CHAPTER 54.0
Time Frame: Chapter 37, during the events between Juna and Enothchild covering Hyabule, Moxozol, and Plaristal
The friendly scratching on the door of the Jarvis home threw a few of the occupants off shortly after they had opened it to find Nowen standing outside. Maddie Jarvis had opened the door expecting Wobble there for he preferred scratching to knocking; the latter always hurt his hand and he did not want to injure his friend’s door. Wobble happened to be hiding a bit behind Nowen, pretending to hide in play, occasionally looking around Nowen and giggling.

Nonetheless Nowen had startled the Vhinech and apologized. “Sorry, I was going to knock but Screwball behind me here beat me to the door.” Maddie only nodded; Nowen remembered that she hadn’t spoken since her mother, Magus Parable, died years ago from the conversations he had with various others and Mathaniel weeks ago. “Is Destiny available?”
Maddie was still confused; she had expected him to ask for her brother Mathaniel. However she glanced over her shoulder, and in the other room Destiny had felt Maddie’s summons. The Wookiee-Vhinech, staying with the Jarvis family because the mountain pass to her home was snowed in and impassible, emerged from the other cupboard stores room and said, “Nowen? Is everything all right?”
“Yeah everything’s good. Ogwa just needs to ask you a few questions.” Nowen cut off the sentence without relaying anymore information. He was attempting to avoid the subject matter because both Wobble and Maddie were around.
“Questions about what had occurred a few weeks ago?” asked Destiny, bringing up the subject for Nowen. He didn’t say which just made her sigh louder. “Just how many more times do I have to tell you all the same story? I thought the Council of Towns said it was influenza dementia that drove Patcher to kill?”
Nowen raised his hands and shook his head sympathetically, “I don’t know. It could be about something else.”
“Like Wookiee cookies!” exclaimed a suddenly excited Wobble. He smiled brightly and asked Maddie, “Can Mathaniel come out and play?”

Maddie looked at Wobble sadly. Destiny put a comforting hand on the Tigress-Vhinech’s shoulder and said, “I will be back. This will not take long.” She joined Nowen and Wobble outside and she said to Quermian-Vhinech, “I am sorry, Wobble, but Mathaniel is a troubled spirit still.”

Nothing really deflated Wobble outside of being caught doing something considered wrong. This was no different as he brightened and smiled and said optimistically, “Wobble bring his best friend the Hope of Presence.” He reached for his prayer necklace from under his shirt, around his elongated neck and bared it to Destiny. “I will assure he is not wrong, hahahaha. That she forgives him and honors him with her undead love.” He then looked confused. “Unless he writes his name in the snow when he relieves himself by drainage.”
“Eh…yes,” said Destiny with a peculiar look. Nowen did his best not to laugh. “I am…not quite sure she judges males so harshly on their need to pee.” She put firm hands on Wobble’s shoulders. “I know that you love him.” Wobble nodded gleefully. “He does love you, Wobble. That is why he separates himself from you. He does not want you to see him with so much grief in his heart. When he is ready to resume the friendship he will come to you.”
Wobble’s face fell to this news. He mumbled, “Wobble needs Mathaniel; Mathaniel needs Wobble. Wobble only wants to help his friend, his best friend.” Before Destiny could give him any more assurance Wobble turned and left; his head dipped so low his body blocked it from the other’s sight.

“He’s just afraid,” said Nowen retrospectively, watching Wobble’s slow walk to his shack.

“To whom are you referring to?” asked Destiny. It was merely conjecture, something that needed not be answered. She just said it because she wanted to get the new nonsense about a few weeks ago out of the way. Nowen took the hint and escorted her from the Jarvis home.
On the main path, nearly to the bottom, Destiny noted the larger weapons in all the Guardians hands; Nowen’s was stowed, magnetically attached to his back; the guards protecting the beginning of the path up Little Mountain had them out. She quizzed, “It has been awhile since I have been down and Alouka has not said anything. Are we under siege and I just do not know of it?”

“Ryax is huffing and puffing again,” said Nowen as they made the turn on the path to head for Fort Angelleia. “He’s demanding to speak to you and Mathaniel about what occurred. He thinks you two are being held prisoner.”

“With the armed guard I can tell why.” Destiny looked around her; her fellow Vhinech all appeared peaceful; there was a hint of nervousness, but it was no more than usual and it was not more than prior to what occurred on Little Mountain. “Do I guess correctly that Ryax and his kind were attempting to contact me? Is that why the armed guards at the beginning of the path: to prevent Ryax from going up to see me?”
“Exactly. As much as this place is a paradise and democratic it’s still a prison.” Nowen shrugged his shoulders. “In some ways Ryax is getting into a few heads. We can’t just sit back and pretend it isn’t happening. So the sooner we get you to the fort and back up the mountain, the better we all are.”

