) he sat them down on the table in the make shift dining table. “I…didn’t know what you liked, and I had no idea how much you eat, so…I grabbed one of everything.” Setting it all down, Enothchild noted, “I’m not even sure if I can eat this much in one setting.”

Destiny nervously said, “I did not sense you. How did you know I was hungry?” She looked around the room. “I don’t think this room is being monitored.”

“It isn’t.” Enothchild turned to her, and sidestepped and gestured towards the table. “Don’t you want to eat?”

“You didn’t answer all of my question.”

Enothchild shrugged his shoulders and said, “The reason why you didn’t sense me is due to the fact that your mind would have been too preoccupied by grief. Trust me, I didn’t use the Force to sense your hunger. I have experienced long term grief, and I know the phases.” He stepped away and gestured again towards the table. “Please?” She went to move, but then stopped. He joked, “If it will make you feel better, I think I pulled a muscle carrying all this food.”

Destiny found herself smiling to that a little. She said, “A Vhinphyc don’t pull muscles. They pull mountains.” Finally, she made her way to the table and let her sensitive Wookiee noise smell what her…jailer? Host? What exactly was his game? Well, for now, she smelled the food that Enothchild Sarch brought her. She grabbed some rye bread and just put it in her mouth, and the next ten minutes was a blur. Her hunger, she discovered was large. With mouth full at one point, she mumbled something that could have passed as thank you if she had a protocol droid to translate it.

After awhile, Destiny slowed down her eating enough to join Enothchild back in the living room area. He had left her there to eat in peace after she thanked him, whom he only smiled, bowed, and left her. Carrying the large container full of crabapple juice, she sat down across from him and just stared at his closed eye, meditative from. Why not: he’s a Vhinphyc who could use the Force and she was a Vhinech that had no control of her power; all that besides the fact that she was still a little afraid of him.

“Best lay your fears to rest,” said Enothchild suddenly, opening his eyes to regard her. “Or I will keep sensing them and therefore know how you are feeling. Wouldn’t want me to know how you are feeling, would you? After all, I am a Vhinphyc.”

Destiny knew sarcasm when she heard it. Being around aliens on Bespin provided her with lessons about many things like sarcasm and shortening of words like does not and do not becoming doesn’t and don’t. She said, “Is it that obvious?”

He smiled, meaning he was glad she understood his attempt at a calm conversation by starting it off with a little sarcasm. “In many ways, and I can’t blame you really.” Enothchild looked down a little ashamed. “There were times I wished I wasn’t a Vhinphyc. What my people did to you all was terrible and to this day, even with all I know of them, I can’t understand why.”

Destiny heard him and was moved by his words a little. She said to cover herself; “I wish I wasn’t born a Wookiee sometimes.” 

To lighten the mood, he said, “It must be a pain to clean your hair if I you get sticky candy on it.”

She let out a chuckle and said, “Oh yeah it is. Hurts. A pain to in the rear end to brush before going to bed.”

Enothchild chuckled as softly as possible to avoid trying to scare her with one of his gut busting, ship rocking laughs. He said, “It must be. And the heat.”

“Don’t get me started on that, and shedding?” Destiny rolled her blue eyes. “When I shed, it is like someone scalped a herd of purrs.” The visual of her previous sheddings came back and she let out some laughter. In her jubilation, she remembered a scene from home and said, “There was this one time my entire family was dropping clumps of hair left and right.” She chuckled some more and said; “My mother thought she had another child after she swept it up. She even thought about shaving us bald.” Realizing what she just said after a few moments, Destiny stopped laughing. With a half-hearted smile, she noted, “I guess she won’t have that problem anymore.” 

Enothchild reached over and put a hand on hers. He said, “I’m sorry.”

Destiny felt tears in her eyes, but she fought them down and said, “It wasn’t your fault. You didn’t kill her, or my family.”

Enothchild was going to say something, but decided to not say what was on his mind. She watched him get up and pace around the room. He said, “I have to ask. Did you see who killed your family?”

Destiny wanted to tell him. She felt it in her heart, but the words would not produce themselves in her mouth. There was still this fear, and sadness; lots of sadness if she went back to the night of her family’s murder. Maybe the hesitation had to due with what he said before he asked her who killed her family. She measured, metaphorically, tons of guilt from his voice. Not because he was the killer, or had anything to do with the killings. He just…was guilty, and it hurt him. It hurt him that he wasn’t there for her family. Still, the pain right now of remembering anything was too much.

Enothchild just smiled a little and said, “I am patient, and we have time. When you are ready to tell me, or even if you decide to, I will be listening. We have a long journey ahead of us.” He came around and sat down again across from her. “Do you have any questions about Sanctuary?”

Destiny was glad for the change of subject. “A billion.”

“Maybe it would be best if I give you an outline, and from there, we can wean down those billion questions to a couple thousand.” He raised his eyebrows at her and that made her grin. She had to admit in personal thought; he was a likable Vhinphyc.

Enothchild sat back till his large back pressed against the couch and began. “Sanctuary is a planet. I won’t fool you this situation is set up like a prison, but there are no bars, no walls, and no movement restriction planet side. Basically all we are doing is marooning the Vhinech on a planet that is hospitable and plenty. Exactly the planet your people were looking for when you all left Vhanba.”

