CHAPTER 75.0

“There it is, my Magus, the signal is back.”

To Magus Prophet, no words sounded any sweeter to him; save perhaps the many words that will be spoken by his soon to be mate.

It was only over an hour ago that the good news Prophet had been waiting for had finally revealed itself in the form of a hyperspace homing signal, generated by a miniature software disk that he had Magus Servant give to Pirus Krendel some time ago to put in Juna’s astromech droid. On the disk contained a program designed to instruct the droid in it’s sub-sub routine to activate the fighter’s transceiver and broadcast it’s IEB interface protocol signal; a transmitting signal astromech droids use to quietly share information with maintenance droids when in a state of repair. By doing so, and with Juna’s astromech droid acting as the fighter’s main computer processor, Juna was unaware of the transmission being sent because it was in the droid’s ‘subconscious’ that performed the task; in a sense, Juna’s astromech was trying to have a loud conversation with itself. 

To avoid detection prematurely, though, Prophet had the program instruct her droid to send a transmission, in one short burst, every 5 seconds while the fighter was in hyperspace; that way it will only appear to be signal bounce from the high gain antennae off the hyperspace tunnel. They picked her up leaving the Nubian System, and Prophet was alerted to the signal transmission. He monitored the flight for a while, watching her progress…and then the signal stopped near the white dwarf star Anbugus, ceasing completely!

Prophet wasn’t amused, calling the bridge and reminding them what the importance of the signal meant to them: Sanctuary! They ensured him that it wasn’t an equipment malfunction. He believed them, but he told them to keep checking everything. He went to the bridge after five minutes of waiting; this was the very most important part of this part of the plan. Juna had followed it right down to the letter, even going so far as using a starfighter, or perhaps she was in a freighter with her starfighter attached to make the assumingly long trip to Sanctuary, where she could do things by herself and where she would use her astromech droid. Given all that has happened, and given her feelings towards hurting the innocent, he gambled on the fact that she would go with this course of action so no one she knew would get hurt.

It wasn’t a huge gamble, and without shouting it he had to thank Pirus Krendel for being in existence. Although he told Krendel to keep a low profile after he had carried out his wishes, Prophet knew he wouldn’t do it. Krendel couldn’t do it, for Krendel was like a starving man, raging in want with the hunger for power. That had been Krendel’s ambition, and when Bendian Rapier shortchanged him at every turn he grew more and more hungry. By silencing him and then making him run, Juna had made Krendel a drug addict dependent in need of a fix of power. The need grew obsessive, and therefore that allowed Prophet to reach him. Granted he threatened the Human’s worthless life, but the Human knew his life was worthless and would have welcomed death by Prophet’s hands on some level of consciousness. Like a common addict, Krendel made promises even with the threat of death and incarceration that he wouldn’t pursue the power Prophet didn’t want him to pursue, but like those addicts Krendel couldn’t stay away from his drug of choice. Prophet counted on that, knowing that if Juna did come in contact with him in some way she would sense the man’s involvement at Uiennar. 

Indeed he knew Juna. He knew her all too well. That was the thing about nice beings; they had limit to the tolerance of pain they could endure.

Prophet had taken residence in a remote location on the bridge and closed his eyes to think, waiting for the signal to return and trying to be as patient as possible. With the announcement he was over to the sensor array monitors in three great strides. 

“Let us see it,” ordered Prophet. The sensor officer put the readings on a mid size screen above them. It showed the galaxy at first, and then a close up of the sector they began to pick up on Juna’s reacquired signal. The officers made small noises of disbelief, and before he could ask he saw the velocity readings and her current location. He looked again. “Those readings cannot be right.” He peered down at the nearest sensor officer in charge, a MerCon Human. “Our target is in a starfighter profile, yet said target is traveling at .21 past light speed. No ship that small has that capability.”

“I know, Sir,” said the Human very nervously. Having a giant capable of demonstrating his strength at any given time would make anyone nervous. Prophet just stood there and sucked up the fear as it churned up the Dark Side all around him, empowering him. “In fact no ship in the known Republic has that kind of capability, but well, this ship seems to, Sir.”

Prophet stood up tall and regarded the screen again, watching Juna’s progress as her ship, her N-One starfighter with a hyperdrive performance rating of .24 past light speed at best, ate parsecs up like they were small, rich, creamy chocolates; a metaphor description developed from the information he was able to get from her captured friends. He watched on for over an hour no longer amazed by her progress, focusing more on where she was going. 

He asked, “Do you have a projected trajectory yet?”

