A Question of Intelligence

Protector Nashiro Kakos had barely heard the question over the hum of the Citadel Cantina.  “Could you say that again, Warlord Inahj?”

“I said, how far from animals are we, really?”

Kakos put his beer down and stared into the distance at nothing in particular.  “You know, when I was with the Commandos, one of our last missions was to assist in the evacuation of a mining colony on the edge of Remnant space.  Once on world, we saw the Vong had already been there.  I’m sure I don’t have to tell you what they did.”

Inahj nodded, urging Kakos to continue.

“Anyway, as we were cleaning up, we got word from HQ that the war had ended.  The Vong had surrendered, and we were to move to secure the force that destroyed the mining colony.  When we got there, they were sneering and smiling.”  Kakos’ hands formed fists.  “Those alien... scum were proud of what they did.  They knew this war was coming to an end, but they wanted one last bloody sacrifice to their gods.”

Kakos was quiet for a moment before he continued.  “We didn’t turn in the prisoners.  Reported that we never found them.”

Kakos locked eyes with Inahj. “But we got our revenge.  We showed them that we could be cruel too.  And that’s how I know we’re very, very far from animals.”

“Animals don’t do what we did to those Vong,” said Kakos with a tight smile.  “Monsters do.”
