CHAPTER 13.0

It was over.

After nearly three days of fighting, Sullust was showing signs of peace, but looked nothing like it did prior to the anarchy that swept across the entire planet. A vast majority of Vhinech-like Sullustans that began the carnage were slain; they fought to their deaths, surprisingly the majority of them opting for suicide to take as many normal Sullustans as they could through weapon overloads to creative ways to cause explosions. There were prisoners, mostly children; they were easy to overpower with physical force, but their size or age did not mean they had less resolve than there grow up companions. The numbers were very slow coming in but the prisoners numbered less than a thousand while the combined dead far exceeded it. Just as it began the battles ended abruptly for no reason whatsoever, as if a bunch of beings had gotten fed up with the world, attacked it, and not liking the results they ended their own lives. 

Just like everything else it did not make any sense at all.

With Capitol Landing destroyed and the central elected government along with it, Sullust’s constitution dictated that the highest ranking religious leader on Sullust lead the people; the Sullustans were still a spiritual people who kept religion as part of the government in the event it needed such intervention. That put Maynade in the role of Prime Minister. The Fednori High Priestess immediately sought Enothchild’s guidance in what to do as a leader, while Dizzy with his experience around government figures through Muriel popped in with advice as well. 

It was, unfortunately, the worse case scenario for assuming the role of world leader; even with the shipment of computers, new communications devices, and other forms of equipment from Naboo and from other worlds it did nothing for a Sullust that needed instant answers. There was still no power, and most of the military was busy securing the prisoners by monitored sedation, the only real way to fully secure Force users, while it’s thinning numbers did the best they could to patrol under the martial law Maynade declared. The Republic was sending support and it was arriving by the hour, but major support was still between 5 to 10 days away.

After a few moments with Ros, Enothchild went to the praying shrine where everyone else that was important to Sullust was, and saw the looks on their faces, asking a silent question about Casper. Enothchild said, “The boy’s fine. He needs time to recover from what happened. He never killed anyone before. The last few days he had to kill more than his fair share.”

“After what you told me about what happen I don’t hold Casper accountable for what he had to do to that boy,” noted May, rubbing her arms for support. “The boy was going to kill him, thus killing many Sullustans because Casper wasn’t alive to protect them. And like Johu…like Johu it was as if the boy was possessed.”

Dizzy grabbed his ex-wife’s hand to give her some support. “You know possession isn’t real, May. You know better.”

“I do, Arness. But tell me what happened. Tell me why the last three days occurred? Tell me another word that best describes this horror?”

The normally chatty Dizzy at a loss, Enothchild came forward to bail him out. “I can’t explain it either, Your Grace. Spiritual possession no, but they were under some form of control. They were like machines that drew on hate as their operating system and energy source. They used the dark side of the Force exclusively, and they had no free will of their own.” He crossed his large arms in front of him, letting his mind think. “They are Vhinech…but at the same time they are not.”

“Before today Johu was not a Vhinech, I swear it,” May emphatically stated again.

“And I believe you, Your Grace,” said Enothchild. “I can’t explain that part of the problem. What I know is that all the Sullustan-Vhinech I took to Sanctuary stated that their remaining numbers were quite small. Here we are talking about tens of thousands. It’s a mystery for sure.” He let his amber eyes drift towards the Rapier Technologies personnel setting up computer systems while operating them from a dedicated generator. “However I think I know what caused the failure to technology, and the destruction of the power planets. I just need a working, independent computer.”

“The Falcon?” asked May.

Dizzy started coughing, and then said, “May, my honey drop, if there is a computer virus that can destroy cities, I’m not taking the chance with it affecting my ship.” 

“Agreed, we will go to Ros and Casper’s ship and try from there. It’s only on the outskirts. And if the ship’s computer core is ruined then we will give them a lift.” 

May reached out and grabbed his arm. “Please, find out what has happened to my people.”

Dizzy gave a little hug on the shoulders. “Maynade, you are looking at the Jedi for the job. Give him time and he’ll find out who stole your bag of lollipops when you were 12.”

She smiled and said, “You stole my bag of lollipops, remember?”

“Oops. Well, you get the idea.” He gave her a friendly kiss on her cheek and after Enothchild bowed to her they both left. As they exited the Temple of the Fednori, he mused, “What in the hell is going on here? Tell me that you got some idea?”

