CHAPTER 55.0
The day began for Mathaniel like the previous ones since Patcher was executed for his despicable actions: he woke up.
There was nothing else to it. Mathaniel’s eyes would open, and he would lay in his bed listening to the minimal, one sided conversation his Father had with Maddie before he left for Fort Angelleia. His Sister would make breakfast for all of them and Wobble too like she did for all their meals. She would open the front door and whistle for Wobble if he wasn’t sleeping in their house all ready because it was too cold or too scary to be in his own shack; lately Maddie had been taking food to Wobble to prevent him from bothering Mathaniel. Maddie would then bring the breakfast to him and take her leave so he could eat in peace and continue to pray in silence.
The loneliness of a Vhinech in Force turmoil was never something a Vhinech ever wanted to face. The light and the dark shared a common land within the skulls of this species, and even when they are committed to a particular side of the Force equation the conflict never ends; it only begins. Too often, too many, Vhinech lose. It was why Magus Orrick had not come to comfort Mathaniel at any time; if he had tried, Mathaniel would have chased him off anyways.
Mathaniel had grown up and bared witness to such guarantee and one another. In the former it varied in rates of length of time to when the effects of such a battle began to show, and those plagued by it became insane or simply died; it was a plague no other Vhinech would want to be around. In the latter, the other guarantee was the commitment to one side, and that side that was committed to was the dark side of the Force. The light side never, ever appeared to pan out for anyone that spent their time to exist in it while stuck in the state of despair; embrace the dark side, and suddenly there are no more problems. In their history the Vhinech that committed themselves towards darkness became great warriors and leaders, possessed little weaknesses, and never appeared to have doubts; the most confident Vhinech Mathaniel ever knew or felt was his Pathfather, Magus Prophet, and he had slain so many without hesitation or failure.

It seemed so easy to let go, but Mathaniel would remember his Mother and it gave him new strength. In his loneliness he had an epiphany that Magus Parable, too, had fought to stay in the light but the struggle was tremendous. The story about her that Alouka had told Mathaniel was a catalyst to the thought, and it turned up some old memories of her in minds; good memories, in his light side brain. She had a glow and warmth like all mothers have despite the war that always threatened their lives every second on Vhanba. But there were times when Parable looked battered and had not been in battle or trained. She had a coldness to her that had made her quiet and passive to Mathaniel and Maddie; in her eyes was a desire to use them both to her advantage. He never knew if she lost all control and gave in to the dark side and that was why the Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch slain her, but that frost he felt from her during her dark times was a returning weight upon both his minds with nearly equal distribution. To counteract it he would remember Magus Parable’s fight, and he prayed until he wept.
Today, though, he was cold because it was freezing.

Pulling on his outer wears, Mathaniel entered the main room and found the front door open. Soon, though, Maddie was lumbering in with her arms full of chopped wood. She was happy to see him up and about, and then she was happy to see him up and about to help her before all the wood crushed her feet as she lost her grip on the pile. Snow and ice clung onto Maddie’s clothing and fur considerably.
“Mountain top! You’re going to freeze us,” stated Mathaniel obviously. Maddie only smiled at him as he tended to the wood, and then the fire, and she the door. “Below zero by the feel of it. Dad went out in this?” She nodded. “Presence help him. I would think to stay in.”

Maddie pulled out his chair at the table once Mathaniel got the fire really going and encouraged him to sit. Before him was a bowl of meal malt, however it wasn’t steaming hot nor did it look smooth and creamy. Mathaniel grabbed the spoon that was dipped in it and picked up all of it and bowl! The meal malt was frozen solid.

“Just…how long were you outside and had that door open, Maddie?” asked Mathaniel chidingly. She only shrugged her shoulders and took the bowl away; soon she was filling a new bowl with breakfast broth and gave it to him. Not that she ever argued with him or corrected him before or even now; she was just glad to have him moving around. He knew it, but he really couldn’t say he was right. “Has Wobble eaten his breakfast?”

Maddie only shook her head. Mathaniel took a measuring glance around the home as he planted a spoonful of meal; the creamed bantha milk, sage wheat, barely, and melted oats hung around in his mouth as he thought that something was wrong. The morning was too damn cold, so that meant overnight had to be worse; therefore Wobble should have been in the Jarvis home.

