CHAPTER 111.0
The presentation that appeared on the computer terminal screen in the late Hig’s control room was a slide show that was rather long and drawn, spending as much as fifteen seconds on each subject on screen, the presentations of each subject longer whenever there was a lot of Vhinphyckian text on the screen. There had been no repeats of the information yet, so Muriel and Nowen found themselves being forced to be patient and try to understand what they were looking at. Fortunately what was shown was not untranslatable once they applied a little time and logic to it, but it was difficult because of time they had relative to the current situation -- the amount of time to review the information and the amount of time they had left before the Device reached Coruscant.
Very little of what was shown on the screen had to do with the Device itself, which jailed the two Nubians in the purgatory of information assimilation for the past hour. Muriel and Nowen had collectively deciphered it as the Vhinphyc’s plans in greater detail than how Hig and Nach had explained it. The break in the doldrums was expected as was the previous times one of them spoke to remind the other that they were wide awake. This time it was a much more intelligent observation.

“I wonder,” began Nowen, “if any of this explains the problem on New Paradasia?”

New Paradasia was the furthest idea from her mind, but Muriel found herself entertaining the notion. “The Vhinech suddenly given birth to Force-sensitive Vhinphyc: A Device full of Force-sensitive Vhinphyc clones.” She seriously mulled it over. “Too coincidental, but way too intriguing. But do you honestly think the Vhinech are going to start having these kids based on a genetic timer?”
Nowen shook his head a little, but then he said, “I know, but cripes what have we seen so far? I haven’t seen this kind of precision in a military plan, ever. Yet they’re pulling it off.” He gestured towards the terminal. “There’s got to be a way to save the information on to something.”
Muriel snapped her attention the screen when a schematic appeared. “Wait, wait, look!” They both observed it carefully, and Nowen understood why Muriel was excited. It was the plans to the inner sanctum, where the Vhinphyc clones were housed, where they were at the moment. “Hopefully this is it. Maybe we can gleam something from this.”
It took some time, going floor by floor literally of the inner sanctum design. Eventually their location was revealed. Immediately their particular section peeked their interest. Across from the control room there was parts of the floor that were not shown.
“Classified,” said Muriel, pointing her finger on the screen, “just like this section was when we were in the outer section.”

“What do you think, one of those vents Nach had talked about,” suggested Nowen.
“Possibly, I mean why classify it, this deep in the Device?” Muriel turned her attention to Nowen fully. “It can’t be another surprise. I’m willing to bet it’s something else other than the vents. A cooling system, perhaps, or maybe an energizer providing coupler rebound.”
“Something that will give us time to escape, I hope.” Nowen walked over to the closed door. He was going to open it to take a look at the particular section. “I don’t seem to recall-.”

“Wait!” Nowen stopped himself from hitting the diode that would open the door and turned around. He finally heard the chime that had gotten Muriel’s attention. She looked and said, “Oh no.”

“What?” Nowen went back to Muriel’s side and finally noticed a very smile video window on the screen. “Is that the Hauler?”
Muriel gripped the terminal to keep herself from attempting to run through the thick walls of the Device. In the little visual box was a very damaged Hailstorm’s Hauler being attacked by a Dark Prophet. It was pounding on the cockpit bulkhead.
Blowing out her anxiety Muriel closed her eyes and stretched her feelings. Nowen said, “Are they all right?”
“Shhhhh, give me a moment,” said Muriel, trying not to be desperate. In her closed-eye realm there was much of herself that she had to get through first in order to sense whether Dizzy was alive. It was very difficult, made more so by the life that now grew inside of her. She could have sworn she heard her fetus ask her what was wrong, and where was daddy.

In her mind, Muriel saw Dark Prophets sniffing outside their door. The manchildren had collectively determined their prey had gone into the control room. They passed the time sniffing around, waiting, which that in itself was strange. She would have assumed they would openly attack the door, rip it apart. Instead they kept themselves several feet away from the door. Still, there was no guarantee they were safe in the control room, particular if Nowen indeed had opened the door.
“We have company outside,” said Muriel, opening her eyes. “Lots of them.”

“Drones?”

“Much bigger.” Muriel then saw the screen and couldn’t stop her gasp. The manchild had entered the Hauler. “Oh no, Dizzy!”

