Act Two - Faith
CHAPTER 31.0

This takes place at the same time at the end of The Fading Light; two months before Chapter Three of The Sith Maiden; four months before the End of Act One: Devotion.
Far away from the known hustles and bustles of the Republic, and the plain old hustles of the fringe, and everything good and evil in between it was summer.

The late summer to be exact, heading closer and closer to the falls of autumn, the fact betrayed by the heavy circulation of biting bugs that flooded the hazy atmosphere of the bright, humid day. Such weather called for loose clothing, or little clothing, or on some worlds or in private no clothing at all; all of it spent inside with body or bodies right in front of home environment cooling unit on high speed blow. In such meadows, in the wilds of a world not fully seen by explorer’s eyes, untouched by any society, such pleasantries of cooling or indoor shading were not available for the twelve Nubian Humans walking in a single file in black body armor. To these Guardians it was not a challenge for them, and with strides that were consistent since the first day two months ago -- with rests at night -- they chugged forward, sweaty, but not close to being deterred. It was just another training day on Naboo for them, even though this planet was thousands of light years away from home. There duty, and the implications of the future if they did not, kept them going.
Not much was known of the Order of Guardians even to date, but in some ways they were Naboo’s long lost best kept secret; a link to the peaceful world’s bloody warrior past. Their home world was one of many worlds colonized several thousand years ago, long before the Sith War and the mass exodus of the Constitution Revolution Movement, by poor Humans displaced by system hierarchies that bloated outwards to their neighboring systems; the displaced became more and more aggressive with each drive off their home worlds. Upon Naboo several groups fed up with being pushed around by the better off grew tired of their neighbors and continental wars began. In the equatorial providence that would become Theed, the First King decided to move his warriors back to his homes and placed a unit of specialty trained men and women on his distant vast shores. He called them the Shore Guardians, their purpose was to drive back all war and did so by the land, in the seas, and even in the air and mountains. For many years the peace thrived as the wars never advanced past the Shore Guardians watch.
The war mentalities changed all over the world of Naboo when a great dry spell befell half the world; even a world that was almost nearly water, which had a watery core instead of a molten lead core, was prone to great droughts and famine and drying death. The lands of Theed were the least affected by the plight, therefore it made them the best place to live for those who sought the want of living. It was the Forty-first Grace, Her Royal Highness Pamermedra, who sent the Shore Guardians to the distant lands in dire need; not to conquer, but organize, rehabilitate the systems of commerce and government, and if deemed necessary organize the exodus from the dead lands to the living lands. The Guardians began as a practice to establish bases they called orders, and over the many decades the evolution of the term Order of Guardians took hold. However as those same years went by the Royal Court began to mistrust the Order and questioned their intentions when Naboo became more and more civilized. Eventually, when all was healed and good, the ruler of the age no longer endorsed the Guardians. Instead of revolting, the Guardians showed their metal and honor by accepting their fate. To survive they became hired sheriffs and bodyguards, but their numbers went the way of the need for warfare on Naboo; evaporating with every philosophical need for reasoning. In time they too embraced the roles of teachers, lawyers, representatives; an extension added to their physical training and fighting disciplines. They became known as Political Guardians.
Still, it would take a bright blazing moment in galactic history to resurrect them back into importance. It was twelve years ago when one of their own and brightest star, Muriel Thahada, had rescued the future Queen Angelleia after being separated from her from the heart of the enemy, from the clutches of the same enemy later on, and finally she had single handedly stopped a take over attempt of the Royal Palace and the death of the Royal Court by the warriors of the Vhinech Order. Such heroics gave the few members strong Order of Guardians new life as the other prominent families of Naboo and several other highly placed political families around the galaxy inquired about their services. Nubians who felt the need to provide their people an unique form of service and protection they couldn’t find in the small and hard to get into volunteer military enlisted with them. The ultra tough standards and training ensured no sloth, and at the height of their renaissance the Guardians were over two hundred Nubians strong.
Once again history repeated itself no more than eight months ago. King Veruna, Queen Angelleia’s successor, had decertified the Guardians as recognized protectors; by doing this, the Guardians could no longer legally protect anyone on Naboo or abroad as guaranteed under Republic law. Shortly thereafter Lady Juna Angelleia had left Naboo to the world the Vhinech were left on called Sanctuary and in the process had inadvertently lead the Magus Prophet controlled forces to the safe haven. Once again the Guardians put aside their own desires of importance and did what was best for the people of Naboo and the Republic: they spearheaded a rescue operation to save Lady Angelleia and move the Vhinech to a new, secured location in which they watched over the former warriors to ensure the peace and make sure the provisions of the surrender the Vhinech agreed upon with the Republic after Evramora was enforced.
It was the hindsight of the current grandmaster of the order to do this duty, but Ogwa Newhausen knew that such a life time commitment was asking a lot out of his men and women. Though they understood the importance of this task to keep the peace they were doing so with no contact with their families and friends, more or less stuck on this world for the remainder of their lives. There were contingencies so they were not totally cut off from the rest of the galaxy; it was just a great hardship by design to reconnect. Provisions were also made for their families through the Guardian’s alliance with the Rapier Clan, an alliance struck when Thahada had been chosen to teach Juna Rapier to become queen that was both profitable and advantageous. It would continue in the form of compensation for those the Guardians had left.
The group of Guardians reached a obscure yet unnatural obelisk of black metal, a Rapier Technologies’ MITES projection array, and knew they were at least one day away from their permanent home known as Fort Angelleia; all they had to do was walk around the tall mountain, head north and once around the mountain head. 
After one more night under the stars the pushed off again, in cadence. It had been a long journey for them all, a mission that was several months old that wasn’t officially completed until they reached base; the information downloaded to their wrist computers built into their Saberhide body armor from a short life satellite many months ago. The mission was the destruction of the majority of the transport ships that carried them and the nearly four thousand Vhinech that survived the onslaught upon them; secondary of that mission was to send Ogwa’s message to Muriel Thahada that they were all good, a message sent prior to destroying the ships. Destroying the ships prevented escape by the Vhinech and limited their detection; extreme measures, but this was all ready an extreme operation.
Once they emerged from Vhinech Valley, with Little Mountain looming large to their right, to the west, the platoon broke line ranks and gathered elongated on top of ridge that overlooked the land of New Paradasia. The relief-filled sighs came out on different levels, but no one could really argue that they weren’t thrilled to see their home. Fort Angelleia barely appeared in the woods that surrounded it in the distance, it’s black Saberhide outer shell also rendered nearly all sensors against it useless, but what kept it more secret was it’s low power generator, lack of base weaponry and shields. Between them and the base were a few rooftops of home made homes of wood, hay, mud and straw. Other than those examples there was few other indications that a society was here; the rising smoke from chimney and pit fires betrayed all that was hidden in the woods and valleys abroad, and from the mountain itself.
Meggie Tanuaght ruffled her dry, oily, and longer than usual hair after removing her helmet and said, “Man oh man I’m dying for a shower.”