“Maddie did Wobble sleep here last night?” When she shook her head, Mathaniel started having a bad feeling. “Then where is he?” His sister closed her eyes and tilted her head back; it was a silent signal to him that she was thinking and she wanted him to listen to her thoughts. He was reluctant at first, but he stretched out with his feelings just a little…

The vision of the school appeared for a moment, and when the moment passed Mathaniel gave a sigh of relief. “He’s staying at the school? Good. Knowing Nandia she should have that place nearly burnt to the ground in order to keep it warm.” He looked around again and asked, “Where’s Destiny?” Maddie pointed skyward. “Ah, she went home.” She nodded. “Why?” She shrugged her shoulders. Mathaniel sighed and noted, “It’s got to be impossibly frigid up there. Even with the hair she’s got to be a Wookiee Popsicle.”

All Maddie did was giggle and shrugged her shoulders. As she tended to the dishes Mathaniel went on eating. He could sense how happy she was that he was up, moving, and vocal. The thought had occurred to him that she wasn’t too young to remember all the times their Mother was having a dark side spell; Maddie had worried over him, thinking that he was succumbing to the same lead in to death as Magus Parable.
Finishing half of his breakfast, Mathaniel said, “You don’t have to worry about me too much, Maddie. I’m getting over things.” She didn’t react initially, but she was listening. “Even what I have learned.”
Maddie stopped what she was doing and turned towards him with a disapproving look. Mathaniel was unhindered by the unspoken thought she did not share with him. He said, “I can’t handle being a Magus, Maddie. I screwed up on that false alarm. I couldn’t prevent what Patcher had done-.” He stopped when she looked at him sidelong in curiosity as well as concern. He had no bravery to explain to her what he had seen in his dreams the night before the terrible day on Little Mountain. “I just can’t be a Magus. I don’t have the courage to handle the responsibility and face the battles against myself. I’m not strong enough to face what I see.”
The only response from Maddie was a supportive one; she strolled around the table and hugged him, drawing his head towards her middle. To have her support and not have her prod him to explain himself gave Mathaniel a measure of assurance and strength to give his minds more ease. In fact he felt much better by giving up the quest to become a Magus.
A knock on the door followed by a loud plea by Nandia Orfantan broke the peace. “For Force and Presence sakes let me in! I’m fricking freezing!”

Strange for Nandia acted rushed, as if she was waiting for ages outside when she had just arrived. Maddie let her in as Mathaniel stood up to greet their hurried guest. Nandia came in quickly past the rushing closed door; her pink face burned with red of cold, eyes wet with the strain of thin atmosphere. She said, “Mathaniel, Maddie, is Wobble here?”
“No, I thought he was with you at the school,” noted Mathaniel.

“He had been spending a few nights there, but not the last few nights,” she said, walking over to the fire to warm her body after she brushed the snow that clung onto her animal skin over pants at mid-thigh. “It must be negative five Gtraton out there! The snow’s deep! The forty year winters of Vhanba found their way here, I tell you.”

“Have you gone over to Wobble’s shack?” questioned Mathaniel. A feeling of dread was beginning to fill him.

“No,” said Nandia. “I know Wobble is aware enough to head for better shelter when it gets this cold so I though he came here. I was on my way to Fort Angelleia and happened to stop by the school.”
Mathaniel’s creeping feeling got worse and he said, “Let’s go over to his shack. Warm up first; I got to get warmer stuff on.” He went to his room, and the first thing he grabbed to throw on was the most convenient; his Magus robe. Concerns of wearing such a robe because of its importance, because what he had just said about not being wanting to be a Magus, did not exist; his friend was in possible danger, and it was too damn cold outside to debate the issue; time was a very critical issue.