“Like Evramora?”

Enothchild surprisingly winced. “More or less, yes.” Clearing his throat he went on. “In short, it’s your own world, and you are starting all over. There are catches. One: once you are on the planet, you can never leave, and you can never make contact with anyone. Two: the world is void of modern, even ancient metal mechanical technology. No computers, no communications transceivers, and most certainly no repulsor equipment and starships.”

“What about weapons? Don’t we have to defend ourselves?”

“There’s nothing against protecting yourself so long as it is primitive weapons, or weapons you conceive building by your own hands.” Enothchild moved his body a bit before continuing. “As for outside threats, there is a Republic battle fleet in mid system orbit. They can intercept any threats in a matter of minutes.” He gestured towards here to emphasize, “The reason why we have these rules, and there are more, is to punish the Vhinech for Evramora, yes. But with time we would like them to join the galactic community. And with hope become part of the Republic.”

“It’s…unusual,” said Destiny in puzzlement. “I don’t understand the joining the Republic part.”

“Unlike our two races on Vhanba the Republic just can’t sanction the end of your existence, or forever imprison them through segregation. That would be a continuation of a great wrong. We want the Vhinech to develop as a civilized race more naturally, and by doing so prove to us that they can coexist in peace with the rest of the galaxy.” Enothchild paused for a moment and decided to back track for a moment. “The cycle of genocidal violence that began on Vhanba shouldn’t be allowed to continue on other worlds. In my view on matters, both our people were unjust in the killings. To look at it in a more Vhanbadian perspective we can honestly say that Overlord never truly died, he just assumed other forms and possessed other bodies.”

And Destiny finally realized why she held onto her fears about Enothchild. He is a Force sensitive Vhinphyc. The last Vhinphyc known to be Force sensitive was Overlord and looked what he did to billions of his own people. She wondered…and she asked, “You must really put a scare into other Vhinech, don’t you?”

Enothchild nodded somberly. “Unfortunately. A few of your people thought I was Overlord.” He looked at her sadly. “Their reactions…weren’t friendly and I had to do what was necessary to protect myself and others. You can imagine the questions in their mind when they see me. I fought a Magus one time, and I had this feeling that she was convinced I was a clone of Overlord, a doomsday device activated by the dead Vhinphyc to annihilate all of you. Compounding that fact was what my people were doing to your people. In all, the Vhinech’s worst nightmare.”

Destiny regarded him with sympathy and said, “Sometimes you wish you weren’t born a Vhinphyc.”

He nodded grimly. “Yes.” 

Enothchild touched his horns, and for the first time Destiny noted hairs actually tied to them, lots of strands on each horn. His right hand found the hairs and he rubbed them, and that seemed to lower his anxiety. “Anyways, in a perfect universe you should all be learning to speak your own language. Tribe up. Maybe form nations. But space travel and modern ground warfare, no.” He gestured widely. “And that is why you live primitively on Sanctuary. The consensus is that you are given a chance to develop as a race and do so at a more natural pace and setting.”

“Does that mean no Force usage?”

“Absolutely not. We have no reason to deny your right to use it or explore it. Honestly are hope is once the Vhinech are settled here, in a stable enviroment, that they may find their own way to exist with the Force.”

Destiny felt coldness in pour from her dark side mind and through her body, reflexively causing her to shiver. She hated that when it happened, and her parents had shown her how to control it. But lately it just seemed impossible to deal with it. She then noted Enothchild reaching over and laying a firm, yet very warm feeling hand on her forehead. She could feel this wave of goodness and kindness from him, and the dark side within her recoiled back so viciously she had to strain out a shout of pain before it finally subsided. She closed her eyes and tried to fight any tears. Not that it was a sign of weakness, but Destiny felt in her heart that sadness of any kind will just make the dark side stronger.

 “You fear the evil within you,” said Enothchild very mutely. Destiny could only nod, as her eyes remained closed. “That is why the dark side will never leave you alone. It is natural to fear such darkness, but to dwell on its implications will only create doubt in your abilities to control it. This is compounded by your natural makeup, of having one mind dedicated to light, and another to darkness. Your parent’s teachings were sound, but they are inaccurate. It’s never about associating yourself with one mind or the other. It is about harmony within. It exist, and with it both minds can work with you and not against each other.”

Destiny opened her eyes and asked, “How would you know? You don’t know what it’s like.”

“Just because I don’t have two minds like you do, or that I am a Jedi Master, doesn’t mean I am immune to the dark side. Since it is part of the same Force I use, as the Light Side is my ally, then the dark side will always be there. Without the dark side, the Force cannot exist.” Enothchild grabbed her hands again for assurance. “Its because the Force, being powered greatly by all living things, is dictated by emotions. We can never purge our natural emotions, but we can learn to control them. I am capable of dark side emotions like anger, fear, and sadness. However I don’t let them dictate and dominate my life. Just because I live in calm and peace does not mean those dark emotions are not there. They are all ways there. I just have found one way to live with them by believing in the emotions related to light.”

Destiny thought it over and realized what he was getting at. She asked, “That includes non-Force sensitive beings too?” He nodded. “Their actions and emotions dictate matters in the Force?”