Destiny chagrinned, “I could just open my stride a bit more.”

To that the shorter Nubian said, “Oh ha, ha.” There was a sense that they held no animosity towards one another, but the stinging words of their last conversation still clung onto them and kept a wedge between them enough to keep the conversation levels to ‘the point’. Mainly it was Destiny that could not speak to Nowen for what he said last, about how the Vhinech leadership was deciding on whether or not to kill babies, disturbed her. She did not know where such an idea came from him, why such a thing would be considered -- Destiny, like the rest of the people, were still unaware of Blessed having given birth to a Vhinphyc baby, the real reason why Patcher went berserk.
Inside Fort Angelleia, Nowen escorted Destiny to the main assembly chamber. The place was deserted save for all four leaders that represented the Council of Towns, Ogwa Newhausen, and Magus Orrick who stood proudly upon the curved table top the others sat behind. The doors mechanically closed and sealed tight; Destiny had a feeling about all of this; she felt trapped. Nowen left her side and assumed a position slightly off to her immediate right; she felt even more trapped. Alouka Jarvis, though Forceless, seemed to sense her tension and gave her a small smile of assurance. It did a little to comfort her, but only a little.
“Good woman Destiny,” said Ogwa after he stood up, “I’m glad you came and I must apologize for having Nowen lie to you. We needed you here, and discretion was better than valor and the truth.”
Destiny looked to Nowen; he kept himself stoic and unspoken. She said to Ogwa, “I sensed no deception, so I am not sure what you mean.”

Ogwa clasped his hands behind his back and began to explain. “We really couldn’t say why exactly we needed you here. Technically it is about what happened three weeks ago, but it has nothing to do with what you do know. That’s why you didn’t sense deception. I will have Magus Orrick explain it to you, so it all makes sense.”

Magus Orrick gave Ogwa a nod and then turned to Destiny. He got right to the point. “The male who will not be named that had murdered Blessed and her child had done so because she had given birth to a Vhinphyc child.”

Destiny blinked a few times in confusion after Orrick finished his explanation; Orrick did not continue so it could set in. She looked to Alouka who only nodded in affirmation to what Orrick had said. Nandia Orfantan, Kinder Blessing, and Nerdi K’ul’ui all looked to agree as well. She understood, but disapproved completely, Patcher’s anger and understood the Council of Town’s and the Order of Guardian’s guarded restraint; such news would send a panic throughout New Paradasia that could turn violent.

She realized why Nowen was upset a few weeks ago, why he said what he said about babies being killed. Destiny looked to him in silent apology, but even her stare was jumbled with dire confusion so she never conveyed it.

Destiny sputtered out, “How is that…possible? I do not comprehend.”
“We only know neither the science of the Guardians or the Force at my disposal can give us the answers we desperately desire,” said Orrick. There was a lot more the Force was not telling Orrick as of late; a shadow was constantly on his brow; a darkness that he could not shake and neither could the galaxy. “After all this time none of our knowledge and abilities can come up with an answer as to why this had happened. All it will tell us is that it will happen again.”
Orrick traded back to Ogwa. The Nubian said, “We have, to date, identified twenty-one Vhinech females -- of various subspecies in various stages of pregnancy -- that will give birth to Vhinphyc hybrids capable of using the Force like the Vhinech can. We suspect within the next year they will be just as many born, if not more. None of the mothers are aware of this.”
“Your pardon in time,” said Destiny with raised hands and an emphatic head shake. “How is it that you are aware of such pregnancies and the mothers are not? I cannot imagine you giving them medical examinations with them or their mates knowing about it.”
Ogwa didn’t mix his words. “We used the cover of a possible flu virus having caused Patcher’s dementia to allow us to examine pregnant families specifically while we examined the rest of the populace generally. Also our sensing capabilities are able to pinpoint atoms when directed to; unbeknownst to you and your people, you all are surrounded by a nanoscopic field of floating sensors; so tiny they are virtually undetectable. Unfortunately as good as they are they are not good enough. They didn’t direct us to Blessed and her child’s deaths.”

As expected, Destiny was not amused by the revelations and especially the idea that she and not necessarily her people were being constantly watched. “I accept it that my privacy was a form of entertainment for the bored under you command, Headmaster Newhausen!”

“Actually,” Ogwa chagrinned, “you lived above the sensor’s altitude terminal limit. We couldn’t spy on you, not that we had to; you were never a threat.”
“But everyone else is.”