“Damn it!” Nowen fidgeted just a bit, thinking what to do. Muriel, on the other hand, was on her feet and pulling out her lightsaber. She stomped towards the door. “MURIEL!”

Not waiting, not wanting to her it, the red head kicked the diode. The door opened and she ran out with lightsaber swinging. She saw the first monster and swung cleanly through the chest. She didn’t see the beast on the right of the door, which was behind her, but Nowen did and unloaded several high powered shots in the creature. It was slowed, hurt, but it was slow to die until Muriel ducked under another attack to cut off Nowen’s target’s head. He fired several shots at the one beast that nearly got Muriel, and then fired shots at another to slow it down.
Warnings from the Force were just flash-bulbs of blinding thought in Muriel’s mind. She had before just a well-trained perception that picked up on threats from any direction; never at one time had she used the Force so much. With use came the instinct to tap into it. It was just as distracting as the mad swipes the Dark Prophet made at her. Wisely as she moved and retreated from the grouping bunch she had kept her virtually indestructible blade of light in front of her. A manchild made the mistake at swiping at the lit portion of the lightsaber and promptly lost its fingers.
Nowen checked his blind spots before he moved out into the wide open to lay fire on the backside of very large moving targets. Two of the four remaining beasts turned their attention towards him. The distraction paid off as Muriel frantically whirled her weapon to get past the two that were in front of her to strike the two glaring down Nowen. She cut the leg of one at the thigh. The other one sensed her approach but his cutting swipe was at shoulder height, too high; she opened up his stomach before being tripped up the amputated leg of the Prophet clone. She stumbled but regained her footing to impale a charging manchild and his weight forced them both down to the ground.
Quick to aim, Nowen repetitively fired one right after another at the still functional manchild. It slowed, the holed in its chest were gaping, but it continued to growl and push forward. Nowen moved to his right. The creature knocked him sideways by clipping his Saberhide boot. No damage was done to the foot, but the awkwardness of the blow put great pressure on his knee joint, causing the leg to bend unnaturally. Landing, Nowen tried to roll but the strain ligaments in his right knee finally communicated the problem. That moment of pain awareness cost Nowen time…
The lightsaber cut through the rest of the monster, and with the Force Muriel managed to get the torso off of her body. Up quickly, she just caught the moment Nowen was trying to roll up to safety and grabbed his knee. No time to move at the advancing beast, she took a page from Enothchild’s playbook and tried to throw her lightsaber like a spear. With bad positioning and no practice the lightsaber instead spun out of her hand and landed short.

But before she thought all was lost the weapon rolled, the lightsaber was still on, and the beast stepped right on the light blade. Instantly the creature’s foot came right apart and it fell to its knees, wailing in pain.

Muriel was quick to her feet and running for the weapon. Her passing foot, however, was snatched by the manchild whose leg she had taken off. It pulled her towards it easily, relentlessly, before she could clear her blaster rifle cleanly from her back holster.
Nowen saw the problem and did his best to stand up. He needed to walk the pain off, but he didn’t have the time. He raised his weapon to fire, but the creature with the missing foot had drawn his attention. He fired repetitively in its snarling face.

Kicking frantically, Muriel found her captor’s face. The third time she went for the kick, the creature caught her armored foot in its mouth and bit down. The Saberhide protected her foot, but it did not prevent the monster from shaking his head. Once one of his hands grabbed hold of another part of her body she was done for.
Muriel struggled up as Nowen took another full step back away from his foe after the beast had knocked his weapon away after the second shot to its forehead. Nowen could out-crawl it, but he took note of Muriel’s plight, which allowed his predator to lock its hands around his legs. Given the condition of his right knee Nowen’s collapse was inevitable.

Frantically Muriel used the Force, picturing her lightsaber in her mind; she lost sight of it, although the weapon was still locked in the on position. She called it to her desperate hand…

The weapon spun through the air, taking Nowen’s attacker’s head right off….