“Yes, like the Vhinphyc going to great lengths to destroy all Vhinech. Such atrocity produces emotions linked to the dark side, and so before your people had a chance to exist in a realm of harmony within them the dark side surrounded them. In turn they reacted with the dark side.” Enothchild rubbed her hand. “In turn you got use to such feelings in the Force but your reluctance to not live by them creates this need to live by them, and so the conflict wages on in your minds. This is another reason why Sanctuary exists. With time and the right enviroment the Vhinech will find that harmony within them. Slowly but surely you will achieve it, a neutral existence with the Force that many ordinary people live by. And when that time comes, they will be ready to rejoin the galactic community, and the Republic will be ready to greet your people with open arms. It’s best to find your peace now, so the road to healing begins, and inner harmony is achieved.”

She watched Enothchild stand up and give her a little bow. “I leave you to think and rest up. You will be needing it for the long journey ahead.”

“Wait,” she called out just as he opened the door. He stopped and Destiny got up and strode towards him. She said within arms reach of him, “Thank you. For everything.”

“Do me a favor,” he asked nicely. She nodded. “Don’t thank me yet, until you are ready to say your peace.”

“How do you know I will?”

She watched Enothchild stay silent the entire time right up to the very last moment in which the door to her room closed. Destiny could feel him outside her door for a few more moments, and then finally he left. But she found his silence profound and it spoke very loudly about philosophical logic; he had said his peace and nothing more. In effect, Enothchild was asking her to find her peace, and then express it. And with both questions weighing heavily in both her minds, she sat down again on the sofa and focused inward to find something, anything that would get her through this land of confusion dominating her conscious realm.

Without warning, Destiny woke up and felt a high level of anxiety on board the Republic vessel. Before she could get a good read on what was happening, Enothchild came in to her room unannounced; apparently he could sense her conscious state and just waltzed in. In his possession was a long, blue hooded robe similar in cut to his Jedi robe, in which he handed it to her and said, “It’s time.”

“You mean we are at Sanctuary,” she asked, confused why she had to put the robe on, but did so anyways.

“Almost, but not quite. Please come with me and all will be explained.”

Destiny walked out with him and side-by-side they proceeded towards the rear of the vessel, all the while surrounded by an armed military presence. They reached a small room similar to the one she was just in, but the configuration was odd and a bit menacing. Hesitant to enter, she stood at the door to look around to understand what this place was. Enothchild took a few more steps, but slowly came to a stop and looked back at her with a smile. He said, “It’s all right. Nothing to fear here.”

She smiled back at him the best she could, and she could feel that he was telling the truth. She walked in and rejoined him by his side. Together, they proceed towards a semi-large cylinder of odd design. There were dozens of technicians playing with the thing, making last minute adjustments to whatever it was. One of the men looked at Enothchild and said, “She’s ready to shoot. All we need is the cargo.”

“Very well.” Enothchild guided Destiny over to the front section of the cylinder and opened an ingress hatch. Inside was a full body encompassing chair and harness system designed to immobilize the occupant. Puzzled still until he gestured for her to get in. “Ladies first.”

“What are we going to do once we are in this thing,” she asked. It occurred to her that this cylinder was shaped for ballistic travel; it had no engine or other signs of technology other than what she could see, which wasn’t much.

“We reach the planet of our destination.” He put a gentle hand on her shoulder and said, “It will be bumpy and nerve wrecking, but it’s part of procedure. I mean not the bumps and the shot nerves, but how we covertly reach Sanctuary. I will be in the rear and I will talk to you through the Force. Okay?”

Destiny believed him, and said with a little nod, “Okay.” With that, she proceeded to put herself in the cylinder and found that it wasn’t a tight fit as she first thought. Once in the couch, Enothchild bent down inside and buckled some of the strapping around her body. He then presented her a breathing mask that cover her entire lower jaw and turned on the air. 

“Now when I close the hatch you will be further immobilized so don’t be alarmed. Remember, I’m here.” 

Destiny nodded, and so Enothchild closed the hatch down. When it locked, a mobile bulkhead sealed the interior part of the hatch, and then part of the bulkhead slowly came down and pressed down on her body. At first she thought it was going to crush her. Then this soft, resistant material wrapped around her body and effectively pinned everything on her strong body down into her seat. There was this moment of darkness, then she felt something flashed, in right before her eyes, about a inch or so away, two tiny monitors came to life. Once her eyes adjusted the screens seemed to grow and become on, showing what was happening just outside the cylinder’s nose.

Destiny? It’s me. How are you?

“What is this thing,” she asked vocally, knowing full well that he could hear the question with the Force.

This is a Vhinphyc Enemy Penetrator. He thought. One of the many ways we reach Sanctuary. For our small number, it will do.

Destiny could feel the activity outside, and with the video display in front of her she watched with sudden revelation as a loading crane used a grappler system to pick up the cylinder, and then insert it into a launcher tube. The outer hatch of the Republic vessel opened up, and she could see the stars. She said in a panic, “We’re in a fricking missile!”