“Yes Sir,” said the officer. “It appears to be in the Shozonison System…” They watched her ship suddenly arch in its course, a radical change in its trajectory. “What the hell-. That’s impossible! She didn’t even drop out of hyperspace!”

Prophet raised an eyebrow on his hard, permanent-frown features; that was a very interesting trick! The Laws of Hyperspace physics dictate that although the universe as a whole was curved, a hyperspace curve was extremely elongated primarily due to mass-produced gravity. If the gravity were intense, then the curve, or the trajectory curve of a ship in hyperspace, was too sharp for the ship to make it, and said ship would be destroyed by the gravity shadow that dictated the curve. To avoid the happenstance, said ship either dropped out of hyperspace and made proper course correction or the pilot, or navigator, plotted a course that minimizes or negates entirely the need to ‘pop out and pop back in’.

Juna’s course, on the other hand, took her as close as anyone dared with their life to the gravity shadows. A few times in Prophet’s humble opinion she was actually going through the shadows. For a few moments that seemed very poetic to him. It was like a light, his Light, cutting through the Shadows to confront him. It was also another confirmation of how wise his choice in bride was; Juna proved to him again how intelligent and resourceful she was, and more importantly determined. He hoped this would be the very last time he used her determination against her.

Letting the others be foolishly astonished by Juna’s feats, Prophet closed his eyes and let the Dark Side fill his mind to think. They still faced the same deal; where was she going? Suddenly it became clear; where before they had to absolutely wait for her to make course corrections before they could move, this type of hyperspace still required preplanning, and since she was going through the gravity shadows with stopping a predictable course could actually be charted. 

Prophet opened his eyes and ordered, “I want a theoretical course plotted out using what information we have currently from Lady Angelleia’s ship. Take into account the curving in correlation with the surrounding gravity well shadows previously and possibly ahead of her. Based on her speed determine possible end of jump locations.”

The officers punched in the criteria, and the wait was long; the computers were being asked to predict an unpredictable possibility given the gravitational constant of the universe wasn’t fully known. There was a lot of mass in the universe, more than most thought there was and some that could not be seen like dark matter, and that was a great theoretical number alone for the computer to crunch. 

Time passed, and soon Cade Hooley arrived to begin his shift. Prophet saw him and paid no attention as the admiral strolled over and looked at his exhausted sensor officers still waiting for a computer response. Hooley said, “What’s going on?” He looked at the displays and read the numbers. “That can’t be right.” He looked at his men again, which one of them about passed out. “Prophet, these men’s shifts were over 8 hours ago.”

Undeterred by the long wait, Prophet said, “I know when their shift ended, Cade Hooley.” Finally, the computer screen showed the galaxy at large, and with Juna’s current position approximately 155,000 probability travel lanes appeared. “Eliminate any exit vector that does not go to a star system.” The officers typed in the request, and a good share of the lines vanished. “Eliminate any exit vector within a parsec or greater to a hyperspace travel lane and known pirate/smuggler routes.” They did as they were told. “Eliminate any exit vector where it is greater than .5 light years from a home star.” Again, the lines vanished. “.25 light years.” A weary sigh escaped from the officer as he typed in the request. “Lowest possible tolerance of exit vectors.” When finished, they were left with 822 possibilities within .01 light years of the home star. “Can you eliminate more?”

“No, Sir, I can’t,” said the frustrated and tired sensor officer. “The probabilities keep changing as target continues in hyperspace.”

Prophet didn’t like the man’s attitude, but for now he used his growing anger towards him and applied it to his thinking to deduce where Juna was going. He closed his eyes, and after a few moments his finger extended from his hand and he touched the screen. “There.”

Hooley looked where he was pointing and frowned a little. “That’s the location of a stellar nursery. The region is uncharted save for a few stars-.”

“That is the system,” Prophet assured with great weight to his words. “That is where Lady Angelleia is going.” He looked over towards helm control and when he looked at someone with his serious face they were quick to know it and come to attention. “Helm, set a course for the Nebula 839420.”

In a sudden, violent move, Prophet grabbed the sensor officers, the one that sighed and the one he didn’t like, by the back of their head with his claws sinking into their skulls for a sure grip and bashed their faces into the screens. There bodies lying limp with their heads buried in the console, Prophet turned to Hooley and said, “Now they are off duty.”

Hooley was quick to step aside as Magus Prophet walked straight ahead and passed him as he left the bridge.