Under a quite breath, Nowen breathed loud enough for Destiny to hear. “As much as this place is a paradise…”

With that reminder of what Nowen had said prior to entering the fort Destiny deflated. He was correct: the Vhinech were not sent to Sanctuary for their health, and they were not here because by the Grace of Presence she had guided them. For their past crimes they forfeited much of their free will and privacy; going to Sanctuary and coming here, the Vhinech swore in silent agreement to such arrangements.
“Destiny,” began Nandia, “with Vhinech the likes of Ryax such measures are not only necessary but required. With this incident, unfortunately, he is ‘making a lot of hay’ as they say on farm worlds. He’s feeding on our most fragile of people’s spiritual paranoia. The going is slow for him, but if he has the truth we could be looking at a crisis where death is the only guarantee. I think you know just as I do the good people of this land cannot go through another phase of violence.”
“If not in battle,” said Kinder Blessing, “they will surely end their own lives. Individuals will easily put too much pressure upon their kin to do something, in every regard. The people will be too afraid to have children, more out of the fear of reprisal from others than their own conflicting consciousness. For the good of all this cannot happen.”

Destiny understood, but she was still missing the whole point of this get together. The first question in her mind was a reasonable one. “If what you say is true then why is Ryax allowed to thrive? Ending him would quiet the disquiet.”

“Such an option was discussed thoroughly,” said Ogwa while the others appeared slighted by this particular subject matter. Nandia and Alouka both were for killing Ryax; Nerdi K’ul’ui had suggested bribery, offer Ryax a position on the Council of Towns; Kinder Blessing was totally against the idea due to the religious implications. Magus Orrick had to side with Kinder Blessing but only because the honor system that was in place that the Magus had to follow -- personally Orrick agreed with Nandia and Alouka, that Ryax had to be done and over, but until the Wookiee-Vhinech challenged him he could not end Ryax so freely.

Ogwa had his own position that he had stated many times before. He said, “Ryax is living on borrowed time, but to simply kill him to shut him up now will only inspire his followers to become more belligerent. The people that don’t listen to Ryax now will wonder why he so forcibly shut up, and there are good people out there struggling to be good with great difficultly. I’m sure Orrick has said this many times at sermons but I’ll say it: the dark side of the Force is an easy life to live and maintain. They will wonder if they are next, and for some they won’t be able to handle the fear of that. In strategy circles it’s called the Immortal Hydra Effect: cut the head off, another or more will replace it. In short it’s a fight, even with the Guardians capabilities, can’t win if it’s prolonged over a great deal of time; especially if such a battle was directly a physical confrontation against a large force.”
“We cannot win,” was Destiny’s response to that. She reached deep into her fur near her neck and pulled out her Path charm; it was the customary female version of the charm, but it had one broken chain link dangling from one of the lower points; it signified that she had lost her husband, whose mate charm would still be hanging from her own charm if he were still alive. She held the charm because she could not find any true measure of peace to even think clearly about this whole, sorry turn of events. “Are we destined to never have peace in our lives?”

Ogwa said with a measure of bravery and certainty, “Such thoughts are never meant to be spoken even if it appears to be true. There is hope in this if you let us explain it to you.” Destiny looked up at him but still held on to her charm. “The earliest birth of the next Vhinphyc hybrid is six months away. We have some time; therefore we will capitalize every second of it as it works against us.
“During the influenza ruse we collected DNA from all the Vhinech in order to have a much larger research window to look through into this Vhinphyc children event. We did this to generally see if there was a pattern within the populace, to see who would give birth or help conceive Vhinphyc children. Is it inherent in a particular species? Is gender a trigger, or a combination of other factors? Such conjectures and speculations can be reasonably weighed to a point. We’ve hit that point hard because of the lack of real medical science equipment. Maybe if we had more time we may come up with a solution, but we have only six months.”
“If we’re lucky six months,” interrupted Nerdi K’ul’ui. Clearly he was thinking aloud that time was more on Ryax’s side than on their own; the air was ripe with Ryax and his followers starting something in the near future, not in six months when another Vhinphyc child is born.
“Therefore it is why I came to this quick plan,” said Ogwa in return to Nerdi. He turned his focus on Destiny. “We need, and ask of you, to go on a mission to take the collected DNA and our current research to date to Rapier Manor on Naboo to have it analyze and have possible peaceful solutions gained from it.”

Destiny frowned in disbelief: not hard considering she was still in a state of disbelief. “You want me to do what?”

“We want you to take what we have, leave here, and get to Naboo by any means necessary, and be back within six months,” repeated Ogwa without flinching. “I don’t envy your disbelief at all.”
Destiny looked at the others on the Council, including Magus Orrick, and said frantically, “I…you cannot be serious! Me? Why me, why not someone else? Why not one of your people, like Nowen? The idea alone sounds mad! I do not know where we are? You expect me to just walk to Naboo?”