Another female, a dark hair younger woman named Consa Namerrie said, “With real hot water.”

“Sleep!” was the empathic cry of just about everyone else, which brought forth a laugh afterwards.

But out of the all of them came the one killjoy in their group taking the point ahead of everyone, carefully scanning the grounds below; with his eyes, and then the short range sensors built into his wrist computer, and finally via the uplink he checked the MITES in the area. Out of all of them he was the only one wearing his helmet, taking things seriously. Then again Bealas Nowen was tighter than the armor they all wore; had been ever since he joined the Order of Guardians. “Where is everyone. There should be thousands of blips all over this place.”
“Easy B, maybe everyone is standing very still, not breathing,” clowned Meggie.

Unfortunately for them Nowen was the commanding officer in the group and was not amused by her jester. He pulled out his Guardian series XX blaster and ordered, “Gear out. Let’s walk slowly. Who knows what’s up?”

There was some apprehension, but the others put their helmets back on and followed the leader downward. Meggie said softly towards him, “Contact the fort?”

“Negative,” was Nowen’s cool response. “If the Vhinech over took it I’m not letting them know we’re here.”
“I think they would have know that with the MITES, man,” said one of the older Guardians when the reached what appeared to be a main road. “Or with the Force. Contact the fort.”

Nowen finally sighed at them, shook his head in disgust, and went to do just that. He stopped when they heard what sounded like a loud cheering crowd. The cheers echoing off the valley and mountain and trees. Pinpointing the source was not possible with their audio receptors.

“What is that?” questioned Meggie.

Before anyone could answer a hailing signal erupted from all of their wrist computers. Nowen opened his up and said, “Nowen?”
“This is Bandre in the fort: welcome home gang!” the youthful voice brought a small smile to their faces, all except for Nowen. “Sorry for not hailing you guys when you reached the frontier yesterday, but Oggie said no chatter.”
Oggie was Ogwa Newhausen. Nowen was confused by the lack of proper communications protocol in their mission profile. He asked, “What’s the status situation of the prison camp, Bandre?”

“You’re in the middle of it you tell me,” joked Bandre. The so-called ‘prison camp’ looked more like the homes that had existed on Sanctuary. “Lighten up, Nowen, really.”
“Bandre, this is Meggie,” interrupted the woman on her comlink. “I think what we would like to know is where is everyone?”

“Oh, they’re at the Battlefield.”

“Come again!” stressed Nowen with a knotted brow, squeezing his weapon hard. Even the others tighten up a bit. They heard faint cheers again and became even more confused.
“You guys have really been drinking the caffeinated stuff that last two months,” scoffed Bandre. “Look, I’m sending you guys new data. Get you caught up on things here. There’s a map that will lead you to the Battlefield.” They received the downloads quickly with an affirmation chime. “Go on! Nearly everyone’s there. You gotta see it. You’ll love it.”
“See what?” asked Consa sweetly.

There’s was a pause, and finally Bandre said, “Battrition. Trust me, go see it; Oggie’s there, and there’s food and brew. Head straight south, cross over the Hardship River Bridge, go past the fort, and from there follow the tracks. I wish I could go, but I went to the first one. Someone’s got to hold down the fort.”

Bandre signed off, and the others immediately began walking south. Meggie released the locking portions of her armor and the others went to follow suit when Nowen said, “You guys really going?”
“Loosen up, Nowen,” said Meggie as the polycarbonite displaced around her shoulders and arms, retreating in a liquid-like state to the storage housing built within the expanding hard pieces of the armor. There was a loud, long cheer that echoed from the distance; the loudest they’ve heard yet. “The Vhinech sound happy. I rather watch over happy people than guard over people that hate me. Come on….they have food…come on.”
Nowen followed Meggie and the others as far as walking was concern. They followed Bandre’s instructions, reaching the freshly constructed wooden bridge that took them over the Hardship River, from Vhinech Valley to Posspel Valley, passed a small trail with a sign telling them that if they went up the trail they were going into the Little Mountain district, and finally noted the true entrance to Fort Angelleia. Passing that and after a few hundred yards walk they came across what appeared to be an ongoing major construction project. With just passing glances the Guardians realized the persons responsible -- the Vhinech -- were carving out a large scale stairway from the mountain rock; they were more than three dozen large steps complete, with thick and tall rails meant for a giant to hold on to; the survey markers that they could visibly see suggested they were planning to go all the way to the very top of the mountain.
They found the beaten down path of tracks after the stairs and walked through the gather hills and out to the flat plains that lead to the mountain range. The cheering crowd didn’t get any louder until half an hour later, and upon the last tall hill that gave way to flat plains the Guardians spotted a spectacular sight. The thousands of beings that were under their charge appeared evenly split up and had formed divisions opposite of one another, sitting and standing along the trapezoidal sides of a playing field shaped like an ancient door keyhole with the large, circular zone facing north; the field defined by some white powdery bordering. Relative to the crowds were tents and tables and fire pits and small children enjoying each other’s company when their interests in the game had waned. Upon the field they could see some of their very own Guardians playing along with Vhinech with purplish rags on their heads, opposing Vhinech with orange cloth head wear.; both teams were in the trapezoid were leaving the field, going to their respected places. However the mayhem of the circular end zone persisted, where beings of undetermined genders and races, decked in mocked up padding that ranged from foam from cargo containers to tortoise-like shells were literally beating the living shit, or Lore as the natives would put it, out of each other. Ten beings in bright, white robes raced over there, whistling to get the battlers attentions, and in some cases gesturing and using the Force to separate those who ignored them.
As the group got closer they noted that the largest tent was filled with injured players being treated by both Vhinech and Guardians; a few of the players looked a bit beaten up, but compared to the others they appeared normal; some of them were Guardians with armor off and intravenous fluids being pumped into them. One of the Guardians, a male name Pivotnoti, saw them walk close by his bed and he said wearily while waving his purplish bandanna, “Hey Nowen…Wow, you all made it.”
“What happened to you, Tim,” questioned Meggie with a small smile.

