CHAPTER 8.0
Desderanda X, the home world of the Desderanda System and the home planet for seven different sentient species – Anomid, Desderandians, Everons, Plyotines, Sulfrites, Sulnites, and Terrabithians –, was the unheralded model of what a peaceful and unified system democracy was supposed to be like after the inhabitants had ended their intrasystem war only a little over a hundred years ago. A miracle many say for it was regularly Humans that made such a system of government successful; regularly different races could not tolerate one another with an entire system between them let alone having seven completely different species inhabiting the same planet. Usually politicians and scholars cited Desderanda X as the model the Republic should be based off of. They leave out the finer details such as the reason seven races were on one planet was because the Desderandians’ home world was the last one standing alive, forcing the other six to surrender and to live as prisoners at first. 

Over time, though, Desderanda X was in need of a much larger population, and deals were struck with the other races to form the democracy they had today. In order to achieve such a state of freedom and pacifism – another detail the politicians and scholars routinely kept out – was they killed all the criminals; at that time, every last one of them regardless of their crime. The one caveat to the perfect society was the immediate death penalty for violating the law. There were trials, hearings, lawyers, and burdens on the state to prove their case in which the prosecutors had to be absolutely certain about their case because if they were wrong, and an innocent was put to death, then the prosecutors were going to follow them. There were no different degrees, or as they put it ‘versions’, of murder: it was just murder, or it was just rape, or it was just robbery, or it was fraud. It was agreed by the seven races that the major crimes were a symptom of a society seeking a release for anger, which to them lead them to a war that lasted forty too long years and cost the system sixteen habitable worlds. It was serious punishment for any major law breaker, but the collective Desderandians had finally had their fill of violence and in democratic unison said enough.
For over a century it had been as tranquil as anyone would wish any place could be. Suddenly, without warning and without any understanding about any of it, the Aabracan family in the city of New Anomidia were found dead. The neighbor found their front hatch open to their tiny hamlet and discovered the bodies scattered about the place. Nothing appeared to have been taken, and there were no apparent signs of struggle. The victims showed no signs of being attacked, of being wounded, or of any visible damage of any kind. It then put the entire populace unprepared for such a strange death into an unwelcome panic. With no sign of foul play, they concluded it had to be a poison or a gas or a plague that had killed them. Cries for help went out immediately; help was actually all ready there attending an interesting conference on Twi’lek lekku – head tail – health, and to the combined government’s pleasure it was a native daughter.
The transport arrived at the sealed home, stopping as far back from the secured perimeter the Desderandians had established as possible. The nearby homes had been evacuated and the residents, the neighbor that had found the bodies, and the initial investigation team were quarantined elsewhere and under observation; so far no problems. The two passengers of the transport emerged; figures cloaked in sandy white hooded robes, one of them clearly too small to be an adult to those who could not right away discern their identity.
The head of the current operation, an Anomid and captain of the police force, and his fellow commanders met the arriving duo. The Anomid were a telepathic species that had long ago lost their vocal cords, evolving without them as their mental communications amongst themselves greatly improved. Although telepathic, it was strangely limited to communication amongst their own race: they could not read other species’ minds or communicate with other telepathic races. As a result they relied on vocalizers that analyzed their throat movement and produced the vocal sounds. The captain and his group of Anomid turned his vocalizer on to greet the arrivals.
Greetings, Captain communicated the taller, robed figure. Removing the hood, an older Anomid female was revealed. Her sharp, pointed features and her yellow-black skin and yellow-spots-on-black hair gave her a rich beauty that any male of her kind would worship. She turned on her vocalizer. “I am Zesha, a Master Healer from the Jedi Order and this is my Padawan Learner Angelleia Knightshade.”
The smaller female kept covered and gave a bow. Zesha then said, “We were here on a conference when President Jenk asked me to take a look at this situation. You fear a plague or bacteria may be involved in these deaths?”
“Well met, Master Zesha,” said the Captain after turning on his vocalizer. “Yes, the family in the house there, the Aabracans” he indicated the sealed off, central home “were found dead late yesterday by their fellow Desderandian neighbor. We assumed foul play at first because of the minor child was too young to just have died of natural causes. There were no marks on any of the three bodies, none that we could see. It was then just as we were to move the bodies that someone suggested they died by infection, or perhaps poisonous gas of some kind.”
Zesha nodded in understanding. “Let us move closer to the house in question.” The group moved slowly, matching Zesha’s intentional pace. What they did not realize was Zesha had looked them over, inventorying their visible health condition; she was now silently inspecting everyone else with quick, eye darting, threat assessment glances, looking for any indication of a spreading infection. “Has anyone that has been in the house or made contact with the bodies shown any signs of your fears?”

“None yet. They are under observation, and we are still running new tests given to us by neighboring systems.” The Captain admitted lowly, “We are not prepared for something like this. I would hate to be accused of overreacting.”