The other hand from Muriel’s attacker had finally got her left hand and pulled her down. Just as she fell, the lightsaber continued to spin wildly towards her old location, and right into the path of the monster’s oncoming skull. It stabbed right in the center of the beast’s head, and for long seconds it just held itself above his feminine prey with a frozen look of shock. Muriel had to reach up, yank her armored foot out of the monster’s mouth, and then she was able to pull her weapon cruelly out of its skull -- thorough the side. Quickly as she could, she ran around and cut off the heads of the remaining survivors.
Nowen got up on his feet. He noted Muriel moving for location opposite the control room that had been classified. Both were panting under the duress they had just been under. Nowen limped a bit after her, doing his best to work the damage out of his knee. Neither needed any motivation to move, feeling reinforcements could soon arrive at any moment. Immediately they were confronted by the wall of Vhinphyc clones.
“Access must be behind the capsules,” Muriel stated the obvious. She ignited her lightsaber. “Stand back.”

“No problem there,” said the ailing Nowen, who was trailing but his walk was improving. As Muriel began cutting slowly through the thick joints that held the capsule to the wall he scanned the area around him. Far away he caught movement. He raised his rifle and flipped open his farsight scope. “Large company, coming from current west.”
“Have they seen us yet?” remarked Muriel. She kept working.

“If they’re tracking us by scent, ‘seeing’ is not the problem,” remarked Nowen. He turned towards the capsule just to the left of the capsule Muriel was cutting out. He fired and shattered the glass holding the clone inside, and then quickly he stepped into the gelatinous liquid that poured out.
Startled, Muriel said, “If you’re going to shoot, shoot them!” Nowen then splashed some of it at her. “Hey!”

“I got a hunch, but even if I’m wrong we’re going to have to fight these bastages close anyways. Finish cutting.”
Muriel finished dragging the blade through the top joint when the whole capsule snapped off the holding assembly due to weight. The capsule’s window smashed and cloning fluid covered the entire floor, stretching towards the control room. They moved collectively out of the way as it slowly fell. The revealed wall had a panel. They opened the panel by pulling on the simple hand holds to discover a hole connected to a tunnel that was two meters wide.

The Nubians got inside the hole quickly and took up residence for ambush ten meters in the tunnel. Muriel shut down her lightsaber but kept it ready in her left hand, drawing her blaster rifle with her right. They could still see the control room, seemingly too far away to get to.

“We could have fooled them by going back to the control room,” offered Muriel.

Favoring his leg again, Nowen shook his head and said, “We lucked out in the last battle with them and you know it.” He nodded towards the control room to emphasize it. “I think these beasties are conditioned to not enter certain areas, but they probably hung around outside because our scents lingered around.”
Understanding, Muriel whispered, “With the Vhinphyc’s smell covering ours they may give up. They’ll just assuming we’re just their masters, walking around.” She began to sense them in her mind. She raised her rifle. “If they’re stupid.”

Nowen followed suite, picking a high target, assuming the torso the manchild that crosses his line of sight that spots him. Unspoken was many truths based in reality; they were lucky to have won the last battle, and they were still miles away from escape, and that escape was perhaps done for based on what they saw in the control room. Their limited supplies were about spent, and one more battle with the Dark Prophets may cost them their remaining explosives if not their lives. With Nach gone, they had to tactically extend their opportunities.
The first of ten Dark Prophet manchildren entered their field of view and began to smell. The highly trained Guardians hid their fear well and prepared for the worst. The odds were clearly against them.

