CHAPTER 32.0
The way back to New Paradasia wasn’t all bad for Nowen and the rest, hitching a ride on a bantha-drawn wagon; Ogwa most certainly didn’t just randomly pick the planet, not when their were banthas abound; banthas, even the most wild one saved for the rabid and enraged, were easy to tame and domesticate. On the way back with Ogwa’s insistence Nowen read the mission dossier Bandre had uploaded to his computer system to get caught up on ‘the story’. It featured the standard bullshit from the previous time they had to read an intelligence report on the Vhinech on the way to Sanctuary to save Lady Angelleia and the whole conflicted, two-minded lot of Force sensitive beings that resided in their care today.
The Vhinech were creatures that had suddenly come into being roughly a thousand years ago on the planet Vhanba, home of the once mighty but now extinct Vhinphyc. Vhinech, the majority of them born in the beginning and during the past millennia from Vhinphyc wombs, were an unexplainable evolutionary event that defied nature for at random they were different species from different parts of the galaxy, from Human to Rodian to Bothan to Wookiee, and it went on and on; practically the whole Republic was represented at one time or another. What made them even more unique was their immediate association with the Force; no Vhinech was ever born Forceless. These facts coupled with the realties of the Vhinphyc’s nature fears of the unknown and there suspicious, racist nature towards other creatures in the galaxy put the Vhinech immediately behind the death card, and for a thousand years the Vhinphyc did everything they could to eradicate and eliminate the Vhinech race.
Roughly twenty years ago the Jedi Knight Jurivicious Pern went to Vhanba at first as a diplomat, but in time he became the Vhinech’s teacher of the Force power they couldn’t readily comprehend of using properly. In just eight years the Vhinech succeeded where the Vhinphyc had failed, the new breed wiping out the old guard with a combination of tactics, the Force, and a horrific ‘restocking’ program. Pern had made a deal with the Hutts to supply the depleted Vhinech lot with beings from all over the galaxy; slaves mostly from Hutt owned worlds, but some of them were kidnapped people from Republic worlds, male and female, and they were all made to supply their new masters with the means to produce new life. Pern and the rest of the Vhinech hierarchy gave the rape victims a religious terminology to describe them -- Giver of Life -- and spun a political explanation that since the Republic had refused to help the Vhinech then the Republic was just as guilty as the Vhinphyc, and therefore it was merely retribution they were collecting. Currently a significant minority of the youngest adults in New Paradasia were offspring from Givers of Life according to the Guardian’s own census data. Through the practice, up to the Vhinech Order’s defeat at Evramora -- a Nubian colony -- nearly twelve years ago, Pern had managed to build the population -- and in short an army of Force users -- up to half a million.
The Battle of Evramora ended with a devastating, planet destroying bang that wiped out all but five thousand or so Vhinech. Most of those Vhinech surrendered at the behest of the remaining Vhinech Magus -- good Magus if they were such a thing in Nowen’s opinion -- and agreed to a peace treaty drawn up by the Grand Jedi Master Yoda and the Vhinphyc Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch several months later to safely secure them to both punish and to protect the Vhinech. It was believed that the Vhinech as a species was never given a natural chance, that they were thrust into the modern now with no comprehension. The fact that they were victims of a thousand years of genocidal atrocities weighed in their favor for mercy. Thus they were essentially marooned on a world with no technology or means to exist in a modern way, with no ships or means to communicate with the rest of the galaxy, so the Vhinech may find their way on their own. In theory, if all went well, the Vhinech would find their way back into the universal fold after many years.
Unfortunately for the Vhinech their old leader Magus Prophet had other plans for them, using Lady Angelleia to find Sanctuary for him. So did the Trade Federation, feeling compelled to settle old scores thanks to King Veruna giving them Sanctuary’s location shortly after the king had sent his forces and the Order of Guardians to the hidden world. Now they were here, thousands and thousands of light years far away from the known galaxy, all things nearly back to normal with the nearly four thousands beings left from the exodus.
Nowen glossed over the rest of it, and indifferently closed the file. He would surely hear a recap from Ogwa; the old man wanted to see him later on tonight to discuss matters. After all Nowen was one of his best pupils…or something else was going to be discussed.

After showering and having his armor disinfected, Nowen put it back on and skipped the offer of local clothing most of his fellow Guardians who were off duty were in favor of wearing. He ate the local food because he was sick of the rations and there wasn’t much rations left, got some rest, and when the time came he left Fort Angelleia and walked up the path into Little Mountain. Ogwa had moved out of the security field of the fort to a modest cottage the Vhinech had built for him where it overlooked everything from it’s elevated position; it was quaint, featuring a large look out post on top of the roof, the fine folks of New Paradasia having built it for the old Nubian in half a day.

“I didn’t ask for it,” said Ogwa long after he had let Nowen in. He made tea from ration packs for the both of them, and then he had lead the younger man up to the look out to have a look around and talk some more. Nowen took a moment to close the hatch as Ogwa lit an oil lamp with a photo spark. The leader of the Guardians didn’t look it with the maesa on; it was a Path garment, commonly worn by worshippers that practiced the Path regularly. “But the Vhinech people here were insistent. A reward for saving them with the warriors I had trained, or so they say. I have to admit though I wasn’t thrilled of the idea of spending the rest of my life waking up in a Rapier Tech Instafort.”
Nowen smiled a little, remembering that the man most called Oggie with affection had given up a lot just like everyone else. The old man was expected to step down from the leadership post until the Guardians lost their right to protect people; again, no thanks to King Veruna. Now…  “Miss the grandkids?”
“Terribly,” admitted Ogwa with regret. “But with this my final assignment I assure a peaceful galaxy for them. At least where it comes to the Vhinech that is.”
“Never know when the Trade Federation would want to start a war,” half joked Nowen.

“It’s a new year soon. New year, new problems. At least the Vhinech will not be such a problem; war or political wise.” Ogwa sipped his tea and began to gesture about. “New Paradasia. Straight to the east, follow the river until you see it no more.” Nowen looked out and could see for miles and miles, realizing for the first time that New Paradasia was quite extensive in its borders. Every home had ten acres of land for farming, so in one fell swoop that followed the line of the Hardship River there were fire lights that seem to go to the end of the known earth. 