“I would hate for you to have done nothing and be very wrong,” assured Zesha. As a patrolling Jedi Knight before deciding to become a Healer she had seen her fair share of mistakes by non-serious local citizenry that had become population reducing epidemics that were next to impossible to fight. Granted, Healers never truly got the glory and they rarely patrolled like the Jedi Knights and the Masters that trained them, but they were battled hardened in their own right. Zesha had healed thousands with her knowledge of medicine and with the Force with combating infectious and manufactured viruses and lethal toxins being her area of expertise.
At the perimeter, Zesha said to the authorities, “I will look at the potentially infected later. But first: has anything in the house been removed? Were the bodies left behind?”
“Everything was left behind,” insisted the Captain. “Even our technicians clothing. We did not want to risk spreading whatever it is that killed this family.”

“Is there charts on them?” asked Zesha. Heads shook in the negative. “Blood samples?”

“We did take some.”

Zesha grimaced and asked, “Please tell me you did not take them to your lab?”

“Why….eh…yes. We had to run tests.” The Captain added very quickly. “We took heavy precautions.”

“It was not wise to have done that, but there is little we can do about it now. Have you run any sensor sweeps?”
“We did but our perimeters are narrow.”

Zesha nodded and turned to her apprentice. “Angelleia.”

Angelleia Knightshade pulled her hood back, closed her eyes, and took in a very deep breath; her loud inhale did not block out the various mumbles and gasps that came from the natives. She looked Human, a chubby female adolescent, until the pair of pearl white horns was revealed from under her shaggy mane of light brown hair that curled half upward and ended towards the back of her skull, wrapping around her earlobes. She had expected such a reception; it was not everyday in the galaxy someone saw a Vhinphyc. Although she was the last of her kind the reputation of the Vhinphyc’s extreme racism and their genocidal legacy was going to precede her. There truly was no relief from it; not in the Jedi Temple, and not in the galaxy at large.
Zesha’s caring hands laid on Angelleia’s small shoulders; a silent acknowledgement that she understood her apprentice’s sudden apprehension, why she hesitated to remove her hood before. Zesha would remind her later that a Jedi could not limit themselves because of how people felt about them. Zesha herself, however, had her own doubts about training a Vhinphyc, but the Jedi Council had insisted she train her in the Healing Arts. Two years later, and after having Angelleia as her Padawan for a week, Zesha learned that her reluctance was a terrible mistake. But besides getting over any prejudice, there was still a sense from Zesha that Angelleia was being trained wrong.

That was the problem when Jedi Masters did not let the Force guide them to their Padawans. The Force was the preferred method of helping to choose when it came time for any Jedi to find a student; that feeling, the strong connection known as destiny, was nearly fail safe in finding a successful pairing. It at first made for some very odd choices, and some uncomfortable pairings such as male-female, but in the end abiding by the Will of the Force proved prudent.
To Zesha at first, even after getting over the fact Angelleia was a Vhinphyc, she did felt surreally blind to the young girl. Very hard to describe, but at best she could never see Angelleia as her apprentice. She learned to adore Angelleia as her Learner, but there still lingered the idea in her heart that Angelleia was not meant to follow in her noble footsteps. It appeared Angelleia was picking up on the training excellently, yet Zesha just could not gage her progress. She had decided a few weeks ago to take Angelleia away from the Jedi Temple just to see if anything would change. It did not, and it was troubling Zesha every day.

Doubts put aside, Zesha remembered herself and asked her apprentice, “Anything?”

“No gases,” said Angelleia, brown eyes still closed as she inhaled again. Female Vhinphycs had a very acute sense of smell, just slightly below the level of wild animals. Zesha really liked the advantage and had worked diligently with her to control it. It was imperative to be able to shut it off just as it was to analyze the smallest micron of scent. “No serious molds or decays, but that doesn’t mean anything from out here.”
Zesha nodded and said with no apprehension, “Go.” Angelleia opened her eyes and nodded and then somersaulted over the tall barricade that defined the perimeter.

“Ah, is that wise, Master Jedi,” said the Captain. “Going in there without protection?”
“She is a Vhinphyc, Captain,” said Zesha without a worry in the galaxy. She did not need the Force to tell her it was going to be alright either. “If she isn’t immune to anything that’s in there then I dare say you’re people are doomed.”

