ACT THREE – Spirit in Black 

CHAPTER 60.0

Far away from the chaos, distant from the nearest port, and nowhere close enough to a secret pirate’s haven, located behind the bright gasses of a stellar nursery, was an unassuming small planet that circled a single, young star. Due to the star’s relatively close proximity to its origins from the belching cosmic matter and the collecting gravitational anomalies the star formed the planet out of little cosmic debris that was available around it; with the nursery absorbing the rest the star was lucky to be able to get one planet. In time, as the star and it’s lone planet traveled away from the nursery to eventually assume a more prescribed stellar orbit in conjunction with the gravitational constant of the galaxy, it is likely the star and planet would gather comets, asteroids, meteorites and other forms of matter to create a more familiar looking star system. 

For now it was nothing special with appearance. The system sported no real unique phenomenon. The planet itself was without an orbiting satellite to threaten doom or gloom upon any primitive culture. As boring as they can possibly come compared to the twin suns that dominated the system in which the dry but inhabited world of Tatooine orbits around, or planet wise to Naboo where the world’s own core is of water and not molten iron like many worlds are in the galaxy. 

An unassuming world, a world without a name for a very long time until only a few years ago, the Republic, the Jedi, and the unusual immigrants that were transported there have called Sanctuary; the lone home world of the surviving Vhinech race. A world new one knew for sure where it was in the galaxy; not the inhabitants, nor did the occupants in the three Republic battle cruisers that secretly orbited the planet at a distance in which normal eyesight nor telescopes could perceive them by accident. And to the Vhinech below the planet was not necessarily a planet, but it was a world so close to there hearts nonetheless; a place that was only one step away from the Lands of Plenty.

Below on the surface of Sanctuary, and just outside the large town that shares the same name, the majority of the thousands of Vhinech that survived the holocaust on Vhanba and the defeat at Evramora worked with purpose together to harvest the fields before the first snowfall of the ending year; the year 9 Blessed Existence, of B.E. Nine years of not having to live in fear and out of the way of forced upon sin had brought the Vhinech community together under the Path to continue the traditions of unity. This year was an extraordinary year for them as they toiled along in their primitive living conditions that made them humbled and blessed compared to the technology and war shoved down their throats before they could even walk before the beginning of Blessed Existence. Inventions and knowledge had slipped past the wall of the unknown and offered more viable, and sometimes unreliable, solutions to everyday life. Still they played an important part in the machine of workability, and that gave every Vhinech some relief. Most importantly, they were still a unified society under the Path.

So much so, when the main harvest carrier suddenly broke down everyone stopped working and ran over to see if they could do anything to help repair it. The wagon-like machine was almost made entirely of wood right down to the wheels. The motor itself was made of iron; an old style steam stove that provided locomotion by channeling heat and pressure into a turnstile gear system. The large vehicle moved on a designated two track road way that looped around and down in intervals through the fields, lugging a train of large wooden carts to where the food was loaded in. This was the first year the invention was in use and it had all ready cut time considerably for the winter harvest.

As the invention cried steam down from its exhaust whistle however, the Rodian-Vhinech stepped down from the elevated piloting chair and threw his suckered tip hands in the air in disgust. “Cursed machine from the Bowels of Lore! I do not comprehend why I was stuck with this duty!” He looked at one of the approaching elders of Sanctuary coming and said, “Reverend Apostle, this infernal invention’s failure is not my liability.”

“And you are not be accused of such liability,” ensured Apostle, who’s Clawdite-Vhinech features shifted to mirror a Human face with a troubled expression, dressed in the traditional candulas garb that identified him as a spiritual advisor. He raised a hand towards the machinery and stopped short of touching it. The Vhinech around him now grew quiet as they felt him use his blessed gift of the Force that they all were given by Presence, their supreme Savior, herself. With a sigh of resignation more than a sigh of weariness, a weariness that was loudly apparent in his elder shoulders, he said, “The metal gearing is worn. Melted.”