“In truth I’m at a loss with the Vhinech angle on this,” said Enothchild as they strode down the cobble stone street towards the clearing where ships had landed. “It makes no sense. Some of them opted for suicide attacks as their primary offense, especially at the end of the battle. The Vhinech frown upon that; based on the Path religion, that is the quickest way to the Bowels of Lore.”

“Right, they don’t want to go to the Bowels of Lore,” chagrined Dizzy. “The want to go to the Lands of Plenty. Well they could have fooled me after the three days of hell they put us all through.”

“Hence why I didn’t dismiss Maynade’s view of possession. A Vhinech in control of his or her own free will would not commit suicide even in their darkest hour. Which makes me think they were controlled, especially since I have the feeling that such suicides were all ready planned and not desperate acts of those defeated.”

“By who?” There was a very long pause. Dizzy gave his big friend a friendly backhand to his massive chest to get an answer. “By who?”

He shook his head for a brief moment as he thought. Then said, “The only clue I have in that is the dark side of the Force all these Vhinech used. They weren’t confused by their double mind makeup. They were totally committed to the dark side. Slaves to it.”

Dizzy frowned. “Prophet?” Surprisingly, Enothchild shook his head. “What! Come on, why the hell not?”

“Because Prophet is strong, and given his Vhinech nature it is remotely possible that he can control perhaps 5 minds. But thousands of beings, thousands of minds, doing thousands of intricate, detailed things? Not even Naressa can do that, and Prophet is nowhere near her level of darkness. It would be a more feasible theory if he had convinced them to do so freely, to follow him and carry out a combat plan. Again, though, these Vhinech had no control of themselves at all, they committed suicide in some instances, and…the mystery of Johu.”

“Yeah, howabout that Johu,” mused Dizzy. He let his hand rub his chin. “I knew Johu for a long time, since childhood when he pretty much hung on to May’s robe tails. He attended me and Muriel’s wedding.” He scratched his head as he thought back to all his memories. “I can remember this one time May fainting because Johu was bleeding from scrapping his knee. May could never really stand the sight of blood so it surprised me that she was there for Johu’s surgery. But…Johu’s blood was blue, not purple.”

By the time they reached the familiar Jedi transport, with it’s red coloring signaling it’s neutrality, Dizzy said, “This whole thing is giving me a headache.”

“You’re not the only one,” said Enothchild, leading the way up the ramp. Just as they entered, Ros appeared to greet them; sensing there approaches no less. “You should get some rest. You’ve been awake for the last three days.”

Ros let loose a small smirk. “Still trying to tell me what to do, eh?”

It was friendly banter. “Of course.” The group went towards the bridge of the vessel. “I was wondering if we could use the ship’s computer to find out what’s going on with Sullust’s data network. I have suspicions but I want to verify them.”

Ros chuckled. “Way ahead of you, Enothchild. After you left Casper has been busy hooking the ship’s reactor and computer to the Fednori’s power-data distribution unit. It’s redundancies came up and saved it from the power surge that affected the Fednori’s systems.” They reached the bridge to find the Padawan hard at work under a workstation, putting the ragtag connections together. Ros leaned towards his former Jedi Master and whispered, “He’s still hurting, but he’s trying to cope with it.”

“The pain won’t go away too soon, but he has to decide how he will be between now and then,” noted Enothchild, in which Ros nodded in agreement. In Dizzy’s own privately held opinion he felt the boy needed to sit it out until it was out of his system. The Sullustan could see that Enothchild wanted to say that, but didn’t based on the fact that Casper was not his Padawan; it was considered a very bad thing for another Master to tell a Master what he or she could probably do in regards to a Padawan’s welfare if the Master has not asked for advice. So, the big Vhinphyc didn’t want to crush the preverbal toes of his one time Twi’lek apprentice.

“How are we doing, Padawan,” asked Ros, bending at the waist.

“Almost there,” said Casper somberly. The pain in his voice was still there, trying to be as emotionless as possible so he could work on the task at hand. “Got it.” He pulled himself up and nodded at the two allies who just came to the ship. “The main computer core was melted. The unit, though, looks good and with the running of power,” he flipped a switch to begin sending power through the lines to the unit. “It should have retained everything that came through it in regards to data transfers. I thought maybe whatever affected my data pad and that medical transceiver after Johu attacked are one and the same.”

