CHAPTER 67.0

The walk through the Jedi Temple was the most uncomfortable it had ever been in a long time for Enothchild as he and Helle strolled through the lobby. It was no secret what happened last night, just about every available Jedi on Coruscant was there from Master down to Padawan, and last night was going to be talked about for a very long time. Although all the details about it have not been fully disclosed not one person in the Republic would ever convince the stunned - or confused, or suspicious, or some if not all three feelings - Jedi watching him that Qualeggoes was remotely capable of attacking Juna. In their mind there had to be a mistake, a misunderstanding; there could be no way that Qualeggoes

Or perhaps it was not Qualeggoes that was the bad guy in their view. This was bolstered by fact that besides not having a head anymore the Caamasi was a physical mess courtesy of the Vhinphyckian smack down he received by Enothchild’s hands. When he, Ros, and Casper spoke to the Jedi Council about what occurred there on sight passing Jedi practically asked the same question: Where’s his toes? A close inspection would reveal what happened to them; the thin, neat burn line at the terminus of the wound just screamed ‘caused by lightsaber’. Every Jedi that was looking at him, and not all were for the record, knew who caused that.

Enothchild didn’t necessarily care if they did know and there was one good reason why other than he did the right thing in protecting Juna, and it was another popular misconception in the galaxy right up there with all Jedi are the same; only this misconception found its way into the Jedi Order as well, starting at the Initiate clans and even surviving beyond the Trials. 

Without another prolific lightsaber-wielding religion like the Sith Order, and honestly Enothchild couldn’t even compare the Vhinech Order to the known history of the dark Force warriors, the vast super majority of Jedi will never face a lightsaber-wielding foe outside of practice with their lives on the line. Even with all the stories and the obvious fact that they’re using coherent energy weapons that could slice through practically anything there was an opinion that such fighting was clean. That such fights, though they lead to either the occasional limb removal or death, were nowhere near as barbaric as a blaster fight or a Gamorrean clubbing ritual. Enothchild once considered himself one of them, a firm believer that, although it was a violent event, a lightsaber battle was the most eloquent and civilized form of combat between two beings. 

That attitude ebbed when Nadja removed all her clothing to show Enothchild what a ‘more eloquent and civilized combat between two beings’ truly looked like. It vanished completely 10 years ago when he faced Magus Parable on Vhanba, Jurivicious Pern on Alderaan, and finally Magus Prophet on Alderaan and Naboo; three different fighters, three different tactics, three different settings, all within three weeks, and every single one of them a fight to the death.

His opinion afterwards when anyone asked him was the coldest of hard facts; no one knows anything about being in a real lightsaber fight unless they have been in one. Not all fights were bloody, but Enothchild had been in too many that said otherwise. Those who stared at him, those who watched him, never seen or taken part in a lightsaber fight in their lives and although that wasn’t the number one reason why they looked at him so it was an augmenting factor. The stares left questions asking him why he did something like that to Qualeggoes, and he answered them the best way he knew how by not returning the looks and not saying a word.

Another reason why he didn’t look or say anything was because of Helle; she was following his lead, and she was fighting the urge to return a stare or even lash out. So if he said anything she was going to obviously stick up for her Vhinphyckian ‘brother’. Enothchild wanted to avoid any debates that would lead to a squabble, and focusing back at the task at hand he lead Helle quickly to the Hanger below them; the sooner this was over with, the better he would be, the faster he was out of here and back with Juna.

As they approached the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, Enothchild finally balked on bringing in Ros, or Casper, or any other Jedi for that matter to ensure Helle would not try something stupid like hijacking her ship. Since they were now on board she didn’t need to wrestle back ownership of the wrist computer he still had attached to his forearm. Conceivably Helle could order the ship to take off, and whatever escape-from-port protocols it had the ship could tear right through the Jedi Temple to escape and he would be alone to face whatever dangers he was unable to discover when he first boarded the ship last night. Unlike any other environment were traps were geared more for beings more frail than him a Vhinphyckian ship may offer suitable and successful Vhinphyc demises. However like any other deep undercover operation, and he had been in a lot of them because of his alien appearance, sometimes such risks had to be taken in order to secure arrest, conviction, and above all total dismantlement.