A Transdoshian-Vhinech female said, “Then the use of tin-copper for the gearing was a error in judgment. The heated air must have melted it.”

“This is, unfortunately, a invention still in rough production,” noted Apostle. They knew there were better elements, far stronger compounds that could work better than their mined and water panned resources so far. However this was their primitive existence handed down to them by Presence through the Keeper of Sanctuary, and therefore they had to make do slowly in the way of progress; Apostle’s words to remind them all that this was merely an accident and not an intentional oversight to be exploited. “I surmise we will have many such stoppages if we do not find the means to melt lead.”

Another Sanctuary Leader, the Leechan-Vhinech Reverend Unita, clicked her pincher mouth folds in short contempt and said, “Brother Apostle, Blacksmith Thor was asking for too much red stone, almost demanding clear stone, for such labor to create a forge that superceded the needs of Sanctuary. Such a place would only benefit him.” 

“Blacksmith Thor may be a part of this community under the Path, Fellow Reverend, however comprehend he does have the right to earn a living since he is not an Elder such as you or I,” Apostle told his one time understudy. “As I recall you refused to give him enough red stones in the first transaction to create the metal works shop he has now. And as a whole we failed to mine him brass, did we not?” 

Everyone in the group nodded in approval; since Thor and select others were inventors, and therefore businesspersons, they were the exemptions to the usual town order save for when the Elders, comprised of Path Reverends who were here when Sanctuary was given to them, ordered them to comply to the town orders, which those ordered to could not refuse without good reason. Since this was harvest, and since it was Thor’s handwork that created the harvest carrier’s main components, he was exempt from plucking crops.

Another Elder, Reverend Osolete, entered into the discussion, “Let us not debate here. As we wait for Brother Thor to come repair we should continue with our efforts.” A reminder why they were all out there ruffled their clothing with a cool gust of air. “The bite of winter’s teeth is upon us with the blowing winds from the mountains.” 

The large crowd agreed and began to disperse, fanning and moving about across the large fields of fruit and vegetation just as a tall Wookiee-Vhinech came towards the harvest carrier with a heavy brown leather bag slung across his back and various forms of Vhinech children walking along with him. He gave a polite bow and said, “Reverends.” 

“Brother Thor,” greeted Apostle with a grin. “I am glad you have come so rapidly. I hope I did not suspend any new creativity.”

“Nothing noteworthy of importance.” Thor stood before the large machine and closed his eyes. He let his Force senses probe the internal mechanics, and then opened his eyes and glared at the pilot. “You increased the valve temperature past 3,000?”

The Rodian shrugged his shoulders. “The vehicle was getting slower, so I added more wood into the combustion chamber.”

“What kind? Oak or maple.”

“The maple.”

Thor sighed heavily and set his bag down. He bent down and shook his head and said, “Maple burns quicker and hotter than oak. I wager you added more and more and still got no results? You probably burn wood the same way at home. Know wonder why your little ones have the sniffles.” He waved the Rodian silent as he looked at the Elders. “We will have to let this cool down before I get to it. I have the needed cogs. And at the meeting tonight I would like to stress that our next mining staple not only be for bronze but for coal as well.”

“The special meeting called tonight is a consensus survey, Brother Thor, not a grievance hearing,” said Unita. “Surely you and your married mate have felt the dramatic escalation of turmoil within the Force?”

Thor acknowledged with a head nod, but another Vhinech passing by asked, “Brother Thor? Your wife is not with you?”

Thor looked towards him and asked, “Why do you ask?”

“I am her sector supervisor here in the fields. She is not present. I assumed you needed her at your business.”

Thor sighed heavily and Reverend Apostle put a firm hand on the young male shoulder. Instead of giving a member of his flock concern he echoed the smallest bit of contempt. “I take it…she is spirit searching again, Brother?”