Ogwa continued to speak. Nowen did not interrupt. “Vhinech Valley nearby on the north side of the river, the Posspel Valley on the south side. South of Posspel, the cattle lands of Flat Rock, and further down River Delta township.” He turned and gestured upward at the large, skyward land mass. “Little Mountain, home of nearly half of all the Vhinech here.”
Nowen couldn’t dispute that; he could see a lot of concentrations of fire light through the trees and in the clearings on the visible side of the mountain, stretching as high as he could possibly see; lots of chimney smoke as well. He asked, “So what’s their story?”

“Much of the people of Little Mountain have the Vhinech’s bane,” said Ogwa with some sadness and regret. “They lost loved ones. Children. So much at Sanctuary its rather difficult for them to live with themselves let alone all of us. They find it best to be on the mountain.”
“Seclusion, sure, but why not the plains to the west. Put the mountain range between them and the others?”

Ogwa shrugged his shoulders and frowned. “Its hard to say why exactly they chose the mountain. Maybe it’s some Vhinphyckian instinct that is lingering in them; Vhanba was practically one big mountain range surface wise. When in trouble, go home to familiar surroundings. It may have to do with religion, and with them you will find no others strongly committed to the Path.”

“Salvation to cure what ills them,” said Nowen half convinced. He looked out towards the southern side of the mountain when he heard what sounded like a chisel being used. “So how often do these people kill themselves up there?”

There was a bit of silence from behind him. Finally Ogwa said, “We do a once a month sweep up there. We usually find one dead on average. Suicides, yes. Others…like the Jedi have said about them the Vhinech’s minds fight a war against one another like no other. When a side wins, the body usually loses.”

Nowen nodded in agreement, but by no means was his sympathetic. Better them than him. He gestured with his head towards the faint lights on the mountain side he had been looking at. “What exactly is going on there?”

“That,” began Ogwa as he joined Nowen on his left side, “is going to be the new Steps of Eternity. The original holy city of Paradasia, on Vhanba, had the first Steps. They were originally used as a means to reach the ancient palace of Presence when she was empress. Later the palace was deconstructed down to a Path convent, the dead of Vhanba were buried into the steps.
“It was an idea that bore fruit on Sanctuary but mountains nearby were too steep and too hard. Too wooded. Here they can chisel from the rock itself. It will take them years for sure; not all of them can afford to work on it.”

“Being that it’s on the mountain, isn’t Little Mountain involved?” wondered Nowen. “I mean what are they doing on the mountain other than sulking in despair.”
“They’re working here and there, and yes some do work on the Steps. In fact it’s usually mountain citizens working on it at night.”

“And no others?”

Ogwa smiled, but this smile was one that told Nowen that he was about to cover some serious ground he found very unattractive. He bet it was the ugly woman known as politics, and in short time Ogwa proved him right. “There are. To some extent though they are using their helping hands here to get gravity and mass to their own agendas and issues. Motivation based on old ways.”

Nowen understood a little and said, “There was a danger in the pre-attack assessment on Sanctuary that the memory caps of certain violent Vhinech would be opened.”

“Yes, Master Enothchild Sarch and the Army of Light feared such a danger when they used the Force to alter the memories and perceptions of everyone.” Ogwa eyed Flat Rock especially hard when he continued, telling Nowen quite a bit. “Even the friendliest of Vhinech were not happy to learn what had happened to them and their free will. But at the time it was deemed necessary in order to change the warrior-like behavior the Vhinech lived by for decades.”
“Problems?” questioned Nowen.

Ogwa shook his head. “Not in a battle or physical sense. Politically its been a pain in the ass. The hardest of hardliners is Ryax, the Wookiee-Vhinech that lead team Flat Rock today on the field. He’s very outspoken and demanding, starting when we appointed Nerdi K’ul’ui leader of the township. Since then every little thing is Ryax’s big problem.” Ogwa drew close and continued. “Ryax supposedly had ties to Magus Parable as a Study, or apprentice; a part of her counterintelligence group. However most of the survivors here were a huge portion of that group and don’t necessarily recall him as a Study for Parable. A few have claimed he was once part of Magus Prophet’s special forces unit.”
Nowen shifted a bit uneasily upon hearing that, and at the same time he was curious. Most of what remained of Prophet’s units remained with him and continued the war after Evramora against the Republic. He took a few on during the ground battle on Sanctuary and had to admit he needed help against one; they were very well trained and very relentless. He said, “You think he’s clandestine ops?”
“Thought crosses my mind everyday,” said Ogwa. “There’s been at least five incidences. Two attempts to gauge the borders and our other strengths.” He was referring to the MITES projection arrays. “The deaths were explained away by Magus Orrick; he took care of two such incidences personally. The others were simple: Vhinech losing their mind we had no choice but to use extreme prejudice. Every time they were Vhinech from different townships and not just Flat Rock, and none of them had any known associations with Ryax. But he acts too indifferent to it all. Orrick is looking for any excuse to end him because he almost knows it’s him behind these tricks, but Ryax is too praised and appreciative by others. We just have to bide out time and wait him to make a mistake, and then we will deal with Ryax and whoever is behind him.”

Nowen frowned a little and said, “Well playing sports is a great place to start. Another loss and maybe he’ll get so mad he do something stupid.”

“Oh,” was Ogwa’s immediate reaction to Nowen’s reaction. “You disapprove of what we are doing here? I’m intrigued, tell.”
Nowen didn’t realize that he gave off the impression so easily. Yes, he disapproved of a lot of things. “I don’t think it’s my place to say.”

Ogwa set his tea cup down and said, “It is since I approved and encouraged every single one of these ideas personally. So let’s have it, Nowen. Start wherever you like.”

“All right.” Nowen set his tea cup down. Guardians had normally disagreed with the headmaster, but whenever Ogwa learned of it he was willing to debate the issue whether or not the opposition wanted to. Frankly Nowen didn’t want to talk about it more. Ogwa’s blue eyes dared him though. “These people committed unspeakable crimes, the worst in history.”
Ogwa held up a hand and injected, “Are you referring to what they had done in the whole or what they had done at Evramora?”

Nowen spat out quickly, “All that they done.” Of course he knew that didn’t fly too high in Ogwa’s opinion. But his reasons were a story for another day. “Some of their victims are still here.”

“A fewer than ‘some’, Nowen,” injected Ogwa. “They even have the township leadership roles.”
Nowen waved that fact aside with a hand swipe. “The fact is these people were either directly involved or knew about the kidnappings and rapes and murders and forced births of innocent civilians. They should be prowling back and forth in a cage, not being allowed to live freely like this.”
Ogwa looked around the night and said, “They are imprisoned. Just in a very big cell. If you can point to me one instance where they live as freely as they desire than by all means make the point.”