CHAPTER 75.1

The dying daylight on Coruscant once again made its presence, and after careful consideration and intricate study of Republic Senate politics and the way subject matter was dealt with on a corrupt and unholy world of metal and lies, Helle felt her natural hunting instincts and her spiritually-clear mind led her to the proper solution of her current problem. Ever since Enothchild was incarcerated for not telling the Ignorant where the Vhinech were being housed, she found herself without a familiar face to trust – trust a word she had to use with caution - and her ultimate goals becoming wasted effort. A firm believer that all tribulations had resolution, she took herself and her training in Societal Understanding and sat in front of monitor that broadcasted the approaches and departures that was the Ignorant’s governmental thinking mind.

It was a mournful sight.

In fact it was worse than she could have possibly imagined. Indeed Helle had monitored such operations before, but only when it pertained to the Vhinech, having programmed her ship to alert her of such a mentioning of the disgusting word. Such discussions she watched then were short. Now she was forced to watch, for the past 5-day week the Republic goes by, hours of endless ass kissing; Helle wondered jokingly when the washing cloths were going to be handed out to wipe off the imaginary brown rings on their lips. Catch phrases and key words were used, recycled, repeated and just about everyone went off on a tangent that had no relevant baring to what the debate was about; the last debate she monitored was over returning military power to their leader, and some puss-filled creature bypassed it and told it’s life story. By the time the thing got to its pre-level education, she changed the channel to the Senate Select Investigations Committee and got caught up on the same matters being discussed over and over again. She found humor during that time; the fools had no idea what they had in their hands.

News feeds were useful in Helle’s intelligence gathering only in the way of giving names, places, dates and subject matter, and providing images of the person or people in question, where they are, when they spoke or when did something occurred, and what was it about. There was a link between Investigations Committee and one of the Senate’s loudest speakers during the debates in the Senate, augmented by the fact that the being in question had several beings always by his side when he spoke to the media; like others in the government, they seemingly spoke the same language. This language was filled with words that cursed everyone she thought was a intricate part of the operations of the government and the defense of the ‘innocent’; the Jedi and Enothchild specifically were targeted for linguistically termination. 

Helle smiled at the foolish leader of the group; he was her key to unlocking Enothchild’s cell door. She had followed him and his group of head nodders from the Senate building to a building that was far larger than the working environment they worked in and for some reason – a reason Helle suspected had to be due to small confidence – was larger than their Supreme Chancellor’s building in height. It was one of the subjects that proved to her that once again no one in the Ignorant’s realm gave their leader any respect. The people do speak, they do vote, but to show strength there must be only one true leader and that leader must be above all. Here there were too many beings, mostly male, with a diminutive phobia.

With the wind in her favor, blowing over the skyscraper and downward, Helle could smell her targets clearly and noted the scent of agitation very distinctively; entities produced odors that often reflect their states of mind and sometimes a keen nose can detect such scents. In the case of the female Vhinphyc the sense of smell was their strongest weapon against her enemies as well as her primary determination sensor in finding a suitable mate. She doubted that the Ignorant knew it, or if they did they ever keep it in mind. Or the fact that her sense of smell was not the only sense that was far better than most beings. Keeping a fair distance behind them as the group walked up the large stairs to the security gates, she could hear them all discussing about their failures and their grievances, the unfairness of life in general, and other matters that were important such as her wrist computer and the failures they experienced trying to access it.

When the group got past the security checkpoint and she couldn’t follow them any longer, Helle made her presence to them very well known. “Senator Lott Dod.” The Senator from the Trade Federation turned to look at her, and his disgust was very apparent. “A word with you if I may ask of it.”

“You!” Dod broke away from the others that had trailed along with him to confront her. Helle was ready to fight the being; he was no match for her. However his cowardly cleverness revealed itself as he placed himself behind his guards, thin robotic constructs that carried low yield blasters incapable of removing her hair let alone her life. “If you value your life, you will leave now!”

Helle calmly looked over the droids, and then at the different assortment of beings that made up the Senator’s little clique of power. She regarded him with professional calm and mused, “You and your ‘army’ are experts in the value of life, Senator Dod?”

Dod made a face, followed by a stern finger that pointed to the ground. Helle naturally assumed at first, and musingly so, that he was indicating that he knew he was going to the Bowels of Lore when she killed him. “This, Vhinphyc, is Trade Federation sovereign land you are standing on. By right I can just order you shot, and my army as you call it will tell the authorities that you attacked me. I would have backing evidence since you and your cursed ship attacked my people at Uiennar.”