“Dehydration and cramps.”

“What, before half time or whatever?” Nowen was surmising that was why the action had stopped on the field.

The strange occurrence of everyone else laughing was lost on the newcomers. Pivotnoti chuckled, “Half time? There is no half time in battrition. I collapsed at the second hour of this Gathering. And that was, like…” He hesitated and looked at one of his fellow Guardians tending to the injured. “How long?”
“Going on an hour ago, bud,” said the doc. He looked at the group’s dropped jaws and said, “What can you say: the Vhinech love this game.”

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 31.1

As the teams parted ways on an agreed upon break, the General of the orange-rag team representing the township of Flat Rock, a very tall and slender Wookiee-Vhinech, pointed a stiff finger towards the remaining commanding officers of the Gathering, two Captains both Vhinech that represented the township of Little Mountain, and said, “This is the last Truce I am going to permit, Patcher! We may be at draw, but you are depleted to twenty to my thirty! All I necessitate to do is eliminate six of your personae and my people win!”
The aggressive captain, the Human-Vhinech his opponent called Patcher, walked backwards with arms held out in challenge and said, “Only if you prevent myself from scoring, Ryax, like I had scored on your big, hairy sister!”
Ryax’s eyes grew large and he exposed his teeth through his angry muzzle. The oppressive captain, a Tigra-Vhinech, grabbed Patcher hard by the shoulders and steered him towards their respected bench. This one, Mathaniel Jarvis, said to him, “Doesn’t the words ‘Wookiee’, as in Wookiee-Vhinech, which Ryax is, and arm removal meaning anything to you? Are you nuts, Patcher? We’re tied, almost out of players, and you’re inciting him!”
“I know what I am doing, Mathaniel,” insisted Patcher. He gave the younger male a pat on the back. “Besides, I do not know why he is upset: he never had a sister.” The two joined the remains of the team that was still in the Gathering; twenty exhausted and weary players, male and female, Vhinech and Human. They sorted themselves around their downed General, a Querry-Vhinech named Gantol Pathen who had taken a right kick to the head early in the contest. “General Pathen, are you comprehending?”
“Patcher, I have been witnessing the game since my dismissal and all I can declare is well done,” said Pathen proudly.

“Ah…Gantol, I am over here,” said Patcher delicately. The whole time Pathen spoke he was looking at Mathaniel; Patcher was to Mathaniel’s right, a good four feet away.

“Oh! Yes!” Pathen blinked a few times, and then held himself steady. As he spoke, however, his large green eyes went their own separate ways in the sockets; the right going right, the left going left. “I am over my concussion I can assure you. Just some dizziness.”

“Really?” pondered Patcher dryly. 
“However I have watched the Gathering and can safely declare it is in the bag. We have more Deterrents than they do.”

‘That’s true,” said a winded female Guardian, who was one of the Deterrents assigned to prevent scores and battle the opposing Deterrents. “Ten Deterrents.”

“Good!”

“No, General, that means there is only ten position players and ten Deterrents left to make twenty total players,” reminded Mathaniel. “We’re nearing half hour time pass regulation. We don’t have legs left.”
Pathen shook his head vehemently, wobbled in pain, but barked out, “Are you suggesting Surrender?”

Patcher put a firm hand on Mathaniel’s arm to stop him from speaking. He said, “No he is not. He is just stating the fact of our appeared disadvantage.” He looked over his shoulder across the field and spotted Flat Rock’s bench. Almost every creature there was hulking, big, and sucking in as much breath as they could physically without passing out from the effort. All except Ryax, who was busy drinking down a gallon bucket of cold water offered by his mate to beat the heat and sun. “Flat Rock is just as breathless as we. Ryax looks strong, but he cannot sustain his pressure. I will outrace him on this sprint for the stone.”
“Then do we pass our way down the field?” questioned a Bothan-Vhinech. “All we have left is four Advancers and one Surge on Aggressive.”

“Yet all five of our Interceptors; a few that have not gotten their clothing too dirty,” remarked a Rodian-Vhinech, eyeing a mix batch of races off to his right; two non-Vhinech among them, Guardians sans their body armor. They were hot and sweaty, a little run down, but the defenders had not mixed it up as yet. “Perhaps we can use them.”

“Like the Advancers we can only pass or lateral the stone once in our possession,” insisted one of the Interceptors, another male Bothan-Vhinech. “They have been shadowing us the last hour.”