Standing in the middle of the bridge and eyeing things carefully, Enothchild kept himself open to the Force to detect anything, which prompted his lack of response or movement to motivate Helle to ask, “Are you well, Enothchild?”

Enothchild kicked himself mentally; he couldn’t look like he was ready for anything. Relaxing a little he was quick to answer. “I’m fine. Well, let’s see this embarrassment.”

Helle nodded and said, “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [my identity is] Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, [my government clearance code is His Supreme Being Premier] Kolso’dolwow Xerverie’piet [assigned Special Forces operation protocol’s Infinity Code]”

The ship’s computer answered back: [Specify.]

“[Crush them all, one soul at a time].”

The computer said: [Access granted. Welcome home Holy Warrior] Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute.”

“[Thank you],” said Helle, who turned her attention back to Enothchild. “[Recognize] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio [as diplomatic representative of our people to the Galactic Republic and give him such powers].”

[Granted].

She smiled a little and said to Enothchild, “The ship and the computer are yours to explore now, Enothchild. I made you an official Ambassador of Vhanba.”

“I didn’t realize you could do that,” said Enothchild has he went to the nearest computer terminal, and for the first time noted something that would have defeated the purpose of using Juna. For now he said, “I mean is it legal?”

“Of course its legal. I was given Sovereignty Powers by the Premier himself and this ship is Vhanba.”

Enothchild thought for a few moments; she had the governmental powers. If that were so, he had to ask the obvious question. “Really? I’m surprised you didn’t declare that fact to us when you were arrested. Under Republic law no law enforcement authority can arrest or detain a world leader.”

“Dear Brother you forget too easily,” she was quick to sternly remind him. “The Republic has never recognized our people, and therefore they do not recognize our people’s government. That law only pertains to recognized governments.”

And you know that conveniently by heart thought Enothchild and you didn’t even put up a fight with it anyways. Once again just has he was getting a grasp on things it slips through the fingers of certainty. Or has Nadja said once: Just when we know all the answers the Force changes all the questions. 

He watched Helle type something that looked official on the little terminal she was at, and then sent it. She said, “I have sent diplomatic notification to the Republic Department of Diplomatic Affairs to even make it official.” She then asked, “Will you be well if I go and pray to Presence? It has been days since I have done so properly, and my soul feels unclean.”

“Of course,” said Enothchild with a compliant tone and a respectful bow, and she turned and left. It was dangerous to let her out of his sight really; common sense would say to keep her on the bridge. He was being way too trusting for any rational person in such a tense, conspiracy-charged atmosphere, but she was buying it just as much as she was selling it. Helle was selling trust to him as if it were going out of style and that made it an act. 

However Enothchild was going to take that trust and use it to his advantage. Given Helle’s state of affairs she would probably get cleaned up, get new clothing, and probably pray for hours to rid herself of the unholy that had made its way on her soul. Whatever time she was away he was going to monopolize for the good of the Republic and once and for answer all the questions.

Enothchild sat down at a terminal, cleared his throat and commanded in Vhinphyc, “[Computer, open all files pertaining to Project of the Maternal Prophets. Also open all known reference material related to the Legacy Virus].”

[Yes, Ambassador]. The computer lit up with facts and figures and he proceeded to read the reports in detail. There was a lot of material, and tons to digest. He wanted to hurry, but once he reached the end of the proposal phase of the Project of the Maternal Prophets, Enothchild Sarch found himself slowing down to read everything carefully in deep, deep shock. 

It was not what he had expected. Not at all.

CHAPTER 67.1

No matter what she did separated from him, Helle had her eyes on Enothchild at all times.