“Their inaccuracy for getting in my way, Senator Dod. Vhinech were my intended targets. Your ships and people were simply the tangle brush that was in the way of my stalk. Please, though, be honest; you do not care.” She took a step back and held her arms out. “After all, did you not get paid for their deaths? Now that is value of life. You should be thanking me for giving your people a larger market share in the ship manufacturing and repair business.”

Dod’s lip folds worked around and he was very animated with his body language. “I’ve heard enough! Guards! Prepare to open fire.”

Helle watched the droids raise their weapons and calmly she said, “You should also be thanking me, Senator Dod, for not talking to your Supreme Chancellor about a business transaction that was conducted on the moons of Serbe.”

A few of the Senator’s friends looked at her with some puzzlement, but Dod looked at her and paled very noticeably. She added, “You have profited before, Senator, from my involvement. Shall we discuss another business deal in your office, or shall we discuss about form metal molds and technical schematics out here.”

Dod turned to his friends and said, “Excuse me, gentlemen. Guards, escort my guest to my office.”

The robotic guards raised their weapons and waited for Helle to walk between them. She walked past the group, through the doors, and it was a long ride to the top of the building. Ever aware, Helle was alone with her droid escorts with Dod apparently taking his time to follow up and that could mean a trap. She did not believe so, though; her intuition was dead on about his reaction to what she said to him, and it was correct here that he had no choice but to listen to what she had to say for paranoia made for a convincing argument to save one’s life. 

Or in this case save his seat of power.

After being let into his office, Dod finally arrived on another lift and was right behind her as she went in. He closed the door, walked over to his large black stone desk he pushed a button that activated an anti-listening field that surrounded the office, although he all ready had noise bafflers and green screen windows to prevent espionage anyways. Indeed paranoia was her ally here.

Wiping his brow, Dod continued the conversation they had downstairs. “Just what kind of business dealings did I supposedly have with you?”

“Supposedly?” Helle let her eyebrows raise, amused by his politic antics. It was always ‘supposedly’, ‘alleged’, ‘suspect’, and ‘accused’ with this pathetic creature of worthless space taking. 

She was game, though, to prove a point; the point was she had him by his ball sack and with time she was squeeze it until every Seed of Life was drained from it. “I suppose then it was not you through a rare weapons supplier with Trade Federation ties that sold to me metal molds and technical schematics. I cannot accuse you of receiving the monies I sent to your illicit brokerage on Alderaan through the use of those metal molds and technical schematics, nor can I not allege you did receive such monies without the proper proof, or accuse you of really of any legal wrong doing.”

Helle walked around his desk at the taller being stayed put in the middle of the office, glaring at her with contempt. “Politically I can bury you, and with your people I will make you an attraction. With what I know I can do either or both of two plans. One, I can go to Investigations Committee and with my guaranteed immunity admit the deeds of my people against the Republic and implicate all those who have helped me. Two, I will just go in front of a camera, one preferably that has a direct link to Uiennar, and state my case.” She stopped directly behind the desk and let her hands play with the seat before she looked up at him. “Before I continue I must say I did enjoy the public execution of that Vhinech woman. She got what she deserved, and there was some great entertaining value to it. Now I am curious to what a being found guilty of treason’s execution will look like. I am very curious.”

Dod appeared ready to vomit as the feeling of squeezed nuts was making him sick. He muttered, “You cannot be believed. No one will believe you.”

“Senator Dod, you have no friends on the Investigations Committee,” she reminded him sternly. “They have a complex puzzle they cannot solve and it is infuriating them so; a fact that proves once again how far more superior Enothchild Sarch is to the rest of you fools. Any little bit will help them. What is more, the added bonus of destroying you will give them a sense of accomplishment, misdirected as it pertains to the current crisis but nonetheless fulfilling. There are election cycles coming, and everyone likes to see a loud mouth like yourself crucified to a dangling piece of rotted out wood.

“All I have to do is show them what is on board my ship.” Helle leaned forward, her body hanging over his desk to shorten the distance between them, but keeping the desk between them to ease his stressful fears. “And if you kill me, you will give Enothchild Sarch a good reason to suspect your involvement in my death based solely on the little arms deal made at Serbe. I do not believe you want that to happen.”

Dod exhaled a breath of disdain and let his shoulders sag in defeat. He said, “What do you want?”

“What you want, Senator Dod.” Helle stood up, smiling just a little and taking comfort in her victory. “All I need is the equipment to do it. All you have to do is make it happen.”