After the robe Mathaniel threw on bantha hides and boots. He emerged and Maddie wrapped a quilted muffler that she made for him around his head and neck made from oscan goat wool. Out he and Nandia walked, sinking into the deep snows to the path made by the occupants of Little Mountain that had business down below. The cold air chilled their faces, and the Force as well as common sense and their own bodies warned them of prolonged exposure.
Their journey was short. They reached the beginnings of Wobble’s property and noticed faint, blown over indentions in the snow; markings of something having gone through the snow, covered by drifting and fresh snowfall; tracks apparent for the body weight of the individual packed the bottom snows down to give the scene a bumpy look, not smooth.
Examining the scene with only his eyes, Mathaniel noted the pattern of indentions and said to Nandia, “These are Wobble’s tracks. It looks like he’s walking away from the shack.” He pointed out the pattern. “He’s heading up the mountain.”
“If it is him, we don’t know,” said Nandia logically. “And if it is, why did he go up the mountain? And when?”

“One moment” Mathaniel drew in a breath and fell back on his training. With the Force he probed the shack. He got the feeling that no one, not even a dead body, was in there. “Wobble’s not in there. He went up the mountain.” He sighed deeply and looked up the path. “Presence help him if he’s still alive. I’m going up.” He began to lead Nandia back down the path; he was going to grab some supplies to take with him, and give Nandia instructions. “Go to Fort Angelleia and tell the others. Hopefully the Guardians can find them with their sensors.”
“You should wait for help, Mathaniel,” stressed Nandia.

There was something in Nandia’s voice that made Mathaniel frown; oddly she did not want him to know about something, the Force told him as much. He just said, “The more time we waste talking, the less time Wobble has to live.” The feelings of letting his good friend down because of his despair was motivating the Tigra-Vhinech to act; if he wasn’t so focused on his own angst he wouldn’t have shunned Wobble and make the Quermian -Vhinech feel unloved.

If he hadn’t shunned Patcher’s need for help the night he went with the Guardians to discover the source of the radio transmission, if he had not ignored his own feelings and worries, perhaps Patcher, Blessed, and their beautiful baby boy would all still be alive. Now with Wobble in danger, Mathaniel vowed never to ignore such feelings again!
Nandia resigned herself to going down the mountain. Mathaniel went in and with Maddie’s help began putting what he thought was a survival pack together; tin soup cups, rope, kindling, strikes to light a fire, a large knife, slabs of venison jerky from a bunther elk, and two loaves of fresh baked bread. Arming himself with his retractable blades, Mathaniel took the small pack and said to Maddie, “I should be back before nightfall. Anyone comes, point them to the top.”
After the brother and sister hugged, Mathaniel was just half a step out the door when Nowen called from down the hill. “HEY! Mathaniel!” They met on the path; Mathaniel had to wait for the Nubian to make the ascent up the rest of the path. Nowen looked no different than he did the first time Mathaniel had saw him except there was a large addition to Nowen’s body armor on his back and it gave off a slight humming sound. “I just bumped into Nandia. I was wondering why she was taking a stroll out here. Screwy’s loose?”
“Yeah, he’s gone.” Mathaniel gestured up the path. “I think he went up the mountain. Maybe, and hopefully, he went to go see Destiny.”

Nowen noticeably cringed, and then he said, “Hopefully. Let’s go.”

Once again Mathaniel had a feeling that something was amidst, but he didn’t ask why. Together, both Study and Guardian ascended the mountain and kept their eyes open for any sign of Wobble. The way up, for the most part, was easy because of the foot traffic of other Vhinech from earlier in the day heading down and creating a path with their bodies. Soon, though, the reached the roads and homes that were abandoned by the residents of Little Mountain who had wisely moved down to live with good neighbors for only the winter season. The bends of the lone road soon became the familiar last path to Destiny’s home. 

Along the way Nowen received a quiet message and stopped to read it. Mathaniel looked to him and asked, “What is it?”
“Fort Angelleia’s computer is acting up. They’re going to reboot it.” Nowen typed a message and sent it. “It means we won’t have the MITES to help us locate Wobble within the field’s influence. I sent a message that I’ll be focusing on locating Wobble for the time being. They won’t get the message until the computer reboots.”

“How long will that be?”

“Could only be hours, I hope.” Nowen glared back down the mountain. “If Ryax knew he could launch an attack.” He smiled, and said, “Then again, Destiny did chop him down to size.”

Mathaniel frowned a bit; he was really out of the loop of gossip. “How’d she do that?”
“Told him off in front of everyone, it was priceless.” Nowen looked up towards the summit. “Well, let’s get this over with.”