Even when she removed her clothing to be ran through the recycler to be cleaned and used in the construction of a brand new uniform and stepped into the shower Helle was not blind to his progress. As the hot water/sonic waves blasted the weeks of collected filth from being in the hands of the Ignorant, she waved her hand over a sensor node and said, “[Computer, tracking. Show bridge station computer terminal 7, mirror view, and show file in use progress. Keep this continuous wherever I go until I say otherwise].”

From the showerhead a small holographic image appeared 6 inches in front of Helle’s eyes. It was a two tier image; on the left it should Enothchild from the front courtesy of the sensor imagine diode in the computer terminal screen, and on the right it showed what he was currently looking at. Judging by his facial reactions as she rinsed water from her dreadlocks, Helle was convinced he was just has much in shock as she was when she read the Project of the Maternal Prophets; she would have to recall that moment from the archives if she got a chance to compare the two reactions. It wasn’t, though, her reason why she was interested in his reactions.

Stepping out of the shower the image faded, and then reappeared again as she stepped inside the drying system. Ten seconds later she stepped out and the image reappeared again, only this time it was moving beside her all thanks to the holographic projection nozzles obeying her commands. Entering another room through a doorway the image followed her as the room she left passed the projection burden to the next room. She put on her brand new uniform and from there spent a long time focusing on Enothchild, looking for something and most certainly not sincerity. She had kept in mind that he was still associated with the enemy, aligned with the Ignorant, and that they raised him. His sympathies were still with them.

After a while of watching Helle could tell Enothchild was so much the detective he had claimed he was. His face betrayed an array of emotions derived from thought, and that contradicted the notions that the Knights of the Order of the Jedi were without feeling. Factually she learned quite a bit more about the Jedi all due in part to the computer interface she was allowed to have to preoccupy her time in her lonely cell; for some insane reason, the Order of Jedi want their prisoners to know their rules of being a Jedi monk. It was filled with tons of contradictions, and the contradictions made more apparent in the membership that ‘obey’ the rules known has the Jedi Code. 

More importantly it revealed a ton of weaknesses based on the Order of Jedi ethical view of conduct. The Jedi Code mandated a series of rights and spelled out serious wrongs. Apparently if the Jedi does such a wrong it leads to eternal damnation. With such beliefs it was a very honorable endeavor that maintained a peaceful, spiritual experience. 

In war it was flawed and exploitable. The Jedi were not warriors, they were less-than-true-adult deputized federal agents that cuddled more than conquer. As long as she positioned herself in a position in which any Jedi cannot act aggressively toward her or commit one of their prescribed sins, Helle held the advantage over them. Any fool with a clear conscious in what they were going to do, without guilt or remorse, could kill a Jedi with relative ease. She proved that with the being called Qualeggoes. She will do it to them all.

Helle watched Enothchild for just a little while longer, and then ordered, “[Computer, continue with record, but do not display until further notice].” Once it complied she left the room and went into her prayer room and found her prayer rug and sword still there. Grateful she laid out the rug and prayed with so much vigor for she needed it for the challenges ahead, going beyond just staining the sword with her blood tears. Lost in the time that passed by her, Helle shouted out a few times in emotional pain from the process. Finally she felt relief and put her sword away.

When she turned, she noted that she had left the door open. She said, “[Computer, curious. Show me what has been recorded all ready in 5 times speed].” 

The computer complied, and she noted the time that passed: eight hours. She mused, “Sometimes forgiveness takes an eternity.” Finally the images replayed and a few times she stopped it when she noted his reaction. During the playback Enothchild would look towards her unseen way, and the audio sensors could pick up her yelling. It happened a few more times, but he never got up to investigate the disturbance or say a word.

That told Helle many more things. One was his professionalism; when Enothchild was ‘entrapped’ in his work, nothing truly bothered him. And two he knew the Path well; when someone prayed, and if you are not a mate or a family member, it was forbidden for that individual to interfere in anyway with the prayer. Prayer with such intensity, especially for one was begging loudly for Presence for forgiveness after lesser efforts did not yield results, required seclusion so others unworthy of her Blessing Hand do not hamper Presence in her judgment of her praying disciple.