“They are,” said Enothchild sure of himself. He grabbed one of the nearby chairs, barely fitting in it with his bulk, and pulled himself up to the monitor. He reached into his Jedi robe and pulled out a data card with the words SON stamped on it and inserted into the data transfer/retrieval slot. Once the computer asked for a clearance code, a countdown of 10 seconds started. With a blur of Force enhanced speed, Enothchild’s fingers quickly filled the screen with characters, causing the screen to scroll down and finally ending when he hit the <Commit> key. Suddenly, the computer began to act strange, rolling a series of numbers across the screen, and finally a far different operating system interface than the ship’s came up. Symbols, possibly words, appeared in a language that Ros, Casper, or Dizzy could understand.

Enothchild, however, knew the language very well. 

[WHAT DO YOU REQUIRE?]

Enothchild just spoke at it in his native Vhinphyckian. “[Hunt down all viruses and quarantine them].”

The screen went blank for a moment, and then a second later, the computer displayed: [CAPTURE ACHIEVED. QUARANTINE COMPLETE AND HOLDING. DO YOU WISH IT BROUGHT TO SOURCE SITE?]

“[No, analyze from afar and report.]”

Dizzy took his pinky finger and rubbed it inside his ear. “Damn, Enothchild, that hurts my ears.”

“Sorry. Vhinphyckian is the only language it will respond to.” Finally the analysis came up. He read it and immediately grimaced. He said, “Eurta? Uiospe’ un rusera.” The computer complied and beeped. He pulled out the SON disk to stow it away and said, “Just as I feared, The Legacy Virus. Shit!”

“Clue us in here, Big Guy,” asked Dizzy. He looked at Casper and Ros and the both of them didn’t have a clue either. “Is it that network virus you mentioned before?”

“Network virus is not a good way to explain it. It’s not a data plague either. It’s an ought right curse.” Enothchild rubbed his eyes in disgust. “The Legacy Virus was developed by my people to destroy a majority of the Republic systematically and efficiently. The operating theory behind it was based on the Republic’s essential need for computers, learning communications systems, droids, and other artificial thought processing technology. Taking it out, though, wasn’t good enough. Why not have it attack is some way? Integrate itself a piece at a time as data markers, transmission file nodes, or as power pings? When enough of it is gathered it carries out it’s attack based on the enviroment in which it resides in.”

Ros said, “Like power plants?” Enothchild nodded.

“And starships?” asked Dizzy.

“Yes, but only if they are connected in anyway to an infected target, like up to the minute hyperspace navigation software from space ports a good example. Communication systems that rely on software and processors another.” He reached up with his right hand, grasping at the hairs of his late wife fused to his horns. “The active Republic allegiance beacon was probably how the virus made it’s way into the planetary network. It’s an automated signal that relies on computers to update it. The hyperdrive navigation software updates and pulsar-time transmissions another possible way. Once it finds a way in, it’s too late.” 

“But wouldn’t the computers detect the virus upon emergence,” asked Casper.

“As it slowly begins to store itself, the virus begins to rewrite the system’s rationality protocols and has it ignore it. The Legacy Virus is designed to assume the operating system of the computer; hence the anti-viral software never picks up on it. Worse it takes over any form of computer system covertly to send itself to other computers when we assume the computer is not transmitting.” 

Enothchild looked back towards the computer screen. “My Mother and Father were encouraged by the government to give the Republic records of their travels. They didn’t know they were carrying the virus in those files until they fled Vhanba.” He tapped his hand where the SON disk was stored. “He gave me this not only for learning about my heritage and what I was, but to destroy the virus, which thankfully it did because the Republic was 50 percent infected with it at the time. If it hit a hundred, it was surmised that was when everything bad would have happened.”

Enothchild stood up and sighed loudly. “My Human Mother and I theorized to the Jedi Council what a Legacy scenario would look like. This is one.”

Ros suddenly interrupted and said, “But.”

“But this version of the virus is little different based on it’s coding.” Enothchild began to stroll around. “Granted my disk erased it from the data-power unit, but it isn’t the same virus. It’s not as powerful.”

Dizzy let out a noise. “You could have fooled us with what happened.”