The two spent a significant amount of time climbing up the path than walking due to the frozen snow. There was little sign, but it did appear that someone did recently ascend to the mountain top. The snows were not as deep as down below, and towards the end no new snow had fallen. The sun was bright high above the low cloud ceiling; the light and warmth from it the only fact that counteracted against the bitter cold of the high elevations. The glare blinded Mathaniel for a spell; Nowen pulled a knob on top of his helmet downward and solar shades filled the upper portion of his helmet opening to guard his eyes.
“Destiny, Wobble, are you here?” yelled Mathaniel. He neglected to use the Force, and before Nowen could say anything the young Vhinech opened the door to the cabin home to find it both cold and empty. “Destiny? Wobble?”

“Destiny’s not here, kid,” said Nowen as he came in from behind Mathaniel. “I was kind of hoping to run into your pal, preferably alive, before we got up here.” The Study waited for the explanation as they stood by the door to catch a break from getting hit with the wind in their faces. “Destiny went on a mission for us a few days ago, using her return to her home as cover for her leaving. And by the looks of it Wobble’s followed her.”

Mathaniel stepped back outside and fought the glare of the sunlight. After much eye blinking he noted a path that only the fat ass of Wobble could make. Down the trail he could see the imprints that only the long legs of a Wookiee could have made; the legs of Destiny.

“Why,” asked Mathaniel, turning around to find Nowen approaching him from the home. “Why Destiny, what mission are you talking about?”

Nowen grimaced a bit, but he had to tell him. “Patcher’s and Blessed’s baby was a Vhinphyc-Vhinech hybrid. More births like that are on their way.” He ignored Mathaniel’s disbelief. “We sent her out with data to find a way to curve any more births like it. She’s heading for a spaceport far away from here.”

“And Wobble?”

“He wasn’t a part of the equation, Mathaniel. Who knows why he’s following her. But we need to find him and get his crazy butt back here before anyone else notices him gone.”

Mathaniel eyed the path that Destiny took and Wobble followed. It occurred to him that his neglecting of Wobble may have caused his friend to become lonely, driving him up the mountain to be with someone who was just as lonely as him. Perhaps he saw Destiny walking up the mountain and came up with the conclusion. Maybe he just saw Destiny leave and took off after her. Destiny would not have just taken Wobble with her on such a dangerous, lonely mission.
“It’s my fault.” Mathaniel began moving, walking in the wake Wobble had created. “I ignored him, and he’s running away.”

Nowen walked quickly and caught up with Mathaniel, stopping the young man with a firm grip on his left shoulder. “Whoa there, kid, don’t go running off! Let’s head back, get some supplies.”

Mathaniel whipped around and knocked Nowen’s hand off his shoulder with a strong brush off. “You go back and stay! I’ve got a friend out there that might be dead because I shunned him. Screw you if you won’t help now!”

Working his mouth around and after some thought, Nowen said, “Okay, let’s go. But once we reach the northern marker and we haven’t found Wobble we got to return.”

“No, you will go home.” Mathaniel turned and began to walk quickly. “I won’t until I’ve found Wobble. I swear it before Presence; I will find him or die.”

Nowen could only shake his head, but realistically they could go beyond the northern marker. He was over prepared for guard duty as it was, but it was perfect for a five day jaunt. It was a day away from the northern marker; Destiny and Wobble were a little over two days away if both kept a good pace through the snow. The both of them could catch up to Wobble and return him with no problem.

“Wait up, Mathaniel, I’m coming with you,” said the Guardian. He jogged and caught up with the Vhinech, and together they left the rest and the rest of the day behind them; unbeknownst of other events occurring far below the mountain.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 55.1

To the other’s surprise, Nandia arrived at Fort Angelleia out of breath and essentially frozen. After a few moments of getting her warmed up inside the hallway, she told the Council of Towns, Magus Orrick, and Ogwa what was wrong. Immediately the group retreated to the command center.
“Bandre, we have a situation: use the MITES to find all the Quermian-Vhinech in New Paradasia and give their location and medical status,” ordered Ogwa quickly.
“Right away, Headmaster,” said the senior systems manager. Four other Guardians, part of the rotation as assistants to Bandre, began to communicate to other Guardians in text messages via low bandwidth transmissions in order to not disturb the MITES.