Based on numerous researches into Vhinphyckian physiology, Vhinphycs never got sick or suffered from disease, and poisons were useless against them. They healed from significant damage at a fast rate, and their skin was very thick and every layer dense enough to take most blaster fire. Add to that their long live expectancy and great physical strength to go with their intolerant feelings it was no surprise that many in the galaxy had considered them dangerously immortal. They were dangerous, but not immortal; they could bleed and suffer death, and very serious damage like a break in their extra hard bones which took much longer to heal than it would in a normal entity. Psychologically they could be affected by what they had called the Longing; in short, a debilitating and even lethal physiological condition caused literally by a broken heart. When the Vhinphyc’s long suffering victims, the Vhinech, were shown the way to victory through psychological tactics and the Force and the lightsaber, the Vhinphyc were slaughtered to extinction. 
Here, none of that was going to be a problem. Zesha all ready had a feeling in the Force that there was no danger here; whether Angelleia knew that was irrelevant for it was a part of her training; she needed to get real experience, as much as she could. But she all ready knew there was no problem by looking at everyone at the location; half the individuals were suited up, the other half were not, and breathing the air with the allegedly toxic home’s doors and windows wide open. 
And then there was Jer’unght’s Law of Group Symptom Imbalance: if it is not instantly lethal, those infected by something toxic or viral would show symptoms at their own time, some sooner than anticipated, some much later; the greater the numbers in the group in a hot zone, the odds narrowed towards even money someone at this point was going to keel over. Even without knowing the exact time of death of the Aabracan family, odds were good someone here not in quarantine would have shown signs of illness. Lastly, although recent history showed that even peaceful Naboo was not immune to attack, Desderanda X had no enemies, no strategic value, and no lingering inner antagonism amongst the seven former enemies that shared the world. Zesha thought even the Sith would be hard pressed to find a reason to conquer the world.
Then again, Zesha corrected herself, when did the Sith, in the known annuals of the Jedi Archives, ever need a reason to do anything evil? The very idea that the Sith was back worried Zesha considerably. The ancient Sith alchemists had never possessed the Hutt’s hesitation on using weapons of mass destruction to achieve a finality; the modern Sith, and she was sure there was more than the one slain at Naboo, would not hesitate to use them. The worry was always in the where, the when, and worse the what: Blood Boiler, Leak, Hardship, the Pan Ten Plagues and, the worse of them all, Fade. Zesha knew she was not the only Jedi Master that had tightened the training protocols and reigned in the apprentices because of the latest Sith renaissance. She also knew more than most about the Sith situation….
Zesha cleared her mind and watched Angelleia enter the house. In spite of that lack of proper linking between them, she was going to make sure Angelleia Knightshade knew it all. Force help her, she’ll show the child how to chop a Sith into pieces and to add insult to those injuries patch them up in order to face justice. The Jedi Detention Center under the Temple had empty cells last time she checked. It was time to get some use out of them.
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In the meantime, Angelleia took a look outside one more time from the door, and then she closed it. Alone, she took a few seconds to contemplate the significance of this moment. Master Zesha, as good as a Jedi Master Healer one could ever ask for, was finally taking the training thrusters off the speeder bike.
“Oh, I can’t blow this,” mumbled Angelleia, looking skyward at no one important. “If I do she won’t let me do something like this again. We’ll go back to the Temple and sulk over text docs.” She hated that, even if it was against her learned Jedi sensibilities and responsibilities instilled in her by her Father. And without being able to see the man she missed the most, she never wanted to return to Coruscant knowing Casper was there but she could not see him. Father had warned her that a Jedi’s life was a difficult one; how she wished she had taken his word for it.

Angelleia sighed and worked the house controls near the entrance, shutting the windows. The autumn outside air still lingered in the house after the overnight exposure so the smell of death was lessened. She cringed, though, for she was used to clinically cleaned corpses at the various medical centers Master Zesha had taken her to. This was what was known as the ‘raw dead’; for the sake of limiting argument, it was best described as dead bodies found in their natural condition. How she wished her Father was there now to hold her hand.
“Focus,” she repeated to herself a few more times. She inhaled and her brain was slowly assaulted by every scent particle in the single floor structure, and she used the Force to sort through the information and identifying it quickly what it was; the where, the when, and the how were filtered out from the gathering process. 
It was a tricky process that took Angelleia nearly all of her first year of training to get such control; prior to the beginning of her Padawan training, for a year with help from her Father, she had learn to use the Force to train her mind to shut down the powerful sense when needed. They had learned that beings with natural multiple heightened senses as opposed to a singular superior sense like Angelleia had always learned quickly to control the sense because they could divert how the brain received the information, much like a computer switching from its connection from one task to another but without shutting down the original task. A single heightened sense naturally and easily becomes the leading stimulus; as much as, for example, a Human can use all five of their senses at the same time they will not accept the processed information unless they see it, be it first or last in the data gathering process. Beings had to learn the other ways, but for unique creatures like Angelleia, whose nose and brain were in nature one since her birth, it was very difficult to just keep the two separate.

Pass the smell of dead bodies, Angelleia made out the scent of flowers, natural fruit, processed materials that were carbon-oil based, soft paint, shoe leather, ozone from electrostatic discharges, cleaning solution in stale water, dander from when the family was alive, an artificial fruit smell, burnt wood, crayolas, light patch mold and rotted earth.
Angelleia opened her eyes and looked downward at her feet. The rotted earth was the only wrong smell in the entire home; the house was otherwise free of poisonous gas or anything else that did leave an odor behind; everything, she discovered even the so-called odorless, left an odor. She stepped away from the front door, turned around and looked at the exposed floor, which was five feet by seven feet and surrounded by a lime green carpet that covered the rest of the house. The source of the stranger odor was coming from there.
Out of curiosity and against the perimeters of her purpose, Angelleia got on her hands and knees to investigate the smell further. With great focus, she got low and inhaled deeply. She held her breath and let her mind be assaulted by the infinite number of particles found there until the Force eliminated all except the targeted odor. She exhaled, flushing all of it out, and just kept her mind locked on the odor for a detailed analysis. It consisted of dirt that was not found on Desderanda X, and not found on the bottoms of Angelleia’s boots. The dirt consisted of heavy contaminated rot that was not wood-based, but had used lubricating oils, biological soils, and different metallic particles.