“This was wrong of us to ask her,” said Kinder Blessing quietly. “She has been through too much.”

Ogwa held up a hand to quell any new arguments that were going to begin amongst the leaders of the Council of Towns. He looked at Destiny with serious eyes to settle her down. “You are the only one who can do it. Myself and the rest of my people are wanted by law enforcement for helping the Vhinech escape. If it is one of us, and if we are caught, there will be no solution to this problem we face. It could become worse; the location of New Paradasia could be learned. No such wanted profiles are on record for any Vhinech.”
“How can you be so sure about such things?” asked Destiny logically.

“Because before I destroyed the evacuation ships,” began Nowen, approaching Destiny slowly, “I was able to learn of our current situation through one last signal burst from our allies. Jedi Master Enothchild Sarch kept records of the Vhinech people in his head, never once putting your profiles on record. As for the Guardians we have to provide images of ourselves in order to obtain the official licenses needed to act as bodyguards throughout the galaxy. They’re using those profiles in arrest warrants, and the bounties offered by the Trade Federation are significant enough to give any bounty hunter a photographic memory of our mugs.”

“The galaxy is quite large, Nowen,” pointed out Destiny. “I could hide in plain sight. I doubt there is someone in the galaxy searching for the Guardians at the nearest spaceport.”

“The possibility exists, though,” said Nowen. “We have other reasons to avoid detection and capture not associated with your people, but that is our number one priority concern: we must maintain the secrecy of New Paradasia. And if one of us happens to vanish from New Paradasia one day even non-threats are going to ask where we disappeared to. A being like Ryax may have eyes we are not aware of.”

Ogwa said, “Indeed, so we are out of the picture. Then that means the Vhinech. Most of the Vhinech are non-Human therefore very little attention is paid to them in Human ports unless high scrutiny or heavy prejudice exists. Though there are good people in this place out of all of them I find myself trusting you the most. As a Wookiee you can use the ignorance of people against them when they ignore you.”

“That is quite a bit of faith in me,” said Destiny, taken aback a bit.

“That,” said Ogwa, and then he rolled his eyes from left to right, “and the reality that no one in New Paradasia will miss you. Not to slight you, but you’re a loner. You purposely isolated yourself from the rest based on sorrow; in that sorrow, and in your heroic deeds with piloting one of the escape ships, the others have respectfully given you distance. Statistically proven, you are the loneliest Vhinech in this town.”
Alouka spoke for the first time. “There are a lot of people down here that think you’re still on top of the mountain, not living in my home.”
“And because of such circumstances,” started Ogwa again, “your alone status, your ability to fly ships, and you know how to act like a Wookiee, you are the perfect candidate for this mission.”
“And your trust in me,” added Destiny.

Ogwa just plainly said, “Not only do I trust you to do this, I trust you to return. You don’t like it out there.” Out there being the galaxy.

“Which brings it right back to why I would do it, and without a ship and not knowing where we are how am I suppose to get to Naboo?”

“For starters, Destiny, I never chose this planet by drawing its name out of my helmet,” said Ogwa. “I carefully plan things, from the planet to the locations on the planet to best serve us; primarily for the Vhinech’s benefit, but with contingencies. One of those contingencies is that this world is inhabited by modern technology and ships. It’s sparsely populated and mainly a stop over rendezvous for interstellar traffic; no one pays attention to the rest of the world; their focus is on the space port. Even better there is no government around for oversight.
“As you know we have no long range transmission gear here, nor did we want that; this was decided based on the need to keep the Vhinech safe and to prevent the Vhinech from overtaking us and using such equipment to contact others, whoever they are. Because of this we are safe and secure but vulnerable to immediate threats with no reinforcements, but that is part of the risks in this entire operation.
“I know this is a lot to absorb, and we are putting pressure on you. Right now the alternatives that we do have besides this don’t really work all that well. We need to avoid terror and bloodshed, and this plan will do it. For the good of your people, you must do this.”
Ogwa took one long, last breath and said, “No apologies whatsoever for what I’m going to say: we need your answer now: yes or no.”