The screen showed as many as fourteen Quermian-Vhinech, scattered about New Paradasia variously. Bandre analyzed the screen, staring at it hard as if to see Wobble appear out of the group of moving blips. One of the assistants looked to Ogwa and said, “Mendozza is within sight range of the Quermian-Vhinech in River Delta.”
“Open a channel,” said Ogwa. Once the communication system was activated, Ogwa said, “Mendozza, its Ogwa. You have a -.”

“Eh?” The voice on the other end was a tired, groggy, female voice. “Oggie?”

Nandia, Alouka, Nerdi, and Kinder Blessings looked amongst each other in confusion. Magus Orrick read the screen, watched the blip named ‘Mendozza’ strolling down a path in River Delta, passing several other Vhinech. He said, “What is wrong with her?”

Ogwa frowned and asked in confusion, “Peril, where are you?”

“I’m…in the Fort, in my bunk,” was Peril Mendozza’s stifled yawned reply. “I had night watch. You woke me up.”

“Sorry, end trans,” was Ogwa’s quick reply. He looked back at the screen and said to Bandre, “Show me where Nowen is.”
Bandre was quick on it: it showed Nowen not on Little Mountain with a Tigra-Vhinech that would undoubtedly be Mathaniel Jarvis, but near Flat Rock, where he and three other Guardians conducted a stake out over the mines several days ago, trying to see if Ryax was up to no good.

“Bandre, what the smeck is going on!” shouted Ogwa.

Nandia eyed the map strangely and said, “There wasn’t that many Vhinech out when I came through.”

“I…don’t know.” Bandre ran through his controls first, and then he ran a quick systems diagnostic. “It appears as if we have been operating under combat simulation mode.”
Ogwa leaned close to Bandre and looked over the list of commands the diagnostic was going over. His blood began boil as the thoughts of potential, tactical danger filled him. “For how long? When was it initiated?”

“Finding out shortly,” said Bandre, moving Ogwa out of the way without excusing the headmaster. “It’s affecting our ability to access real time mode, but has no affect on communications. It might be on a timer. Therefore we got to wait it out.”

“No waiting: end the simulation now! Find a way!” Ogwa looked to other assistant. “Code Two, Yellow Alert, all hands activated!” He looked to another Guardian assistant. “Get me Nowen right away!”

Just before the alert went out, Bandre said, “Wait, I got it, sir! Shut down and reboot! Quickest way to do it.”

“You sure?”

“Nothing’s guaranteed, but when we do the reboot a real time request will be made system wide and suspend all other protocols. We should only be blind for five minutes, but the Fort will be closed off and long range communications will be hampered.”
The yellow alert status had awakened everyone inside the base and the guests could hear them moving through the halls. Ogwa noted the arrival of his senior command in Meggie Tanuaght, Consa Namerrie, and Tibias Thunter. “Get everyone outside and prepare to engage in a door to door search. Arms at ready; the MITES are down. Communication silence unless action warrants it.” He tapped Meggie Tanuaght. “Take the mines of Flat Rock. Take as many of us as you need, the use of deadly force is authorized if you are attacked.”
They gave nods and began to lead the others outside. Orrick looked to Ogwa and said, “I and my Studies will alert the people and instruct them to cooperate.”

Ogwa nodded and looked to the Council of Towns. “It would be best if you all take yourselves to the public hall. The leadership needs to be visible.”

“Agreed,” said Nerdi. Flapping his wings he led the leaders away; Alouka gave Ogwa a silent reminder about his son and Nowen.
The Guardian Headmaster returned to Bandre’s side and asked, “Do you need assistance?” He shook his head no. Ogwa looked to the others in the command center and said, “Move out! Join the others outside. Make sure to grab warming generators for your armor by the entrance.” The others grabbed their helmets and walked quickly to the exit. “The reboot should take only five minutes?”

Bandre looked up at Ogwa sadly and reminded, “Nothing’s guaranteed.”

“Bandre, we need this fort. The longer it takes to correct this problem the more vulnerable we are.” Ogwa looked back to the screen. “We don’t know if Ryax is planning an attack as we speak.”

“It’s possible.”