CHAPTER 75.2

“Dizzy. Dizzy! DIZZY!”

Dizzy gripped his pillow tighter and mumbled incoherently about wanting more sleep. That all changed when Muriel heaved the large bowl of cold water on her husband the house servants brought to her, making sure it splashed right in his exposed left ear canal. He scampered right up the headboard and shouted, “I’m up! I’m UP! Cripes, what, are we missing a shawl sale at Kretski’s?”

“Juna’s gone,” was Muriel’s immediate response. Still dripping wet, Dizzy jumped down to the floor and land right on his clothes. He bent down and in one swift motion his pants were up to his waist. Muriel wasn’t impressed for she seen the Smuggler’s Instant Clothes On trick before, but the household couldn’t help to look bedazzled. “Greta woke me up. She said she remembered Juna getting in her N-One sometime late last night, but apparently Juna used the Force to keep her from saying anything. I checked it out, her ship and that Shadow Ring is missing. The Manor’s sensors were off line, no one was in the tower, and Artee is missing.”

He scratched his head and looked slowly back at Muriel when something occurred to him. “Sanctuary.” Muriel nodded. “Frak, how!”


“The same way she found out about Enothchild and Naressa.” Muriel walked down the length of their room to the holographic transceiver equipment after excusing the household help. She turned it on and let it warm up. “Through touching Juna can discover even the most well guarded secrets.”

“How long she figured Juna was gone?” Dizzy asked as he threw his shirt on and rubbed the sleep out of his large eyes. 

“She doesn’t know. I think Juna used the Force on her to keep her from telling us immediately. I can guess; the Manor’s flight sensors were off for 10 hours.” She then pulled out a disk from her robe pocket. “Greta found it on our door this morning when she barged in and you didn’t wake up. I don’t know what’s on it.” Muriel put the disk in the transmission computer and ran the file on it. In short time a small hologram of Juna appeared. The red head grabbed her husband’s hand in worry as their young friend spoke to them: 

“To my dearest friends, Dizzy and Muriel Arnes, I leave you this message in the event you discover that I’m gone. As you may have figured out, I left for Sanctuary. I didn’t mean to deceive you, but by not telling you and having you get involved I ensured one thing: that you two will continue to live as husband and wife, and more importantly continue to live.”

Juna smiled just a little as if she was looking right at them “I envy you two. Don’t take that the wrong way; I want only the best for you two. I do…because I saw and dreamed that possibility. I had hoped to have found my true love, and then fall in love.” She looked away for a moment and shook her head. “Foolish, my assumptions were, weren’t they?”
“Ah, Juna,” said Dizzy sadly, gripping Muriel’s hand tightly. “He didn’t know.”

Hologram Juna continued not listening. “But that wasn’t why I left. I left because Magus Prophet feels that I am his true love. I have finally decided to show him the error of his ways. If he is on Sanctuary, I’ll find him. When I find him, I’m going to kill him for ruining my life. All of this.” Juna waved her hands around. “All of this from the death of my Father on is his doing. I can’t help to feel I’m to blame a little for that. If I am to be punished for the crime I will be because I allowed myself to be the victim. I won’t be any longer.
“Perhaps this is a trap, but that doesn’t matter to me. This is between me and that rotten son of a bitch! He did use Pirus Krendel to bait me to Uiennar. He may be doing it here. I know this much, not only did he have contact with Prophet but a Vhinech had gotten him out of prison by playing with Tomas’ head.” Juna tapped her head. “I saw just about all of it. If you need visible proof, check the jail logs in the Palace of Theed and see who visited Krendel.
“Before I go, I have a favor to ask of you. No matter what happens to me, I want you two to never break up. It would be prudent for you to destroy this disk and just go on with your lives, start a family.” Juna smiled again. “I know you two, though. I appreciate your love. In the event, however, that you or my attorneys do not hear from me in thirty days all this,” she gestured around her again, “is yours with one provisional requirement.” She smiled big enough to reveal her teeth. “Fill this place up to the brim with your adopted children and love them every single second of your lives.”
There was a moment, a pause in Juna’s speech after she said that, that just pulled on couple’s heartstrings. She meant every word she said as it affected her. What Juna said next affected them heavily with haunt:

“Goodbye.”

The transmission ended and Muriel slammed her free hand on the computer counsel. “Damn you, Juna, I’m not about to lose you too.” She pulled her other hand free from Dizzy and redialed the transceiver, this time going with a holographic transmission. “You’re the only sister I have ever known.”