“Why should they be able to do anything!” Nowen’s frustration had reached peak. “They kidnapped innocent people and enslaved them. They took over an entire planetary colony. They did everything they could to kill those who were sent to save Evramora and nearly won. Yet here they are playing games, living in community, worshipping a deity long dead that probably would have despised them and doing what they want to do. How in the hell is that punishment?”

“There is no excusing what most of these Vhinech had done, no question. Why do you think they’re here and not, say, closer to the Republic? Because without question it would be foolish to assume that all the Vhinech here want peace. Marooning them as a society made sense to protect the Republic as well as to protect them. In time, such hatreds on both sides would cool and die.” Ogwa always stood tall when he spoke, for slouching was never appropriate when having a serious conversation. It was also a measure of how seriously committed he was to what he believed in, and that he wasn’t going to back down. “I ask, though, what would you have done with the children? To make it easier for you I’m not counting the ones old enough to pick up arms.”
Nowen chuckled a bit and leaned himself over the railing. How many times had he heard Ogwa shoot that counter roadblock in discussions. When he looked over his shoulder he noted that the headmaster was still waiting for an answer, so he gave him one. “Force sensitive children? Give them to the Jedi. Have them trained. Make good use of them.”

“Ah yes, so easy,” said Ogwa with convincing tones. “Never mind the obvious problems of attachment. The children older than one would never been trained by the Jedi even if there were enough Jedi Masters to train them. And how many of their initiates reach the Padawan level, age twelve, Nowen? Out of the hundreds taken to the Jedi Order as babies how many get past age six Jedi learning?” He folded his hands behind his back, feeling he had the upper hand. “There were nearly ten thousand active Jedi the last I checked, Nowen, and the Jedi have been around longer than we have. Why are their numbers so small when new recruits outnumber the Jedi that die every year? Or outnumber the dead in a ten year stretch?”
“Jedi training is tough, like Guardian training.”

“Again so easy.” Ogwa shook his head. Nowen didn’t like his own answers either because they were so weak. The turnover rates for Jedi Knights were not enough to even accommodate the infusion of new Initiates every year or over a period of time when the number of Jedi had only grown at a net gain of a hundred in a thirty year period based on research the Republic had done that he had seen. That was a hundred out of over a thousand Initiates that began their Jedi life at the beginning of that thirty year period with the average time of Jedi training completion taking twenty-two years. 

“So when most of the Vhinech children wash out, the ones that did not do anything wrong,” started Ogwa again, “where do they go?”
“Wherever the rest of the Jedi washouts go,” countered Nowen. “If such a place existed. No one knows where it is. If not, then hey: have them rejoin the rest of their people.”

“Responsible until you reach that gray area known as due process, Nowen,” shot Ogwa back.
“Look, maybe you’re right and maybe I’m wrong,” Nowen shot back hard, no longer wanting to debate the topic anymore. “But personally I rather see these people actually do some hard time for what they had done. They sorta lived this way on Vhanba even with technology so this isn’t any hardship. And we’re looking able to help them so the idea of self sufficiency goes out the hatch. Face it you’re not going to change my mind, Oggie.”

Nowen felt Ogwa’s measuring eyes when he turned away. Still, the headmaster didn’t give up. “Since it is personal for you I won’t try.” He could sense Ogwa grow closer, then saw him lean over the rail by his side. “Bringing you along was a mistake.”

“I was coming,” Nowen stated flatly. “Whether you wanted me to come or not I was coming to make sure these people serve out the punishment they agreed to. I don’t like it, but I can live with it a little that they’re not walking around totally free.”
Ogwa sighed a little. “Well…I did want the best on this mission. Those who knew the stakes and were willing to sacrifice their lives in the sense that they’ll never see their love ones again. Go to the places they want to go. Do other things. But they came having agreed that there was a bigger and more important picture than them.” He looked at him side long. “I had hoped you would be much more mature than this.” 

Nowen looked at him with some confusion; there’s was a lot more going on in that statement than the old man was willing to admit to at first. Ogwa continued. “Most of my brightest pupils are here. You. Tibias Thunter. Meggie Tanuaght. Consa Namerrie. You all were the first ones I called when I put this operation together. And that was the exact order of call I might add.”
Nowen felt his ego get a little stoked. “You called me first.” The old man nodded his head. “Awfully big of you. Contradictory with what you just said a few minutes ago about me being a mistake.”

“Because I had believed back then that despite what had occurred in your past you had demonstrated tremendous fortitude and task thinking that was on par with both Thahadas.” That was saying a lot coming from Ogwa, a man that had trained a considerable number of Guardians long before he became headmaster of the Order and had seen the best. Mir Thahada, before he had gone rogue, was considered the exception to the rules of expectation when he surpassed such expectations; Muriel Thahada blew the doors off the requirements for being at the top of the class. “Still like them you had your baggage and the risks linked to them. But I’m like a compulsive gambler, I can’t help to roll those dice.”
Nowen muttered to that, “And what do you think of that roll? Sounds like I’m snake eyes to you?” To be honest with himself he honestly did feel that way after having a mirror like Ogwa Newhausen show him all the flaws. Still he saw nothing wrong in his beliefs. “I don’t like how things are going, but I’m not going to drag it out. I’m going to do the job, Oggie, you can count on me to do it.”
“We’ll see.” Ogwa stood up and looked ready to dish out authority, prompting Nowen to stand back up again. “You and your group have the week off to rest up before I give them assignments. I all ready have an assignment for you; you start it when you rest up.”

Nowen shook his head and said, “With all due respect, sir, I want to start it tomorrow.” With what Ogwa had noted just now he was very eager, bordering on offended, to prove the headmaster wrong. Besides he wouldn’t want to give Ogwa the idea that he was plotting revenge with the time off…
…though…

“Very well. I let Nandia Orfantan know that our educational liaison will be reporting to her school tomorrow.”

With the suddenly feeling of having his testicles removed with plankton snips Nowen went from one foot to the other with indifference to the news. “Liaison officer? I’m doing nose wiping duty!”

Ogwa smiled and gave Nowen a cheerful slap on the shoulder. “I want my best man on that job, Nowen. Your assignment is to keep an eye on the educational process, making sure what the Vhinech are suppose to learn are being taught that and not something else. Also you will be sitting in on closed door hearings with the township leaders with me. The timings perfect for another closed meeting has been called for tomorrow night.”
“I’m…I’m a fricking administrator?” Nowen snapped his fingers and pointed at Ogwa with a shaking index. “It’s because you think I’m going to learn to like these people? Ha!”