All Thor could do was sigh in acknowledgement, and the Elders sighed with him. They did their best when they turned their attention to the New Enoth Mountains not to glare at it was hate for one of their own was up there, but the disdain was read in their eyes nonetheless.

CHAPTER 60.1

As she ascended the snowy and tree filed boreal slopes of New Enoth, unhindered by the elements due to her hairy hide, her husband’s disapproval, or the town’s displeasing snickering behind her back, the Wookiee-Vhinech female Destiny continued on her quest to discover the truth the others were so eager to dismiss and too ignorant to believe in. Letting her crystal blue eyes scout ahead towards the row of bluffs, making sure, unlike the young thrill seeking Vhinech that skipped learning classes yesterday to enjoy an afternoon of sledding that was sabotaged by the appearance of ghosts, she wasn’t going to be surprised by the sudden abrupt appearances of apparitions. In fact her intent was to capture one…or try to capture one, to prove to them all that the spirits were not just spirits but honesty to Force living beings.

Destiny felt the disapproving feelings coming from her husband Thor and looked towards the grand fields some 10 miles away, clearly viewable from her elevated location. She sent him feelings of regret for disobeying his wishes, however she added vocally, “Forgive me, my Husband. I must know the truth. That is why I am here.” 

She turned her attentions away, not giving the respectful but annoying at the moment Elders another thought to their transmitting request and continued on her way to the bluffs, where the naughty children had claimed they bore witness to seeing a large, red-orange skinned, yellow-eyed aquatic spirit in a blue robe walking on two feet. The elders used the Force to read their minds and determined the validity of their story but strangely enough they found nothing conclusive so they did not believe them, nor rush up the mountain to investigate.

Destiny did, for she seen such a creature before over a year ago while she searched in failure for the Keeper of Sanctuary. The Keeper of Sanctuary, a gentile Vhinphyc giant Presence had chosen to herd the Innocent Few into Sanctuary and to keep them from harm, had not been seen or heard from since the Keeper of Sanctuary himself had brought her to this place of peace two years ago after her family had died so horribly far away in the wilderness, on the planet called Bespin. According to records kept by the Elders to date this was by far the longest amount of time passed between the deity’s visits, which all ways he introduced new members to the Flock. 

Such lack of reappearance and the fact no more Vhinech souls entered into their realm made Destiny all the more curious than concerned, especially given the appearance of the Fish Entity on more than one occasion. As it turned out others while on vision quest stumbled upon other, stranger creatures in the robes of Vhinech Maguses. If so, then these creatures could very well be the Army of Light, which the Keeper of Sanctuary commanded to protect those of the Path that lived in Sanctuary. Destiny was on a mission to prove that the Army of Life did indeed watch over them; the others believed it more in their hearts than in reality. Most importantly, if possible, ask of them where the Keeper of Sanctuary was. She felt that her prayers of thanks were not reaching him because he seemed too far away, a feeling of instinct more than a feeling of spirit.

There was another reason to seek out the Army of Light and the Keeper of Sanctuary as she reached the bluffs and looked over the region below; like everyone else Destiny could feel the immense dark cloud of evil growing in her dreams. It was, to the few she spoke to at church and from her own husband’s heart, a growing incubus of despair not seen since they all had to leave the war torn lands of Vhanba. Many were worried however they seemed to acquaint it to the winter weather the lot of them. 

Destiny surmised it was anything but the weather; the three months of winter was nothing to them here compared to the 40-years of ice and snow they endured periodically on Vhanba. A special meeting was called for tonight and every Vhinech’s feelings were to be surveyed and solutions, if any, were to be debated. She had a hope that, at maximum is she catches one of the spirits, she could ask the Army of Light or even the Keeper of Sanctuary himself if doom was coming upon them. If she failed, but showed proof of their solid existence, then perhaps she could convince more of her people to go out and find the Army of Light and ask the same questions. If anything she will have something to talk about.