Well…yeah. Just focus inward on your thoughts. It will make the ride…a lot less unpleasant.
There was a thud, and one second later the VEM was unceremoniously shot out into the void of space at a high rate of speed. The gs from the acceleration knocked the wind out of Destiny’s lungs as she screamed, and for a long time after that she wasn’t too aware of anything other than she could breathe. She opened her eyes from time to time to see their progress, but all she could see was more stars. Regaining some center and getting use to the pressure of space flight she tried to reach out with the Force for any indication of a planet anywhere, but given her limited range Destiny figured she might as well tried reading the mind of a droid.

Patience, Young One, we will be there soon enough. In the meantime, would you like to learn about meditative techniques to calm yourself?
“T-T-T-Th-at-at-at w-w-w-ould-,” she tired to say, and finally Destiny gave up on trying to talk through her mouth that was threatening to bite her tongue off with all the shaking and rumbling they were going through. The cushioning that surrounded her probably reduced the pressure of high velocity, no acceleration compensator travel to this…’tolerable’ level. I would appreciate it very much. And if there is a way to make all this nonsense that is shaking me like a jackhammer I would appreciate that the most.
She could feel him laugh a little. Sorry about the ride, but that’s the way it has to be. Of course there’s a technique. Just listen to my thoughts and focus only on them.
Destiny closed her eyes, breathed out…

“Destiny.”

Destiny opened her eyes, and the protective bulkhead was gone. In its place was Enothchild Sarch offering his hand. He said, “We don’t have much time.”

“Am I dreaming,” asked Destiny. “One moment we just left the vessel…”

Suddenly Enothchild just yanked her out of the lounging chair and threw her over his shoulder. Before she could protest Destiny felt him tap the Force and with one leap sailed away from their location high and far. Stunned into silence, she noted that they did indeed landed, or impacted would be a better term, on a planet; Sanctuary, it had to be. They were in a forest enviroment in the middle of winter, but thankfully not a situation to where it was super cold and blowing snow. Not that it would bother Destiny with her hair, but she couldn’t handle anything troubling at the moment.

Like right now. 

Enothchild made a second, and then lastly a third leap that didn’t cover as much ground as the first, but it was far better than any creature Destiny knew could do. They must have covered over a 100 yards, she wasn’t sure. But they were very far from the VEM. Upon landing after the third jump, Enothchild dropped to a knee in exhaustion and gestured breathlessly for her to go behind the large outcropping of rocks nearby. Destiny did, and Enothchild caught up with her and threw her to the ground, his entire bodyweight pressing her into the ground.

There was a great disturbance in the Force.

Then there was a very bright light. Enothchild clamped his hand over her eyes and just yelled, “DOWN!”

The explosion rattled her eardrums, and Destiny didn’t have to be told twice about staying down. Old childhood memories of low yield fusion bombs being dropped in and around her village were remembered upon that explosion and understood why Enothchild was in such a hurry to get away, and understood why they transported down to Sanctuary this way and not by a ship. 

It all fit in with the rule about the Vhinech not allowed to have technology; if there was a rogue element on Sanctuary interested in taking a ship, then it was feasible to surmise that a group of Vhinech, even with primitive weapons, could raid a ship that had landed on Sanctuary, take it over, and pilot off the planet. And if that happens, the Vhinech probably won’t have enough room on the ship for everyone, but they can get a ship shortly afterwards that can. And with navigation charts they will know where they are.

And so the VEM is used. It had no engine cell, no reactor, and the technology on board was the bare minimums that could be used in such a vessel; probably in the event that a rogue Vhinech element here trying to figure out some way off. But the minimums were not to be taken lightly, and so the maximums of deterrence have to be used. She also had to ask herself this intriguing question. Having all these precautions in place, they do not care for the Jedi? They are willing to let him get killed?

When the roaring and rumbling died down, Enothchild uncovered her eyes, looked down at her, and said, “Actually the Republic thought this idea was insane. But after I presented them all the scenarios, they understood.”

His answer was so shocking that she didn’t even kick up a fuss about him reading her mind. “Wait? This was your idea!” shouted Destiny.

“As keeper of Sanctuary, my first duty is to your people, and that means protecting them on all fronts with my life if necessary.” He stood up and helped her up as he rose. “If they get off the planet Force only knows what the reaction will be.”

“So you are protecting us with nuclear weapons?”

“I’m protecting everyone, Destiny. The Vhinech and the Republic. This is one of the few ways anyone can land or travel through this system without leaving something behind for sensors to detect or back trace. There are people out there that want the Vhinech dead, and you know that. And worse there is still a war going on between the Republic and the MerCon remnant, which features some of your people. Most of them just like you; children that had nothing to do with the original war being abducted and impressed into the darker Vhinech elements of service.”

Destiny looked back at the large explosion, and comprehended his reasoning now. But still… “We were strapped inside a nuclear ballistic missile!”

“And?”

“And! And!!”

Enothchild smiled at her and said, “We are alive, are we not? I don’t know why you are complaining.”

Destiny felt her hairs ruffle over the facts that still burned her. In the end he was right. They were alive so what was her complaint. Enothchild promised her to get her to a secret place, relying on secret means, and the end results keeping it all-secret. And more importantly safe, for they were here…

She looked around and asked, “So where is everyone?”