“Come on, man, think: the locked in combat simulation. We’ve been sabotaged from within!” Ogwa put a hand on Bandre’s shoulder and said in confidence, “I want to know how this was done, Emel. Who did it, when, and why? Take time if necessary, but don’t take too much time.”

“I will, Oggie,” said Bandre with a nod. He brought the initial shut down command prompt. “You got one minute to get out the door. Don’t worry I’ll notify Nowen to get his ass back here.”

Ogwa nodded and took his leave. Bandre watched the clock on the main screen countdown. He shut off the warnings to notify individuals to leave Fort Angelleia or be sealed inside for the duration of the shut down. The locking mechanisms locked the doors in and the magnetic seals took hold. Once the countdown reached zero the place went dark, main power switching to the solar cell auxiliary power plant turning on minimum lights and only powering Bandre’s terminal, which ran with the auxiliary computer core. Long range communications and the ability to use the MITES to determine danger were offline and not usable.

Being the senior systems manager Bandre knew this all too well, the very reason why he had planned it all out to begin with. He smacked a fist on his control counsel and cursed, “Smecking Vhinech freak! If you hadn’t wandered off we wouldn’t have this problem!” 
He pinched the bridge of his nose in frustration. The plan was so perfect since his fellow Guardians were so used to seeing the same old shit on the screen, day in and night out, for the past five months; the days and routines were practically the same save for the occasional sudden utterance like the day one of Ryax’s stooges tried and failed to drop the roof of the school on Nowen. That night, like last night and all the previous times he went to meet with Ryax, Bandre used archival recordings from the dedicated MITES memory core to cover his own tracks before such recordings were erased by overlaying due to storage limits; if the day wasn’t important it wasn’t taken from the archives and stored on transferable mediums. He used the same replays to supply Ryax and his fools with the hand cannons he had made in Fort Angelleia’s fabrication machines, and to make sure the manufacturing wasn’t traced back to the machines he took great pains to alter the molds slightly by adding pieces of metal; just enough to confuse the others.
Now the deception was slowly being uncovered. Bandre knew Ogwa had not forgotten the previous unexplained occurrences of the past few months. If not for Wobble, however, it would not have accelerated the time of discovery. Bandre’s true Master, Lord Darth Sidious, would be most displeased. The Dark Master of the Sith had trained his Hand well and had took great strides to ensure Bandre would get into the Order of Guardians for exactly the purpose of doing his will when the time called for it. Bandre believed this was one of these times; the Vhinech had to be destroyed, therefore it was imperative to have the Vhinech free to roam the galaxy and have them hunted down. The longer the Vhinech stayed on this isolated world, the more forgetful the galaxy became of them. Sidious wanted the galaxy to remember the Vhinech as a great scourge of evil, for when the time came for the Sith to own the galaxy and the Jedi were made extinct the last thing Sidious needed was another army of Force users the opposition against him could rally around. Worse so if the conflict expanded and both the Jedi and the Vhinech joined forces against the rising tide of Sith dominance.
Bandre had his doubts about the Vhinech after spending the past few months with them. He did not question Master Sidious’ reasons for wanting the Vhinech gone; ergo he did his best to ensure the Vhinech would self destruct. Ryax was the perfect fool to exploit will little to no convincing to get him to become an antagonist. The situation involving the one called Patcher would have been perfect political fodder for Ryax to use against the Guardians. The problem was that Ryax could never be fully trusted; Bandre was Forceless and could not measure his intentions fully. The other problem was if Ryax knew of the Vhinphyc baby -- a true fact that even disturbed Bandre -- then it would mean someone from within would have told them. Granted the suspicions could have fallen on anyone in Fort Angelleia and the Council of Towns, but such rhetoric would last one day.
The double agent Nandia Orfantan was the problem. The Human-Vhinech was helping the Guardians by getting herself involved in a few after-meetings; meetings occurring just after Ryax would have set downs with his followers; a few times Ryax and Orfantan confided in conspiracy with one another. Bandre did not warn Ryax about her because Bandre himself wanted to see if Orfantan was trying a play: perhaps she had her own agenda, she the least open member of the Council of Towns about her past. She was shacking up with Nowen quite a bit; it appeared to Bandre that she was seeking information on a variety of fronts. It appeared, for now, that she was working with the Guardians as she held nothing back; information Bandre all ready knew about because Ryax or one of Ryax’s follower had all ready told him, or vice versa. She was a problem, but a controlled problem; so long as Ryax or the others opened their mouths about him.
Still any threats to the goals of the Sith Order were threats not to be taken lightly. It was best to wipe them out; the best way in this situation was internal upheaval. But the opportunity to use the Vhinphyc child was small, and then the mission to have Destiny reach the spaceport was a golden one that could not be ignored. Ryax and his men could get her, and he would return with ships and even if only a few escaped from here it would be enough. Ryax would not sit still; he would cause trouble, and the galaxy would once again fear the Vhinech threat.