This time at least: she felt too silenced when she spoke her peace, as if no one listened in town at the meetings. If she had a sinful want it would be for them all to listen to what she had to say.

Reaching into her camp bag, Destiny pulled out her secret weapon as she searched the surrounding area for clues. The Aqualish-Vhinech named Clerack created the hands-span device a few months ago and for 10 blue stones it was the latest, biggest, and cheapest fad going in Sanctuary. It was called a spirit sketcher and it generated a real time still ‘sketch’ of any object. By pressing down on the button, the sketcher’s double irises opened and whatever it saw it ‘sketched’ the image via light and chemical on paper induction in perfect black and white, real life detail, and finally it spat out a six by six inch card of the image in three or four heartbeats. 

Coming across the children’s almost covered footprints, Destiny took aim with her sighting crosshair, pressed the button, and released. She waited, and has advertised the card came out and one look told her all she needed to know about the sketcher’s weaknesses. The image was just pure white because of the snow; black and white photography of course only offered two dominant tones, followed by different shades of gray that joined black and white together. Light was a factor as well; not enough or too much really changed the look of the sketch, and at first some folks feared it really was a measure of their soul until Clerack finally explained to them why the images came out too dark. And if one moved the sketcher while it sketched then velocity blurring occurred and created a blurred image. 

“Fiddles,” she said, and tossed the card away, watching it drift and dangle in the wind and finally rested face up on a small stone. Clerack was working hard on a newer version that would harness light and project it during the sketching process. Destiny, though, didn’t have the time to wait for that one; besides that, how could one only harness light in a little device when they did not have electricity of any kind to power the town? Destiny giggled; Clerack, of course, could make one with a burning torch attached to it.

Forgetting the brain rant, Destiny continued to scourer the land after she determined that the Fish Entity’s evidence of existence was not among the tracks; when she encountered the being he did leave footprints but without the invention of the spirit sketcher, and thanks to snow storm soon after her encounter, she had no evidence to prove her claim. Not that they all thought she lied, but they seemed so quick to denounce the fact that a spirit left traces of a solid existence. To her that wasn’t important though. 

Destiny left the bluffs having found nothing at all and continued upward; spirits or not, high ground would be the logical place to be to observe the populace; New Enoth was nowhere close to even one quarter the size of Old Enoth on Vhanba, but it still held that advantage. The old saying spoke truthfully than spirits of any kind travel to the sky; a mountain seemed the most convenient way to reach the heavens when one has no flying vessel. She spent a time looking around, even peering into darkened caves; especially around the entrances because the last time she was exploring the mountain she awakened a large sleeping mammal that chased her for quite a considerable distance; if not for the Force to aide in her running, she would have became the beast’s dinner. 

One of her stops was a cave that had a strong sulfur smell coming from it. Destiny was going to bypass it until she noted the fine black dust coating the entrance. She gathered some in her hand and smelled it. Memories of her husband’s samples from his explorations in the southern plains last summer helped her identify the substance. “Coal.” She gathered more of it in her hands and examined it. A thought entered her mind and she mused, “This will make up for my misbehavior with him.”

Destiny pulled a container out of her sack that contained her lunch and ate it. Once done she gathered all the coal she could in it and put it away, and finally she proceeded with her mission until she finally realized that the Nest was actually setting. Without light the trek down was going to be terrible. Unfortunately it also meant she was going to be late in preparing the evening meal…again. The last sermon she wanted to hear was from her own husband about abandoning her wifely duties if she was not hunting; they made no arrangements before hand that would have had him start dinner. Quickly she backtracked in a fast paced walk, determined to stay on the trail she made on her way down due to the fading light threatening to overtake the landscape. The forest below had to be all ready dark.