Rising, Angelleia kept her eyes closed but her focus locked, and she followed the alien odor. She did not hear her feet shuffle across the surface of the rug. She did not feel the wall she brushed up against. The Force guided her past a scene of very little struggle, and it stopped her short of the first body, the wife, in the living room. She opened her eyes and took note of the elderly woman’s body that laid on the dropped gurney the crime scene investigators left behind in their flight. She cast her eyes towards the elderly man; he laid face down, in line and much away from the chair he had probably sat in as the wife fell dead.

The alien odor did not go any further, but a new odor had entered her senses when Angelleia sighed wearily. “Human,” she said to herself. A very faint trace of Human scent, and undoubtedly male; having been raised by her Human Father she knew the testosterone tag. The previous strange odor had covered the other fairly well, telling Angelleia that the Human had only been in the house once and it was very brief. She fought the curiosities again that threatened to ruin her original objectives, but there was one last thing she had to do.
Angelleia carefully walked down the hall of the house and to a side room where a door had been forced open. Her heart began to sank when she saw the stuffed animals on the bed. She never had the toys that regular children had, but she never thought them useless when they gave those children so much joy. Looking back those Jedi toys were not toys, they were the same educational tools the older Padawans used to study and understand their way of life as well as learn the more complicated things that made the universe run. What those educational devices never told them was how really evil the galaxy could be, how cruel it was, how unfair. Nothing Angelleia had accepted as Jedi truths were working right now; getting past the terrible stench, her nose was telling her that this was a room full of the scent of innocence.

She stepped inside and saw the rest of the room; a neat, tidy room filled with colored on pictures, toys, and Desderandian versions of dolls. Oh how she wished the body was right there, closer to the door; she could had looked and then just jumped right back out. Instead Angelleia felt her heart drag her around the bed. She forced her legs to stop when she saw the tiny body lying face up, eyes open, a face that was a deeper shade of gray, and all of it lifeless. She could have went back out to do this one last thing, but Angelleia stumbled slowly towards the little girl.
“Forgive me,” she whispered. She leaned over the body and sniffed deeply. Angelleia held the breath as long as she could, and tried to get her mind to go through every variable she had detected. She flinched suddenly and stopped. It was not something she smelled, it was the fact her face had gotten wet. She realized she was crying.

“Oh no, I can’t be seen like this,” said Angelleia and she left the room. Out in the hall she wiped furiously at her face and did her best to center her focus. Zesha was coming to the front door having felt her obvious anguish. Her tears were clear ones, not the more unnerving blood tears Vhinphycs shed when under great emotional stress; Angelleia had never shed them in her short life.

Wiping her running nose as clean as possible, she said aloud towards the front door, “All clear!” and then drew her hood up and waited for Zesha to come to her. She was trying her best to hide her dismay, but how anyone could was an interesting question Angelleia wanted answered.
Zesha indeed had sensed the turmoil from her Padawan, and could have sensed it if Angelleia was here and she was back on Coruscant. The obvious response was expected, but the wave of energy in the Force produced by it was overwhelming; Zesha had no idea her apprentice had so much of a connection to the Force like that. Just as she opened the door the cloudy sky above grew darker and it started to sprinkle rain.
Angelleia did not look at her Master, expecting an admonishment. She instead got a hug and Zesha said, “It’s all right, my Padawan. It’s all right.”
“Well,” asked the Captain from the doorway. “Is it safe?”

“Very safe, Captain,” was Zesha’s controlled response. She assumed her position of the steady one with authority. But she did grab Angelleia’s hand. “If Angelleia found anything, she would not have let me in.”

“Then what happened here?”

Zesha shook her head and said, “I do not know, but we will run some tests on these people.”
“They were murdered,” said Angelleia plainly. “A Human had killed them.”

“Angelleia!” Zesha’s shout made her jump. The Captain and his officers had open mouths and curious looks. “Angelleia, we are Healers, not detectives. We may help but it is not up to us to draw conclusions like you just did.”
“I’m sorry, Master,” said Angelleia, “but a Human was here for a short time, a male, from a polluted world or has been to one.” She pointed back towards the doorway. “His scent extends from the doorway to here, as well as the contaminants he brought with him.”

Before Zesha could corrected Angelleia on a few things, the Captain came towards her and asked, “How certain are you of this?”

“She is very certain in regards to the male Human being here,” answered Zesha for Angelleia. She looked at her apprentice and decided to really correct her embarrassingly in front of everyone. “But to say this male Human murdered these people with no real proof of foul play, and most importantly how they did it, is inappropriate conjecture. We still do not know what killed these people and it’s foolish to make any assumption. For all my apprentice knows, a Human may have stumbled across this death scene and left in a hurry.”

“Very few Humans on our home world.” The Captain turned to one of his subordinates. “I want to know the nearest male Human to this location.”