Enothchild pointed in a direction that had to be south and said, “That way, about three weeks by foot, is the town of Sanctuary.” She had to look at him again in confusion, but he didn’t explain why it had to be. He then leisurely pointed towards a large pack on his back. Funny how she didn’t notice it before, and it had everything for survival that they needed. “Let’s go.” 

Destiny joined him and side-by-side they began the long walk towards Sanctuary.

Time passed, much was explained, and Destiny got to know Enothchild Sarch very well as they trekked through the day and rested in the evenings. There were things he would not go into detail, and at the same time he did not ask her once about her family’s murder; in essence, a fair deal as far as Destiny was concern, and that was good because she wasn’t ready to yet to tell him anything right. But just as the days bled sunshine and the darkness ruled the night over and over Destiny could feel the need to tell him and the reason to do it coming. It seemed to be only a matter of time now. Time she soon discovered that was almost out. With all this thinking, Destiny did not realized how many days had passed since they crashed landed and he informed her that they were 5 or 6 days away from Sanctuary. All this time, lost in thought.

Loss. She realized near the end of their journey that such loss would continue to haunt her if she does not tell Enothchild what she knows. She had lost her family, and her silence will guarantee the loss of justice, and thus prolong her loneliness and guilt. And the feeling was that if that continued she would never have peace with herself and the Force. The war in her head could escalate and drive her insane, or turn her over to the dark side; both options she felt would make Enothchild act against her. 

Destiny did not want that, and looking at it she felt honestly he wouldn’t just go and destroy her so systematically. She liked him; he liked her, and felt that they were friends that could help one another.

They stopped for the night and he started a fire for cooking. Destiny had to answer nature’s call and was committed to revealing what she knows when she heard voices. Double voices not so far off in the distance through the Force that seemingly floated around in the breeze. She let herself hear the voices, and felt the peace that dominated them. Not a light side peace, but a mutual calm and order. There was no storm of emotions here, or violence, or war. It was a song to her, a song of people. Her people.

“My people,” said the Wookiee-Vhinech with a touch of happiness in her voice not heard in some time. It wasn’t anything like a few weeks ago on the Republic vessel when they talked jokingly. It was a tone of voice used by those who were away from home for too long. “We’re so close.”

“About a day or less,” said Enothchild, setting a heating can in the fire with the Force to cook the contents inside. “As it gets darker we may be able to see their home fires.”

Destiny sighed and said, “We can’t just get up and go there now?”

“Patients, Destiny,” he said. “Patients. They will still be there tomorrow. And soon you will be with them.”

She sat down in front of the fire, positioning herself across from him. “I know…but it’s like it’s so close, and yet it’s too far away now. No…it’s like although they are my people…they are complete strangers. Like a family member you know is blood related and you grew up with, but after so many years it seems like you are meeting them for the very first time.” Destiny made a face based solely on how she felt her words sounded. “Does any of that make any sense?”

“Kind of,” he said with a head nod and a smile. After some silence, he said, “It’s the harmony they have with the Force that is different about them, Destiny. You are use to living in conditions filled with fear and uncertainty and anger. You grew up surrounded by others with those same feelings in a scene filled with both war and death. You and your family never truly found a way to reverse that trend. Here the Vhinech have.”

“We did…I mean that’s why our people sought other worlds to live on. Evramora first. Of course for me and my family came Bespin next.” She made another face. “Then again, Bespin wasn’t much of a place to live.”

“It wasn’t the places you lived, it was what came with you when you moved; a family heirloom you don’t want, and yet can’t seem to give it, store it, or throw it away.” Enothchild gestured towards the direction of where the Vhinech were. “They were just like you. They hadn’t left the horrors of Vhanba behind them. Evramora may have been a place to live and Bespin, or anywhere else for that matter. But the fact remained that the fears of being found and caught and destroyed were still there. No matter where you go, there was something or someone there to remind you of the dark times. And right away, the dark side drives you into this semi-state of paranoia and constant fright.”

“But Evramora?” 

“Evramora was taken over by deceptive force and it’s own people scared into uncertain dread. Shortly afterwards a battle broke out, and shortly after that hundreds of thousands of your people died.” That fact seemingly made Destiny see his point. “As I said, in one form or another, the horrors of Vhanba came with you and your people. Beside the point, no matter where you would have went the disharmony would have continued to follow. The dark side would have continued to rage, and you would still be performing techniques with the Light Side to counteract them. Maybe you could live the rest of your life like that. If you look back at Bespin, and remember what the first words out of your mouth were, I think it speaks volumes of what I have just said.”

She thought about it, and indeed she remembered, repeating the words. “ I cannot hide anymore. I cannot run anymore. I cannot live like this. My family is dead.” Destiny stopped and looked down in realization; Enothchild was right. Those words spoke volumes and revealed much of the pain and the suffering she has went through not just recently, but her entire life. This was really the first time she confronted her evils. All those other times of meditation and self-exploration only worked for that one problem at that one time. There was indeed disharmony within her, it all she was doing, her family was doing, and her people were doing, was just going for a quick fix and not the cure.

When the Vhinech killed the Vhinphyc it didn’t stop Vhanba from being destroyed. When the Vhinech took Evramora it only took a few days before that too was destroyed. And many years later, now, on Bespin her family was killed. Perhaps with harmony within they would have never died. 