Destiny reached the bluffs, and skidded a little due to the slippery slopes; her gripping footpads and Wookiee claws were safely nestled in the confines of tied leather moccasins. “Shit…whoops.” She pulled out her Path medallion from under her hair and said in Vhinphyckian, “[Forgive me, Presence, with your gentle hands upon my head. My tongue is your tongue, therefore I shall not curse].”  She bowed her head, as it was accustomed to do so, and held it there for a few heartbeats to simulate that she was waiting for Presence to forgive her by touching her head; of course it has really never, ever had happened to her in her life but there was times it felt like Presence did. It was customary, though, of her beliefs and she lived by them.

Then, as her eyes adjusted to the fainted scene at her feet, she realized that she was standing right at the very spot where she had taken a picture of the footprints. However something was missing; where she had watched the sketch of that image fall all there was to be seen was the stone…

The sketch was gone!

At the stone was also a footprint that was not her own nor the naughty children’s prints. Sucking in a breath, Destiny stood up and looked all around her quickly, bringing ready her spirit sketcher and using what little of the Force she had. After a while she turned her attention back to the track in the snow, she was struck by inspiration and pulled out her lunch container filled with coal dust. Very carefully, she filled the print with the black powder until she used it all and just about hollered with joy; it was a shoeless footprint! With the black powder and the white background Destiny made several sketches from different angles and each sketch came out very clear.

She looked at the images and placed them and the spirit sketcher back in her carry pouch, then very carefully scooped the coal dust up and placed it back in her lunch container. Smiling, she turned to her right…

“Greetings,” said the Fish Entity.

Destiny did not really get the chance to respond other than letting out a gasp of surprise and then, off balanced from the sudden undetectable appearance of the Fish Entity, fell on her back and slid down the steep slope in a uncontrolled rush. She caught a rut and that caused her to tumble end over end, flop, bounce, take off into the air, and…

SMACK!
When she came to, Destiny found herself sitting up, leaning against a tree that she felt instinctively was the very object she struck to stop her descent down the mountain. When she fully came to, she found a small fire burning conveniently nearby, along with a torch staff propped up against the tree next to the fire to aide her in returning to Sanctuary in the moonless night. She stood up slowly, feeling woozy and feeling every single bump she took “Ouch, ouch, ouch.”

Sighing after she collected herself, she closed her eyes and mused, “[Thank you, Presence, for keeping me safe. Only your hands kept me from dying.]” She looked at the fire. “[And thank you, solider of the Army of Light, for the fire]. You are pardoned for any wrong doing you felt you did upon me and my little trip.”

She lit the torch after she had examined herself and waved it around the perimeter to gauge more accurately where she was, not far from her old tracks going up the mountain. Ironically, as she swept around, there wasn’t a sign of the Fish Entities tracks anywhere. One look at her slid marks told her the sad tale of how she lost the coal dust; the snow was covered with in a fine, black mist going half way up the hill. 

Destiny’s head cleared when she noted something else afoul; her carry all was gone. “Oh no. Did he take it?” She scampered back up the hillside along her ‘traveled’ route and found no sign of it. “Oh shit.” This time she didn’t ask for any forgiveness; the curse seemed warranted, and the last time she bowed her head it lead to a frightful trip down the mountain; another trip she did not want to partake in.

Destiny!
Destiny had reached the spot where she began her unfaithful journey and found the area totally void of any tracks; the snow had been raked over and over to eliminate them.

Destiny! Thor’s thoughts entered her throbbing headache mind and she turned towards the direction where they were coming from. Down below, in the woods, were several hundred lit torches combing the vegetation. Destiny, is that you up there with the torch? Please, let it be you!
Pangs of guilt throbbing with the bumps now, Destiny did not want her husband worried so badly about her. It is I. She waved the torch and let out a sigh; undoubtedly the entire town was out looking for her, and that meant the meeting for tonight was put on hold, or cancelled entirely. That was going to make some entities displeased with her; not her Husband, but the Elders for sure will be frowning at her for days. Somberly she began to walk downward, preparing herself for the ridicule to follow, and to find solace and assurance in her Husband’s arms.