Ogwa leaned in and whispered, “Vhinech.” Nowen looked at him a bit oddly. “Learn to say Vhinech; it takes less time to say than ‘these people’ all the time.” Ogwa walked over to the hatch and began to descend down the steps. “Lighten up, Nowen: this place needs bureaucrats too.”

“Swell,” remarked Nowen dryly as he followed his mentor down. “twelve years of training and warfare and now I’m a paper pusher. Great!” Worse, he had to sit around and make sure children were spelling words right or wiping their butts? This mission he wasn’t thrilled to be on couldn’t have gotten any more worse.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 32.1

Often, it was hard for any child to go to school. It was often hard for the parents too, watching their young ones go and begin a new phase of their lives and development. For Mathaniel Jarvis he was finding out this fact was seemingly all too true.
“NNNNNNNNNNOOOOOO! NO, NO, NO, NO!” Wobble’s childish cries began as soon as one of the Little Mountain children Mathaniel had asked nicely not to say the word ‘school’ had done so near the top of the mountain. His task as a Study was to escort the children, and a considerable number of adults who worried over their children and also needed to learn how to read, down to the school house in the Valleys United district; such protections were for those Vhinech who were fearful of the worst under their current mental circumstances. By the time he had physically dragged poor Wobble half way down the mountain the school bell was ringing, so he encouraged the others to go on without he and Wobble, promising that Study Blanket was going to be waiting for them at the bottom of the mountain.

“You…have…to…go….it’s for…your…own…good…” struggled Mathaniel, now trying to pry Wobble from a fence post, his neck and arms and legs wrapped around it. He was still sore from yesterday’s battrition match, but he doubted that even at full strength he would have had a struggle getting his friend to go anyways. Wobble had grabbed every little outcropping, every post, every rock, and anything else that looked tied, sealed, locked, and imprinted down. A few Vhinech and a few Guardians in passing had a laugh at his expense as well. “You…gotta…learn…some stuff.”
“They will open my head and brand letters on my brains,” cried Wobble, who was slowly losing his grip. “Learning burns in impressions!”

“You screwball….that’s a figure of speech!” Mathaniel finally got Wobble loose from the post and both feel backwards hard in the dusty, dry dirt. He got up and did the best he could to brush off his navy blue Magus robe -- which was really a cobbled together patchwork of blankets. Wobble remained definitely seated, pouting, looking about ready to cry. Sighing he finally played his trump card. “You want to go without dessert for two weeks?” Wobble shook his head. “Then be a brave little guy and come on all ready. Look, I won’t let them open up your head, okay? There will be other pups and kits there. You’ll see, they won’t have their heads open.” 

Wobble shyly got up, and Mathaniel took him by the hand. “That’s it, Wobble. We’ll make it there.” He sighed with great relief on that fact; the school house was only a few meters away from where he had wrestled with Wobble. “They’ll probably have finger painting.” That news seemed to light up Wobble’s spirits, so Mathaniel prayed hard that they did have some form of art or he would hear it from his friend for a month.
Entering the school house the two found the essentially rectangular construction filled with a mixture of children and adults of all lines of ages sitting or standing around the place, their attentions affixed towards the front of the single room building; more children than adults, and the adults weren’t just from Little Mountain and they weren’t just there for moral support.

“You’re very late.” The voice of the Guardian Nowen broke Mathaniel’s focus. He didn’t expect any Guardian to be here, much less this particular one. “What kept ya?”

“Him,” gestured Mathaniel to Wobble. The Qurren-Vhinech broke free to go sit down with a bunch of Little Mountain children that were begging for him to sit with them. “He thinks school is torture.”

Nowen chuckled a little and said, “I can’t blame him really.” He gestured towards the front and let Mathaniel listen…

Nandia Orfantan stroll past her fellow teacher aides and took a large sign from one of them. She held it up, the word written in Republic Basic, and said loudly, “Now, repeat after me this word. CAN’T.” Everyone involved in the lesson did. She continued this first with the smallest of children, than to the adults who had a harder time trying to convince themselves to say it. This went on for a minute, and then it was on to, “WON’T.”
“See,” mused Nowen with boredom. “Can’t see the need for it when you folks can speak.”
Mathaniel couldn’t believe the insincerity of the man. He quietly countered back, “Most of my people learned how to construct a bomb before they could even speak Vhinphyckian, Guardian. Some of these people here don’t know how to read, and worse they thought their children shouldn’t either. War robbed them of learning, made them susceptible to the lies spread by the Savior Pern and his minions. It’s more about reading than speaking if you haven’t noticed.”

Nowen looked down on him figuratively, appearing impressed. “Well not all appear to have a problem, do they?” He gave Mathaniel’s Magus robe a little tug. “Then again, history shows, it pays to know someone or be related to someone high up in the social order, does it Magus?”

“I’m not a Magus yet,” Mathaniel corrected him. He didn’t like the insinuation that he got some kind of preferential treatment because of who or what he was. “And my parents saw to it that I know things.”
“And amongst all those hundreds of thousands of Vhinech what made your parents all the more special than the next group?” Nowen gave him a quizzical look that was short of condescending.

Mathaniel deflected it. “Don’t talk to me. Why are you here anyways?”

“Educational liaison. Believe me, I’m not thrilled by the job. I’m getting tortured today by this philosophical study on contractions.”
With the discussion thankfully over, Mathaniel had a good mind to find another place to stand. However Wobble kept catching his eye; he was afraid the Quaren-Vhinech would do something to embarrass him again, not harm anyone; anyone with a descent heart knew Wobble would never be a threat. Sure enough Wobble began to dance his head back and forth, left to right and right to left; the children pretended to hit his head as if it were a ball, batting it back and forth between each other. The action made them giggle and prompted Wobble to laugh joyously and loudly.
“Wobble,” pleaded Mathaniel quietly, feeling his pride drop a notch. If it weren’t embarrassing he would laugh, but a few others were taking notice of his friend, and then him. “Wobble, stop it. You look ridiculous.” He noted Nowen the Guardian was smirking a bit, and this time it made him a little mad. “Wobble!”
“Dear me!” Everything stopped when Nandia spoke aloud, stopping her teaching and eyeing the situation with her blue eyes. “What on this unnamed planet is going on?” She walked down a thin, clear aisle towards Wobble and the children playing with his head; they had stopped, but Wobble kept flaying his head all around slowly. The sounds of her heavy shoes scraping the wooden floor close by finally brought the misunderstood Vhinech to a stop save for his giggling. She smiled and said, “Wobble, you naughty boy, are you causing trouble?”