Destiny looked at Ogwa’s stern posture as the resonates of his demand still echoed inside her head, bouncing around with the shock still of hearing about Vhinphyc babies being born six months from now. It was too much to handle; both her light side and dark side brains began to throb with conflict. She had always feared the galaxy even in the presence of her father; when they hid in the wide open, with the anonymity of being a Wookiee. The fears were too real when her family was slain by the Vhinphyc Sleeper Helle; afterwards she was so alone it was crushing her. When Enothchild Sarch brought her to Sanctuary, to be surrounded by her own Vhinech kind, she found peace. New Paradasia was not Sanctuary, but it was a home with an acceptable comfort level. Now she was asked to leave that comfort level for the sake of others; to forsake herself.
Magus Orrick jumped from the table, waddled over to her, and placed a good hand on her leg; he couldn’t reach her long arm to grab her hand he was so short. Destiny felt a warming glow through her and her minds calmed considerably. He said, “Such matters upon such a tired soul are a great burden I do not approve of. You have done much, too much, in such a short life. For your people you have found strength to overcome evil times. I beg, I beg of you Destiny, to do so one last time. If not, then we will let the Force take us to wherever it will lead us.”
Destiny looked down into his big, dark brown eyes and was mad at herself for making Magus Orrick beg. In her heart and in her minds she could see no other way herself. She remembered only a while ago she had desired to do something, anything, to be part of the community again. This wasn’t the idea thing, but it was better than nothing. She looked to Ogwa and said, “What must I do?”

There seemingly was a collective sigh of relief among all on the Council of Towns. Ogwa looked just as relieved; so did Orrick when he joined the others at the table again. Nowen remained reserved and gave no hint how he felt about the operation, or about Destiny taking the assignment now given to her.

Ogwa reached back to grab a data pad. With it, he commanded a holographic projector to come alive. The image showed a flat, geographic map, a section of the world they were on; there were parts of two continents along with a few other smaller land masses; the continents were separated by a ocean, the distances great to the south but to the north the land masses were closer, and in between the continents was a straight way with many islands and barely visible atolls. 

The image changed. On the western continent there was a mountain range that ran nearly parallel to its eastern coastline. The highest, most central peak was marked with a locator dot and labeled ‘New Paradasia’. Surrounding it was a circle with four points, each point a clear mark on any compass; they were marked ‘MITES Array’. The eastern continent had only one point and it was only labeled ‘Spaceport’.
“As you can see choosing you has other advantages,” began Ogwa. He used a long pointer to help his presentation. “With these map images we took before landing, you can the only way to cross between the two continents is through the straight, and to get to the straight you need to navigate through this mountain range northward straight from your home. Wookiees are naturally gifted climbers like the Vhinphyc, and both your length and stamina strength will come into play on this journey. Your hair will keep you warm enough.”

Destiny interrupted and realized out loud. “I am going to be nude again.”
At first that caught everyone a bit off guard. Of course they understood what she meant as she stood there in her gray dress aghast of the idea. Nowen remembered the first time they met and how adamant Destiny was about wearing clothing. Destiny, though, knew her type did not sport the typical requirements of humanoid wears; she could play a Wookiee, but even then a Wookiee wearing long clothing like she had on was a tip off.
“My sympathies on that,” said Ogwa with regret. He returned to the hologram. “This route, through the mountains, is the fastest generally speaking although it doesn’t look it.” He pointed to where the mountain range broke off; a minor mountain range ran easterly and ended abruptly a good distance from the eastern shores of the western continent; on either side of the range and east of it the terrain appeared friendly. “Taking the flat lands around the range will take more time than it appears. There is a transcontinental marsh that hugs the coastline. Slogging through that will be impossible, even now with winter at hand.”
“Winter!” Destiny looked at the map again. “Headmaster, these images were taken prior to this winter. How can you be so certain the snows are not too deep or the cold terrible?”

Ogwa conceded, “You do have a point. The only weather forecasts we have are within the MITES influence and here at the fort. However, statistically, the path shown on this graphic will have terrain and geological circumstances that will shield you most of the way from high winds and snow drifts. The lowlands within the range will have wood for fires.” He focused on Destiny. “There are always unknown variables that not even the Force can see. This path was scouted for a reason: for our use, in case of an emergency. Remember, I just don’t pull things out of the blue: this has been planned since the beginning; it’s only that the circumstances and who uses the path have changed.”
Joining Destiny on her left side, Ogwa said, “You’ll be equipped with just about everything you need on this journey. Some of it will be our equipment; it won’t take much time to show it to you. When you reach the spaceport you will discover what planet you’re on. The options from there are to hire a ship or steal one; preferably, hire a ship; we’ll provide you with a credit chit. Get to Naboo, make contact with Rapier Technologies or the Rapiers themselves, come back, and if possible, if time and weather permit it, backtrack from the spaceport.”
“In six months,” said Destiny softly.

“Preferably less,” added Ogwa. “Do whatever you can to get there and back without New Paradasia being exposed.” He gestured towards the map. “The longest part of the journey will be the walk to the spaceport. If conditions were favorable it would only take you a month. We’re looking at two months, at least.”

She sighed. “And I must do it alone.”