There was, though, a little bit of her that had wished for Enothchild to check on her well being. He was a Vhinphyc, and he was a man; Helle would be bolstering a falsehood if she did not feel an attraction to him and a feminine need for closeness with him. Of course he was oblivious to it, the majority of Vhinphyc males on Vhanba were; that was just part of their physiological and spiritual make up. But has a proper female she wasn’t going to gawk all over him. Besides currently she could not stand him. He was a Jedi and he smelled too much like an Ignorant, and he was constantly rubbing up to an Ignorant Human woman-child; a woman-child, this Juna, Helle could not understand why she existed; the woman-child smelled just a little like a Vhinphyc female, and that little was unnaturally too much.

But that was different matters entirely, for Helle wanted to see if anything Enothchild read, whatever it was, snapped him out of his enforced Learning Sleeper trance. So far, as she continued to observe him through the holographic image, there was nothing to suggest he remembered, that his memory cap was not gone.

“Damn it, remember!” Helle exclaimed quietly. Enothchild was not looking through the quote compressive end quote files on the Legacy Virus. But that did not concern her for the obvious reasons. If there was one fault with the Premier’s Last Command it was the fact it hinted but did not identify her contact. “You are my contact, the Learning Sleeper! All this information must be doing something for you! Remember, damn it!”

Enothchild then blinked a few times in possible realization, and Helle felt her hopes rise. Then her hopes fell like a rock when he looked towards her direction with general suspicion. Helle quickly started quoting chapter and verse from the Path Bible in her head, for she just realized that he felt her turmoil and was possibly ‘scanning’ her with the Force. After a few moments she let herself calm and slow thinking the verses to show she was calming down. Upon doing so, Enothchild turned his attention back to the screen. Soon after his frustration was apparent when he read what her ship had to ‘offer’ in the way of the Legacy Virus.

Helle took that has her cue. She ordered the sensors to stop showing Enothchild before her and she walked back into the bridge quietly. She left just a little bit of staining from her blood tears on her face to emphasize a true emotion based on how she felt about the Project of the Maternal Prophets. It was more than the embarrassment. It was supposed to be a noble, and peaceful, solution to ensure the survival of the Vhinphyc race.

Enothchild sat back in his chair in frustration, and Helle said to bring his attention towards her, “You see why now I have to kill them all? Why it is not only my honor right to slay Magus Prophet it is also my duty? We have doomed this galaxy to large scale destruction all because we did not want to die.”

Enothchild was going to say something, but his comlink chirped. He pulled it out and said, “Sarch.”

“Enothchild, it’s Plo Koon,” said the voice on the other end. Helle recalled from her ‘cell research’ that this particular Master of the Jedi was a member of the Order of the Jedi’s governing council. “Are you in the temple?”

“In the hanger, going over files unlocked in Helle’s ship,” he responded. Helle noted the slip, by referring her name in that statement; he was alerting his fellow Jedi that she was on board. 

“Find anything that will help us with the Senate?”

“Unfortunately no.” Enothchild looked at Helle and told her with his eyes ‘not your fault’. She actually sensed sincerity there and couldn’t help to nod at him. “Long term solutions, but not anything that will prevent them voting on the measure. Are they voting?”

“Not yet; debate is slated for this evening and is expected to last throughout the night. What I called you for is that the Council would like you to come upstairs and discuss matters.”

“Very well. I have to take care of things here first and I’ll be right up.” They mutually killed their transmissions, and Enothchild got up and asked, “Are you situated in what you wanted to do here?”

“I cannot stay here?” she asked plainly. “I feel comfortable here. I will do no harm to anyone.”

“I believe you,” he said. “But nobody else does, and that includes the higher peers in which I have to listen to.”