“Nah, Teacher, I cause no trouble,” said Wobble with a head shake and a chuckle.

Mathaniel stepped forward because he felt that Wobble was going to get kicked out of the class, perhaps for good. “I’m sorry, Misses Orfantan. I should have been keeping a tighter check on him.”
“That’s quite all right, Study Mathaniel,” she said with a smile. She eyed Wobble carefully. “All children do learn from their mistakes.” She then sent an eye towards an unsuspecting person: Nowen. “Too bad those adults who do know better don’t.”

Nowen finally realized she was talking about him, doing a double take after he was busy looking out a window. The Vhinech in the school house laughed shortly. He looked around with half a smile and asked, “What?” That brought forth a little more laughter. “I’m sorry.”
All the blonde did was shake her head, turn, and left Nowen still a little befuddled at what just happened. To be honest Mathaniel was as well, but he found himself not so embarrassed now with someone else looking like the fool. He noted Wobble paying extra special attention to the teacher when she looked at him again, and then she continued on with her teaching.

“The shortening of words has been a staple of galactic society since the Republic formed and agreed on a primary speaking language; a language, known as Basic, that many of some of your representative species can’t speak.” When the mumbling and rumbling died down from the adults, Nandia continued. “As a society some find contractions to be the quickest and easiest way to express anything.”
An adult Rodian-Vhinech raised his suction cupped hand, and spoke when Nandia pointed to him. “Is word speech so shortly considered…dark? Because it is…I mean it’s so easy?”
That brought a laugh from the rest of the room, and even Nandia smiled. Mathaniel said aloud confidently, “Talking in short sentences does not lead you down the path of the dark side, Brother.” Knowing that it came from the Study caused another round of laughter and applause.
Nandia gestured graciously towards Mathaniel and said, “Well…if you say so, Study Mathaniel…” The others chuckled again, all except Nowen who just smirked. Once again her blue eyes tracked the Guardian down. Mathaniel couldn’t help to follow along. “You disagree, Mister Nowen?”

Everyone looked at him again, and so Nowen held up his hands and said, “Hey, ignore me: I’m a fly on the wall.”
“Flies often buzz so loudly you can’t ignore them. You seem to have a high, thoughtful opinion on the subject, and since I can’t swat you like the fly that you are, I think you should share your thoughts on this. Help us poor simpletons understand.”

Mathaniel thought that was cute, but in some ways he felt a little insulted. What impressed him next was the Guardian’s ability to snap his fingers with that unusual body armor gloves on. Nowen grimaced a little and said, “You know…that’s funny you should put it like that. Home grown Coruscians like to look at folks high above in their metallic towers and say such things.”

The term meant very little to Mathaniel, but he had a feeling from a few in the group that it meant something and some ways it was viewed in a bad light. He heard a few thoughts drift through the Force: she is from Coruscant? As far as Mathaniel knew, and it honestly wasn’t much, he didn’t know Nandia all that well; he and his family had rarely interacted with the others on Sanctuary, so he was unaware of all the players and ‘scuttlebutt’ as his father enjoys saying. Magus Orrick did instruct him to learn about the players in the village, the politics of the environment in which he was going to be protecting once, if ever, he completed his training.

“Was it the accent that gave me away?” questioned Nandia.

“Pretty much,” said Nowen with a nod. He began looking uninterested again. “The attitude though sold you out.”
“Okay, then, you must have done a lot. Seen a lot. Tell us, Mister Nowen, what does a warrior such as yourself know about proper language speak in the common universe?”

Realizing that no one was going to let him get away from the subject, and Mathaniel counted himself as one of them by drawing closer and crossing his arms, the Guardians leaned back against the wall and no longer looked fearful or embarrassed or intimidated. That bothered Mathaniel how so easily such a man with little tolerance for anyone could achieve such high ground of calm and clarity; especially without the Force.

Nowen cleared his throat once and began. “I have seen the well to do and those who are the most astute of intellectuals who proclaim that they have the best interests of the little people of the galaxy, without fail and with purpose, lift their nose up to those who use short cuts in sentences. About twelve hundred years ago a man named Fogdeander Ituly, a language philosopher, wrote a paper that condemned him on several worlds where such opinions were revered because he not only theorized but was able to prove that the social hierarchies of the Republic had purposefully altered school programs to dumb students, from mathematics to science to reading to, this subject, language skills and structure.
“In this particular instance he was able to find a correlation between spoken word and success. Those who used too many contractions or verbal short cuts in writing or speech were less likely to gain employment or achieve greater status if they find such employment. Banking institutions doubted their sincerity because, simply put, those trying for loans were looking to fill out ‘loan apps’.
“However Ituly also discovered the flip side of that problem: those who spoke long winded all the time made themselves look like they were trying to hard to please superiors. Or, say the social circumstances is not an institution but an establishment where alcohol is served: such ways of speech limit the ability of one’s gains at such a place. 
“Ultimately, Ituly concluded that speech/writing comprehension and application is based on organization, or rather who wished to control that particular organization. By dummying down people, and then continuing the dummying down when those children have children of their own when they grow up, those in control ensure little competition to their status and social structure for there will be little to no one able to compete with their level of knowledge and comprehension. Whew, thank you I yield the floor.” 
There was a blinking eye silence in the place. Mathaniel himself…thought he understood it. Then again he took one look at Wobble, who was quietly staring out the window and drooling and somehow felt the same way. For a man with short sighted views, or at least that’s how Mathaniel looked at him as, he was very knowledgeable. Nowen also destroyed that myth that warriors like Nowen knew the ins and outs of his weapons, his armor, and his technology but never their brain as it reflected the rest of the universe. The Human proved him dead, dead wrong.

Nandia raised her eyebrows, looked at everyone, and asked, “Did everyone get that?”

