CHAPTER 5.0

With a gaze of examination and mapping everything to memory, Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch closed out all the noise surrounding him in the form of scholars and philosophers that still could not understand the horrors that befell the small city of Ke-Hamala; after all, the knowledge resource and database world of Obroa-skai was a place not known for war and weapons just collected knowledge. They just kept asking him why it was, or they asked him other non-related things like being a Jedi or a Vhinphyc, this took place on this world of peace. Like any good investigator he was bound and determined to find out. He just didn’t need to hear anymore of what they had to say, nothing more than echoing fear and rambling speculations.

A few days ago the peace status on Obroa-skai changed when an unidentified space ship chased a modified Sullustan Moonhauler from space down towards the planet’s surface and destroyed it over the city. The attack had caused damage from the destroyed ship’s debris, but the victorious vessel had also caused damage to several other vessels, buildings, and even people on the street with it’s wild fire antics; shots that had missed their intended target and hit other forms of matter. 

Although a few days later after the fact, the government was amazed at the Jedi response arriving so quickly, in truth it had nothing to do with what happened. That is what occurred here is part of a bigger, and perhaps far more destructive, problem Enothchild had been tracking down since the assassinations of the 20 world leaders that occurred six months ago. It appeared, and was concluded a short time later, that the Vhinech Order carried out assassinations; based on the facts that the assassinations all occurred at the exact same time and at tremendously long distances indicated that Force sensitive beings the prime candidates of such an operation. The Vhinech, born looking like different species found in the galaxy like Bothan and Rodian and Wookiee and Human to just name a few, and born to wield the Force, were still at war with the Republic along with their comrades at arms, the Mersader Conglomerate, were bound and determine to finish the war they had started even if it meant their end.

Enothchild’s involvement this time around, unlike the last time where he was protecting then Ambassador Juna Rapier, was based on his knowledge of the secret planet known only as Sanctuary; a planet where Vhinech that have been captured or have voluntarily gave up are sent for imprisonment and protection from the galaxy at large generally and the rogue elements of the Vhinech Order specifically. The Vhinech there go through a mental cleansing process, and are living freely on the world and starting over as a civilization with no way off the world currently. 

When the assassinations occurred there was a concern that the Vhinech Order may have discovered Sanctuary and were using those Vhinech to carry out their evil deeds. Enlisting help from his friend Dizzy Arnes and his ship the Millennium Falcon, Enothchild was able to determine that it wasn’t the case. There were plans for the both of them to return to Naboo but reports began to emerge about an unusual spacecraft appearing in the systems where the assassinations took place and based on the reports it was the same spacecraft right down to it’s over and under engine assembly. Just like the spacecraft that was seen over the skies of Mohenvin after an explosion had tore apart Capricorn City, in which a Vhinech Human and his family were the intended targets. For the past six months Enothchild, with Dizzy’s help and coordinating his investigation with his former apprentice Ros Ofcheck and his Padawan Casper Knightshade, he has been able to determine that indeed the senseless killer of innocent Vhinech flies this unusual ship. 

And lone and behold it appears that a Vhinech-style Sullustan Moonhauler was what was apparently shot down here on Obroa-skia. The killer’s motive was all ready known; thanks to a Vhinech that escaped death, she told him that the killer was a Vhinphyc female. The Vhinphyc race, Enothchild’s race, for a thousand years tried to cause the Vhinech’s extinction, but in the end the Vhinech were the ones who wiped out the aggressors. And to Enothchild’s knowledge he was the last Vhinphyc alive. Apparently and, based on what was transpiring, troubling not. Innocent Vhinech, and now innocent Republic citizens, were being slaughtered recklessly and with no remorse.

Of course Enothchild had his doubts about the occupants that once flew the Vhinech Moonhauler, or affectionately dubbed V-Hauler for short, were innocent. Obroa-skia was too heavily a pacifism planet that the world leaders have constantly kicked out any military presence from their system. This left a glaring blind spot in Republic security and, as Dizzy a former smuggler pointed out in his own unique way, ‘let the kids sneak into the parent’s bedroom to see what they were getting for Light Day without being caught’; the perfect place to regroup or gather intelligence information before heading into the Core Worlds.