That was factual; only a fool would allow the enemy a chance to cause mayhem. She could have activated any number of traps, or while she was gone go back into the armory and get a weapon. She did not arm herself of hijack her ship back to show her newfound allegiance to him. Of course there was no hope of trust here.

Not yet. Helle did leave the ship with him and was escorted out, but Enothchild offered to take her anywhere if she waited for him at the front doors. She agreed, and waited patiently had he vanished back inside to talk to his leaders.

CHAPTER 67.2

When Enothchild left Helle, he used every erg of his being to prevent himself from running to go back inside. The new development was very informative and it was bigger than him, Ros, Casper and everyone else to handle alone, especially if steps were needed to be taken to prevent a major offensive on Magus Prophet’s part. It was one of those times, has he taken the elevator up and finally entering the Jedi Council chambers, that he hated to be right.

After the formal greetings were exchanged and Yoda asked him to clam down, Enothchild took a few breaths and found his center again. Obviously they had originally called him about something else, undoubtedly what happened last night, but they all wanted to hear what he had discovered. He figured to not only take care of this business, but also the other business he and Juna had discussed. It was his obligation to tell the Council that Juna was withdrawing her request for Jedi training. She was too sure in her decision, and he knew he couldn’t talk her out of it so might has well get it out of the way once he was done with this little plot twist he discovered.

Enothchild said, “First off I’m sure Plo told you I found nothing to help us immediately with the Senate, and that is correct. I found no anti-virus, and what the ship had on record about the Legacy Virus was information I all ready knew. Above all the ship did not have the Legacy Virus there for Helle’s use, so that eliminates her as a suspect in the Legacy Virus attacks.”

“Are you certain Helle gave you unfiltered, uncensored access to those files?” asked Mace, emphasizing the importance of that fact in his tone on every word spoken.

“Not totally,” said Enothchild truthfully. “She’s still hiding something. However at any time she could have hijacked the ship or went to a weapons cache on board; I gave her every opportunity to expose herself as being unsympathetic to our problems and she didn’t take them.” He sighed and added, “If she’s holding out, and I think it does center around this unnamed Sleeper agent that’s still out there. It doesn’t seem to matter on its face, but still we shouldn’t overlook anything. Ultimately the only way we can get that information is if I continue this charade I’m working with her.”

“Dangerous actions you are taking,” remarked Yoda calmly. “Condemn them I do not for the truth must be ascertained. Continue such action, you will, with caution you will proceed.”

“I will, Master.” Enothchild tucked his hands into his robe sleeves in front of him and said, “My suspicions were correct: the Vhinech were created by the Vhinphyc.” The Council spoke to one another quietly for a moment; he had told them of his theory and they accepted it before. “I base that on the fact that my people were trying to manipulate the laws of nature to continue their existence. They were trying to genetically alter themselves to have more children.”

The Jedi Council members exchanged looks among themselves, and Plo asked, “Come again?”

“My race was dying, and they were determined to prevent it, and they found the Force was the answer.” Enothchild rolled up his sleeve to reveal the wrist computer and tapped a few keys. “It’s best that I show you if you will indulge me.”

They all nodded in unison, and Enothchild spoke to the device locked on his forearm, “[Upload holographic simulation of the minutes from the preliminary discussion about the Project of the Maternal Prophets. Divert to nearest terminal interface from position and project].”

Enothchild took a step back and the center of the Jedi Council chamber filled with holographic representations of Vhinphycs, all of them sitting at a table. With help from the Vhinphyckian ship’s archives and computer programming he could re-create the events that were never video documented down to the nth degree, right down to the color of clothing the Vhinphyckian counselors were wearing at that particular moment in time.

He said, “This meeting took place 1500 years ago.” Has the lights dimmed in the room and the windows were shuttered, the simulation began to play…

The noise in Premier Ugol’s Ruling Chamber was at its usual levels of loudness when the appointed by election rulers of the cities and providences had gathered together upon his demand. On Vhanba, where all Vhinphyc were hard working and dedicated to their personal crafts it was rare for such leaders to socialize face to face; they had to be the leaders of their respected territories nearly all the time and be there for the civilization. 