She said, “We keep dwelling on the dark past, and eventually one way or another we relive it.” He nodded. “How do I correct that?”

“This place for starters. It is truly your own home to make. You share it with only your own kind. There’s no bounty hunters or hired killers after you. No military force trying to destroy you and more importantly this is a place of peace that you will help you, and your fellow people will help you find peace. Find that peace, Destiny. For you and for your family, you must chose find it. Let go of your fears and leave them behind. You will never forget your family if you do, Destiny, but you should never let their deaths dominate your life. Find peace, and the first steps of healing will begin.”

Destiny looked back towards the direction of the Vhinech presences she can feel. Her minds made it difficult to find the way to tell him about the killer because it was surrounded by storms of emotions. After nearly three weeks thinking about it, and now with those feelings of want for her to be with her people because of that harmony she can feel from them in regards to the Force, she said, “I want to have peace in my life now. I need peace. I need to lift this burden from my heart. I need to tell you what I know.”

Enothchild nodded and said, “I’m patient. Take your time and don’t rush.” He held out his hand, and Destiny came over and took it. “Patients is needed to say words just as much as patients is needed to listen to them.”

“Your wisdom is a kingdom that shelters me,” said Destiny, complimenting him with a known religious saying once echoed on Vhanba. If there was one common element other than the world they were born between the Vhinphyc and the Vhinech was The Path Religion. It had been a long time since she had ever thought about The Path. It seemed when The Savior came to Vhanba The Path ceased to exist on the Vhinech end of matters, and everything was about the Force within them. Still there were Path elements in the teachings of the ways of the Force and in the Vhinech Orders’ doctrine, like the Pardoning of Life, but other elements, especially the Givers of Life, had been twisted and ruined the entire thought of the religion. But now, during this time of healing it has returned and it’s helping her cope with what she had to say.

“The killer was taller than me. Stronger. Faster.” Parts of her memory darkened so she had to hesitate. Going back over the teachings of the Path seemed to help clear it, but it was still difficult to talk about; the conversation was cryptic, but she continued on. “Horns.” 

She had to pause again to collect herself. Enothchild let his thumb stroke her hand for assurance. He asked, “Did he use the Force?”

Destiny suddenly blinked rapidly about that and looked at him in confusion. There was this sense of conclusion in his voice, as if he all ready knew who the killer was, or that he suspected someone for a very long time that he knew visually. That seemed to make her dig deep pass the fog and she asked reflexively, “He?”

Enothchild’s face dropped a little. He said, “It sounds like you are describing Magus Prophet.”

Destiny shook her head. “I’ve never met or seen Magus Prophet. I have heard of him. But I assure you it was not him.”

“How can you be so sure?”

Destiny looked him in the eye and said, “Because she was female, and she didn’t use the Force, and the Force was not with her.”

“What?”

“Enothchild…she was a Vhinphyc.”

Enothchild just looked at her, unblinking. Destiny, however, could feel how startled he was by this news by the way his now clamp hold on her hand was crushing it. “You’re hurting my hand.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said quickly and let go of her hand. “I didn’t mean to hurt you if I did. Are you all right?”

Rubbing her hand, she quickly let him feel her neutrality over what happened. “I’m fine. I can understand your shock. I can because I thought all Vhinphyc were dead. That’s why I was so afraid of you. I wasn’t sure if this was some sort of trick. Some ingenious ploy to lure me out.” Destiny slowly smiled at him. “I know Steel not to be so gullible to such tricks. And as you continued to speak to me, I couldn’t deny the truth and honesty that comes from your mouth. Even now when you speak of harmony and peace. This place is truly a sanctuary.”

Destiny reached back towards Enothchild and took his hand. “I know you would not hurt me. You have such a pure heart, and it wants our people to live. And that’s why I was able to tell you what I know. Because I know you will keep me and my people safe from your own people regardless who they are.” Teary eyed, she reached over and put another hand on top of their grasp. “You are truly the Keeper of Sanctuary and more now than ever before I am forever thankful for all you have done.” She couldn’t help herself now as she just lunged forward and gave him a hug, planting her face into his massive chest to cry.

Enothchild returned the hug and patted her back, all the while the news weighing heavy on his mind. He put it aside though, and just concentrated on Destiny. The young girl was in so much in need of closure. He said, “You’re safe now, Destiny. You’re here, and you’re safe. I promise the Jedi Order and I will bring this female Vhinphyc to justice for her crimes against your people, especially your family. I swear it.”

They were like that for a while, and they never ate that night. They talked well into the night until Destiny could barely keep her eyes open. Exhausted, she laid down in a sleeping back by the fire, and drew her blue robe around her for the comfort and not the warmth. She just gazed at the fire with heavy lids, and finally she closed her eyes.

Destiny had a dream.

She was lying next to the fire, and her fellow Vhinech came to her in the same blue robes she was wearing. She went to sit up, but they ensured her that it wasn’t required and eased her back down. There were different subspecies of Vhinech here, and she didn’t know all the names of those species, but she knew based on their facial expressions, regardless of how alien they appeared, they were smiling. She could feel their good intentions in this dream: they were there to help her find harmony so she may join them in the town of Sanctuary.