CHAPTER 60.2

The next morning after the incident on New Enoth Mountain Mon Calamarian-Vhinech Magus Nautilus put out a telepath cry from his outpost stationed some 30 miles north of Sanctuary and alerted the three other Maguses in charge of keeping an eye on the Vhinech residents, and doing so in secret, to meet with him in a pre-determined location some five days easy ride by stagllion. Stagllions were the best suited creatures for riding with their wide bare backs, it’s four legs and large body harbored deceptive long distance and fast riding speeds, and their long trunks used for gathering objects high had several nostrils to draw large volumes of air to aide in their running. The Army of Light needed that swiftness to patrol, and most definitely they needed it now.

There were quite a few matters that had to be addressed among the four light side-minded Maguses, exclusively centering around the festering evil they all could feel growing in the Force; an unsettling darkness filled with the old unwelcome feelings of tragedy that made all gentile Vhinech want to come to Sanctuary in the beginning when Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch proposed the secret settlement. 

Being that the location was easterly, the Oransk-Vhinech Magus Ulysses of the east guard was all ready waiting for his other brothers to arrive. A lanky orange and red creature with solid green eyes, two fingers and thumb on each hand, and practically neck-less square head buried in his knobby shoulders, raised a hand in greeting upon Nautilus’ arrival. A short time later, Ewok-Vhinech Magus Orrick of the south guard arrived on his stallion. The shortest of the four Maguses, his big black eyes and furry body made him appear to be a non-threat at first glance. However with his dual-blades, homage in honorable tribute to their late teacher Magus Parable, and his speed he was anything but worthless.

As the sun came down, Magus Titus, who had the furthest ride out of the lot from his guard position in the west, arrived to find that his Vhinech brothers roasting a large stag. The Bothan-Vhinech leapt off his stallion and greeted Ulysses in a hug, saying, “Presence be praised, for her guidance has brought us together in peace.”

“And may we all be blessed by the Force,” noted Ulysses. The others gave their fellow Magus a hug as well and soon the group retired to the fire. “May we travel and find our way in it’s Light.”

Settling down to eat, only Nautilus abstaining from the feasting on the roast beast he killed because of his biological requirements, they began to discuss the main matter at hand. The MonCal-Vhinech spoke some as the leader of the four and continued on after sipping down some of the brew Orrick brought to the meeting. “This dark side growth is the most disturbing feeling I have had in the Force since Evramora. I presume we can all here agree with that.” The others did not make a sound, but that did not mean they were not in agreement; being in such a brotherhood required very little of such noises of affirmatives. “It has festered like an infected wound in the last few weeks, and more so in the time it took us to come here. I have to wonder, with great concern, if the festering will reach this part of the body as it were. Worse, I fear the cause of it and wonder if it can be prevented from reaching us.”

“I do not think it is based here on Sanctuary,” said Orrick. “You are correct in your assumption. However the darkness is unfamiliar to me.”

“You mean you do not believe it is an individual such as Magus Prophet that is the root of this darkness?” questioned Titus with a small frown. “I find the truth in that, however we cannot be blind to consider that he is not involved in the growth.”

“The Universal Force is in this shakable turmoil,” noted Nautilus to clarify. “It is affected by the Living Force, so I cannot imagine Prophet being solely responsible for this tsunami of evil that is approaching us.”

“He is a great evil among us, Brothers,” reminded Ulysses. “I believe he is capable.”

“Not with our Brother Jedi around,” said Titus in rebuttal. “They will not allow him to dictate the flow of the Force.”

“What if he had convinced our fellow Vhinech still under his command to let go of their inhibitions towards the dark side? That would clearly do it.”

“I disagree, Brothers,” said Orrick with a shake of his head. “After all we are still learning our way after all these years. Savior Pern’s methods taught to our teacher Magus Parable were, at best, a rush job. A rush job we had to embrace. Prophet’s learning was more focused and determined, and what is more he embraced one side of the Force unlike us who did not at first. He has more than the twenty years of dark side embracement he has let on. The others will be like us; not so much in a hurry to give up their soul for power.”