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

CHAPTER 111.1

The malfunctioning bulkhead opened at the nick of time as Alluetia and Dizzy quickly realized there were too many acid probes. It all ready been asking too much to destroy one, but luckily for them the acid was not strong enough to penetrate deeper into the hull. They kept the translucent non-living entities away from the exposed damage of the ship. The opening was the opening they desperately needed for a break. Wordless, one after the other, they jumped into the cockpit. Dizzy slapped the bulkhead controls and this time the bulkhead closed on command.
“SHIELDS!” screamed Alluetia. Dizzy saw her point and re-activated the deflector shields Alluetia had turned off so facilitate their original escape from the manchild. To make certain of the plan, Dizzy turned up the wattage on the generators and hoped for no shorts.
Outside the Hauler, the shield energy burst from the emitters and upon increasing the magnetic harmonics the probes controlling the acid within their static fields terribly malfunctioned. The flaw of the acid probes as effective long strike weapons was their electronic ingenuity; the probes were too small to incorporate protection from massive energy bursts or electromagnetic pulses.
Nach and Nowen’s jerry rigging of the shields entered the equation, and the extended perimeters of the shield stretched out from the ship and wiped out the entire legion of acid probes before the shields tripped off due to overuse. The shield system subroutines did not know the difference between the ground the ship laid on and an incoming asteroid rubbing up against the shield energy.
Dizzy quickly shifted the shield system to full shut down, better known as icing mode. The cooling system was not damaged, enabling to rapidly cool the shield generators to prevent any component burnout and hardware melting. The injectors to the coolant would normally draw space vacuum for the cooling, but since based on the ground it pumped standard freon-4 into the water.
Sighing collectively, Alluetia and Dizzy just sat down right where they are. She nearly burned herself with the end of her blaster barrel; she thanked Presence that she never ran out of juice. Dizzy tossed his weapon aside, spent up just as the bulkhead had opened.
Out of breath, Alluetia looked at her friend and said, “You know what, Dizzy?”

“What, Alluetia,” he asked back, rubbing his sore ears gently.

“We’re getting too old for this shit.”

The two of them began to just chuckle out loud. They felt twice their actual age and had run full tilt in a biped marathon. Yet the old rogues got that endorphin kick that came after every successful escape from danger. It made them just a bit crazy at the moment, and if asked they would say it was extremely fun what just happened, and they wondered when they could do it again to get that feeling. The endorphins wore off quickly in older people, leaving the two still sweating, still panting, and still trying to find some semblance of calm. Pains unaware to them surfaced; for Dizzy the feeling in his ears really returned while Alluetia’s knees felt like she took direct hits from a debt collector’s lead pipe.
“So,” mumbled Dizzy, “you gonna get me a damn beer, woman, after all the hard work I’ve done?”

“Get your own damn beer, girl,” Alluetia jokingly shot back. She sunk her head down to laugh and to be frustrated. “Cripes, we got the fix this old girl.” She looked up and patted the nearest wall. “I’m so neglectful, baby. I’ll never abuse you again like this.”
“Help me fix the Falcon when we outta here,” said Dizzy, straining to stand up.

Chuckling a bit, she said, “If we get outta here.”

He walked over, and Dizzy offered his hand to her. “When we get outta here.” He winked and said, “C’mon, where’s your optimism?”
“Hmmmmmm, crushed under the Hauler.”

“I will get this girl working, Loosh.” Dizzy grabbed her by the wrist and upon his encouragement helped her up to her feet. “And we’re blasting out of here.”
“Sure.” Alluetia played with her hands a bit. “Uh, are you sure? Don’t get me wrong, but after what we’ve been though to this point, will we get outta here? With Muriel and the others?”

Dizzy had thought that, but he threw the notion aside with a hand gesture. “No sweat with Red, Loosh. She probably owns this place and she’s on her way back right now.”

Alluetia really wanted to believe him. The Sullustan then said, “Now, where’s my damn beer?”

She promptly flicked Dizzy’s ears.

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

CHAPTER 111.2

The monsters collectively continued to sniff the area by the control room looking for the food they had trailing for some time. They showed some interest in the two ruined cloning capsules. They took terms analyzing each capsule one at time, paying greater attention to the cuts made by Muriel’s lightsaber. They showed heavy interest around them, but their noses could only smell the terrible cloning gel that had covered just about everything. There was passing interesting in the control room and, for the moment, the tunnel Muriel and Nowen were in.
The two Guardians held very still in the shadows, camouflaged by their equipment and the lack of lighting in the tunnel. They were certain the creatures had better than average sight and hearing to compliment their incredible sense of smell. The weakness was clearly the creatures’ thinking abilities tied into their senses; Juna had mentioned that fact about Prophet to Muriel before, and much of Prophet’s reasoning was instinct driven. Too much reliance on instinct short circuited reasoning skills. Unless their nose lead their eyes to take a closer look into the tunnel the manchildren were not going to figure out any sooner where their prey was.

The creatures no longer faced the hole. Nowen eased quietly over and behind Muriel. He practically laid on her and exhaled his whisper; the quietest way to whisper. “Go.”
Muriel shook her head slightly.