The civilization was what they were going to discuss today in private at Premier Ugol’s behest.

“Come to silence!” Ugol barked out as he assumed his place at his podium made out of pure platinum. The others quickly began to take their seats around a large, ovular table made out of gold, everything carved with attention to detail and precision. 

Once they took their seats, Ugol quietly said, “Bow your heads.” All at once each male and female Vhinphyc lowered their large, horned heads and closed their eyes. “Presence our Savior, bless us on this day. Give us the wisdom and the courage to see it through. Let us speak in peace and not shed blood. Let us end our debates with all alive, all well, and all pardoned from ending. Keep Lore from infecting our tongues, fevering our muscles, and from blackening our soul. Presence, we beg of this for we our your children. Bless us and keep us. Spirit.”

The others spoke to themselves, asking for other forms of spiritual power to augment their strengths to end their prayer before the discussion began. 

Looking up, Ugol was sure that all was ready to hear what he had to say. “My Brothers, and My Sisters, it has been very difficult for us, as a cultured and unified society, to recuperate ourselves from the horrors that occurred only three thousand, four hundred, and seventy-six years ago under the enslavement of Overlord. We have once numbered in the billions before his reign. At his end, only a few million of us survived. That figures out to 98.8392 percent of us did not live long enough to witness her Holiness Presence slay Lore’s Demon Seed. It has been suggested, and it has been done, that our faith will see us through and we will build an even greater society regardless how long it will take.”

Ugol gestured towards the nearest female Vhinphyc, Lordess Beu’neval’despe Asudu’vele’seiru. “We can only ask our Sisters to do so much in this endeavor. They are the embodiment of Givers of Life. They provide us with the Garden of Life, hidden within their Temple of Life. A sacred land, unfortunately, that can bare only one planting of a Seed of Life during a true Union of Harmonious Glory and not of one where only praises are to be sung. One child, and then they cannot bare no more. Long ago we did not necessarily have to worry about such a biological limitation in regards to our species. There were so many of us, we have survived the challenges of evolution and change, became far more civilized in our livelihood. Then Overlord came and thinned us down to near nothing. Presence, in her grand wisdom, found solutions in faith and it has worked.”

“I am fearful that it has not been enough.”

Everyone began to whisper for a few moments until Ugol waved them all to silence. Looking at them with neon light blue irises with to force them all into focus, he continued to speak to them. “Our numbers have grown, slowly they have, to 15 million approximately without census. The problem is not found in the progress, it is found in the end results. There is not enough of us to maintain a cleansed genetic heritage; the possibilities of low breeding exist, distant relative males and females coming together unbeknownst to them and baring offspring that is cursed with problems. If not right away, then the offspring will mate with another and bare a cursed child. The mathematics of the problem are rooted and clear. Without more influences from much greater numbers, we will cease to be in less than 100,000 years.”

The others were quick to speak loudly at the terrible news. Some did not believe it. Some did. Fingers were pointed at one another in accusation, while few remained silently stunned at the news. Their race, millions and millions of years old, coming to an end in such a short period of time was chilling to the core.

“I will have silence!” yelled Ugol, slamming his fist down on his podium. “I will pardon those who are neglecting my demands from ending if they find their chairs in the next 5 heartbeats.”

Taking their cue, those who were bickering among themselves finally sat down; one or two glared disapprovingly at Ugol, not liking his tone at all. They were, though, willing to listen to more of what he had to say and so tolerated his offending muses.

Lordess Beu stood up and said with a bowed head, “Pardon me from ending, Premier, may I say your need to have these meeting held from the people was a wise and divine inspired decision. The panic would have been to Lore’s liking.”

“You are pardoned for interrupting,” said Ugol, a slight smile on his face to assure her that she did not dishonor him. “Indeed, there would be a failure of faith so great it very well may speed up the process of our ends. I discovered this, with the help of researchers who swore to secrecy, approximately three months ago. Since then the same group of scientist has been working very hard for a solution.”