Nowen cut in and said, “It means regardless what you learn, regardless if someone knows more than you do, its how everyone views you when you use it.” He looked to the Vhinech that had asked the question earlier about short words and the dark side of the Force being related. “Yes, sometimes shorter words and sentences do the work of the dark side. The phrase ‘execute them’ pretty much sums it up quickly don’t it?” He looked back at Nandia. “Or are we working with ‘doesn’t’?”
Mathaniel couldn’t mistake the man’s contempt. There was a lot of insinuation going on towards the end and it was directed at his people. But yet some of it was thrown right at Nandia as well. It didn’t phase her; she turned and changed the subject to mathematics. Still, the Study found himself splitting his attention between Wobble and Nowen, more unsure than before about the man. He didn’t like him.

Wobble looked up at Nowen, tried to tug his armored leg. When he got the Guardian’s attention he said, “I got it. If you speak like a zebra mussel, you only attract zebra mussels.”

Nowen looked confused, and then finally said, “Ah…yeah. Yeah, that’s right there…swab head.”

Wobble smiled brightly, cheered a little, and barked out, “Do I get a cookie!”  If anything out of the day for Mathaniel, at least the dumbest being on the planet made the smartest one look like his equal. Question was which one was the smart one.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 32.2

After enduring an eternity -- three more hours of learning that went all over the galaxy figuratively -- in the Vhinech’s school that had gotten progressively hotter in temperature more than temperament, Nowen spent the rest of the day chatting with the other Guardians off duty before being notified that the non-public meeting for tonight was still on. Well past sunset Nowen found Ogwa in the main assembly chamber of Fort Angelleia where the private town meetings took place; otherwise the meetings occurred in the center of town if weather permitted.
“Well, how was school,” Ogwa asked with mirth and a grin. It was like a father asking his son about his first day.

“Odd,” was Nowen’s only certain answer to it. Although he never gave it hard thought it had been bothering him in the back of his mind; if it hadn’t it wouldn’t have come to the fore front of his thinking when Ogwa asked. “The whole set up is a bit all over the place. The adults didn’t stay long. At least the kids acted like kids.” Someone caught his attention, or rather a bunch of them: Studies of Magus Orrick had entered the chamber with the Tigra-Vhinech shooting a glance in his direction. “Well, they almost acted like kids. Look, just what exactly am I doing there?”
Ogwa held up a finger and said, “You’ve figured it out.”

“No.”

Ogwa looked at him. “Come on, Nowen, you must have seen it. You wouldn’t have asked me that.”

“I’m being honest with you, Oggie, what exactly is my job and what do you mean ‘must have seen it’?” The old man lead the both of them to seats situated just behind five elevated chairs where the township leaders and Magus Orrick sat. “They pretty much treated me like a class clown today. Is that what I am?”
“Of course not,” assured Ogwa seriously. “Nandia in fact appreciated what you did when we talked earlier this afternoon. You did your part beautifully.”

Some of it now finally clicked in Nowen’s memory cache. He crossed his arms and said sidelong, “You used me…to help the Vhinech learn?”

“No, Nandia used you.” Ogwa leaned towards him more, as if he wanted to keep it a secret. “The Vhinech learn like we do, but it doesn’t stick well because of necessity. They’ve been born and raised for thousands of years in a constantly hostile environment, to which only conflict applied to simple tasks make sense to them on a primitive level. Much like us who have grown up in the Republic we rely on visual stimuli to learn. It’s all the same principal. It all comes down to whether or not its necessary to remember certain things with them.”

“You mean to tell me that they only learn when people are yelling at one another?” cracked wise Nowen.

“Yes, but here it won’t be shouting arguments or bloody knife duels to explain biology. It will be by philosophical debate with equal strands of knowledge and researchable references.”
Nowen began to understand it, but it still irked him that he was tricked this way. When he saw Nandia Orfantan it came out, but directed towards Ogwa. “So this was her lame brain idea?”

Ogwa smiled again and said, “Well, she figures you won’t get hurt by the locals if all you are is the designated con in a  pro-con debate.”
“Swell.” The woman noted him and gave him a small smile. Nowen tried to smile but it looked too much like a condescending smirk. “She hates me.”

“Oh that too.” Nowen looked at Ogwa. “That was the other reason why she thought of you when it came to the liaison position.”

“Coruscant citizens always want somebody to do something for them,” remarked Nowen dryly.

“True.” Ogwa leaned in more as everyone in the room settled in. “But as you will learn tonight by watching these secured proceedings is that your presence negates discourse that may develop at the school. In this environment it is the only time we will have a say in the direct administrative affairs of the people.”

Nowen understood after a few moments of thought and like his mentor he sat back as the secured proceedings began. A lot of it at the start was filled with prayer, to their Holy Savior Presence who protected them and wished them well. They went right to the proceedings, which were for the most part small reports and debates in regards to Vhinech citizens desiring to be known by their birth names; a movement, Ogwa explained to him quietly, that was spurred on by their exodus to this particular word and the need to feel that they were not living as slaves and objects.
For centuries when the Vhinphyc oppressed the Vhinech and did not kill them they were identified and catalogued by simple, one word names that weren’t names; such a process was designed to make the Vhinech nothings, or in a noun sense made them things more than persons. When the Vhinech began to fight back they began to name their offspring in the same fashion as a form of defiance, a badge of honor; by accepting such naming practices they felt they were taking the power of identity away from the Vhinphyc. The problem with such naming practices was the limits of what to name a Vhinech when nearly all the names were taken. This became more problematic, for example, when two were named Proper, but one was a Bothan-Vhinech and the other was a Rodian-Vhinech. They did not dare name one the first and the other the second; not when their offspring would surely adopt their namesakes. 

Most of the fully adult Vhinech over thirty years of age were one or two generations removed from their Vhinphyckian ancestry. Such first generation Vhinech were born and given Vhinphyckian names but lost those names in the name of the Vhinech cause. They remembered their names, or the names of their ancestry they had long ago separated from, and wanted to reconnect to that heritage. It was another way for them to connect themselves more and more to the Path, to the original intentions of the religion before they were saturated with Jurivicious Pern’s need to twist it and Magus Prophet’s desire to alter it to cater to his wants.
Once the names deal was put to rest the room grew tense. The doors opened and once they closed the tall, hairy figure of Ryax the Wookiee-Vhinech stepped into the well lit central partition of the meeting chamber. He did not look happy, but Nowen had his doubts that Ryax was here to challenge Little Mountain’s battrition win. He remembered Ogwa’s fears, and sure enough things clicked even more. If Ryax was going to stir trouble into the tension pot one of those places could very well be the Vhinech’s school. Having a non-Vhinech there generated a big problem for Ryax if so, for Nowen wasn’t going to let any matters go unchallenged like ‘people with same likes’ would. In fact Nowen bet his paycheck -- if they were receiving pay in hand that is -- that someone told Ryax of him. It made him wonder if the Vhinech, who had no authority standing, was here to question his appointment.
“The Council of Towns recognize Ryax of Flat Rock in these secured proceedings,” said Magus Orrick with authority. While the Force master of the planet remained standing the others on the council sat. “Once again you grace us with what you feel is a serious matter of course that must be recognized.”
“I feel strong that it must be recognized,” said Ryax. “So much so it is incomprehensible why such an imperative substance remains within the shadowy halls of the Nubians. After what we had done to them their prejudices must be lengthy.”