“Tardy.” The one word sentences were part of the training they both had gone through, utilizing the exhales to communicate. They called it breath-novella: when used correctly, they could have a novel’s worth conversation if they had the time. He remembered the technique back in New Paradasia after watching fellow Guardians practice it; although there had not been much use for it.

“Rawl,” said Nowen. Given their situation, he was telling her that time was running out and they should reverse belly crawl -- Rawl -- backwards to their intended location.
“Wait,” was Muriel’s slow, quiet response. She still didn’t have enough confidence in their deception. A monster peered at, but not into the hole; it stared for a long time. It then turned away.
“Stew,” exhaled Muriel quietly. Perhaps they should ‘simmer’ for a little while; as oppose to ‘stay’, or ‘chill’, for those require them to stand down from ready status, as opposed to staying alert; warm on the stove so to speak.
“Grumble,” exhaled Nowen, sliding to Muriel’s side. She smiled; the inside joke on the technique of breath-novella was using obvious words to portray obvious emotions. ‘Grumble’ was Nowen’s way of saying he would be grumbling over the decision.
The creatures were more and more out of their line of sight; they only could see one manchild, and it was closer towards the middle of the ongoing level between the control room and the tunnel. The Humans looked at each other, nodded, and began to ‘rawl’. They kept their eyes focused ahead of them, blindly going deeper into the tunnel feet first. After five minutes they stopped when their respected boots reached the other side of an opening. The blacked out area they viewed showed the drop; another two meter wide hole. The bad news was obvious; they did not know really how far the drop would be, and their movements still had to be minimal and their noise levels even less.
They looked at each other for a long time. With a sober nod of silent agreement, both slid and fell together down the hole. It was wordlessly determined that if only one went down and had died from the fall the other was doomed against the Dark Prophets. They had came this far; everything had to be done together or not at all, no matter how foolish it would be.

The fall was short, but they were still startled and fell upon landing. Quickly they looked around the best they could in the darkness. No choice, they turned on personal illuminators on their overall vests to see. A steady wind blew in their face, and they were bombarded by flashes of natron particles.
“This is it,” said Nowen, containing his excitement. He was about to pull out his remaining explosive charges when Muriel grabbed his wrist. The wind, autumn cool, was getting colder and stronger.
“Find something to hold on to,” exclaimed Muriel. Her feelings told her they had just fallen right into trouble. The two scurried about looking for something to help them. Their lungs feeling deflated they instinctively reached for air masks from their packs and slipped them on in order to breathe.
The wind speed was strong enough to slow their progress, and though no ice formed on them they felt they were freezing. More natron particles flashed in their field of view, but the rest of the particles continued on, drawing all forms of energy with it, including body heat. Natrons in a calm atmospheric state heated air, but funneled through a tunnel where they were plentiful absorbed other gaseous compounds thus replacing the compounds in the vacuum; a ‘blowing air through pursed-lips’ affect occurs, causing temperatures to fall with the loss of energy.
Handholds were not evident in the shaft, and that fact churned the panic inside both Guardians as it grew colder. They could not maintain their footing, and both fell together on the smooth surface and slowly began to slide. Muriel forced herself to grab her lightsaber, turned it on, and when she felt her body go airborne she slammed the weapon’s blade deep into the smooth rock. Nowen snatched her foot at the last moment. Both held on their precarious handholds for dear life. Nowen’s weight took its toll on Muriel’s arms and her grip on her contour-designed weapon shaft.
After ten seconds the heavy burst of wind began to slowly let up. In an absolute reversal of affect, it incrementally subsided. Soon they could stand up on their own feet without the fear of flying away with the bursts. Shortly after that they took of their masks and could breathe the influx of air replacing the heavy doses of natron particles.
Shutting down her lightsaber, Muriel slowly rotated her shoulders and said between pants, “Did you clock that?”

Nowen said after a deep inhale, “Two minute burst. One minute build up, one minute tear down. No idea how long in between the last burst and the next one.”

Checking her chromo, she said, “I got that covered.” She then checked the time of their mission, which prompted Nowen to do the same. “I got little over eight hours.”

“Eight hours, four minutes, twenty-nine seconds on MARK.”

“You’re off by three seconds.”