Zesha grimaced and gave Angelleia a look of disappointment. Angelleia followed Zesha’s line of logic and dropped her head shamefully; she had just ignited a racially-profiled hunt for someone who was more than likely innocent. Zesha tried to clean up her mess. “My apprentice said an off world Human.”
“We will take that under advisement,” said the Captain and had his investigators come in to search the house and still sent his officers out to check on the Human involvement. Unfortunately, thanks to Angelleia, the whole situation was falling terribly apart.
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Several hours later, and after some very long study of the corpse’s culture slides, Zesha found Angelleia right where she had left her; on their red-colored Jedi transport. She met Captain Polangio at the ramp and ordered them to take off immediately for Alderaan while she attended to her apprentice in the back. She had instructed Angelleia to really think about what had happened today, and she expected a lot of questions as well as explanations.
When she entered she found Angelleia sitting on her cot, waiting for her. Zesha asked, “Did you meditate?” She nodded. “I hope you gave a lot of thought to what had happened today?” She nodded again. Zesha snickered and said, “What’s the matter, Jawa got your tongue and sold it cheap?”
“A Jawa?” asked Angelleia.

“Never mind,” said Zesha with a small wave of her hand. She took off her Jedi robe and set it on her cot, which was across from Angelleia’s. “Do you want to talk about today?”
“I think I’ve said too much about today,” said Angelleia quietly. The transport rumbled to life and the momentary uneasiness that came with lift off passed through all except the Vhinphyc; her stomach just did not feel right because of what happened.

Zesha, unfortunately, had to kick Angelleia while she was down; just not too hard. “You sure did. It is one thing to make certain we do not cause fear in the innocent, but it is another thing entirely when we instill an unwarranted fear in them where they have to direct it towards someone else. Different species have a tendency, regardless of their morally superior history, to become racists when it suits a purpose.” Angelleia looked up with some worry. “No, the nearest Human is a female well over a thousand kilometers away and she has a solid alibi. Their docking bay logs are terribly vague and their port authority is really bad.”
Angelleia drew her attention back to Zesha. “I did not mean to distract their focus, or put others in an unnecessary position. I just…thought to point out the inconsistencies. I see no real reason to not tell them. It would be the truth.”
“Which truth exactly, my young Padawan: that a Human was there, or that a Human had killed the family?” Zesha knew what she was talking about; she had done something similar long ago when she was an apprentice; it was another reason why she went into healing.
Sighing, Angelleia said, “I know, I know. I just…believe the truth shouldn’t be hidden.”

“I agree, Angelleia, truly I do,” said Zesha, “but forthright honesty in a panic situation can make it worse. I do not say lie to them. All I say is some foresight and restraint sometimes is needed. In this particular situation the least they know the better. People in history have been wrongly accused of crimes because of such conclusion jumping. Besides, as much as I would like to think it is our responsibility to investigate this matter it is not our place to do so. I ruled out our need to be here.”

Angelleia nodded in understanding and she said, “I will try…” She stopped when Zesha snapped a gaze at her. She remembered just in time to avoid another Jedi point. “I will remember next time, Master.”

Zesha strode over and sat next to Angelleia and put an arm around her shoulders. She said, “I do hope so because you are smart, Angelleia. You do know better, and you do care a lot. Caring is not a bad Jedi trait to have, but it can never exceed your wisdom. We love, to a logical extent, those we have sworn to protect. It does pain us all when it appears we do not do enough. We can only do so much, Angelleia, and it is all that we can do.” 
She squeezed Angelleia’s far shoulder with her hand. “I know that little girl bothered you a lot. May I ask how exactly it did so when her presence in the Force had long passed on?”
After a moment, Angelleia said, “Just that it did. It didn’t seem right.” A surge of disappointment swept through her and she pulled away from Zesha. She stood up and moved towards the far wall. “It wasn’t right, none of it was.”

“I know, but-,” began Zesha.

“No,” shook Angelleia’s head, “I-I know what you are going to say, and I respect it. No, I mean three people just do not die like that. It’s unnatural; it must be explained.” She looked Zesha in the eye and asked, “What did your tests show?”

Zesha eyed Angelleia carefully and took too long to answer. Angelleia turned her head slightly in waiting, growing confused. The Master Healer said, “No poisons, no toxins, no germs, and no slight traces to indicate anything of those sorts had been used in this instance. No damage of the major tissues of any kind. The parents were old but in good health. The child showed no abnormalities. In short, there is absolutely no known reason how they died.”
Zesha stood up quickly and held up a hand to stop Angelleia’s next sentence: she knew what it was. “I know: that leaves then why did they die, and you are circling back around to a murder theory you cannot prove, and you have no business of proving. We are Healers, sworn to help the living and yes sometimes investigate the dead, but to do so in order to help those alive. There was nothing there that required our expertise. We should close this subject and focus on our next stop.”

“Then one more thing, Master, please,” begged Angelleia. Zesha nodded. “Was there anything at all unusual about any of them? Something out of place that made no sense, worked contrary to what is normally acceptable?”

“That’s two things,” mused Zesha, trying to get some lightheartedness into the room. She could see Angelleia was not going to let this one go. She could tell it was not going to be let go even after this. It was the look the girl had in her eyes; Zesha knew the look, having seen it in the mirror herself.

“Please, Master.”

Zesha nodded and said, “When I tell you, this matter is closed for good. There are investigators coming to this world and they will be reviewing my findings. They will also follow up on your theory; I included it in my notes. Okay?”
Angelleia nodded in agreement and Zesha said, “Their midi-chlorians were very decayed. In fact, according to the specimens I looked at, all the midi-chlorians were dead. As you know the cells in any living body decay at their own rates; it is why after death Human hair continues to grow and why my race continues to send telepathic messages-.”
“Really?” wondered Angelleia in curiosity.