Destiny did not hesitate to say yes.

As she did, the dream ended, and the feelings of harmony soon filled her…

The morning dawn tickled at young Destiny’s eyes, causing them to twitch and force open. There was this moment…of uncertainty of who or what she was until it came back to her. She was Destiny, a Wookiee-Vhinech…but that was it at the moment. There were…gaps. Missing moments. Honestly she wasn’t sure of anything until it slowly came back to her one point at a time. She arose and began to look around, and finally her gaze and Force senses finally saw him.

He was a very tall, very large being. He sported a brown robe with a hood, light skin, and very caring eyes made of amber. He had horns that curled down from his skull; certainly a sign of strength and somehow, she didn’t know how exactly, she had a feeling that it made him some sort of deity. 

She asked him, “Am I lost?”

“No, young one, you are here. Don’t you remember who I am?”

It occurred to her now that it did…and she let out a gasp. She looked around, and finally back at him and said, “The Keeper of Sanctuary.”

“That is who I am,” he said with a smile. “You sought me out from a land far from here, amongst the cosmos it was, after the death of your family. I can assure you they have found solace in the Lands of Plenty.”

Destiny began to cry upon hearing that. All Vhinech that believed in The Path knows if you follow The Path all through your life you reach such a glorious place. She had cheated Death, and she does miss her family so. But to hear from the Keeper of Sanctuary, the guardian angel of all who follow The Path, say they walked through the Valley of Death to reach the Lands of Plenty was such good news.

But with him here, that could only mean one thing; she has been deemed worthy to be protected by him and his Army of Light, and thus will be sheltered in Sanctuary. It was too good to be true. “I am here. Am I in Sanctuary?”

The Keeper of Sanctuary walked up to her and put a hand on her shoulder, in which she shuttered only because it meant that she was being blessed. He did not have to say it now, but he did anyways. “Yes. You are one of only a chosen few who are brought here to exist in such comforts for you seek peace and life, not just protection from war and death. You have earned your time of rest. It is time to be in harmony, and let go of all the evils that plague your soul.” He placed his hand now on her heart, and she could feel the Force, the Force was with her, and that meant so much to have. “The Force will help you heal. And your people will help you along. Come. It is time to rejoin the flock.”

Destiny did not hesitate as the Keeper of Sanctuary took her hand and lead her, side by side, towards paradise. All the myths were true, the Keeper of Sanctuary was powerful and righteous and was the kindest of all beings known in the universe. And they now walked a path on The Path to a holy place that was so close to the Lands of Plenty Destiny could almost smell it. It was there, waiting for her, and all she had to do was continue to live her new life in Sanctuary. 

They entered the village and many Vhinech came to greet her and cheer the Keeper of Sanctuary; it was all ways a day of celebration whenever someone new comes to such a sacred and cherished location. And the legends were true again as everyone made her feel at home. There were several beings like her, Wookiee, some of them male. They offered to share with her their shelter, or help her build her own. She would have to think about it, of course. Her options were very wide open. Destiny could be her own woman and live alone. Or she could seek out a Companion Seed, or have a Companion Seed, or male, come to her and beg for her soul to Join in Eternal Union. Upon doing so he would pray to her Temple of Life and hope for entry to plant a Seed of Life. From there they will have children, many children, grow old, and die so they may enter the Lands of Plenty. And from there they will wait for their children, and as a clan family forever live out eternity.

As this all was occurring, Destiny did not realize until it was too late the Keeper of Sanctuary was gone. She managed to pull away from the crowd, and everyone knew why she did so and fell silent. 

Destiny looked back the way she came and did not see him. She let her senses extend out, but she could not feel him. He was gone, but that was good; that meant he was on his way to perhaps bring another Vhinech to Sanctuary. 

It occurred to her that she wanted to tell him something. Sometime during their long journey through the cosmos he said something after she said something…now she remembers.

Destiny ran a short distance away from the town, breathed in as much air as possible, and shouted at the top of her lungs, “THANK YOU!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” And only a few moments later, the Keeper of Sanctuary spoke in her minds.

You’re welcome.
Far away, Enothchild Sarch looked back in the direction where Sanctuary was for one last time before he headed away. He had a feeling that not only will Destiny be all right, but also she will be one of the Vhinech that may be there, perhaps a leader, to embrace the Republic charter and lead her people to a better existence. It was only a matter of time, time guaranteed by the purpose of Sanctuary’s unknown existence to the rest of the universe.

He reached one of the taller hills that had a good view of the land where the town stood and waited. After a while a group of beings in blue robes approached him. The lead being said, “Master Enothchild.”

The groups bowed, and Enothchild said with a returning bow, “Magus Nautilus. I thank you again for your services in this endeavor.”

 The Mon Calamarian-Vhinech warrior smiled and said, “It is us that should thank you. After all these years it still amazes me how you are able to bring my people to such a beautiful peace. I know sometimes it is not easy, and other times you had to end some of them in your travels.”

“It brings me sadness when I do.”

“Do not feel that you had an alternative, Master Enothchild. We know you. You would not kill just for the hell of it. We respect that. But I would be wrong if I did not express my personal gratitude for saving a dear friend of mine’s daughter.”