“Hey, come on guys let’s get a grip!” The Nubian female jumped in quickly to grab the other’s attentions, which to some of them was rather surprising. The relations between the Vhinech and the Guardians were improving every day but there were still some uncertainty between them. “All we need to do is score and we win, right?” She looked at them and did her best to speak in their level of understanding; usually long words. “Do we desire victory? Or do we wallow in what those fools over there have labeled us Little Mountain people as unstable, dishonorable, undeserving lots?”
“Us?” questioned Mathaniel. Of course the Nubians could have been considered insane for leaving everything of their behind to keep an eye on a race of beings. Or insane for the things they do, such as spending most of their time in their high tech body armor, doing physical and mental drills, sharpening their skills, and then calling it a day all at prescribed times as if they were machines. Essentially the question was based on the truth that most of Little Mountain was filled with some unstable, imperfect, sadden minds thus why twenty of Little Mountain’s fifty member roster was consisted of Guardians; the others were either too scared, or too unsure of themselves to play.
“We are a team, pal,” she said with emphasis. “We are in this thing together. I got an idea. Listen…”
As Little Mountain gathered around to lay out their strategy plans, the rulers -- the game’s referees -- moved as one group past Little Mountain’s bench. There were ten, which one of them designated the grand ruler walked ahead of them to set their pace, which would be comical to a layperson. To the Vhinech in the crowd, however, they were not laughing; in fact they backed away out of respect as the very small, very fuzzy, and very huggable creature, for he was the highest of holy men within their religion, the Path. There was not much to look at in terms of threat when it came to the Ewok-Vhinech Magus Orrick, but unlike the rest he had a deep understanding of the Force that no one could rival. No one achieved the rank of Magus because they read the most out of the Path bible.
Orrick and the rulers reached the upper tier of the middle ground grandstands to find the four township leaders of New Paradasia sitting two a side of Order of Guardian’s leader Ogwa Newhausen. To the head masters’ right was Alouka Jarvis representing Little Mountain, and next to the Tigra was Nerdi K’ul’ui of Flat Rock. To the head masters left was the Yaltma Kinder Blessing of River Delta, and to her immediate left was Nandia Orfantan representing Valleys United, the Vhinech Valley and the Posspel Valley. The four leaders replaced the old leadership of Sanctuary because the old reverend leadership had perished during the exodus. The Vhinech were allowed their own government as agreed upon in the original treaty a decade ago between them and the Republic, a deal brokered by Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch a decade ago, in which the Guardians honored until a crisis. In this set up the four township leaders made most of the decisions with Magus Orrick, the supreme religious leader, having a say in matters and was a deciding vote. Ogwa did not come in unless there was a serious threat to the stability of the community, but his counsel at times was welcomed.
Licking his thick lips, the obviously weary Magus Orrick began to speak. “I cannot see this Gathering transpiring another half hour without further consequences. Three continuous hours for non-Vhinphyc is too much in this heat for players and officials.”
“The rules do allow for a long term stoppage,” assured Nerdi in broken Basic while he beat his little wings and rubbed his compound eyes from due to allergies; the Jutken enjoyed heat and some terrible smells, but wasn’t necessarily a fan of pollen. “We can camp out here tonight. We have the supplies.”
“Long term stoppage can only commence if both sides agree to it,” reminded Alouka. His voice carried a lot of clarity and attitude, but not a voice of pure leadership. He did know his son was out there on the field-- his daughter prancing around with the other little kits behind the stands -- and he did know Ryax all too well. “Ryax won’t.”
“Maybe if I talk to him,” insisted Nerdi.

“Alouka is right,” said a quiet Kinder Blessing, who’s species wasn’t really known with his Yaltma coverings to an outside observer. Yaltmas were known to be spiritual servants who impose such slavery upon themselves in order to find redemption. By being appointed a leader, Kinder Blessing swore his service to all the people in his township. It was not unusual to find him doing slave-like activities for people; not because people took advantage of him, but because it was hard for them to say no to someone desiring spiritual forgiveness from their Holy Savior Presence. He didn’t do everything, but he did a lot. Next to Magus Orrick he had a high standing of wisdom. “Ryax will not concede with victory so close at hand. Little Mountain is quick. A few hours rest would make them quicker.”
“Well that sums it up: there can’t be ties in battrition,” remarked Nandia Orfantan dryly. The blonde hair woman was respected for being both a township leader and the head school teacher of New Paradasia. “Are you asking us to intervene and suspend the Gathering, Magus Orrick?”

Magus Orrick frowned a little. There were times when Nandia was confrontational in her approaches but they were cleverly hidden in innuendo. “Are you suggesting that I do not desire the responsibility of bringing this Gathering to a conclusion? To accept blame for ending it? I do not fear the shouldering burden if it means ensuring that no one else is harmed in this, a mere friendly game. I will not pass blame onto others.”

Finally Ogwa injected himself into the discussion. “I’m sure she didn’t mean it that way, Magus. She can see that the people here are still interested in this Gathering, but changing the set rules during it will cause an uproar and end the battrition league. I suggest this gets played out to its conclusion. It’s nearing the end.”
Orrick looked back down on the field and noted the shadows on one of the sideline marking posts; it had moved considerably since the latest truce was initiated. “The truce time has expired. I guess we do have to bare witness.” With that the rulers walked back out onto the field and notified both sides to retake their positions on the field of play. Orrick grabbed the stone at the center of field and walked down towards the end zone, where Ryax and Patcher awaited for him.

The Wookiee-Vhinech stared at his stretching foe and laminated, “Fear to pull something on this chase for the stone, Patcher?”

The Human-Vhinech let out an exhausted exhale and said, “Yes. After I run over your carpeted body.” Patcher gave Ryax a glare. “Face it, Brother, you will not get the stone.”
To Ryax smiled and said, “And you will not score…Brother.”

“On your marks, Generals,” came Orrick’s stout voice. In his tiny hands was indeed a large stone, roughly four inches in diameter, carved with dimples and polished by the town’s stonesmith. He held it up and reminded, “Do not move until the stone has hit the ground. Remember, a false start means possession control to the non-offender at the demilitarized zone line. On your ready.”
Both Vhinech positioned themselves in pre-running stances. When they did their fellow team members began to move about the field per their planned instructions. The deterrents behind them in the one hundred yard diameter end zone could not engage until one of the two runners of the stone touched it. The tension silence from the crowd was trumped by their breathing.
Magus Orrick tapped the Force, letting the stone float above his head. In one motion with both of his hands in visually helping him, the stone sailed high and far down the field….