Now it was eventually going to all fall apart, all thanks to the mentally challenged Wobble not being where he was supposed to be. Bandre got everyone out of Fort Angelleia to buy Ryax enough time; he had watched from afar the renegade Wookiee-Vhinech and his chosen leave New Paradasia right on the exact starting point found on the map he had given them. The plan was before, in a few hours, to take the computers and MITES out of simulation mode on the assumption that Ryax and his group passed the eastern magnetic array. It would have been easy to say that the group was missed because their number was well within the plus/minus operation range of the MITES. The weather often played havoc on the nanoscopic sensors, such as high winds and heavy snow that battered their light weight existence around, and therefore it too could be used as an excuse for why they were not tracking those that had left. But the discoveries had killed those excuses. 
Bandre needed more time than the reboot of the computer systems was going to give him. It wasn’t just about pursuit group but his own existence. He had to devise something to cast suspicions away from him, somehow make this whole thing look like blind luck for Ryax; that Ryax and his men left at the same time a computer malfunction was taking place. He decided to make it look that way; he would enter bad computer language into the apex control software; like a virus, it would cause hiccups in the transfer subsystem. He was going to use it as the excuse as to why all of this was happening, and why the reboot was taking longer than expected. As soon as the main system came back online, the language from the auxiliary system would enter the mainframe, cause havoc, and give him all the time he needed to correct it.
As he wrote the lines initially onto his screen, Bandre mused to himself, “You all won’t know what hit you.” He hit the COMMIT key when finished. “I’m home free you fools.” His screen went blank as it went through the processes.
In the reflection of the darkened screen, the reflection of Ogwa Newhausen’s face appeared. 
Bandre’s blood turned cold; the Guardian Headmaster had not left the compound; he was right behind him. Ogwa had his suspicions and had pretended to leave; upon sneaking back after letting the main doors close and lock he had heard Bandre’s curse of Wobble, and now admission of guilt. He was close to taking Bandre out, but the computer screen going dark gave him away.
Bandre moved just as Ogwa attempted to chop the back of his exposed neck; both men were not wearing their helmets. Bandre spun out of his chair, stood up, and did not protest vocally; he blocked another series of attempts by Ogwa to take him out.

Ogwa did his best not to let his emotions of the betrayal get to him as the younger, stronger man blocked his hands movements. Frustration got to him a bit as Bandre was showing he was physically superior but not mentally astute; the latter chided the Headmaster because if he were younger this fight was over in twenty seconds. The option of using their blasters were an option, but Ogwa maintained a pace to prevent Bandre from using his, and Ogwa was afraid of shooting and damaging any of the computer systems before he had to chance to find out what damage Bandre had done. Eventually he grabbed Bandre in a tackle in order to take the man away from the computers, away from damage done upon them.

During the roll, Bandre removed a flat knife from the dark of his Saberhide arm. He wiped his left arm and the weapon in reverse motion, the blade along his forearm, trying to slice any part of Ogwa’s bare throat; difficult, for the collars of their retractable plating climbed the base of the neck above the collarbone, but not impossible if Ogwa had his head lifting upward.

Ogwa caught the motion, knew the tactic, unfortunately was caught with his head tilted upward, but instinctively caught enough of Bandre’s arms to prevent lethal contact. He was on top of Bandre, struggling, finding reasons to stay alive every time the black blade’s edge cut some of his neck hairs. Both let out grunts of aggression, trying to will themselves to overcome the stalemate they were in.
Bandre slid his legs inside of Ogwa’s legs, and then he spun. Both men did their best to hold their locked in positions, but when they reached the stairs the idea failed. Both fell into one another, and then they rolled apart.