Enothchild liked Nautilus and the other four Maguses here; unlike the original five trained by Jurivicious Pern or the other Vhinech in general, these ones were Maguses that pledged themselves to the Light Side, and hence they were basically Jedi. Their training along with other Studies was completed just in time before the Battle of Evramora, with this group in the Vhinech Moonhauler division of the military. The battle group had broken up and these Maguses ended up fleeing to Rainer, where they ran into the entire Republic 4th Naval group. They surrendered without incident, and soon afterwards they were appointed as caretakers and protectors of Sanctuary once the planet was picked and the plan set in motion. 

And Nautilus, as indicated, knew Destiny’s father; he commanded the Wookiee Vhinech known as Duncannon in his squadron.

“I wish I could have done more for your friend and his family. I was a day late.”

Nautilus shrugged his shoulders and said, “He understands. I know he does. After you told me what had happened to him and the rest of Destiny’s family last night I was not sure if I could have done the mental transformation process. But for Destiny, I found the strength.”

“I’m glad for that. After that it’s a full Force Purge and those are all ways a pain in the ass.” Enothchild watched the Maguses nod without hesitation.

“The earlier set up was doomed at the start,” noted Magus Titus, a Trogan-Vhinech. “We know of Savior Pern’s tries to do so for a cure for our curse and it did not work.”

“Who was it again on the Jedi Council that keeps suggesting it,” asked Nautilus.

  Enothchild sighed every time he said his name now. “Qualeggoes and he still insist the idea works.”

“Even when he himself and the rest of the Jedi Council were there to do it.” Nautilus shook his large head. “There is an old saying in the mountain village where I grew up on Vhanba: you may tell an idiot what it is, but some idiots will provide proof of their deaf stupidity as they keep eating yellow snow.” Everyone there snickered for a few moments. “Thank the Force for beings like you and Master Yoda.”

“It was his idea to use substitute overlaying. I can only take credit for the planet and the idea on using The Path’s religion and mythology. All and all a united effort for peace.” Enothchild gestured towards them. “Your sacrifice in this is needing of more praise.”

Nautilus shook his head. “Our sacrifice means little. For our people to have peace we would not hesitate to do it again.” He looked off in the distance and mused, “She did see who killed her parents and brother. The same one who has been killing the others.”

Enothchild nodded and said, “Yes. According to her it was a female Vhinphyc.” That brought all the Vhinech’s heads around as an expression of disbelief. “She speaks the truth. I had a hard time believing it so at first, but plug it in with the evidence and it fits.”  

He could sense their bothered emotions over the news; even they were not immune to the prejudice the other Vhinech felt towards the Vhinphyc since they too grew up in the same dire situation. 

Magus Titus growled out, “I can understand if this was Magus Prophet’s doing…but this…”

There was this feeling of need for them to ask Enothchild to go with him to hunt down this killer. It was out of revenge, but justice dominated their thought processes as well. “No, your place is here. You are needed here to protect the people.”

“I…agree with you reluctantly,” said Nautilus, and then looked at Enothchild with first contempt, and then regret. He bowed and said, “I am sorry I looked at you as if you were in a league with this killer. Pardon me from ending?”

By the looks of the other Maguses faces they too had the same regret. Enothchild smiled and said, “You are all forgiven.” Once they all sighed in relief of the news, Enothchild went ahead. “Before coming here I sent a transmission to the Jedi Temple about this. They immediately began to discuss what to do. Unfortunately with the radio blackout I won’t know what they have decided for another three weeks or so.”

Nautilus nodded, and finally he refound his determined, friendly expression. “Whatever they decide I know it will involve you in it. The Jedi Order has not let us down before and I do not see them doing so now.” He put a hand on the large beings shoulder. “We shall keep you no longer. We ask that you begin you journey without hesitation.” 

“Very well,” said Enothchild, placing his hand on Nautilus’ shoulder. “May the Force be with you.”

“May the Force see you through the rest of your Days,” said Nautilus in an exchange of pleasantries. He watched the Vhinphyc turn and began walking to the west, probably towards his rendezvous point with the Republic so he may leave Evramora without anyone the wiser. The only beings that knew of Sanctuary’s existence were predominately Vhinech in the majority, but one male only knew its true location. Given the radical procedures involved in such a highly secretive operation not even the Jedi Council knew where Sanctuary was and those associated with the operation not Vhinech went through a memory blanking process of form or another; that was an agreed upon suggestion by Enothchild when they all discussed this for the first time so no one would speak of Sanctuary off hand, through torture and bribery, and more importantly to keep the rogue Vhinech elements happening to be overhearing it with the Force. 

The latter being the biggest concern. The rogue Vhinech elements with such information will either destroy these people, or worse force some of these young Vhinech into a war they were never a part of.

And so Destiny’s observation prior to her memory overlay was correct. Enothchild Sarch was truly the Keeper of Sanctuary; keeper of it’s secrets as well as the protector of innocent Vhinech souls and the entity, although not a metaphysical entity but still just as spiritual with just his presence alone, that helps lost Vhinech find, and eventually leads them down, The Path to peace.

                                                           THE END