Over the front zone…

Over the far demilitarized zone…over the midfield line…into the near demilitarized zone…

The stone made contact shallow in the zone and both Vhinech began running, neither one wondering aloud why the stone was not thrown further down the two hundred yard field. The game began with the stone on the fall back zone’s end line, the whole length of the field; tired legs were thankful that it hadn’t gone that far. For a few dozen yards Ryax was in the lead with his stride, growling as the labors of his efforts burned his legs and that he did not want to lose. Patcher gained and finally passed Ryax in a jog when they approached the midfield line.
Suddenly, Ryax stopped. Patcher kept going, unaware until he reached the stone that Flat Rock’s oppressives --  a combination of interceptors and blockades -- were moving in, outnumbering Little Mountains current group of entities. They came, jogging in pace, and awaited for Patcher to touch the stone; they could not engage until Patcher touched the stone.
So Patcher hovered over the stone to get his breath. The oppressives of Flat Rock came to a stop and encircled him loosely. He said to them, “Come here to request me out on a engagement, ladies? Or do you just admire my lily white bottom?”

Each one of the Vhinech in that group wanted to at least say something, but under the game’s rules only the leadership was allowed to speak. Patcher taunted them for a few moments, reaching down for the stone then withdrawing his hands, causing the oppressives to do their best not to fall on their faces or worse touch him before he touched the stone. He did it a few more times, and a few more.

Ryax, though, was walking quickly towards the group: he could still grab the stone.

Though the crowd began to disprove of his tactics, Patcher took it to the next level. He fell over, but not on, the stone, arms in front of him, his arms and legs propping him over the stone. The movement worked when two oppressives tackled him.

A ruler overlooking the events pointed at the two offenders and said, “OUT!” They were out of the game.

One of the two got off of Patcher and yelled, “WHY! HE TOUCHED THE STONE!”

The ruler then pointed at one of the other defenders and said, “OUT! AND THE NEXT ONE THAT SPEAKS ON FLAT ROCK NOT ALLOWED TO SPEAK WILL COST FLAT ROCK TWO! WE WILL HAVE ORDER ON THIS FIELD!”

Ryax was quick to his frustrated and tired group just as the three ejected began to leave. “Do not speak! Pay attention! Do not let them speak you out of the game!”

The game was still officially continuing, so Patcher grabbed the stone, rolled, and immediately threw the stone to the nearest Little Mountain advancer. Once the advancer caught it he came to a stop under the rules of his position; he could only pass or lateral, and had a count of ten to get rid of it; he was safe from being tackled, but that did not mean an opponent could not prevent him from getting rid of the stone; if he could not, he was kicked out of the game.
Before that could happen, before a Flat Rock oppressive came over to stop him, the Vhinech tossed the stone to another advancer. The advancer did her best to throw the stone towards her lone surge, the only position player other than the generals and captains that could run, pass, and lateral. The stone bounced towards him, a Ripter-Vhinech with great leg speed but the bounce cost Little Mountain at least two seconds of time, allowing Flat Rock’s defense to respond and form up. 
To counter, the Ripter-Vhinech ran and jutted and juked as Flat Rock began to surround him, trying their best to tackle him to force a turnover. Little Mountains two remaining interceptors threw blocks, leaving their surge to deal with four enemies. He shook loose of them and began to tiredly run wide, bringing the crowd to their feet hopping…
Ryax tossed a blocking Patcher aside and threw a heavy shoulder block into Mathaniel’s chest, leapt, and tripped the Ripter-Vhinech up. The stone came loose on impact…

“FUMBLE!” came a collective yell from everywhere.

One of Flat Rock’s oppressors grabbed the stone and ran with a clear field ahead of him to the fall back zone. However in his overzealousness he forgot that he was a blockade, a position player that can only play in the far demilitarized zone. The rulers stopped play once he had crossed the midfield line into the near demilitarized zone and promptly ejected him. Once again Ryax and Patcher had to line up to race for the stone, this time at the midfield line. Both determined to beat a path down the other’s back towards glory.
Little did they or anyone else know until it was too late that something immature was going to happen. No one happened to notice the activity behind the grandstands save for a few Vhinech children who happen to notice it. All they could do was laugh and giggle along with the merry male. By the time he reached the end of the grandstands near the fall back zone the Quermian -Vhinech was gleefully skipping about while only wearing a smile. Just as Magus Orrick cast the stone down that way did he and everyone else except the players notice the screwiness; the players noted it once the naked creature sprinted out onto the field, laughing his infectious laugh, and caught the stone in running flight.
“Good Lord!” shouted Ogwa in the stands; just like everyone else he and the leadership were standing up and baring witness to the goofiness of the long neck creature running at break neck speed down the field and evading everyone trying to stop him. A groan of embarrassment came from Alouka, drawing the Nubian’s attention towards him. “Wasn’t he the same one that streaked at the last gathering?”
Alouka slapped his hand on his forehead and with a little shame nodded his head. He said, “Yeah, Wobble.”
“WOBBLE!” screamed Mathaniel Jarvis, giving chase to his fellow Little Mountaineer. Between the jeers and shouts of anger from the crowd was chuckles and laughs as the players on both sides missed the speedy creature and the Tigra-Vhinech had to leap and bound to avoid the misses; which he did with uncanny ease for a creature that often couldn’t stand straight and fell over off balanced. 
Mathaniel’s cheeks flushed more with embarrassment. “WOBBLE! STOP!” Wobble’s tiny head turned all the way around on it’s limber long neck, a big no tooth grin displayed on his childish face. “STOP, WOBBLE!”
“I cannot stop, Mathaniel Jarvis, for my feet our my destiny and it takes me ever northward,” said Wobble joyfully, reciting a Path bible passage. “See me score! Hahaha! Hahahaha!”