“I do hope you are not spreading such a slander you just uttered,” said Orrick with tension in his voice. It was clear now that Orrick was wise to Ryax; the tension was a reflection of frustration, the desire for the Ewok-Vhinech to catch the much larger, much hairier Vhinech in the act of treason. “If the Nubians did not care they would have let us die under the massive boots of Magus Prophet. Which leads us to what brings you before us this time.”
“The subject of Magus Prophet brings many emotions to our sole and collective minds, my Magus,” said Ryax. There were slight hints of admiration, of reverence when Ryax spoke of the most evil creature the galaxy had ever dealt with since the Sith. “It is truth that he had lead opposing forces against our people at Sanctuary. I do say, as a theory, he had done so because even he could easily be fooled by the Jedi as we were, and assumed we were traitors to the cause.”
“A losing cause for the Vhinech people,” said the mysterious Kinder Blessing; Nowen was curious as to what species the leader of River Delta Township was, but the accent was no help. Just like his clothes of his voice was covered well. “The wrong cause, obeying a man who promised salvation but alas lead the good people struggling to survive to sin.”
“Survival is not a sin, nor is the cause of staying alive a lost,” countered Ryax with contempt towards the former Giver of Life. Although Givers of Life were coveted and protected by those who had obtained them there were many Vhinech back then that did not treat them like precious heirlooms as a lot of Vhinech boasted. This too was a case of one feeling the screws from one they had possibly controlled and not liking it. “Whatever you may think of him, there is no question that before the arrival of the Savior Pern Magus Prophet, then Reverend Prophet, was what kept us from vanishing from the eyes of the galaxy. He had saved our people from the darkness of extinction. He lead our people into a war we should have not won. Into battles we had no right to be in let alone win. He was tireless in our survival and made us realize that we too possessed such instincts.”
Ryax looked into the eyes of the leaders and said, “You may not respect him for what he had represented to you, but to the Vhinech people he was our Morning Sheppard. It is why, on behalf of the peoples of New Paradasia that will not speak loudly, that we be allowed to erect a stone of testament to the honor of Magus Prophet.”
After some voices drifted about the room, mainly from the Studies of Orrick in their little section, Magus Orrick looked to Nerdi K’ul’ui and asked, “Is the leader of Flat Rock Township aware of such a proposal?”

“It is the first I have heard of it,” said Nerdi, with wings fluttering in contempt. He looked to his fellow town man and said, “Save for my Vhinech wife and my children and the good people here that learned and repented against the sins they fostered under the old Vhinech Order I have utter contempt complete with vomiting towards anything of the most recent of the Vhinech’s so-called glorious past.”
Ryax sneered and said, “It is why I did not bring it to your attention. You do not comprehend save for ignorance. For if it were not for Magus Prophet where would you be? Dare answer, and offend the goodness you reap today.”

Nerdi looked ready to explode with fury if Nowen could judge the Jutken’s wing flutters as a sign of rage based on how hard they were beating. Nandia beat Nerdi to the response. “So, as you clearly see it Ryax, if it weren’t for Prophet, and if Nerdi like the rest of us here on this council were not kidnapped, we would not be enjoying this wonderful exile the likes of the Vhinech Order had assured us with their actions.”
There was a long chuckle to that. Nowen forgot how much he disliked Nandia and joined in. It occurred to him -- why it took so long he didn’t know -- that Nandia was just like the other three on the council; normal beings taken from their homes or sold by some Hutt to the Vhinech to be used as breeding stock. He began to wonder with curiosity why, like the other three, they decided to remain with the Vhinech.
“This memorial will depict the times before the fallacy you so despise, Nandia Orfantan. Before this current need by our people to absorb the heritage that had desired them ended. Such pillars which societies were built upon; such figures looked upon as heroes, the people blinded to their faults.” Ryax pointed towards Ogwa and demanded, “Do I bare falsely!”

Ogwa stood up and held his composure within and upon his elderly face; a face shaven clean by the many years of knife use. His mind at times just as razor sharp; Nowen knew a Guardian could not be dulled in any way or a Guardian could be broken.
“You do not, sir,” said Ogwa honestly with kind spirit. “There are many worlds that display the carved heads of heroes. Their accomplishments known and their misdeeds conveniently forgotten. They are easily overlooked, for the good always outweighs the bad in history books. The victors, of course, are always the writers of such books. We the naïve people of belief grab onto the positives of such men and women and never look back. We want that good, therefore we do not need their evil.
“Coruscant’s streets and levels and buildings have all sorts of beings considered poets and scholars and great generals and dutiful justices. Their stories have been told until the faces of the storytellers are blue and the marble black. The longer such stories are told, the harder it is to tell, or even remember, the best at their worst. My home world Naboo has its sins, and some of those sins are lived and taught even today. Even I possess some of those sins in my being, but I dutifully do my best not to pass such things along.

“What makes what you request far different than the examples, Ryax, is that what Prophet did in the past, before Pern, was no less different than what he did with Pern and afterward. You could remember….” Ogwa stopped and held up a hand, “I’m sorry, I mean to say the Vhinech could remember Prophet as a hero, but it would be a heroism that befitted his character: limited to what Magus Prophet wanted his people to see.”
“What do you know of him, Human,” was Ryax’s snappy retort.

“I know enough,” responded Ogwa with a little heat in his voice; he hated to be interrupted, especially when it wasn’t something worth interrupting him. “A man like him who fought so hard to prevent his people’s extinction to just turn around and nearly cause their extinction without one thought of reconsideration is not a hero but a deranged, self serving lunatic.”
Ryax took two steps towards Ogwa, steps that drew him no closer than two steps for they were far apart. Nonetheless Nowen stood up and pulled out his blaster. Ogwa put a hand on the weapon and urged it down. Meanwhile the Studies and the Council of Towns stood up and were ready to protest Ryax’s actions any way they knew how. Magus Orrick held his lightsaber in his hands but did not activate the weapon. He spoke directly at Ryax who stared a hole right through Ogwa; the Guardian headmaster showed and felt no fear. “Brother Ryax! You came here on the pretense of peace. Is your pretense false!”