“No, you all don’t understand,” he said with a shake of his head. “If it were the same, why hadn’t any other world in the Republic, who share the Republic data lines, been affected? Why haven’t their been other reports similar to this one? This virus attacks everything at once.”

Casper raised a hand. “If it is different, then in a strategic sense maybe it has learned to attack one system, lay in wait, and attack the next.” 

“That’s crazy. A program that thinks and improves?” mused Ros. “It can’t based on the limitations of its program.”

Dizzy cleared his throat. “I hate to be a brain here with all you Jedi, but protocol droids can learn new languages without hooking themselves up to a data enhancement port. Same with astromech droids, they can recalculate unknown positions into known fix positions. The have artificial intelligence software, and they learn based on experience.”

“And he’s right,” said Enothchild. “Anka-Dee and I surmised that if the virus found it’s way into a droid, for example, then it could assimilate the artificial intelligence program and learn. A scary thought, but one we should warn the Republic about.” He held up a large finger. “However, we also surmised that in order for this type of attack to be effective it must occur at the same time or the Republic will learn of a way to combat it. And again, why only one world?”

He looked at them each in the eye for a moment, and then said, “Think about this. The Legacy Virus has attacked one world, and at the same time the Vhinech, apparently deep cover Vhinech, attacked as well.” He watched as their eyes bulged out. “This was no random attack by the virus. This was an orchestrated assault. And more importantly where was its point of origin.” 

Ros looked at the others and said in awe, “Force no.”

“You’re kidding?” Dizzy looked at the others in worry. “You mean…Prophet’s got this virus?”

“We can’t overlook the possibility,” said Casper as he crawled back underneath the computer to unhook it. Enothchild had moved out of his way and turned the machine off. “It still doesn’t explain everything.”

“Right, like the Vhinech here on Sullust,” said Ros, realizing he really didn’t have to say that with Casper still listening on. Quickly he continued, “What about the female Vhinphyc?”

Enothchild focused on it. “It’s plausible. An idea to keep in-.” He watched the computer come back on; it’s normal operating system running. A bad feeling began to sink in. In fact Casper stopped working on the connections and Ros began to stand on the balls of his feet. “Casper, did you run a pre-data transfer check when you hooked up the machine?”

Casper suddenly threw his tools out and had Ros drag him out by his feet. Enothchild grabbed Dizzy in his arms and began to run. The male Sullustan didn’t complain as he watched the scenery blur by, courtesy of Force-enhanced running; obviously something bad was going to happen and fast. He could also see Casper and Ros hot on their feet, beating the ground to get as far as they could get.

Enothchild began yelling at everyone on the made up tarmac. “EVERYONE DOWN!” 

Just as he finished, the Jedi transport blew up. 

Enothchild immediately threw Dizzy to the ground and covered his entire smaller body. Everyone could feel the heat of the explosion hit them and force themselves tighter to the ground, hoping not to get burned by rushing flames. Dizzy managed to wiggle his head out just to look, and a metal bounced off Enothchild’s body with impact. Very quickly he ducked back under his big friend and asked, “Are you all right?”

Enothchild looked at him. “I’m on fire, I think. Other than that I’m fine.”

Dizzy looked back at the ship. “Looks like we will be giving them a lift after all.”

CHAPTER 13.1

Enothchild stayed behind to think about things as Dizzy retreated inside the temple to tell Maynade what was going on while Ros encouraged a bewildered Casper, who was feeling more guilt now for what just happened to the Jedi transport. The young man was trying to get over the fact he had accidentally slain a child, and now he had inadvertently allowed the Legacy Virus to almost get his master and his allies killed, an honest mistake that thankfully did not lead to a loss of life plaintively. Casper, though, felt otherwise. He had that Padawan notion that Jedi Knights were all ways perfect in everything they do and they made no errors; in truth they happen all the time. 

Enothchild wanted to tell the Padawan some words of encouragement to get him out of the rut. However Casper was Ros’ Padawan Learner, his charge, and his responsibility; unlike Juna, it would be very wrong for him to get involve in the development of a Jedi Knight. It was a matter of the Code; only the Jedi Council can directly interfere in anyway with the training of a Padawan Learner, but only under the most dire of circumstances. 