There was one thing that was good about Obroa-skia, and it helped here, was it’s keeping of records. Although the flight data recorder on the V-Hauler had not be found yet, there was all ready indications through Obroa-skia traffic watch that the vessel had been here many times before. So Enothchild’s curiosity was peaked, and he began to investigate the attack. It could very well tell him a lot about the Vhinech Order’s future plans, and shed some more light on the female Vhinphyc as well, just to see if a pattern in either case would emerge because there was more to this than met the eye. He could feel it. It was in the Force, but like all things not so easy to see.

After a while, Dizzy’s voice made it’s way into his conscious. The male Sullustan said, “Well I got done talking to some drunk friends of mine after I talked to sober people and they all swear on a stack of Jedi your height our vessel in question at one point overtook and purposely went through part of the V-Hauler.”

“Through it? You mean after it was destroyed,” he asked, all ready getting a bad feeling that he knew the answer.

“No, before it. That’s why I talked to drunks because I thought the sober people were drunk or just lying. They said it sheered off the ventral tail fin like a virbro blade through cheap cotton candy”

Enothchild nodded and said, “Razor shields.” Dizzy craned his head. “Vhinphyc offensive-defensive weapon. The shields absorb weapons fire to enhance its strength, and then the particle-ray flux increases in transfer vibration and can actually cut into metal.”

“For real?” Enothchild nodded at his friend, who was also a well-versed starshipwright; a certified space ship mechanic. Since they have been starting this investigating endeavor, Enothchild had told Dizzy about the wonders, and often to Dizzy’s dismay the horrors, of Vhinphyc technology when such matters needed to be addressed. The Sullustan whistled and said, “And your people still lost to the Vhinech with this technology they had? I still can’t really believe it even after all these years.”

“It’s not the machines that win the war, Dizzy, it’s the people who uses them, how they use them in strategy, when they use, and most importantly who or what they are up against.” Enothchild began to move around the sight; letting his senses extend outward again. “Of all people you should know that. You took out the Vhinech shieldship at Evramora and that was Vhinphyc technology. They took you for granted.”

“Hey I took a chance there. For all I knew there was a shield protecting it and it was heavily armed given it’s size. But hell, Sarch, look what it did to the Republic Navy before I showed up?” They came across what was left of the cockpit, and Enothchild squatted down to look at the leftovers of twisted metal and still smoldering debris. “Then again it was in part to what the Vhinech did as a whole.”

Which was true; the Evramora stratagem was solely based on one of the shieldships they had originally used as a flightship from Vhanba. With it’s powerful shield energies and capabilities, it trapped everyone in the system by creating gravity wells in hyperspace and surrounding Evramora with an inescapable, aggressor shield that attacked incoming vessels on approach. Just one of the many great advances that the Vhinphyc made for warfare that in their end could not overcome the power of the Force. The Vhinech themselves learned that first hand when they, too, lost at Evramora with relying on technology; in that case it was the Will of the Force affecting many elements of the outcome; Dizzy’s arrival to engage the shieldship with the remnants of Bravo Squadron and the still unexplained detonation of a fusion-tiberium bomb that wiped out all the Vhinech still on Evramora, well over half a million of them, and leaving the planet uninhabitable. 

Enothchild, though, had to agree with Dizzy’s observation to some degrees. The Vhinphyc on Vhanba did have what it took to end the Vhinech even a thousand years ago when they first appeared on the scene. Of course it would have left Vhanba in such a mess it would have been doubtful that even the highly resilient Vhinphyc, with their thick hides, tremendous strength, and high levels of immunity for starters, could continue to live on the world. Enothchild’s own birth parents, Nach'cht'musik Allegro'con'brio, his father, and Valk'ries'sol Xer'av'brio, his mother, were explorers for the government looking for relocation spots for the Vhinech; or perhaps new worlds for the Vhinphyc to live on if it did come down to world destruction to end their antagonist.