“Unfortunately.”
There was an uneasy silence that followed. It ended when Destiny said, “When do I set out?”
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

CHAPTER 54.1

The next three hours were spent on taking the young female through a crash course on the Guardian’s long range infantry gear back pack, mainly to show her what the one hundred pound pack contained and for a few items there was explanation on how to use them to go over; the rest was self explanatory, such as the navigation device and the Guardian Series Magnum blaster. Destiny was not thrilled to have the weapon, but the debate ended when they encoded her DNA to the weapon to unlock the safety-antitheft countermeasure on the firearm for use and stuck it deep in the back pack with the portable shelter. In the end nearly fifty individual survival items were in or invisibly clinging to the outside of the pack. The last item to go in was the collected DNA profiles of the Vhinech. They finally spent a few minutes going over what they called a plan of leaving.

Once outside, with Nowen at her side again, Destiny initiated the plan of leaving. In a loud voice she said, “No! No, that is it! My mind is made up!”

“Not too loud,” whispered Nowen, who then quickly said, “Be reasonable, Destiny, it was only a Q and A session.”

“You may as well forget all attempts at persuading me, Mister Nowen. I have been offended by your people and the Council of Towns for the very last time.” Destiny adjusted the backpack, trying to get it up higher on her long back. She had the urge to laugh because she had never been this angry -- or pretended to be this angry -- in her life. Very few Vhinech noticed; if any of them were convinces of her performance they were idiots. “The sooner I am in my own home the better I will be.”
“Destiny, come on, use your brains,” chastised Nowen. “The winter up on the peak is too much. The pass is filled in; you’ll never get up there. Stay at Alouka’s till the spring!” In reality the Guardians had all ready taken care of the pass to the top while Destiny was being asked to go on this perilous mission; they hid all of their tracks, and they covered up their going up as an exploration exercise.
“I will not stay where I am no longer wanted,” chided Destiny. “It is your condescension that erodes the trust between our people, if not at least myself.” She turned to Nowen when they got near to the trail and snarled out, “Thank you for the concerns.” She shifted the pack to indicate what she had meant.

“Destiny, your pardon!” The two turned to the voice; it was Ryax, and the male Wookiee was slowing from a run. He was alone, but it still wasn’t a good time for his arrival.
“Go up the trail now,” whispered Nowen. They did not need the troublesome Vhinech to interfere in anyway with the plan. It was getting near dark, and they needed Destiny to have a good rest in order to set out first thing in the morning. Instead, Destiny pulled herself away from Nowen. “Destiny, you don’t have to talk to him.”
“I will communicate with any of my people whenever I desire to,” she barked back. It was a little too convincing, for Ryax appeared to glow and buy into Destiny’s act while Nowen found himself back on his heels. “What is it, Ryax?”

Taking a quick breath, Ryax said, “I only desire to speak to you about many subjects.” He eyed Nowen dismissively. “Isolated from the others especially so.”

Nowen -- and everyone else aware of the operation -- did not want that. Destiny had other plans for everyone else involved, including Ryax. She crossed her arms in front of her defiantly and said adamantly, “On the contrary I find this spot surrounded by so many individuals to be garden.”

 Just as Ryax was going to say anything, Destiny continued rudely; she had no inspiration to get angry before, but now with Ryax around and what she had been hearing from Mathaniel and the rest with what Ryax was saying and thinking it was very easy. She said, “If you are inquiring about what had occurred on Little Mountain I have had enough of it in the area of explaining what I saw. You crave information: get it from the Guardians!

“Second, my Father, Presence comfort him, did not like you. My Husband Thor, Presence comfort him, was your friend. He was only your friend; you owe him no debt, therefore you owe me no debt. I do not seek any blessings or comfort from you. I am sure your wives do not either for neither of them has to come to me and offer key to their kingdom of husband and children.”
Destiny held up a hand in front of Ryax’ face which effectively silenced whatever plea he was going to make. “Lastly I am no longer in mourning, and I do not operate under the principals of virgin naivety. I do not comprehend your preaching of hate and discourse. I will not participate in your power charade. On all accounts discussed so openly and truthfully, please, leave me the smeck alone; now and forevermore!”

Ryax stood there, in the open, mouth agape as Destiny snorted and turned hard on her bare footed heel. Ryax was speechless; others were not as some the Vhinech that did pay attention to the one sided commotion were chuckling at him. So stunned he was of the talk down Ryax did not move or pay noticed to the others that thought of him as a fool for a bit of time.

Nowen wasn’t as speechless as Ryax as he chased after Destiny; she really opened her stride and power walked quite a distance between herself and her guard. He caught up with her, chuckled, and said quietly, “Don’t hold back, Miss Destiny, tell him how you really feel.”