“Pardon me from ending, Premier,” said young Poer’vbeti’ yttea Callut’org’sev, who maintained the farm lands of Antasia. “Unlike Beu I have reservations from withholding such information. As a society we all ways have come together to solve our problems. And yet you claim only a small fraction of us have been working on a solution? Time has proven that such small numbers either guarantee small results, or create a much larger problem.”

“You are pardoned for interrupting, but are you now questioning my decisional authority? Do you wish to back up a claim of stupidity, my young upstart?”

The younger male stared at the much bigger Ugol and said, “No, Premier.”

“Then do not waste our time with your nonsense if you cannot back up your claim.” Ugol turned his attention back to the others. “As I spoken, a solution was being worked on, and indeed a solution has been found.” 

Ugol gestured to the door off and behind on his right, and two honor guards opened the door and waved for someone to enter. An elderly male Vhinphyc entered, proudly keeping his head up in spite of the hump that bowed his back due to advanced age. The males of the room looked on with curiosity, but the females, with their much more stronger senses, wiggled and covered their very sensitive noses; the smell of too old male disturbed them instinctively in a paternal matter and they did their best to hide their disgust of him. Consciously they held no ill will towards him, just biologically they did.

“This is Doctor Yullan’eret Vongu’denatu’letrura’fevasaq, the founder of our solution.” Ugol encouraged the elderly Vhinphyc to stand by his side. “He will explain the solution to you before we debate on the subject.”

“Thank you, Premier,” said Doctor Yullan with a head bob. “As I am sure he has explained to you all in good faith, this crisis does have a solution that is not by no means unholy. It does, however, require all of us to take a leap of faith in regards to certain things we consider wrong. Believe me when I say society, if they knew about this, would not accept the solution. It is imperative you hear me out first hand. I have discovered in my research of our genetic heritage a common link between us and the Ignorant in which we share the galaxy with.” 

“Blasphemy!” yelled a standing male, his lips curling back in anger. Many stayed seated and exchanged angered words and expressions while this male in his prime took greater offense to what he just heard. “I do not share blood or thy soul with those pathetic entities that dare claim they are civilized and righteous! I ought to end you, Old Man, for your tongue!”

“SIT DOWN!” screamed Ugol. He pointed a stern finger at the male. “Do you wish my life?”

“How can you allow him to speak such filth?”

“DO YOU WISH MY LIFE?”

“No!”

“THEN SIT DOWN AND EVERYONE REACH SILENCE!” Finally, when the enraged voices quieted, Ugol said, “Continue.”

“My point about secrecy has been clearly made, thank you young man.” Yullan stared unafraid at the upstart when he said that. When the upstart snorted loudly in disgust and turned away, Yullan looked at the others with his pure gray eyes and continued. “Yes, I too was angry. But after careful examination of the facts before me it not only makes sense it is our cure. Our solution to continue to live as a species.”

Yullen stopped long enough and inserted a disk into a slot built into the podium, and in the middle of the table a large holographic image of a Vhinphyc genome map came up. A tiny node was highlighted and enhanced for all to see. Information scrolled down the sides of the hologram, indicating that the node was seemingly worthless. 

“My Brothers and Sisters, you are looking at the very heart of the living universe, the most powerful matter ever created. It is the very secret of the universe as we know it, and with it we can become gods.” Seeing their puzzled interest, he waved his hand at the image, and immediately hundreds of other genome maps came to life, showing different maps, and they all shared a common element with the highlighted Vhinphyc node. “In truth, since we are all of this galaxy, we all share in the very matter that created it, and so created us. This node proves that theory, a theory many of the Ignorant scientists have been trying for thousands of years to uncover. However they do not have our technology, our brainpower, or more importantly our spirit and unity, and they have been looking in the wrong place.” 