Without warning Wobble leapt, and Mathaniel was inadvertently tackled head on by one of his fellow teammates. The ‘game breaker’ reached the end zone, causing a few beings in the crowd to give him a cheer; mainly children and adolescence adults; a few females had fainted at the sight of a naked creature whose biology was a little too equal distant in terms of appendages. A fact Wobble was only too happy to demonstrate by putting significant distance between himself and the beat up deterrents, setting the stone down, positioning himself properly and declaring proudly, “Call me tripod! Hahahaha!” Like a flash Wobble was running again with the stone just as the deterrents tried and failed to grab him.
Waiting for Wobble in the center of the field was Magus Orrick, ready to use the Force. When the happy go lucky creature reached the midfield line Orrick slowed him down with a Force Grip upon Wobble’s midsection. Wobble slowed, still laughing but looking confused…

Then out of nowhere Ryax let loose a Wookiee roar and drilled Wobble violently from behind. Stone and bodies went everywhere, followed by a collective gasp from the crowds on both sides of the field. Orrick was beside himself. “RYAX! There was no need for that!”
The Wookiee-Vhinech got up and marched over to Wobble’s sprawled out form. He ignored everyone else that was shouting at him from afar and rolled his antagonist over. Wobble, though dazed, just continued to laugh. Ryax was not amused. “You imbalanced imbecile, you dare disrupt my march to glory! I shall throttle you!”

Wobble finally noted Ryax, stoppled laughing, smiled, and asked, “Are you the inventor of assless pants?” He began to laugh again.
Enraged, Ryax grabbed Wobble by the throat roughly and reared his left hand back, exposing his subspecies’ claws to swipe lethally. Ryax found himself Force Pushed off of Wobble strongly, causing him to let go and roll to his feet. Before Ryax could act again Mathaniel landed with a flip between him and Wobble and struck with the Force again with more concentrated effort, knocking Ryax up in the air and away at least a dozen yards. No longer was the Study exhausted once he had tapped the energies he was learning to control. After a few moments nearly everyone that was on the field at the time had gathered at the location; one of the rulers removed his officials’ robe that he wore over his regular clothing and covered Wobble with it.
Mathaniel held Wobble by the shoulders and said, “Good friend, why did you have to come here?” Then he frowned a little and asked, “How did you get out of your home?” He could have sworn…in fact he, his sister and his father had boarded up the door to prevent Wobble from leaving the home.
In his silly, assured way Wobble plainly said, “I dug my way out like a mole looking for a grub.” He smacked his lips. “Grubs are tasty, hahahaha.”
Before Mathaniel could imagine what poor Wobble’s home had to look like with a hole through the floor Ryax was approaching the both of them with fury clearly visible on his hairy face. The Tigra-Vhinech stepped in front of Wobble, gulping hard with some growing fear but was determined to protect his innocent friend from a more than serious pounding.
Ryax abruptly stopped, almost stepping on top of Orrick’s head; the so much smaller Magus was a little too easy for any average height being to miss, let alone an enraged giant like Ryax. Orrick did not have to do much; he only had raised his hand. Most of the Vhinech knew how to use the Force in a limited way, but they could not match Orrick in ability and skill.

“Just what exactly was your intentions, Brother Ryax, upon Brother Wobble,” asked Orrick with authority and heavily emphasizing the word was.

Ryax bit back his biting contempt as he forced his eyes away from both Mathaniel and Wobble. “Magus, this whole farce upon this honorable gathering is obviously a ploy by Little Mountain to buy them rest time!” He pointed a stiff finger towards Wobble, in which Mathaniel had to pull Wobble back to prevent him from playfully biting it. “This detriment to our kind, who does not deserve to draw a breath to begin with, is from Little Mountain! He is running around with the stone, naked as a newborn, mocking this gathering, my people of Flat Rock, and the good people of our town!”
Patcher shook his head and butted in with sarcasm to illustrate how foolish and wrong Ryax was. “Why do you not just accuse him of being a Vhinphyc so we may hang him of heresy?”

“You have nerve!” barked Ryax.

“SILENCE!” Orrick’s Force amplified shout caused all those in argument to quiet down. He sighed, looked hard at Ryax, and said, “Do you have evidence or witness that can substantiate your claim?”

Beside himself with frustration, Ryax roared back at the Vhinech Magus, “THAT THING IS FROM LITTLE MOUNTAIN!!! WHAT MORE DO YOU NEED YOU LITTLE-!” He stopped himself short when Orrick’s large eyes appeared to get a bit larger, waiting for the insult or the next sentence that could lead to irreversible consequences for him. Especially when Orrick was the only Vhinech with a lightsaber, a weapon that easily nullified Ryax’s size advantage. He breathed hard for a few more moments, pride swallowed, and said softly, “Pardon me from ending, my Magus, I meant no rage towards you. No, I do not have evidence or witness that can substantiate my claim.”

“You are forgiven, Ryax,” said Orrick plainly, but he gave the Vhinech-Wookiee an edge-filled one last glance. He turned his attention to Patcher and said, “Little Mountain is not in the wrong in this case.” He then turned to Mathaniel and Wobble. “However, the rules are very clear in Battrition: only rulers shall use the Force during an event. No player shall under any circumstances.”
There was no hiding Flat Rock’s collective grins, so Patcher spoke up before Mathaniel said something. “My Magus, forgive me, but that is unfair! Game play had surely halted. Mathaniel was acting as a responsible member of society.”

“And for that as his Magus I am proud of Study Mathaniel. Nonetheless the rules are to be honored, and if he cannot honor the rules then he must accept the consequences.” Orrick looked at Mathaniel with regret and said, “You are banned for life, as the rules of battrition dictate.”