Enothchild really never looked at the subject ever in his life due to the fact that he did not like his own people. As far as he was concern the Jedi were his species; a narrow-minded way to view himself based simply on his biology but one he can agree on. He knew his parents were ashamed to be associated with the rest of the Vhinphyc race, and this was made more so when he was born; during the Vhinphyc reign, anyone on Vhanba found with high enough midi-chlorians to use the Force was executed without prejudice to gender, age, or species; all due to the Overlord who used the Force thousands of years ago to enslave and butcher billions. To preach racism and genocide as acceptable means of maintaining survival as a race made Enothchild ill that he was a Vhinphyc sometimes, thus he vowed not to have anything to do with that part of his life.

But this female Vhinphyc, who is systematically taking the war to the rogue Vhinech with ease, was forcing him to review Vhinphyckian matters. With the ‘Son’ learning and information disk created by a sophisticated software system by his father it provided Enothchild with valuable, and nightmarish, data references, such as the razor shield technology for starters. However it does not mention anything about Vhinphyc agents that were in hiding, activated upon Vhanba’s destruction to take out the Vhinech. And so far it has only been a one Vhinphyc show based on the evidence. One trooper alone cannot systematically and logistically take on all the Vhinech, the MerCons, and even the Republic. It goes back to his argument about strategy and chance.

Clearing his mind, Enothchild found the place where the flight data recorder should have been, it’s anti-crash housing still intact. The Force, however, was telling him a different story. 

One of the scholars saw his deep, contemplative look on his face and mused, “Look, the Jedi Master is using the Force to ascertain information about the flight recorder. It appears that the access door is jammed and he is about to use the Force to open it.”

Enothchild raised his hand, and then with a grunt punched his massive hand through the small door, and yanked the door off. The scholars looked both shocked and bummed out; they were hoping to show the youngsters how unique and especially unbrutalizing a Jedi was when figuring out things. Enothchild though was like all Jedi, when all possible, avoided using the Force as the only answer. A Jedi exists in harmony with the Force; in truth Jedi Knights are not the Force’s slaves, or are they the Force’s masters. They are linked together, so therefore balance is always needed. If one uses the Force too much they may become slaved to the idea the Force is always the answer, and such thinking can lead someone to embrace the dark side, or find themselves in a situation where the Force fails them. In this case the Force was not needed to open the door; anyone could have gotten a locksmith, or a torch cutter, to open the door.

He just used his natural strength and resiliency as the key.

Unfortunately he had to spend some time trying to get his larger hand out of the door. He shook it around, but the hole was more or less gripping itself around his massive wrist. Dizzy chimed, “Remind me not to let you knock on a door.”

“Gee, thanks for the encouragement,” he said with a chagrin. Slowly pulling his hand out of the door, he motioned with his head at the housing. “What’s inside?”

Dizzy looked into the housing, turned and said, “No box. No wires either. Whoever it was didn’t want their wife to know they went a nudity colony.”

Dizzy’s sarcasm was warranted because Enothchild wanted to curse and the side bar humor helped him ease his mood. “Or the Vhinech didn’t want anyone to know what they were doing here on or around Obroa-skai.” He looked at his friend after pulling off the door from his hand, and tried to lesson the blow of the news he was about to give. “We need to hang around here for a while.”

The Sullustan threw his head back in disgust, and then said, “Fine.”

“Dizzy, you can leave me here and go back to Muriel. I won’t keep you from her.”

“And get a ear full from Muriel, and Juna, and Naressa about leaving you behind?” He shook his head. “That’s a three of a kind of a ass kicking that no royal flush can beat.” He held up a hand and said, “You’re right. If the Vhinech wonder about bug splat here they may send someone to check it out.”

“Or other V-Haulers will be coming through here.”

“But why? All indications are that the cargo holds are empty. The only organic residue left to scan points to at least 3 Vhinech on board.” He looked at the scholars, moved in, and whispered, “And between you and me, this place isn’t what I call something of importance. Sure info is here, but if they were going to invade it or gather info, I know a thousand Outer Rim informants that will sell out their parents as spies for the right price. Hell even the Bothans will do business with the Vhinech and they are good.”

“Maybe it’s a transport pipeline,” noted Enothchild. “They could be hiding their fleets. Making multiple jumps off the space lanes.”

Dizzy sighed. “They do that around here too much that will draw notice. And besides I know these smuggler space lanes, they require some fore thought before jumping with something the size of the Falcon. They are moving in Oblivion and Oblivious-class capital ships let alone the V-Haulers. Too risky.” He looked off at the setting sun. “I don’t know, Sarch. They’re doing something through here and I bet my middle nut that it isn’t just to tour the sites.”