Besides that it was rude and uncalled for; who was he to tell a fellow Jedi how to train a Padawan; especially his former Padawan, who he had all the confidence in the universe of doing right by Casper. If he would have done it, and Nadja was still alive, Nadja would skin him alive. When he was her Padawan Learner, Enothchild was actually approached by Qualeggoes and the Caasmasi Jedi Master, without Council permission or other members of the Council present, tried to tell Enothchild that it was all right for him to complain about the training; in truth, though rigorous and unrelenting, he had no complaints. Nadja was beside herself for months, refusing to come before the Jedi Council even to accept an apology let alone an assignment that would benefit Enothchild’s development. She continued to train him her way during that time, eventually coming before the Council to accept an assignment.

And with her encouragement, they both mooned Qualeggoes, frankly the only fitting to say ‘apology accepted’. None of the Moranna Knights, or those who made up the special forces unit of Jedi known as the Headbangers, gave Qualeggoes much respect; just enough, but not equal to others on the Council. The Caasmasi got on one’s nerves very quick; even a protocol droid would hate him. His heart is the right place, but his narrow view of the Jedi Code, like if they were strings on an instrument, couldn’t even vibrate a micrometer: to strum the cords of a perfect instrument of good was to purposely play it out of tune to the music of evil.

In short, Enothchild didn’t want to do a Qualeggoes. Ros knows Casper, he’s been with the boy all his life; Ros knows how to help him.

He leaned back against a cobblestone wall and refocused his thoughts at the problems at hand. Nothing was clear cut here; Enothchild had an entire planet that was a crime scene, millions of witnesses, tons of evidence, and still given what he had none of it made sense. There were tidbits there in the Force linked to the elements he knew, little pieces of a puzzle, but he was not seeing it. Perhaps he was looking at the whole affair all wrong. Perhaps every time he put Magus Prophet as the sole entity responsible for this latest Vhinech attack he kept seeing the mysterious Vhinphyc female in the role of instigator. Perhaps they were both responsible, one doing one thing, the other doing the other, and it just so happen to occur at the same time.

Perhaps we shouldn’t look at matters too much like coincidences. He refocused again, found center, and totally emerged himself within the Light Side.

As he opened his eyes, Enothchild witnessed a brief whooshing of flame erupt from the still burning wreckage of the Jedi transport. It struck him as odd and he didn’t know why. He shrugged it off and headed back into the temple. 

He entered the chamber where Maynade held court and noted her sudden need for him to come forward. Enothchild strolled over and asked, “What is it, Your Grace?”

She proudly held up an old book entitled ‘Galactic Explorers Botany’ and said cheerfully, “I remembered that we had a hard cover book on plants and trees and their origin worlds and I had one of my people find it.”

“I don’t understand.”

Maynade opened the book and began to explain. “Before everything went the way of a southerly direction, I was discussing with Ros and Padawan Knightshade something they found in a report you sent him that everyone overlooked.”

“The one from the investigation on Obroa-skai?”

“The same. According to the report aspemu was found in the wreckage.” She found the page she was looking for and gave it to Enothchild. “Aspemu is a rare form of tree sap. It’s found on only a handful of planets. The Vhinech could be on one of those planets since the majority of them have no official names let alone governments.”

“This is good,” said Enothchild with appreciation. “Thank you, Your Grace.” He let his eyes scan the page, and he did find the list of worlds with galactic orientation coordinates right beside them. Indeed they were unnamed but uncharted worlds with the familiar R-series designation indicating that it was a world found and catalogued by Republic explorers. He would need a map…

He froze. There were two worlds with official names that had aspemu in their ecosystem. 

One was Coruscant; thanks to tree transplantation to Millennium Park, the Botanical Gardens, and other plant sanctuaries.

The other sent a chill up his spine.

Myrkr.

The chill shook him to his very soul. The fact that Prophet found Myrkr indeed was a scary thought. There was something else about this revelation. Something very personal and he couldn’t quite put his finger on. Enothchild closed his eyes for a moment…

The Force showed him the memory of the fireball whoosh that emitted off the destroyed Jedi transport again. For whatever reason it was connected other than the fact the Legacy Virus caused its destruction. There was something about it, so he slowed the replay of the memory down as much as possible. 

The flames, for an instant, and to his surprise and newfound worry, formed the shape of a rose before it flamed out of existence. It was, if anything, a precursor of something terrible was about to happen.