Mathaniel went to say something, but his shock in the ruling awoke him to the reality that he could no longer play battrition. He glumly grabbed Wobble by the shoulders and with his head hanging a little escorted his charge off the field. Some of the people applauded him, a mixture of his efforts on the battrition field and his effort to protect even a harmless fool doing foolish things.
“There is a Presence,” remarked Ryax dryly, drawing ugly glares even from his own team. Using the icon of the Path religion that was so revered by even the less diligent of believers in such a smug way was very, very wrong. The best anyone could do was gave him glares, including Orrick who could do nothing but reset the field and prepare for another run for the stone.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 31.2

Behind the stands and after a few minutes of walking around to retrieve his friend’s clothes Mathaniel helped Wobble back into his clothes with a crinkling nose; they were dirty, a combination of dirty and mud that revealed that his friend had told the truth. The roar of the crowd from time to time brought him to a stop, part of him wishing he could go see, another part of him wishing he could still be playing. Both were impossible now thanks to Wobble, who continuously looked confused. With all the potential problems that lived on Little Mountain Wobble was the biggest with his constant mischief inspired by his off kilter minds. A big, innocent kid in a full grown adult’s body that was a handful every minute of every day. Too often Wobble frustrated Mathaniel more than his lack of mastery of the Force.

“Is Mathaniel angry at Wobble,” asked Wobble with a pouting lip.

Sighing, Mathaniel said unconvincingly, “No, Wobble, I’m not mad at you.” He knew full well that Wobble could empathically sense his angst towards him. “Sometimes you frustrate me with your behavior. I should know by now you can’t help it.”

“I just wanted to watch,” said the Vhinech quietly ashamed. “I just wanted to play. Wobble does not mean to make everyone hate him.”
Hearing that Mathaniel found himself once again regretting being so forward to his friend. It made him think about the many years ago, before the exodus that would lead them to Evramora, the Vhinech that were very unstable mentally were locked away in a battrition stadium in the original city of Paradasia. A few of them died there because their minds could not handle the insanity, while too many were executed because of the dangers they imposed. For years Wobble had been considered imbalanced when in fact he was mentally challenged due to a physical problem. 
When it came time to leave the dying world of Vhanba someone had taken Wobble with them, and finally later the group had joined up with the Jarvis’ who had evacuated Vhanba long before the fall of Sesch, the capitol. Since then Mathaniel, his father and his younger sister Maddie had taken care of him when others have loathed, and even have tried to kill, him. In each individual Vhinech, regardless of the subspecies they were born as, possessed two brains; one that radiated with the light side of the Force, the other with the dark side; often both minds fought for dominate control although they worked together to ensure a Vhinech could function as a living entity, at least to a point. Such mental wars caused madness of such violence an attack by such a Vhinech was deadly if not scarring and crippling. No right minded Vhinech wanted to put themselves or their families in that kind of danger, and therefore had no regrets in the past in killing off such threats before they materialized.
Their collective time on the planet Sanctuary, where a good share of the people found true spirituality and at least ten years of peace away from genocidal war went a long way to changing their minds in term so of immediately executing those who were struggling with the battle in their heads. Back then, though, it was rather easy for Mathaniel and the rest to keep Wobble out of the light of day; Wobble, like the rest, were convinced that they were on the door step of the Lands of Plenty, the place where all good followers of the Path went and joined Presence’s side, therefore he did not want to do anything remotely foolish. What helped the family as well, to excuse them from their communal duty, was the loss of Mathaniel’s mother Magus Parable. No one dared asked too much from a family that lost a great warrior.
The tranquility of Sanctuary ended, though, and threw a lot of Vhinech back into mental turmoil with the addition of a few young lives that had never experienced the horrors of war. Most of those lives in New Paradasia resided in Little Mountain, where they elected to go and stay for the sake of their friends and neighbors whom some began to have old fears resurface. Ryax was a good example of such fearful hatred. If not for Magus Orrick and the Order of Guardians Mathaniel was convinced hardliners like Ryax would have convinced the others to butcher the residents of Little Mountain. Orrick and the Nubians could not do it alone; by demonstrating an example Orrick hoped others would follow he extended offers to train a new generation of Magus, extending such an offer to Mathaniel exclusively.
Although Mathaniel agreed to learn the Force and use it to protect those like Wobble he still held a great deal of feelings of reluctance. Becoming a Magus was a responsibility that was far greater than any leader or reverend of the Path and there was a part of him, now, that grew tired of taking care of other beings. Essentially the life he never had a chance one to think about was over. Not that he was going anywhere; the Vhinech were not allowed to have any contact with the galaxy for at least another hundred years as per the treaty. Still, he never thought of himself as a Vhinech or as anything more than who he was now. Everyone else thought of him as Magus Parable’s pup, an heir to some enlightening importance he couldn’t really buy into. After all by all accounts what his mother did was villainous.
Helping Wobble button his pants and sighing himself to his fate, Mathaniel said, “It isn’t that people hate you, Wobble. It’s just they hate what they expect from you. They know you don’t mean some of the things you do. It’s just their hope that you’ll change.”

As he usually did something caused Wobble’s spirits to lift, and it usually had to do with people assuring him that he wasn’t a bad guy. Or certain words were used like hope. Digging into his pocket Wobble pulled out his Path prayer necklace, with the Path symbol dangling at the end with it’s five points representing the five truths of life, and said, “I have hope! I know I love Presence and I know Presence love me. She blesses the people and the bruises on fruit.” He looked puzzled. “Why does she do that with fruit?”
Mathaniel, sometimes, couldn’t explain away any of Wobble’s wild tangents. Where he got such zany ideas befuddled the most imaginative mind. But, with hopeful eyes, Wobble waited for Mathaniel to answer. But to Mathaniel’s relief he noticed the approach of the township leaders and Ogwa Newhausen. His father Alouka didn’t look pleased, a fact Wobble accepted as true when he ducked behind Mathaniel. 