Enothchild nodded and said, “We’ll head to one of the ‘beaten paths’ in space and set up a stake out. If nothing happens in a few days, we’ll return to Naboo and I’ll file a report from there. I’ll have investigators e-net their finding to us through a dedicated buoy.”

Dizzy nodded, and the two friends set off to carry out the plan. All the while Enothchild kept looking around, unable to shake the feeling that the answers were so close, and at the same time the answer was actually staring at him.

CHAPTER 5.1

After a few days at staring at nothing through the Falcon’s cockpit window and not sensing anything instrumentally and through the Force, Enothchild rubbed his eyes in frustration and was ready to give up. Six months of searching and investigating and probing and staking out has gotten them nothing. Though normally such long winded investigations never got to him, the tracking down of Yabbula the Hutt is over half a century old being a clear case, this one was bothersome because it touched him personally on many fronts. All of it was connected, connected to him, and it managed to connect itself to others be it directly or indirectly. He could feel it, right there, and as he reaches it every new matter that comes up just moves the answer further away from his grasp. 

Much of his ongoing motivation was lead by this need to protect the people he cared about the most. Dizzy and his Human wife Muriel for starters, but also to keep the mess far away from the Rapier women, Naressa Rapier and Her Royal Highness Queen Angelleia, Juna Rapier. The Vhinech have disrupted all their lives in some way, having affected Juna’s life the harshest of the four; five if Enothchild included himself. These rogue Vhinech were under Magus Prophet’s control, and such a dark side entity who made clear that his needs for Juna outweighed those of his own people, was more than enough reason to continue on. 

Enothchild, though, does miss the others, and felt as soon as Dizzy woke up for the next shift watch he would ask the pilot to take them both…

Home? Was Naboo his home now? Was Rapier Manor his home? It was a question that came up time and time again due to the fact that he had spent the last two years on Naboo, at Rapier Manor, healing Naressa’s tortured soul. That there was unfinished matters between him and Naressa, and a day or two after he left Naboo 6 months ago, and Juna.

Enothchild and Naressa had slept together, and had very intimate contact with one another. He had hoped that Naressa refrained from telling Juna that they did, or that Juna had not inadvertently found out through the Force. He didn’t want to give Juna the wrong impressions about it, create a confusion that he had witnessed in his life where a parent has died and the other parent, even years after the fact, decides to love another. Sometimes it impacts on the child negatively, giving them feelings that their living parent was dishonoring the vows they made to late parent. That in this case he was stepping into the role of Juna’s father by loving Naressa. True or not it could be perceived that way, and Enothchild didn’t want the animosity from Juna because of that. The young woman had been through too much in her life all ready and didn’t need something else to cause her pain. He cared about her too much to have that happen.

He loved Juna like a daughter, and he knew the feeling was mutual if not hero-worshipping on her part; she always wanted to be a Jedi Knight after all. Enothchild enjoyed Juna’s company; her thoughtfulness and understanding found in her voice eased him through troubling times in the past. She was smart and full of innocent wit, and was too much a good person to ignore. Enothchild would hate to have her mad at him over anything rash. That had happened before, when she lied to then Queen Landana about going to Vhanba to get back at him and Naressa for lying and keeping things from her. The hurt in her eyes from then was something he didn’t want to have repeated now. He had to go back and get things squared away.

Besides that, he wanted to discuss things further with Naressa before hand. Discuss them, and clarify a lot of things between them.

He couldn’t help it now; every time he thought of her and the time they had together Enothchild would smile, appreciative of the fact they had something together in sharing. Naressa to him was a charming, intelligent, thoughtful woman who’s heart was properly prioritized despite the fact that she was engulfed by the dark side of the Force; a fact not lost to him, but at the same time he couldn’t stop to wonder how such an entity as herself can be so loving and not evil. 

She was one hell of a powerful enigma packaged inside a riddle hidden deep inside a warehouse full of mysteries; an admitted Sith Maiden, a powerful dark side entity, who has strong needs to see that her daughter Juna does not follow in her footsteps. Such parental caring made her a passionate and compassionate being, and one who just did not share her feelings with just anyone. What they had briefly was special, and Enothchild couldn’t help to need it again. 