Zesha took the moment to teach her. “Yes, see Anomid memory cells decay the slowest, at the same rate as our depleting bio-kinetic energy. Because of it, and prior to when we lost our ability to speak, we were an overly superstitious species; we kept ‘hearing’ the dead speak. Even today, my kind still avoids graveyards.”
Zesha held up a hand to indicate she was done with the tangent explanation. “As I was saying, cells decay at their own rates of speed. Knowing the species in question, you can study those dead cells, map their rate of decay, and know almost precisely when the being had died. It should be noted that midi-chlorian decay rates are strangely the same in every creature: it’s a phenomenon scientists have been unable to figure out. That is when you consider death and the dead body occupied a controlled environment.”
When she paused, Zesha could see she still had Angelleia’s full attention. There were times Angelleia had clearly stopped listening, or at least appeared to: in the end Angelleia demonstrated successful her teachings, as if she had listened, or somehow all ready knew how to do it. Angelleia was keeping her eyes opened and locked on her Master’s eyes, waiting patiently.

“Anyways,” continued Zesha, “the Aabracans’ all had the same, terribly decayed midi-chlorians. Every one of those cells that I could see were….were just disassociated, and all of them appeared to have died off at the same time. I have never seen anything like that, and I’ve seen the cellular after affects of Fade myself.” She then added as she frowned so much that it gave her an unwelcome evil look. “And there is no cause for it. Chemical or biological you would have sniffed it out, and radioactivity…well, it could do it but the rest of the cells in those bodies would have been compromised as well. There is just not one trace of anything that caused it. Nothing.”
“Then….it just happened?” asked Angelleia. “Because things don’t ‘just happen’.”

“True,” said Zesha, crossing her arms in front of her. “But the level of my expertise has run its course. It will be handled by people with more time on their hands than I do.”
“But then why-.”

“Angelleia,” said Zesha, slow and in warning. “I told you that after I had answered your question the subject was closed. Your question has been answered. The subject is now closed.”

Pouting a little, Angelleia slowly nodded. She then stood up and without giving her reason why she left the room and went to the galley; she couldn’t hide her hunger anymore than she could hide her disappointment in her Master’s decision to give up on the mystery. Every attempt at getting back to the issue was just meant with Zesha’s ‘here and now’ Jedi point of view. Angelleia’s best shot was talking about how she felt about the loss of the little girl and she did turn it to her advantage – at least she liked to think that was the sole reason. It was more than that, and she found early on she could never talk about such things like that with Zesha; her Master meant well, but her level of compassion did not appeal to Angelleia. She really could not talk to her about anything.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 8.3
The galley was occupied with Captain Polangio and a bowl of sweet soup; Angelleia had to shut her sense of smell off an hour ago when the other three members of the ship’s crew were heating the soup up because it smelled so good. But soup was for other beings: Vhinphycs ate solids, lots of solids.

“There she is,” said Polangio. The male Human was elderly, but was light in spirit as if twenty; had been this way since that age when he volunteered to transport Jedi Knights throughout the galaxy. “You know, I didn’t enact that force field I keep threatening to unleash around the kitchen to keep you out.”

Angelleia smiled a little, grateful for the little comic reminder. On her first, very brief trip away from Coruscant ever with Zesha, Captain Polangio had only stocked up on typical food stuffs in short supply; for a normal being, enough to feed the crew of six the ship could house for only three days. Angelleia ate a day’s worth of food during breakfast; no one had paid attention to her consumption. Embarrassed she had ate everything, she did not have the bravery to ask when they were going to eat again as the hunger pains just returned a few hours after she finished the stock. Since, they overstocked the fridge and the cargo hold; Vhinphyckian hunger was something else to behold, especially during adolescence.
“I had to think about some things,” she said politely. Angelleia opened the refrigeration cabinet and pulled out a packaged eighth of bantha meat labeled ‘Angelleia’s Stock’. She began to prepare it for quick broiling. In the meantime she could speak to Polangio; in her opinion he was unlike Zesha, he didn’t waste time trying to correct her point of view. It made her sad how she could talk to everyone else, including her Father long before, about anything but she just couldn’t with Zesha.

“Experienced a lot today with this mess, eh?” said Polangio. She nodded as she put the pan of eighth meat, roughly eight pounds, into the oven. “Believe me, you’ll have worse days. Some Knights think Healers have it too easy sometimes. Hell, they have the option of skipping over someone’s hanging out guts; Healers have to pick it all up while the patient is screaming at them.”
Such poor choice of words would kill other people’s appetites. Angelleia just found a loaf of bread and began to consume the entire loaf. Stopping to swallow, she said, “It just doesn’t seem right, you know? I mean the girl was only three years old. Three, and she was so cute. Why would anyone kill such a beautiful creature?”

“Folks have been asking that since they could,” said Polangio. He didn’t ask to clarify Angelleia’s position because it was not his business to do so. He ran a ship, he ran the crew, he got the Jedi where they needed to be. The last thing he wanted to do was affect a Jedi Apprentice’s training. “I hate reasons as it is.”