Sighing, Dizzy threw his hands up. “Terrific. The way Juna talked yesterday that Shadow Ring’s speed puts all ships to shame.”

Hearing that Muriel turned back towards her husband and asked, “How sure are you about that contraption’s capabilities?”

Dizzy was wishing she hadn’t asked; she wasn’t going to like his answer. “Just as sure as Juna firmly believed the Shadow Ring was going to work. According to the numbers, it’s three to five times faster than the Falcon.” He watched his wife sulk; he knew it, she wouldn’t like the answer. “Who you trying to contact?”

“King Veruna; see if I can get him to order Bravo Squadron to do a comprehensive search.” Dizzy shook her head at her and Muriel said, “Dizzy, we have to do something here.”

“Forget it, Red.” With his stubby middle finger on his three-digit hand, Dizzy hit the kill switch on the transceiver controls. “Old Man Krendel is not going to let his son, the King, worry about Juna. Come on, you know that.”

Muriel sighed and nodded. She drummed her finger repeatedly for a few more seconds, and then she checked the stored holographic transmission logs within the Rapier Manor database. Finding what she was looking for, Muriel dialed in the frequency for the Jedi Temple and sent a hailing frequency, vocal transmission request only. “This is the Temple of the Jedi Order, how may we serve you?” asked the female voice.

“This is former Royal Nubian Chief of Staff Muriel Thahada Arnes, I need to speak with Jedi Knight Ros Ofcheck immediately if he is there. It’s gravely urgent.”

“One moment.” There was in the female’s voice a reflection of concern; obviously she sensed Muriel’s urgency and didn’t have to ask any more questions. The receptionist came back. “I’m sorry, Misses Thahada Arnes, but Knight Ofcheck and his Padawan are not here. In fact they are on their way to Naboo.” Dizzy threw up his hands in frustration as Muriel sighed in disgust. “Is there any way we may still help you?”

Muriel could sense the receptionist was still willing to help. “Yes, I need to speak, or get a message to, Jedi Master Yoda and the Jedi Council. If you would, tell them that Lady Angelleia has left Naboo and is on her way to Sanctuary unprotected.”

“Stand by, Misses Thahada Arnes.” The transmission was placed on hold, and obviously the receptionist was quick to let the Jedi Council know something was wrong with Sanctuary being mentioned.

Dizzy stood there and admired his wife’s quick thinking; surely the Jedi Order could help. They may not know where Sanctuary was, but at least they could go ask the source. He knew in his hearts that if Enothchild heard where Juna was off to he would tell them where Sanctuary was in a heartbeat. It was too bad they couldn’t directly talk to him; Muriel had tried early yesterday and had no luck. 

Thinking of Enothchild made Dizzy think though; Juna was so down in the dumps about him that throughout the trip home and upon landing that she didn’t seem ready to do anything but cry. That continued really even as she left for Theed after finding out what happened to Terese. When Juna came back, though, something was definitely different about her. She seemed…well…she seemed to be like Naressa in some ways.

“Misses Arnes, this is Jedi Master Plo Koon. Hello, Miss Arnes? Hello?”

Muriel blinked herself back into focus and said, “Yeah, yes. Yes, I’m here Master Plo Koon. I need the Jedi Order’s help.”

“I know, I read the initial message. Unfortunately at this time, Misses Arnes, I have to ask you to notify King Veruna about this problem. We will be glad to help, but as you know local government will be faster to help you-.”

“Screw that! Master Koon, I implore you and the other Jedi for help. Magus Prophet has used His Royal Highness’ Chief of Staff Pirus Krendel to set up Juna for a trap.” She threw her gaze over towards Dizzy to affirm what she had said and the former smuggler dropped his jaw. “As you know from Ros’ report we had strong suspicions that Krendel was used by Prophet to lure Juna to Uiennar, just no facts to back it up. Well, I think Juna found out the truth and she rushed off to Sanctuary to go find Prophet.”

There was a long pause of about three heartbeats, and then Plo Koon said, “Ah shit” with every intention of throwing formalities to the winds. “He’s tracking her. He’s using her to find Sanctuary. Son of a bi-.” He stopped for a second to take time to contemplate, and then said, “Misses Arnes, we’re going to go talk to Enothchild right now about this. I’m also going to go see Chancellor Valorum and implore him to use greater measures in bringing the military command resolution up for vote to give him back power. Ros and Casper are less than a day away from arriving and try to help you if we strike out with Enothchild, which I don’t think we will.”