Titus gestured towards the others in short agreement. “Truth. Unlike Prophet our Brothers and Sisters will not be so forth coming in giving up Presence’s guiding words. However he is smarter than anyone ever gave him credit for. He won many battles, how, with his beastly aptitudes? That was how his legend was made, not the thoughts behind his motives.”

Nautilus held up his hands. “Brothers that goes beyond debate. It is fact. It is truth. So let us no longer debate the truth and ponder the problems. Is it our Brothers and Sisters still out there in the wilderness creating this that is now threatening us? Perhaps. Magus Prophet behind it? I believe so, however not at the scales you two are suggesting. Even with those who still follow Prophet’s lead cannot generate such brooding and wickedness.” He gestured towards Titus. “You are very correct in your assumptions. Although they may forget from time to time the words of our Supreme Savior Presence, they have an embracement of faith in her that will not falter with the promise of greed, or power, or purpose.”

Ulysses raised one of his fingers. “Truth, however they are still out there fighting for a dark purpose.”

“In our view it is,” said Nautilus. “If they are to be faulted, it is for stubbornness.”

“Not wanting to admit defeat after fighting to survive for so long,” said Orrick sadly. His black eyes glared at the burning fire, reflecting the flames of a memory neither one really wanted to relive. “For some of us, war is all we know. War is breathing; hold the breath too long there is panic from the blacking out known as peace. Breathe deeply, and find comfort in the conflict.”

“Nonetheless, serving dark purposes or not, I do not believe them alone could be such a source of darkness.” Nautilus looked at them all and took a stick into his hands with a simple gesture. Poking the fire with it to stir the flames, he said, “It could be a sign that the Republic is actually turning against us.”

“Then that would mean the Jedi as well,” said Titus. He shook head. “Highly unlikely for them to become dark side entities.”

Nautilus shook his head in return. “Truth the Jedi would not betray us, for only Enothchild Sarch would have to be the one that does. We know him, he will not do so.” He let the poking stick fall to the ground. “The Jedi are not like we used to be. They are not the ruling government. Elected representatives, put into positions of power because they think the way the majority of their people are thinking for at least one day, make galactic decisions, or so goes the theory of a representative republic. Granted the Jedi will not betray us, however politicians well sell their souls to hold those jobs. If it means betraying us, they will. But I have faith Enothchild will not let that happen.”

The other three nodded, but Titus’ nod was short. “That is why I disapproved of contact silence. If we had a transceiver, we would know what was really going on.”

“The plan was totally anonymity and technological obscurity, Brother,” said Ulysses with a low head glare. It was a sticking issue in the negotiations that the group could never just drop, or Titus at least. “To have such a connection with the galaxy may require a large transceiver and perhaps relays. One our own from Sanctury could stumble upon the transceiver on a vision quest. Worse that is all Prophet needs to find us and you know it.”

“But we would not be so blind. Our only link to the galaxy is Enothchild. If he dies, that ends the link.”

“We all know that, Titus,” said Orrick quietly. “That is why he is the only that knows where we are. In six months, unless more Vhinech are brought to us, the Republic fleet will be given their automated time induced orders to pull out, their memories wiped and machines destroyed, and then we are totally alone.”

“As per the agreement,” said Nautilus. “However with this darkness coming on we do not have six months. I do not believe we even have six weeks. Let us focus solely on that and not what mistakes we may or may not have made in the past.” He put his webbed hands together and held them out towards them in begging. “It is, ultimately, up to us to defend the weak. We have sworn to do it under the blessings and word of Presence. That is what we shall do.” 

He took in a deep breath to relax himself and his Brothers did the same. Orrick mused, “The quizzical expression at this present is how?”

“The best we can,” said Nautilus. His large eyes looked drearily at the fire. All the while the darkness grew nearer, closer and closer with the feeling of creeping death.