“He has offended me,” Ryax said with a sneer. “I desire to honor my hero and he besmirches him before me!”

“The night’s young,” said Ogwa with lowering hands. “I must point out as well the terms of the establishment of this new government called for no observances of the Vhinech’s past wrong doings in any subject or form.”
Ryax looked to the Council of Towns, his eyes both filled with anger and with plea. “This is an exemption to that rule!”
“No, Brother Ryax, it is not,” stressed Orrick sternly, putting his lightsaber away. It did not calm Ryax. “Our people’s past crimes will be remembered, but they will be just that: thoughts archived in the minds of those who bore witness to such evil so vile if Presence was here she would have struck us down.”

Ryax threw up his hands, making Nowen imagine grunts and roars and snorts coming from the Wookiee-Vhinech’s mouth instead of the perfectly spoken Basic; it wasn’t that hard because everyone in the room acted as if Ryax was really a Wookiee and no one understood the native language. “So does it mean we do not recognize any of our accomplishments? What of the other Magus who were of the Five?”

This time the reserved and quiet Alouka Jarvis was standing back up and spoke for the first time. “I think you’ve spoken enough about the subject, Ryax. Take a pill and chill.”

“So easy of you to forget your mate, Alouka Jarvis, do you not tell the children she bore for you her fates. Are you ashamed that she was their mother? The ‘criminal’ that she was!”

“That is quite ENOUGH!” This time Orrick wasn’t just out of his chair he was on the table. Kinder Blessing had put firm hands on Alouka’s tensed shoulders, but the Tigra shook them off and assured his friend with a glance he wasn’t going to be stupid. Ryax just held his ground, and if Nowen didn’t know any better he thought the Wookiee-Vhinech was smirking. Ogwa, though, hadn’t taken his eyes off of Ryax and hadn’t sat down, so Nowen couldn’t get any information as to why that came up and cause such a ruckus. But he could see how much of a problem Ryax was; he spoke a pretty loud and pretty mean near truth that touched sensitive nerves.
“We will settle down, now, in the name of peace,” said Orrick with even more authority than before. He looked over to his Studies, all twelve of them of various ages, and said, “Relax and calm. Seated.” He looked all around and the town leaders did so. Alouka was last to sit. Ogwa didn’t sit, so Nowen stayed by his side standing. Orrick ignored them and turned back to Ryax. “There is no call or cause for your tone or outburst. The majority had agreed to this new provision along with this new government. The people agreed to it, swearing their souls to Presence to honor and obey. By her Spirit we will honor it. Your proposal is denied.”
“Second,” said Alouka.

“Third,” said Nerdi, which bought him a stare. “No one goes behind my back to stab me, Ryax. Not my own townsman.”

“And I move that such a proposal never becomes a ballot issue,” said Nandia quickly before a befuddled Ryax could speak. “Second?”

“I second such motion,” said Nerdi.

“Third,” said Kinder Blessing. “We must honor the promise we all made to her Holy Grace Presence.” The Yaltma looked to Ryax. “You must also, Brother. For your own salvation as much as ours. The Vhinech have done so much wrong by aligning themselves with the fouls of the likes of Magus Prophet. This generation has little to salvage. Repent, and perhaps there is a chance to salvage our souls.”

Ryax worked his mouth around, and then he spat on the floor. He looked at every single member of the council and decreed, “Salvage yourselves. Your religion is poison.” He turned and walked out of the chamber, not bothering to return the stares thrown at him.
The proceeding quietly concluded at that moment, and finally Nowen got around to asking Ogwa, “So when do we cease Ryax’s breathing?”

Ogwa looked much more relaxed than he did when Ryax took a few steps in his direction. “We don’t.” Nowen went to speak but Ogwa held up a hand and whispered, “We must know who’s with him first. But even then killing him may not be the answer. Hopefully he talks about this and someone takes offense and takes care of the problem for us.”
Nowen had to agree to the logic like it or not. He spotted Magus Orrick talking briefly to his Studies, and he noted for reasons that bugged him that Mathaniel Jarvis was not among them. “Where’s the kid?” He noted Ogwa’s slightly confused look. “The Tigra-Vhinech.”
Sighing with well guarded displeasure the Guardian headmaster took his former student aside and whispered, “Given what just occurred, would it surprise you if I said Mathaniel Jarvis was more of threat than Ryax?” Before Nowen said anything to it, Ogwa said, “Mathaniel’s the son of the late Magus Parable.”
The news finally got some dormant files in Nowen’s head opened. “One of the Five?” When Ogwa nodded it all became quite clear to Nowen. Having remembered the pages of reports he had read over and over, the Five were the original five Maguses trained by Jurivicious Pern and were the highest ranking commanders of the combined Vhinech forces; they were Prophet, Novel, Sight, Rule, and lastly Parable. The report, gathered from various sources, showed Parable was the Vhinech Order’s intelligence procurement leader and had trained all of the Vhinech Order’s next generation covert operatives. Most of those operatives were responsible in creating the enslavement lines that supplied the Vhinech with Givers of Life. 

The report also showed that Magus Parable had a normal husband and two children but gave no names or ages. It was safe to say given the shared species they were that the Jarvis’ were linked to the late Magus Parable, who had died on Vhanba twelve years ago prior to it’s destruction; she fell to Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch in a fight over then ambassador Juna Rapier. 

The kid, in Nowen’s estimations long after he went to his quarters to ponder everything, probably had some issues about his heritage, and what Ryax said was a goad. But it wasn’t the type of goad meant to lure the young Vhinech into a fight; if it had the meeting wouldn’t had let out so peacefully. It was more like a thinking induction ploy, a tactic any pathetic psychological warfare operative could use against a young, angst ridden, filled with doubt mind with probably success. 

Success in this case had many outcomes, but the one Ogwa was worrying about and the one Nowen worried over now was if Mathaniel was convinced by Ryax to join him. One provocation alone wasn’t going to do it though. He decided that night to really keep a really tight eye on the situation; for the sake of his Guardians. The time would come when such cloak and vibroblade movements would hopefully change Ogwa’s mind about the current arrangements.
Only time would tell.