He waved his hand again, and the maps were replaced with a single celled, multi-phase organism. “The Theory of Uniformity, the theory the Ignorant have called it, says that the micro cell known as midi-chlorian are responsible for such life. They argue that, for as we know the energy field known as the Force is produced by such an entity. We know first hand for Overlord used his Force energy to enslave us. That is why we keep others like him from being born and from ever being on Vhanba.”

“The theory is flawed. Not because it is an Ignorant idea. It is due to the fact that all life forms produce many forms of energy. The most common is body heat, a fact we can measure on a radioactive and thermometric scale. Kinetic energy. Static electricity. Brain impulses. All of this forms of energy and many, many more.” He called up the node again in the Vhinphyc genome model. “But this node, which I call the Emeralds, controls and dictates everything. This is just not simple genetic manipulation. This is the actual device that guarantees the power of life.”

He waved his hand again, and a simulated model of a female Vhinphyc appeared before them. Yullen cleared his throat before continuing. “The power of this Emeralds is very broad and actually has a short term life span; what we see in samples is its remains. The Emeralds are active during gestation, determining based on the base line genetic codes that created the life, the mother and the father, on how the child will turn out in the long term; will it die at age 300 than at 400 for example. She gives birth to her one child and that is all. But if that child is female, that female will have as many children as she desires.” 

As he spoke, the hologram showed the Vhinphyc female with two, then three, then four children. “Their children will have more children, and those children will have more children, and so on. The uterus walls will no longer collapse and close after one child. The Laws of Mass Population Expenditure dictate that with each natural ‘fusion copy’ is created, the more diverse they become genetically in spite of their common blood bond.”

“You endorse incest?” said another Vhinphyc female.

“Not at all. In fact this is not what it is meant for. Allow me to explain. One of our other faults as a race is our progressively slow longevity; we age very slowly. It takes time for us to reach mating maturity, and even then based on current biological limitations females will not mate right away.”

“Now there are two areas in which our mortality rates are the highest; advanced age is second behind child death. Child death affects us two ways strongly; one, the obvious reason, is that if a child dies, that female, that married couple, cannot have another child. Secondly it goes back to our current problem, which I am discussing with you today. Without those children in the long run, the chances at eventually genetic diversity in the long term are very, very slim. In time diseases that we have never thought possible of harming us will make their way into our genetic makeup. We will begin to have smaller and weaker bodies. Viruses will make us sick. Mortality possibility for everyone will increase exponentially. It continues until children cannot be born, and what is left of us dies out.”

The crowd remained silently still, riveted and a little fearful of what they were hearing. Doctor Yullen smiled a little and said, “With my way, we can avert the affects. One thousand years from now a male and a female who came from the same bloodline that had come together thousands of years before will be different enough genetically to have children. Projecting models indicate that the population can grow by as much as 30 percent in a thousand years, more than double our current growth rates.”

He cleared his throat again. “Understand that nothing has been done like this before, not even in speculation. We are on the threshold of saving and preserving our species for many generations to come.” Yullen paused for a moment; finally deciding to admitted something that will lock their interest for good. “The process has weapons applications as well.”

There was an immediate rumbling of whispers in the crowd. Premier Ugol came forward, surprised by this news as well, and asked, “How?”

“The Emeralds are tied into the genetic codes. With time one may be able to produce a biological weapon capable of altering the node in children in which they cannot reproduce, or activates their mortality mechanisms associated with their pre planned biology. Or even a weapon that causes these nodes to detach, which in turn causes a genetic breakdown. The results are the targets become useless piles of chemicals. With those Emeralds you can manipulate the entire genetic code of an individual right down to their single celled organism occupants. As I said, those nodes control everything.”

“Impressive, Doctor Yullen. Do you all affirm?” There was a majority of them that nodded their head immediately. Very slowly, others who were more interested in defense of their world, nodded as well. “Very well. I order that this research and the endeavor be carried out. In light of what has been described, I suggest we keep this a secret until society has come around to acceptance. Affirm?” The all nodded. “Then it is settled.”