Muriel didn’t like how that came out. Dizzy made a ill face at that as they both thought of Enothchild still holding his tongue even with Juna going off towards a trap. He wouldn’t be so callous and besides that Enothchild wouldn’t let Juna get hurt. Juna came before anyone else in Enothchild’s mind and under the circumstances that wouldn’t change.

“Very well, and I thank you gratefully.”

“No thanks is needed, Misses Arnes. We are here to serve, and we feel the loss of Lady Angelleia would be a great blow to us all. May the Force be with you.”

The hailing frequency was answered, and before them a full size holo of Ogwa Newhausen appeared. Even without the Guardian uniform he was still an imposing, awe of leadership figure. “Muriel, what is it? Why are you calling this early in the morning?”

“Oggie, I need your help. Juna has left us in the middle of the night to go after Magus Prophet and is heading into a trap.” Muriel shifted her weight around; uneasy by what she was going to say next. “I need an army.”

Oggie looked at her a bit taken aback for a few seconds, and then he said, “We will be there shortly.” Just like that, the transmission ended, but a mission involving the Guardian Order was just beginning. 

CHAPTER 75.3

On board the Jedi Transport Irbanna, Ros opened his eyes, finding himself disturbed by what he felt while in his meditative trance. Oddly it wasn’t that he felt a disturbance in the Force, or that the dark side had grown. There seemed to be…things. Weird things like the Universal Force was pooling itself, drawing elements of itself towards a focal point of unknown origin; it was very strange. Also the dark side…best he could describe it…flip-flopped; like taking something and just flipping it on its front side to expose the back. The only clear feeling he had on matters other than what he knew was the feeling that something wrong just occurred and it was echoing from Naboo, a small cry for help that wasn’t dire but urged hurry. Something was wrong, and there was a taste of danger in the air.

Leaving their cabin, Ros sought out Casper to get his take on it. He had to search high and low for the youngster and found him in the rear compartment not far from the engineering section of the ship. There he was, as always, sitting on the ground and staring at a data pad with undying interest. Upon further examination Ros counted several dozen data pads that belonged to the ship surrounding Casper’s form, which they did upload the ship with information about their case to study. Of course Ros did give him a order to meditate in which the Padawan didn’t follow. 

He cleared his throat and said, “Casper?”

“Yes, Master,” he said, unmoving.

“Didn’t I tell you to meditate, and didn’t I tell you back on Coruscant not to do that.”

He picked up another data pad, typed in something, and waited silently. Ros was going to say something and finally Casper looked up at him and said, “Master, I think I found something.” He handed Ros the data pad. “I asked myself two questions while I was trying to meditate as you ordered. One, if Lady Angelleia is correct about the Vhinech being programmed by the Legacy Virus, then why didn’t the Vhinphyc simply use it against them anyways to control them? Two, why hasn’t Prophet unleashed the virus at all?”

“Okay,” said Ros dryly, letting his disappointment go aside for now. He believed Casper when the youngster said he tried to obey him. He would hold off any criticism for now. “I’m listening. Question One.”

“Right.” Casper got up and all the data pads crashed on the metal deck. “Sorry.” He waved it all away and began. “Okay, Question One goes by the premise that the Vhinech who assassinated had to be programmed, right? Well, if it’s true, then that means they could be programmed to do anything.”

“True. So this defeats Lady Angelleia’s theory.”

“Only if you accept what we all ready now.” Casper held up a finger. “Suppose, hypothetically, normal Vhinech are immune to the Legacy Virus.”

Ros let his eyes roll slowly up and back down as he looked left and right. The thought caught him off guard. “What?”

“Think about it, Master Ros. What Lady Angelleia said makes sense.” Casper began to grab data pads off the deck plating as he continued to explain. “Those assassins had to be told who to hit. That means someone sent them a Legacy Virus message with who to hit. The former leader of Alderaan is hit? Why her and not the current leader? I don’t know but that part of it is not really relevant.” He held up his hands to go on to the rest of his point. “If the Vhinech can be programmed…”

“Then they could have been controlled,” mused Ros. He leaned back against the bulk head as the idea churned in his mind, trying to picture the battlefield landscape of Vhanba from all the stories he heard based on what Enothchild heard while talking to the Vhinech he had taken to Sanctuary. He recalled a debriefing report featuring all of the highest-ranking military officers in the Vhinech ranks that surrendered laid out a comprehensive history of how the Vhinech conducted war for so long. 