“’If you cannot end his life then end his dignity’ as my Mother, Presence comforts her, used to say,” Destiny mused back. “A hero, such as I am in the eyes of my people, carries the burden of being an appraiser of good character. What I said to Ryax will reach many ears. It will soften him. Perhaps purchase time and space from his pursuit of the truth.”
“Any little bit helps,” noted Nowen shortly.
By the time they reached the Jarvis home, Destiny was still bothered by something that she had noted from Nowen while they were in Fort Angelleia. It was still there, lingering between them, having nothing to do with their prior argument of a few weeks ago. That was past them now: this was a concern weighing heavily upon the shoulders of the Guardian, exposed in his short responses.

“You are troubled,” said Destiny. They both stood facing each other in front of the Jarvis home; she was thinking of going in and saying farewell to Maddie and Mathaniel, even if Oggie had told her not to; the less people knew she was leaving, the better a success the mission was. “You worry about me?”

Nowen didn’t avoid it once he was confronted by it. “I do because on a long range mission like this there is at least one guarantee that will be significant in your success or your failure: you’re going to have to kill. You don’t seem the type, even if it means your own life.”
“Then I will pray it will never come to that.”

“It will come to that; time promises it.” Nowen looked past the Jarvis house, where from their location they could see a good portion of the head of Fort Angelleia. “I tried to convince Oggie to send me or any other Guardian, but the risks are too great. I suggested he go, but he didn’t like that either. You’re it.” He shook his head. “Oceans I hate this part of cloak and vibroblade: dry recruitment is a risk.”
“I do not like it at all,” said Destiny honestly. “But circumstances do not fair well for us. I wish not to go alone; I would gladly take Mathaniel or even Wobble with me. Like you they are too visible and well known: I comprehend where Oggie is coming from. Mathaniel, obviously, is no condition to help anyone, perhaps not even himself.”

She looked at the door of the home and her sighed revealed much of her decision. “I better go. My journey is long.” Destiny looked to Nowen and said, “Please look after them.”

“Sure thing,” said Nowen with a nod. “Good luck.”
Destiny blinked at him silently, and for a few moments she did wonder what in the Bowels of Lore she was doing -- Presence, she hoped, forgive her for thinking such a thing to best describe her disbelief. There was still too much to take in, about her people having Vhinphyc children and now she on a quest to somehow find a way to prevent it. It was going to take at least the first leg of her journey, to the eastern shores of the western continent, to figure it all out.
Destiny and Nowen parted ways. It took Destiny some time to walk through the snow and past the other homes that covered the Little Mountain trail; she ran past where Patcher and Blessed’s house once stood, its burnt remains a black skeleton against the white backdrop of winter. In time she passed Press’ place, and further up the way she found the pass entirely clear all the way up to her home.

There, Destiny was on top of the known world. In a shelter of her own, with one last fire going hot and bright, she did a lot more staring at the backpack and thinking than eating, resting, and making plans for final departure. In the high altitudes, in the thin air, she was in a place that was safe from what she feared. She could see all dangers, and danger would have to work hard to get her. The rest of New Paradasia, for a time, was much like the top of the mountain: a safe place of both trust and peace. Today she discovered, as she discovered, that such things do not last in the realm of life, if they ever existed at all. One could not run fast enough; one could not hide; no mountain, no place, was safe from fate, promise, and death. In the Lands of Plenty it is said, beyond the spiritual version of Sanctuary, was where the laborers of life truly found peace. Destiny found herself believing she was writing her own pass to such glory by taking this mission.
It was a question of whether to die here when the war over Vhinphyc children broke out, or die out there in the wilds of the galaxy trying to prevent such a war?

To die on this world so early would be sacrilege when her Thor and a good number of her people fought and died to save them from death on Sanctuary and after the Guardians had sacrificed their lives to secure the peace they all enjoyed. In the morning light Destiny secured her home and made northward through the mountain range, broken hearted to leave but equally determined to do what was necessary.

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

CHAPTER 54.2

It would take Destiny two days instead of one day to reach the northern MITES magnetic field array; a fact only the Guardians tracking her progress knew. Once she passed the northern marker her progress was no longer tracked. Like the Vhinech the Guardians now were in the dark; left out on a great and noble quest to save the people of New Paradasia. Only they knew more than any of the Vhinech did.
It was about to change.