Alouka was never hard with Wobble, but he shouted at him sometimes. “Wobble, you just lost dessert privileges for a week. We told you that you couldn’t come.”
“I only wanted to watch, Alouka,” assured Wobble, his little eyes looking over Mathaniel’s shoulder. “Let Wobble lick the pans?”

“Not even the pans,” said Alouka with sharp eyes. Wobble cringed behind Mathaniel while the father took in his son. “You did a good thing today, Son.”

“Yeah, but look what it cost Little Mountain.” He looked at the stands and asked puzzled, “Is it over?”

“No, Study Parable,” said Kinder Blessing, “they are still playing.”

“Don’t call me that.” Whenever he heard others refer to him by that moniker it always made him cringe and made him spiteful. By tradition, one that was not a long standing one, it was often the heir of a fallen Magus to take the name of those who had given them life. It took him days of angst and misbehavior to convince Magus Orrick to finally give up and refer to Mathaniel by his birth name. “That’s not my name.”

“My pardon,” assured Kinder Blessing. “I meant no offense.”

When Mathaniel was ready for a different subject in the conversation his father gave him a eye. The young man realized what that he had to say something, although he never felt he had to say it. “You’re forgiven, Yaltma.” Remembering what lead to his ejection he pointed towards the field and said, “By the way will Ryax get punishment for blind siding Wobble here? What about the fact he was going to kill him?”
“Actually that’s why we’re here; to inform Wobble that, like Ryax, he isn’t going to be punished at the community level,” said Nandia. She noted Mathaniel’s displeasure. “Sorry, but consider that Wobble went out of his way to goad Ryax inadvertently with his behavior.”
“So the mentally challenged get away with crimes around here?” The group in front of Mathaniel turned around, so he followed their sight line to see a group of haggard-looking Guardians approaching. The man who spoke just now, in the lead, spoke again. “Sounding a lot like Coruscant.”

“Nowen!” Ogwa Newhausen stepped towards the young Human quickly -- far quicker than Mathaniel thought was possible for a old man -- and took his hand. The Order of Guardian’s leader than took hands and made head nods to the others in the one called Nowen’s group. “I am very glad to see you.”
“Same here, Oggie.” The crowd then erupted loudly with a loud, sustained cheer that suggested to Mathaniel that the gathering had to be over. Hearing the newcomer’s voice, though, brought his attention back towards him and also behind him, where Wobble was no longer there. “Come again?”
Sensing a growing threat to Wobble’s safety Mathaniel grabbed Wobble in a hurry and said to Nowen, “You have to forgive him, he’s not right in the head.”
“Are we all?” That comment from Nowen bothered Mathaniel a lot really quick. Unlike the other Guardians all ready this man he really did not like. He reminded Mathaniel of Ryax, but somehow the Wookiee-Vhinech could win over the Nubian in a contest that determined friendship and alliance.

“Come on, Wobble,” said Mathaniel as the others continued to talk amongst themselves about business. They went out into the field and sure enough the gathering was over…and to his delight Little Mountain had won. The score was still tied, but the score keeper that manned the interchangeable sign put up a sign that read ‘Forced Surrender’; that meant a member of Little Mountain had forced a member of Flat Rock carrying the stone past the fall back end zone line. Regardless of the score, even if Flat Rock were leading, if such an event occurred the game was immediately over and the sacked team would have lost.
“Hey!” Patcher’s shout was barely audible over the crowd that had surrounded him congratulate him; some of the people of Little Mountain that did make the trip had a hold of him. He managed to get away and grab both Mathaniel and Wobble in a hug. “I did it, Mathaniel! I sacked that big hairy fool! Mira’s plan worked!”
Mira was the Guardian female who played one of the deterrent positions. The plan had called for them to lure Ryax or any member of Flat Rock by losing control of the stone near the fall back end line. When someone from Flat Rock went for the stone, feeling secure in the belief that they were protected, then whoever was available for Little Mountain was to charge down and make the sack. What made the plan work would have been Little Mountain’s position players; the oppressive players could roam the entire field, drawing Flat Rock’s players away from the area of protection. It was only appropriate that the idiot going after the stone was Ryax. Especially when the Wookiee-Vhinech was going to eventually find out that a mere Human had created the plan that outwitted him. To the egomaniacs this was a bad blow: Little Mountain, who almost couldn’t play because of the lack of participation, who’s roster was filled with Nubians, beat a much more athletic and much more competitive team.
Mathaniel went ahead and exchanged a hug with Patcher. When both saw Mira they grabbed her up and hugged and danced up and down in the celebration. Wobble joined in at times, and eventually Mathaniel had to take charge of Wobble before his naïve friend did something silly again and spoil the celebration. In the mayhem, he noted Patcher holding Mira for a long time, and then noted a familiar figure doing her pregnant best to squeeze through the chaos: Patcher’s wife Blessed. 

“Cough!” Mathaniel literally wanted to slap himself. He wanted to cough loudly, not say the fricking word aloud. Yet it had the affect he wanted and Patcher looked at him, and finally followed his eyes.
Patcher let go of Mira immediately just as Blessed saw him. He was quick to her, hugging her and patting her ever growing belly; their first child was due in a few months, but Mathaniel could have sworn it was any day now given the size of her stomach.

Mira, who saw nothing into Patcher’s little advances towards her, practically staggered towards Mathaniel in exhaustion and said, “What’s a matter, kid? Tired?”

An unusual question under the circumstances. He was tired, but the last erg of adrenaline from learning that his township had won kept him up, awake, and happy. But something was bothering him. Maybe because he just helped out another friend who was foolish grabbing the behind of a woman that was not his mate. Or maybe because he made a choice that lead to him being let out of something special, and that such things were going to happen for the rest of his life.

It was something. Maybe it was in the Force. Who knew for sure except this: it was easy to ignore as the celebration would eventually lead to a large group prayer to their Holy Savior Presence, and a period of forgiveness amongst the players before they returned to New Paradasia en masse.