He closed his eyes has he suddenly recalled the feeling of her lips on his. They were soft, wet, to his surprise actually had a flavor to them like fruit, and soothing with the coolness that was part of Naressa’s soul. Enothchild could feel the emotions, the caring, and the restraint in those part open flesh parts. The need for Naressa to explore him and his heart, the need for her make him believe that he was capable of loving her, and the need not to corrupt him inadvertently with her black spirit.

And it was strange for Enothchild because when he thought of Naressa in that way, the best memories of his late wife Nadja Moranna would appear as well to soothe him. It wasn’t a competition or a comparison between the two on kisses, or hugs, or other forms of contact. It was as if loving Naressa was loving Nadja all over again, as if taking the point Naressa made before they had sex that she could never replace Nadja was literally a truth and these sharing experiences were such proof. He wasn’t all too sure why it was so, but he enjoyed the feelings and memories. However he did want to know why, and was curious to see if Naressa had anything to do with it. Her powers, and more importantly her knowledge of the Force, were greater than anyone he knew. Maybe she had influenced his thought processes a little, either directly or indirectly, thus causing him to remember Nadja whenever he thought of Naressa. 

Whatever it was they needed to talk about it. He wanted to see if this was not just a one night affair; he hated to think that because it sounded so dirty and loveless when in fact it wasn’t; that night was so full of pure honesty it was everything but worthless. Whatever understanding come from talking, be it a continuation of the relationship or not, he would accept it. Matters involving him and Naressa had to be addressed and settled, and for the best it should be revealed to Juna as well.

The Falcon’s computer systems began a repeating two-tone beep and before he could do anything about it, Enothchild heard Dizzy say, “I got it!” from the back. Apparently the Sullustan was checking it out at the auxiliary control board across from the game table. A few seconds later he appeared and sat down in the pilot’s seat, and called up the monitor on the dash. “It’s data from the authorities on Obroa-skai from the buoy. I don’t understand it.”

Enothchild looked at it and said, “It’s a investigator’s short form.”

Dizzy just snickered and said, “For a place known for information, they like to keep things small and in some form of gibberish.”

“Believe it or not they do it on purpose to make people come back.” Enothchild began to decipher some of the abbreviations. 

“You serious?”

“Dizzy, didn’t you happen to notice not one thing of tourist interest on the planet?”

“Yeah, come to think of it. Sure they have a lot of beaches, but nothing to draw the crowds.” He then snapped his fingers. “And yet they had a lot of shiny, pretty places from large buildings to even small news stands.”

“They’re working the Republic bureaucracy; if they draw enough outlanders to the world and have the numbers to show for it, the Republic gives Obroa-skai federal matching funds to reflect the draw. 100 credits for every tourist after 100,000 visitors.” Enothchild looked at Dizzy and shrugged his shoulders. “It’s like you said one time, knowledge…”

“Knowledge alone don’t pay jack,” said Dizzy. “But applying it does.” He looked out and sighed heavily. “The Obies are really applying the knowledge, aren’t they?”

“Oh yeah,” said Enothchild. After reading the report, he mumbled, “Sullust.”

“Hey, Sullust don’t do that,” said Dizzy, thinking his friend was mentioning Sullust in the same breath as Obroa-skia. 

“No, not that.” He sat back and put his large hands together. “You were right about the data recorder, it was removed clean. However there is galactic particle residue on the aft engine mounts suggesting a recent pass through the Sullust System.” He pointed at some numbers. “Based on these calculations off the sensors and the sensor data itself, the V-Hauler emerged from hyperspace on a vector suggesting it came from near Sullust or it’s star. The unidentified ship, our target, immediately attacked the V-Hauler, some 3 seconds afterwards. Point of origin and exit vectors from hyperspace is unknown.” Enothchild sighed in reservation. “Where it went after destroying the V-Hauler? Unknown.”