Nowen smirked, “So sue me.” The two of them began walking quickly in the direction which the wind blew. “Time it to and fro.”

It wasn’t a question; both knew what he was talking about. When it came to setting up a timed explosive in a long distance mission with very little means of escaping quickly it was preferred to set the explosives to detonate at the same amount of time it took them to reach their target; theory was it would take just as much time to escape. The regulator appeared easy to destroy with Muriel’s lightsaber, but that would cut into their time. Remote detonation was out because of the magnetic properties of the rock and the thickness of the rock. Nach assured them that the chain reaction would take time once the regulator was damaged; how much time was very uncertain, just as uncertain as how much time they had left before the Device reached Coruscant. Still, timing the explosives ‘to and fro’ gave Team Cofka a chance, a very slim chance, to escape. They anticipated a battle around every corner as soon as they set the explosives.
“Agreed,” said Muriel. She expressed the same thought both had been thinking about since Nach had told them how to destroy the Device. “I’m pretty sure once the regulator goes the Device will open up to expel exhaust. Our ‘docking bay door’ will open and we get the hell out of here.”
Nowen didn’t say the next thought that entered their minds together collectively. It was not too long ago, back in the control room, that they saw the attack upon the Hailstorm’s Hauler. The matter was mute regardless; whether happened after they set up the explosives happened; the Device would certainly be destroyed, and that was why they were there.

After a long walk of no other way out and boredom, they found what amounted to an extremely large version of an air pressure regulator nozzle. It shined from the colliding natron particles around the end. Nowen said, “This has to be it.”
Muriel nodded and pulled off her pack to take out her magnetic mine. She broke the safety seal on it, activating the polarization system. She said, “I hope this thing is shielded enough. The natrons could zap the energy right out of it.”

“I think that’s why Nach believed we had to time its detonation,” stressed Nowen. He took the mine from Muriel once she keyed in the allotted time; she rounded the time up to eight and one-half hours; twelve extra minutes to spare. He put his air mask on and crawling low he got as close as he could to the regulator. When the flashes before his eyes had gotten too much, he pulled the activation cord on the mine and threw it towards the nozzle. The mine changed direction and stuck right on top and behind the nozzle.

Their celebration was cut short when a trail of natron particles began to shoot out of the nozzle. It was time again for another burst. Nowen was up and running while Muriel put her mask on and kept an eye on the mine. The timer was ticking down as programmed. She turned and ran, and both began the longest prayer to any spiritual deity they had ever gave in their entire lives.
As the wind speed picked up Muriel readied her lightsaber but handed it to Nowen. “I nearly let go the last time.”

Nowen understood and examined the weapon. He found the activation button and lock. They felt the air chill and push them their running forms down the tunnel. “Be careful not to choke me out when you grab me.”
They kept running, not absolutely expecting the moment the wind was going to lift them up and throw them. As they felt their bodies cool the noted flashes of natron particles far ahead of them in the gloom. The looming figure of a manchild blocked their way.

“Hell, they figured it out!” yelled Nowen over the noise. Their scent easily was carried towards the Dark Prophet that awaited them by the powerful winds. They had stopped running, but it was becoming difficult to stand still. The monster took one slow, powerful step towards them, and then another.
“Shit, he’s anchored by his weight!” Muriel did her best to grab the wall, but the smooth metal gave her nothing. The manchild began sinking his claws into the sides to pull himself towards them.
Nowen saw no other choice. He ignited the weapon and jumped towards his target as the air speed was just reaching the point where his and Muriel’s weight meant nothing. The wind carried him enough, and momentum helped him beat the creature’s swiping reach to sing the lightsaber into its heart. The manchild let go of the walls to grab Nowen, and both drifted away.

Muriel had no time to shout Nowen’s name, and suddenly she was sailing down the tunnel towards them. The Dark Prophet’s mass and flailing arms and legs slowed its drifting progress down enough for her to catch up and land on the massive body. She found Nowen barely holding on and gouging out the monster’s chest. Nowen’s right eyebrow was terribly cut.

The wind began to let up and it dropped the group down. Nowen ripped the lightsaber up and through the monster’s head to completely finish it off. Right eye blinking to clear it off blood, he handed the lightsaber back to Muriel. “He cut me.”