Angelleia ate more bread and said, “But nothing is senseless. There had to be a reason, a why this happened?”

“Figure that out and you might know why Hutts are always menstrual,” joked Polangio.

Misinterpreting Polangio, Angelleia said intelligently, “Oh, that’s because all Hutts have female sex organs as well as male sex organs. They menstruate every five days; that’s why they stink all the time.” She took another bite of bread as the captain ran his hand over his mouth to shield a silent chuckle. “I mean, it wouldn’t hurt us to find out what exactly had happened? Doesn’t the girl deserve justice?”
“Doesn’t the parents? Doesn’t everyone?” Polangio just shrugged and said, “Life’s never fair, kiddo. That’s what makes it life. Unfortunately, we have to live it.”

The oven dinged and Angelleia reached in and pulled out the fully broiled bantha eighth. As she sat down with the literal slab of meat bigger than her head, Polangio got up and took care of his dishes. She asked politely, “Would you like some?”

“Oh no,” said Polangio with a head shake. “I won’t deprive your growing body of its needs, not one ounce of it. Although that does smell good.”

She shrugged her shoulders and then used the Force to get her some utensils from the drawer next to Polangio. The objects drifted effortlessly through the air and found Angelleia’s outstretched hands. She ate another small bite of bread and eyed the meat for a minute as the man poured himself a cup of caffe. She said, “What would be the point.”
“What’s that, Angelleia?”
“I said what would be the point of living if you knew you did not have as long to live?”

Polangio frowned and said, “Where the hell is that coming from? That girl?”

“Not her,” said Angelleia as she put her knife and fork down. She looked up at him. “I’m a Vhinphyc, Captain. At this point I should be three years old in maturation. But here I am fourteen all ready and next stop adulthood. The Order told me I have a gland condition making me age at a Human’s pace. Normally I should have a five hundred year life expectancy.”

“Pff, what’s living five hundred years?” said Polangio. “I’ve been around for sixty, I don’t recall most of it, and I wouldn’t care to. Not that I want to die tomorrow or anything, but really I don’t see the thrill in having a century-plus life.” He looked at her and asked, “Is dying what’s worrying you?”
When Angelleia nodded, Polangio sat across from her and said, “You’re in the wrong profession then, kiddo. It’s extremely rare, I mean extremely rare, any Jedi lives a long life. You folks intentionally put yourselves in more jeopardy more times than my various cousins could dare recite, and they were in the military; one of them was a smuggler, too.” He thought for a minute and said, “You gotta live your own life, not the one somebody else gives you.”
“But what about responsibility?” asked Angelleia. “I was born to feel and use the Force. Do I have some responsibility with it?”

“Yeah: for starters, don’t use it for wrong; no different than owning a blaster,” said Polangio with a shrug. “Beyond that who really said anything about using the Force at all? I mean if you’re born with an extra finger on your right hand, does it mean you go into the business of making glove pairs that feature an extra digit on the right glove? Who says you have to do anything?
“Look, you can feel sorry for a kid that died, but any death can make you think you’re mortal. Guess what? You’ve always been mortal. You could have died at any time before today. Hell, you could have died in your mother’s womb!”

Angelleia jumped at the mentioning of that as a flash of blurry memory entered her skull. Sometimes that just happened at random, when somebody mentioned something that seemed ordinary, very few times when it had a point. She had asked her Father about it and all he told her was Jedi had flashes of old memories from time to time because the Force was trying to tell them something. When she had asked Zesha about it, however, her Master seemed too intrigued; she had told Angelleia such repressed memories required deep meditation to retrieve. In the flash she could not quite describe everything, but she at least seemed to be somewhere very warm, very wet, very loud with the sound of a beating heart, and the quick flash of a lightsaber blade penetrating it all.
Sometimes, like at the moment, she felt pain. She grimaced and rubbed her bumpy forehead. The pain was quick, sharp, and at its apex the feeling went out of her skin there. But as the pain faded away the normal feeling returned.
“Whoops, am I giving you a headache?” Polangio grabbed his towel on the table and wiped the meat dripping that Angelleia had inadvertently rubbed on her small, dual rounded forehead. “I shouldn’t be stressing you out, kiddo.”
“Vhinphycs don’t have headaches,” was Angelleia’s ready excuse.

“Yeah, and I heard once Vhinphycs didn’t use the Force either,” said Polangio in correction. “Then that Enothchild Sarch came before you, and here you are.”

Angelleia perked up a little when she heard the late Vhinphyc Jedi Master’s name mentioned. Her Father had known Enothchild, had fought along side of him a few times, and told her she could not have had anyone else better to look up to as she progressed. She asked, “Did you know Master Sarch?”
“A little,” said Polangio. “I was a lieutenant on the Monitor under Captain Hongrus Piett during Operation Goalie; Enothchild headed the operation.” He then stopped for a moment, remembering himself. “I really can’t go into the finer details of the operation, but the Big Guy isn’t classified Council Secret. He was very large, um….he ate a lot but never did he have your appetite.” That drew a smile from Angelleia as she took a bite of bread. “Well, he was well past puberty. Anyways, he was a very kind guy, treated everyone well, even that blowhard Captain Piett. Was pretty damn smart, really, to be blunt; I’ve seen some Knights and Masters that didn’t figure something out even after they talked it over with the Jedi Council. He always seemed to have a pretty good idea.”