It was the late evening of the second day of Destiny’s journey in Flat Rock Township, and like the rest of New Paradasia it was being touched with heavy snow fall. With the current accumulations it reached the knees of tall entities, the likes of Ryax discovering as the Wookiee-Vhinech made his way from a brew gathering at an ally’s home. The brew gathering was a cover; the secret meeting they had was ill attended; only twelve bothered to appear. In comparison, shortly after the murders on Little Mountain, a called meeting drew fifty; over the weeks with no proof or real explanation of what had happened the numbers at waned. It was also apparent that the lack of action and violence left the most eager for change growing disenfranchised for change; disenfranchised with Ryax because he was all talk, all planning, and no action. He undoubtedly believed too that Destiny’s unkind words had resonated; to those of the heavy male persuasion a male who is talked down by a female was not a male; a warrior spoken to out of turn by a non-warrior and did nothing was not worthy of their grain; to obey and follow such beings was to admit that they were of the same make.
Ryax was close to his home, walking alone, when he felt that he was no longer alone. He had past the tall wood pile by his neighbor’s home, a Tsao-Vhinech that needed to keep a constant fire going to prevent from freezing his frail limbs. He turned quickly towards the dark, a secret knife pulled from its hidden place under his miner’s vest.

“Put that away,” said the familiar voice of the Guardian that Ryax had dealt with in secret before. Ryax could barely make the Nubian’s shape out as he put his knife away. “Nice night for a conspiracy. No moon, heavy cloud cover, a constant and consistent snowfall to obscure all tracks. Perfect if no one was tracking you constantly.”
“All I and my brothers did was group and consume a few kind brews,” snorted Ryax. “What is your anecdote?”

“Unlike you I don’t have to make up such bullshit,” said the Guardian. “All I have to say is ‘I’m going for a stroll to stretch my legs’. But enough about that, I’m here on business. Had any problems with female Wookiee-Vhinechs lately?”
Ryax frowned and snapped, “I will not stand here to be ridiculed over such notions from you. I would vanish shortly before I make you vanish myself.”

“Ouch, that wound must be in a sensitive spot for you to snap like that.” The Guardian leaned his back against the wood pile and crossed his arms; the action betrayed by the sounds of shifting lumber behind him. “Well I have the same problem. Together we can make it a solution; one you will definitely like because it will bolster you from fanatic to leader.”
“What are you speaking about?”

“Two days ago your sweetheart left New Paradasia, alone.”
“Destiny left Paradasia?” Ryax eyed the Guardian with distrust once he sorted out what the man was implying with his slang. “Why?”

“The reasons you will have to discover yourself when you catch up with her.” The Guardian tossed something at Ryax. Ryax caught it; it was a rolled up paper with a band that kept it rolled up. “The map I just gave you will help you get to her quickly. Then it will help you get to this planet’s spaceport.” The news made Ryax snap a stare at the Guardian. “That’s right: she just isn’t leaving this town. Take a small number of men with you, and you can return here with a great many ships. The people that want to be with you will rally around you, and those that don’t will have no choice.”

“Weapons?”

“Whatever you have on your person.”

Ryax frowned again. “I cannot lead a force against the Blank Slates that will be with her.”

The Guardian clicked his armored fingers together, his way of snapping his fingers. “Didn’t I say she was alone? You got to clear the hair out of your ears, Wookiee, you’re not hearing me at all.”

“So she’s totally alone?”

“Yes, totally alone. See the old man’s worried that you got eyes all over this place and know who’s who, so he can’t afford to send one of us without you or your pals noticing.” The Guardian stepped away from the woodpile, but his face was still unseen; the dark of night and his helmet keeping his identity hidden. “A little too paranoid on Oggie’s part; he’s finally made a huge mistake. She’s past the northern marker, where no one can see her in danger.”

“Which begs the question as to how I and my companions will be able to leave here, sight unseen,” noted Ryax.

The Guardian only said, “Leave that to me.” He peered down at his own wrist computer, read the readings, and then confirmed whatever was on the screen by pressing a few key buttons. “Get at least four of your men, weapons and supplies. Put a cover story together with the others. It must all be done and you must be out of here in one hour. You must pass the eastern marker in twelve hours; in these weather conditions it will be difficult but not impossible. I suggest running starting now. This will be your only chance at victory, I guarantee it.”
Ryax opened the map to look it over. He noted the landmarks, taking notice of the so called eastern marker: a MITES array. He eyed the distances on the glossy sheet and said, “This is nearly impossible! To do such a sprint over this distance-.” The Wookiee-Vhinech stopped when he noticed that the Guardian was gone; once again, the rogue just melted back into the darkness, defying Ryax’s ability to sense him.
His annoyance of the Guardian faded as the map and the idea of freedom was in his hands. Ryax saw no alternative and took the traitor’s advice. At long last, a victory was at hand.

But there was someone Ryax, his men, nor did the traitorous Guardian consider being a spoiler to their plans….