“Figured,” said Muriel. She looked and realized they were at their opening in the tunnel. It did not feel so secure anymore. “Work on it.”

Before Nowen could stop her, Muriel leapt up and grabbed the edge of the hole; she still wasn’t ready to try a Force-augmented leap. She pulled herself up quickly….
The startled roar from behind her gave the first clue to danger. She was turning and turning on her lightsaber, swinging. She removed the Dark Prophet’s unhinged lower jaw. She stepped inside and beside its injured form to remove its head.
Nowen had just finished sealing his cut brow with skin seal when the Prophet head nearly crowned him. “Muriel!”
“I’m all right, but you better get up here!” Muriel measured the tunnel as she felt the Force being disturbed more and more by the unknown, the unseen. Senses were sharper, yet she couldn’t quite understand everything she was feeling. It was strange to her; she could have sworn there was a pulsing feeling to her anxiety that was perfectly in rhythm….
Nowen was out of the hole and noted Muriel. “What’s up?”
“Nothing, not use to the Force.” Muriel joined him on his right side, pulling out her slim line blaster pistol for her left hand. Her lightsaber remained on her right hand. They ran quickly, but carefully for the way they came. “We should be able to run our backtrackers once we get out on the level.”
Nowen checked his backtracker device; it more or less plot simple body movements up to a fast walking state. In the absence of a detail map it was great to have be it an operation or camping. Discovering his was fine, he said, “Green to go.”
Both came to a stop at the entrance of the tunnel. A few of the manchildren that had arrived last were busy themselves eating the dead Muriel and Nowen had laid to rest before. They did not appear to care for them.

Collectively, however, Muriel and Nowen got their weapons ready and said, “Oh HELL NO!” 
Firing and swinging, both hit targets as fast and as furiously and as lethally as possible. They took Nach’s explanations before to heart: the beastchildren had fed on their own to become manchildren; the Guardians did not want to take any chances and find out the hard way what -- if so -- the manchildren became when they cannibalized themselves. 
In the back of their minds, they both hoped this was the only delay in their escape. They doubted themselves almost immediately.
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 111.3

The past few hours of no attacks had done nothing to calm Alluetia and Dizzy. Paranoia was their active radar as they spent time after recovering from all the attacks salvaging what was left of the Hauler. Repairing the ship was not going to be as difficult as repairing the Millennium Falcon once Dizzy returned to Rapier Manor. They still had to be creative in the repairs.

They delegated the jobs; Dizzy worked on the exterior, Alluetia the interior; Dizzy had more expertise in hull repair, and the hull was their greatest concern. Most of the damage was small and could be spot welded, but the improvisation came in several areas of critical importance, such as hard shielding of the steering/flight controls. Dizzy busied himself on repairing the steer cables, and once finished Alluetia produced the only available scrap metal long enough to over the damage.
Dizzy mused over the piece of metal. It was a door, an all too familiar metal door. He looked up at Alluetia and said, “The fore bathroom door.”

Alluetia shrugged her shoulders. “We need the floor to walk on, and the floors are the only solid pieces of metal we got big enough for this hole.”
He shrugged his shoulders in response. “It’ll be awkward going to the can when we get outta here.”

“Then folks will have to hold it,” threw in Alluetia, helping Dizzy slide the metal into place. “Ain’t no way anyone goin’ to use my private bathroom.” Her eyes narrowed. “Especially you.”

“What, you got some secret stash of male porn in there,” joked Dizzy. “I won’t look, honest.”

“It ain’t your prying big eyes, numb nuts, it’s your smelly butt.” Alluetia pointed a finger at him. “Don’t ya dare deny it! I smelled it every time you came out of that station during the flight here.”
“I ain’t that bad.”

“You’re so bad you don’t need to add anything to it to warn people of a threatening gas leak.”

Dizzy sighed and got the welder rod Alluetia got out for them to use ready. Unfortunately he had to take the problem on without eye protection; he had some of his tools with him, but not his special goggles designed for his big head and eyes. He fired up the rod and went to work, careful to seal the edges on his side heading aft. Once he welded enough of the plate Alluetia wouldn’t have to hang on.
Finished, he asked, “What’s the status on the interior?”