“About what exactly?” asked Angelleia as she sliced some meat to eat. Her worries were fading away with the once-felt pain as she heard more and more.

“I mean, he could figure things out, a good idea about them.” Polangio balled up his towel. “He had a soft spot for people; all kinds of people, really. The most people-person Jedi I knew. I mean he didn’t always start a conversation or stuff like that with them, I mean he really gave them a chance, a time of day…..It’s just…..sometimes, I watch a Jedi just carry on after something like what happened on Desderanda X like nothing happened. It’s like it happened and….it just happened. Sarch wasn’t like that: I remember Piett and him getting in a big argument over Sarch taking his time handling some….well, let’s say delicate remains.” Angelleia craned her head a little. “Children’s remains.” She slowly stopped chewing. “Anyways he….uh….just was taking care of them and Piett just went on and on about ‘losing time’ and ‘they’re dead, what good are they to us’. That last one…..I thought I was going watch that guy drop kick Piett into orbit.”
“Jedi do not act out in anger,” reminded Angelleia.

“Yeah, I know, but you had to be there, Angelleia,” said Polangio carefully. “Piett was as bad as they came when it came to races not Human. He was as intolerant to wasted time as he was to a Vhinphyc Jedi Master. Anyways, Sarch slowly got up from the dead body, lifted Piett up with both his hands, walked him back to the ship and up the ramp and had a pretty quiet argument with him.” Polangio laughed at the memory. “It was priceless, seeing him carry Piett like that. I never saw that captain get so red in the face like that. What he did was just bring Piett back down to ground, get him off his high ship. Still, I would have liked it if he had kicked Piett into orbit.”
Checking the time on the wall, Polangio cleared his throat. “I’m late getting back. See what your cuteness and questions does, it makes important men late for duty.” He got up and tossed his towel towards the counter. “Look, don’t get any silly ideas. Enothchild Sarch is a great role model to have, but you have to listen to your master. Zesha does know best for the both of you. She’s done what you are trying to do. And…it doesn’t hurt to burn a little candle for that little girl, but it’s a little candle with a short wick. Understand what I’m saying?”
Angelleia gave it a little thought and said, “Yes, I understand.”

“Can’t live her life, kiddo. Live your own.” Captain Polangio gave her a nod and left the galley.
Alone, Angelleia took the energy from the conversation and ate at a matching pace. Talking to Polangio did more for her than what Zesha could ever say, and it was pretty much the same conversation nearly word for word. She could not say why, but as much as she liked Zesha as a person and as a Jedi she felt uncomfortable with Zesha being her teacher. She could sing her praises, she believed in them, but Angelleia just had a hard time connecting with the Master Healer. She felt Healer was a noble cause, but a large part of Angelleia had wished she would just become a Jedi Knight like her Father and Enothchild Sarch instead.

Angelleia could not change her training now. Zesha was a Jedi Knight first, but became a Padawan again to become a Healer: it was not unprecedented, but it was very rare for any Jedi to retrain in such a manner. She had researched it, and she found that no Healer had ever retrained for Knighthood service; although some of the Knighthood training was intergraded into Healer training for defense purposes, it was modernly unacceptable since each discipline had dedicated focuses that required much study and time to master. There was just certain things, Zesha explained, that Healers could not do that were either routine or very complicated for a Knight; for example, as Zesha explained, she could no longer do Affect Mind; the discipline of Altered Metabolism had replaced it; Altered Metabolism was extremely daunting.
In her own heart, however, Angelleia felt she could do it. She stopped eating, stood up and said to no one in particular, “On my good Father Casper Knightshade, I will be the first to be trained as a Healer, and then become a Jedi Knight like him and Enothchild Sarch. I swear it!”

A little embarrassed, she sat down and looked around. When no one appeared to question her sanity, Angelleia began eating again with a newfound hope in her heart. Once again it did help to hear about Enothchild Sarch because, not so strange to her, it reminded her of her Father. She missed Casper deeply, and she couldn’t help to feel that he missed her too. When her training, her first training anyways, was complete she was going to see him. Maybe, just maybe, she would be trained by him.
In her hopeful mind a little reality slowly trickled its way in. Although every Padawan training time was uniquely different, Healer training always took twice as long as Knight training. Angelleia was reminded again of her apparent short life cycle that contradicted her Vhinphyckian heritage. She knew there were old Humans and similar Humanoids that patrolled the galaxy still, some with crippling defects; so long as they had the Force as their ally. But as Polangio pointed out any life was too short. Padawan Learners can die; they were no more immortal than their Masters. She knew Obi-Wan Kenobi could have died just as easily as Qui-Gon Jinn had on Naboo at the hands of the Sith Lord. And Enothchild Sarch had died at one hundred and eleven years old.

Her life was going to be short no matter what she did in it. Angelleia told herself, again for what had to be the thousandth time since she had become Zesha’s Padawan, that she better start really listening and really respecting Zesha, for the sooner she could complete her Healer training, the sooner she could start becoming a Jedi, the better a chance she could live up to her two idols.