“Damn, man.” Dizzy just threw himself back deeper into his seat. He didn’t want to hear that. His frustration too obvious to hide; he wanted to hear something that sounded remotely close to an end to the chase so he could look forward to being with Muriel soon and be done with it. He kept going because of her, and because of other people he felt were threatened by the Vhinech threat still out there. Dizzy, though, was not a male of patience and the chase has pushed that fact beyond its limits.

Enothchild, though, had all ready made up his mind. “Let’s go home, Dizzy.”

“Eh?”

“Home. Naboo. Let’s go.” He pointed out with emphasis by shutting off the monitor, “We’ll forward this information to Ros and Casper. Remember they were following a lead to Sullust in regards to the Vhinphyc ship. It helps to have two extra brains go over this information.” Enothchild looked at Dizzy. “And you have been away from Muriel long enough.”

Dizzy wanted to say something else entirely. Instead, he told the truth. “I was hoping you would eventually say that. I wanta help, but…it’s been six months away from Red.”

“I know. I’ve been there when Nadja and I were separated due to commitments. It was hard.” Enothchild sat back. “And it would help to take the mind off the problem for a few days. Come back and look at everything again and get a feel for the trail. Perhaps arrange other forms of transport other than having to borrow you for long periods of time. You’re a civilian, and my good friend, and it’s unfair.”

Dizzy sighed and said, “It wasn’t a hardship, Enothchild, so don’t worry about it.” He gave him a thumbs up to signify his thought further, giving Enothchild relief from guilt. “But I will had to admit if I stayed out here any longer two things could have happened; either I would have went permanently bald, or you would start looking pretty to me.”

Enothchild needed the joke to loosen him up from the doldrums of the investigation. He snickered quite awhile, which Dizzy cocked one of his large black eyes in a screwy way. “Boy, what’s gotten into you, Bantha Head? You have been very laugh happy since we started this crusade.”

“I haven’t noticed a difference. You sure?”

“Yeah I’m sure. I know you. You are always a tight snare drum. Not as tight as Muriel was, but Jedi tight, you know. Now it’s like my juvenile antics is the best stuff you have ever heard.”

It was something he would have to meditate on. For now he just shrugged and said, “Perhaps you’re right.”

Dizzy squinted his eyes at Enothchild; a trait he obviously picked up from the ever-vigilant Muriel Thahada. “Yeah. Scary for me to be right.” He powered up the Falcon and began to move her. “Better not let it happen too much. If Muriel hears about it she will think it’s a conspiracy.”

Enothchild forced himself not to chuckle; perhaps Dizzy was indeed right. To keep the good vibe going, he said, “If you like I can fly the ship.”

Dizzy let out some loud laughter, stopped, looked seriously at Enothchild and said, “Let’s not go there, my big friend.”

“I have to admit the last time I tried I blew out the acceleration compensator. But I was doing good, I think.”

Dizzy couldn’t believe what he was hearing and let it show on his face. “Did you happen to perform a mind whammy on yourself to forget why you blew out the acceleration compensator? Does the words ‘ohmyfrickinggodtherestheMawrightinfrontofusweareallgoingtodie’ ring any cow bells?”

“Yeah, you said that. May I remind you that you put in the coordinates?”

“Yeah, but did I tell you to pull the hyperdrive lever? No.”

Enothchild, even though a big, big being with muscles and Jedi upbringing, began to blush. “I was only trying to learn to fly based on your instruction.”

“Enothchild, there are folks in the universe that know everything about flying and ships, but when it comes to actually operating the stick they can’t.” Dizzy laughed a little. “That’s you. Unfortunately you are a starshipidiot, and believe me the condition will not change. Leave the piloting to others. Especially when it comes to my ship.”

Enothchild knew Dizzy was right, but they were kidding around to release the tension even further. Dizzy didn’t say those things to hurt him. They were friends, and a friend like Dizzy said things when they were warranted at the right time. So, Enothchild returned the favor. Case in point, he said, “Remind me not to show you how to use a lightsaber.”

“OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH, no problem there,” said Dizzy with self-assurance as he got the green light to make the jump for Naboo. “Knowing me I’m likely to cut something vitally important off.” He let his head tilt to one side and said with cocky bluster, “Muriel would become a sad, sad woman.”

Enothchild threw his head back just as Dizzy began to pull the lever back to swallow the ship within a tunnel of stars.

