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“Master Kah, I--” started the Captain.


“Mesa no massa, just Kah boyo.” chirped the Gungan, “Proceed.” 


“My apologies.  Nostalgia and stories have me honoring a ghost, it seems.  We've captured the behemoth, it's currently incapacitated.  Monstrous thing, it is.” said the Captain, taking out a pipe and lighting it with a sulfuric match.  “You can see it, if ya wish.” 


He motioned behind him, a large black velvet cloth draped over what Kah believed to be the creature in question.  The Gungan smiled and nodded to the Captain, giving him a small salute as he walked towards the tank.  The Sentinel nodded to one of the men, big burly thing of a human, who yanked the cloth off and revealed a beautiful nightmare.  


“Explain ya sciencey tings to me, boyos.” said Kah, referring to the shark, “Tell mesa whatchu tink you know.” 


The Captain had previously walked over, and began chuckling to himself as he stared at the beast.  


“It's a fighter.” said the Captain, “All of it, built for destruction and to end some poor bastards day.  It's jet black and lies at the bottom, using bio luminescence to attract its prey.  It eats anything, we lost three scuba divers wearing basic chain mail and they chomped right through, it seems. 


“It does, however, get paralyzed if turned upside down.  Once we knew what to look for after acquiring datapads from the lost divers, we knew the rough location of where to look.  We found it, we tipped it, we brought back.  We also have a small jet stream in the tank to move the water around, just in case it's like the other sharks.  Never can be too careful.” 


Kah smiled as he nodded.  Scientists felt like slavers to him, though their hearts were in the right place.  They captured specimens and poked and prodded them, all to further their own understanding of the universe.  They lost the ability to commune with these beings, to feel their fear and pain, and so to remedy that, they captured and learned the way they knew how.  Kah felt saddened when he saw the chains around the large shark, which seemed to be two meters in length.  It had two dorsal fins side by side on its back, with what appeared to be razor like appendages on the rear of its tail.  


“It's tail is covered in at least dozens of small barbs, which we learned the hard way.  One of my men stupidly wasn't wearing the proper safety equipment when dealing with exotic and rare specimen and now has lost most of the meat on his hand.  The barbs are poisoned, and deal a touch of necrosis it seems to the flesh.  It's mouth is like any other shark, rows and rows of razor sharp teeth that get pulled and replaced as their life progresses.  This species of shark, or at the very least this one in particular, seems to be highly intelligent.  After encountering my team, its strategy and tactics for survival changed completely and rapidly, instead of waiting for prey to come to it like it seemed to normally do.  The beast learned to out maneuver and attack us when it felt threatened, and the only reason we took it was because of safety precautions.” said the Captain, inhaling deep from his pipe.  


“He means we wore three suits of chain mail with repulsor jets strapped to our boots.” said the burly man. 


Kah snorted and smiled.  


“So da shark is smart?” 


“Yes.  We haven't done a thorough analysis of it yet, but when we do we'll have more information for you.  For now, all we can say is the beast is two meters in length, jet black in color, barbed tails and razors on the base of them, with a dual dorsal fin.  The creature seems to be intelligent, and is believed to be an apex predator.  You'll have my report by the end of the day.” said the Captain. 


With that, Kah was satisfied.  He patted the tank and cooed softly, letting the shark know it would be alright.  Calming thoughts were visualized and projected towards the rudimentary mind of the beast, and Kah couldn't help but chuckle.  The memories of millions of lives flashed in his mind, the creature having an ancestral memory that spanned far longer than the scientists could realize.  


“Dis ting deserve respect.  Mesa want it alive and treated well.” said Kah before leaving. 

Later That Day...


The holoterminal in the middle of Kah's quarters beeped and whizzed, alerting Manet to a new message.  Lazily, the Gungan walked over and pushed the button, the image of the Captain burping into the room.


“Captain Trevsk, whatcha got for me?” said Kah, playing with one of the tendrils that hung from the end of his bill.  


“I've sent you my report, and I think you'll enjoy what we've found.  In the report, I've included previous research and data on the species as well as what we've discovered with the live specimen.  Have a nice day, Kah.” said the Captain before he dissipated into nothingness.  


Kah walked over to his desk and began to read the report, scanning for interesting information.

Captain Trevsk Report

Species: Shark
Name: Sokari Shark

Sentient: Doesn't appear so, but highly intelligent.  
Anatomy: The specimen we captured is two meters in length, with twin dorsal fins on the top of its back.  It has the usual pectoral fins, as well as two pairs of gills on each side of its body.  We believe the second set allows it to perform longer as it takes in more oxygen from the water.  It's mouth is a veritable quagmire of razors, and judging from the scarring the specimen is old.  
Behavior: A pack animal, the Sokari behave more like dolphins than sharks in terms of team effort and coordination.  They protect each other, adapting almost instantaneously to new threats.  It is unknown if they share a hive mind or release pheromones to communicate, as evidence suggested they communicated a plan of attack without any visible forms of communication.  Sixth sense? 

They live in pods, which is strange for sharks but New Tython has had odd characteristics for some species.  The older the sharks are, the more aggressive to changes in environment they are.  This conclusion was drawn as the eldest sharks were the ones that attacked our observers.  
Other Statistics
Top Rate Of Speed: 20 mph
Aggression: Depending on threat level, highly aggressive.  Initially, before any contact was made, they had no fear of humans were similar in behavior to dogs.  