Bandre rolled the furthest, and perfectly bound up back on his feet. He raised his weapon at ready as Ogwa struggled and was grabbing his throat; there was blood on the black blade, evident with the fluid appearing bumpy upon the edged surface. The evidence of Bandre’s success became evident when the emergency alert protocols set off its repetitive chime, alerting anyone within earshot that a Guardian was in peril and medical attention was required. As programmed, for emergency medical purposes, the Saberhide body armor unlocked and its loose parts became liquid and slithered into the hard components of Ogwa’s armor. It was followed by the growing puddle of blood directly under Ogwa’s head. Ogwa collapsed into the pool and became very still.
Victory was short lived for Bandre; with only him and Ogwa in the fort it was going to be impossible to explain the Headmaster’s violent death to the others; he was screwed and he knew it! The Sith’s Hand slapped the murder weapon back on his arm, the knife vanished amongst the black of the armor. He sat in his chair, turned towards the darkened screens, and cursed, “Damn it, Old Man, you were supposed to be out of here! Shit! SHIT!” 

There was no telling when the others would discover something was wrong. The Vhinech were distracted by the Force lately, or so said the Magus Orrick; there was a good chance that Orrick had sensed Ogwa’s distress and now death, and they would be coming. On the other hand the base was sealed shut and would require a great many tools and time to unseal it; by unsealing it that way it would ruin the base, a risk the Guardians outside had to consider. It gave Bandre time to consider what to do, and he needed all the time he could have.
Ogwa stirred on the floor, and reached for the back of his armored pants. He rolled on his back with a grunt, his right hand aware of what he wanted; his left hand haphazardly going for his blaster attached under his left armpit. The cut in his throat had clotted; it was not as deep as his opponent had hoped for. He could barely think; just go on instinct…

Bandre heard the sound and turned to watch Ogwa struggle. “Son of a bitch! You were always one tough old bastage, Oggie. I must have only cut the capillaries along the jugular.” He got up and planted his whole body hard on the old man’s rib cage, forcing his weight down upon his chest. He then reached down with both hands and began to choke Ogwa out viciously. “Don’t you worry about the others. When Ryax comes back with ships he’ll raze them before they can ever find out that you’re dead.”
Ogwa sputtered out a cough, a natural reaction to be choked. Blood sprayed from his mouth, striking Bandre in the face, causing the Sith’s Hand to blink…

At that moment, Ogwa struck with all the energy he could muster. His right hand had removed from the surface of his body armor, from around the hip, a tea saucer plate-sized disk. Familiar with it, Ogwa only had to feel for the controls on its interior. Commands keyed in, the plate expanded; its edges grew out from the center; the center of the plate formed a large hole as the plate’s mass transferred from its origin to the edge. It was known as a homing disk, a variation of an ancient throwing weapon that of the same name meant to strike a target and return to the thrower. Ogwa had other plans with it; he looped the homing disk over Bandre’s head, centered on his neck, and keyed the disk to close.
Bandre was too focused on choking Ogwa that he had no time to block Ogwa’s last attack. The disk closed on Bandre’s neck, and continued wanting to close crushing Bandre’s throat, cutting into the flesh little bits at a time with every attempt at closure. Bandre stood up and coughed and gagged as he tried and failed to remove the disk, lost in panic as he couldn’t breathe. He thrashed in frustration as a bit of air would get in, and then the exhale never came out. Pressure built up behind his eyes as the major blood vessels were clamped off; his mind began to swim; parts of his body wanted to spasm involuntarily. The pounding on his neck was too much and the muscles bruised and swelled quickly, cutting off any chance of getting any more particles of air. A disk in his neck cracked, and Bandre lost control of his body. All he could do was lay there, feel the disk get tighter; loose his sight to the darkness of death.
Ogwa could only hear his counterpart’s death throes. He weakly grabbed his damaged neck with his right hand. His left hand and arm drew up to his chest, locked in place horribly, looking like a large hook due to the stroke he was experiencing. All he could think about was the lock release. Dragging himself to the controls, or at least to the chairs. He thought why he was here, so far away from Naboo, away from his grandchildren who he wanted to protect….

The shadows began to claim him.