“Not as bad as the hull, except the shields and the repulsors.” Alluetia shook her head. “Nach and Nowen’s wiring job really did a mess to the shields and everything around it. When we activated the generators last some energy arched out of the wire padding and struck the anti-grav awareness controls.”

He whistled low. “Bypass is all we got.”

“Bypassin’ a bypass?” She raised her eyebrows in exasperation. “That’ll take as much time as just putting it back to normal. Might as well fix it right the first time.”

Dizzy sighed and said, “Yeah, you’re right. But Loosh: bypass if you don’t have enough to fix and replace.”

“I figure the repulsors first,” said Alluetia. She began to crawl down the maintenance hatch to work inside the ship. “Without those we can’t get off the ground, or land.”

“Wait!” Alluetia appeared again after Dizzy shouted. “Sensors get those working right now. Without those, we won’t be able to detect any sneaky things around us.”
“Right.” She disappeared and went to do just that. The sensors, like the repulsor system, had its electrical damage and it took a long time for her to finally get it running normally at full spectrum. It took a few borrowed wires from several compartments to get it to work, which in turn hampered her efforts to replace the wiring in the repulsorlift generator system.
Dizzy’s work was just as long and daunting. On top of welding the door to the hull as a patch he had to heat the metal and bend it to shape the match the flight flow of the hull. Otherwise he couldn’t go inside the ship and applied welds to the inside of the patch. The shaping did not have to be perfect to the hull design; so long as the edges of the door met the hull as close as possible. The door was thick for a bathroom door, which lead Dizzy to believe Alluetia had the door installed after she came into ownership of the Hauler. He wondered if she had installed the door to prevent guests, or her own, gases from leaking.
When he was finished with the outer hull patch, the Sullustan climbed down and inside of the ship. Along the way he found most of the ship’s wiring blocking his way in the corridor. “Eh, Loosh, any progress?”
A mess of wiring rose from the deck. Dizzy jumped back, pulling out his blaster, thinking the worse. Alluetia’s voice came from underneath the pile of wires made him hold his fire. “Yeah. Great progress. In fact, I think I got the caffe maker working again.”

Shaking her head, the wires of various sizes fell off of Alluetia’s head. Able to see, she said angrily, “What do you-!” She stopped when she realized Dizzy wasn’t standing aft of her position. Confused, she turned around and found him; by this point, Dizzy had holstered his blaster. “What do you think!”
Smirking, he joked, “I think we need a cup of caffe.” 

Alluetia, pissed, tried her best to throw one of the tools she had on hand at him but had to fight through the wires around her. Dizzy took the cue and hopped over the wires and nearly crowned Alluetia with the welding rod trailing tank. Last he saw her she was still trying to get free to kill him. He figured he better leave her alone, let the anger motivate her to finish so she could club him more quickly.
At this point Dizzy would gladly take a clubbing for the team if it meant they could get the hell out of there. Finishing the major patch he returned to the deck to finish the minor patching he still had to do. He didn’t bother Alluetia; she was still buried by wires and had the starboard repulsor generator out of its operational housing. Instead some of his attention was directed towards the doorway Nach, Nowen, and Muriel had gone through. Where Alluetia crashed the ship the angle to the doorway was terrible and they were much further away; he hoped they could get the ship back on landing gear, hoped that the ramp was not damage so they could do one of those ‘e-vac’ takeoffs Muriel often called their quick getaways in the past.
Dizzy measured the rock behind him that acted as their prison door, knowing that escape was predicated on whether the rock will open up to let them out. That meant, as he continued his repairs on the hull, he had to devote each of his eyes between the doorway and the rock enclosure. Decidedly he could care less about the rocky door that lead them out of the Device if, and only if, Muriel did not arrive.
An occasional noise from the tunnel would reach Dizzy’s bandaged up ears and make him stop. Although he would have heard the sensor alerts from the open hatch, he was not looking and expecting trouble. He wanted the noises to be Muriel coming back. It could be footfalls or the blaster aftershock; any noise in his mind here on out was Muriel coming. The others, sure, but Muriel was the one leading the way, causing all the noise.

After every series of noise, no sign of Muriel.

Dizzy grumbled to himself and continued to work.