The Vhinech, like any band of warriors struggling for survival, used what they had available to the maximum most extent. Before Pern they could barely use the Force and only Prophet seemed to have the presence in mind to organize the legions of born and bred ‘Tusken Raider’-type fighters into a militia that was organized and ready to carry out large scale military operations based on zones, approaches, and long winded time tables. However even after Pern had trained the Five – the exclusive group of Vhinech that were trained to use the Force consisting of Prophet, Parable, Sight, Novel, and Rule – to use the Force, and use it for an undetectable and alternate form of communication, the Vhinech as a whole still used technology; technology the Legacy Virus could infect.

“Damn,” muttered Ros, but was quick to say, “You may be right, but one could say that perhaps the Vhinphyc didn’t attack with the Legacy Virus because they didn’t want to infect their systems.”

Casper looked at him now, and it he looked like he swallowed something bitter. “Master, forgive me, but suppose they could have prevented it.” He waited for the Twi’lek to give him a disapproving stare, but instead just got a curious look. He continued on, obviously Ros knowing where he was about to go with it. “I don’t know everything about the circumstances that brought Master Enothchild to the Order. You don’t either. There’s a great chance Master Yoda doesn’t even know everything. If you are like me, you have thought a little about it.”

The young man cleared his throat before continuing. “Conveniently enough, the Vhinphyc were able to get the Legacy Virus into the Republic database through a information exchange made between Master Sarch’s parents and Master Yoda. Conveniently enough, they had the cure.”

Ros worked his mouth a little bitterly, but he could see Casper’s point as being valid. In a perfect world no one, in this case the Republic, was so lucky. He thought of how Anka-Dee Sura was genetically altered by a shot given to her by Enothchild’s father, and then based that against the possible fact that scientists and explorers had unknowingly received similar injections with their study of Vhanba. The Vhinphyc had the very program that activated the Sleeping Vhinech, so it would have been prudent to have the anti-virus cure. With claims of a Sleeper Vhinphyc still out there, a male Vhinphyc, he had to ask that question again he was avoiding with great effort: was it Enothchild Sarch?

“I have thought about that, Casper,” said Ros truthfully. “However I don’t buy that part of the fact. I do, however, see your point about the Vhinech. The Vhinech while on Vhanba used things the Legacy Virus affected.” He then raised an important point. “Remember Alderaan as well with Calareen Questant? The virus was directed by Prophet to only one computer. Not only can he program the Vhinech, he can direct the attack and if he could do that…”

“Then why didn’t the Vhinphyc?” Casper said, repeating his question.

“Because, like you said, they are immune.” Ros grabbed one of the data pads and brought up the genetic characteristics of the Sleeping Vhinech. “Sleeping Vhinech are preprogrammed, while born Vhinech are a naturally occurring phenomenon that was born from a controlled experiment that went astray. A bit of a stretch, but a logical stretch.”

He put a firm hand on Casper’s shoulder and said, “Good work. Did I ever tell you to stop doing it?” Casper nodded, so Ros jokingly said, “Don’t ever listen to me again in that regard.” He was glad that Casper seemingly was out of his funk and applying himself again; whatever spurred it on was where the credit was due. “We’ll relay this idea back to the Jedi Council when we reach Naboo and take care of matters there. I have a feeling something is wrong. Okay, what was the second question?”

Casper wiped the smile of his face and continued, knowing full well and once again having to be reminded in a subtle way that small victories during a major crisis did not solve the major crisis. “Yes Master. Two, why hasn’t Prophet unleashed the virus at all? If we accept question one at all, then we must agree that Prophet can unleash a Legacy attack anywhere, anytime, at anyone.” 

Ros nodded, and Casper handed him a rather worn out looking data pad. The hard work was clearly evident for on the surface had dried sweat from the Padawan’s hands and fingers and buttons that were very responsive thanks to them being overused. Touching a few buttons, the screen came alive with probability statistics and conclusion ratios. A map of the galaxy appeared next, followed by the last creditable census figures the Republic took, which were from 200 years ago; with all the galactic movements and above all bureaucracy, it took 200 years to confirm a 200-year-old census. Along with the numbers new variables appeared; intelligence information supplied by the Vhinech that were either captured or had surrendered in the past 10 years, featuring population numbers, equipment strengths, and war making intangibles. Looking through the numbers, Ros gazed at the conclusion ratios and found them very out of whack.

Casper pointed at the screen, and with his admission it left the Jedi Knight to ponder it’s significants for the remainder of the trip. “The reason why Prophet doesn’t use the Legacy Virus is because the stratagem, in the long term, doesn’t work.”

