CHAPTER 58.0

Juna stepped out of the air cab she managed to hail a block away from the Jedi Temple after she had calmed down some and stood in front of the entrance to Nadine Towers for a few moments. She stood there and looked up towards its top, trying to decide whether or not she should go inside, deal with the others when they all got back. Or if she should just go to the Nubian Consulate and stay there for a few days or arrange transport home. Or if she should just buy her own ship here and pilot it home. She had so many options for she had so many thoughts fueled by so little feelings of emotions; forms of anger at the top of the list. 

Above the clouds flashed a little, and with a rain drop hitting her face Juna pulled up her dark green hood and looked downward at the ground as the rain finally came down. Of course the Coruscant WeatherNet would keep the possible severe thunderstorms to the mourning fall that was coming away, but in her soul Juna wished that the heavens would just open up and pour her tears down upon the planet to reflect the budding sorrow that was filling her. Just as it seemed she could escape the feelings of not being able to save her parents it all came back and worse so with a brand new interpretation; the vision of her mother’s head at the end of the sword in which she was supposedly holding in the drawing was a powerful subconscious metaphor. Strange and as sick as it was, and considering the source was from Magus Prophet, Juna couldn’t lose the feeling that somewhere, somehow, she could acquaint herself to that image.

The reason: the last conversation she had with her mother. 

That early morning before, when Naressa pressured her to continue her political career in which Juna had rebuffed the notion because she was, indeed, tired of politics. Yes she made a difference, and yes she stayed in politics for so long because her father would have never quit until all of his agendas were completed. For the love of her father she stayed and when the Gungan Treaty was signed then it was over. The rest of her life after her reign, at the time, was spending it with Enothchild. With her mother’s objections to quitting Juna fought back in a way and although nothing more was said that night Juna didn’t feel as if she won.

Not until when they were on the Royal Cruiser, closing in on Uiennar. Her mother recanted, told her that she could live her life the way she wanted to now. To Juna it was a great victory when her mother admitted her wrong, a triumphant need to celebrate like a gladiator who had wiped out a horde. The drawing of her that Prophet did was a representation of that feeling. It scared her so for it looked so true, and worse it seemingly made it feel like to her that indeed the Vhinech knew her so well.

Without her mother, there seemed to be a freedom. As awful as the thought was Juna couldn’t deny that. That about made her cry again and that just made her feel worse; she had lost her parents and she expressed more emotion towards her own feelings of selfish pity than she did towards losing them. Who was to blame for that? Her? Prophet? Everyone else? She didn’t know anymore. She was so confused she didn’t know what to really do.

When confused or you don’t know what to do, just go to back to familiar settings her father had told her once when she was little. From there, you’ll figure out what to do. Perhaps that was why she came back here because she didn’t give it a second thought when she got in the cab. She just told him to take her here. Where did she go from here, though, was still an unanswered question. 

Who was to blame for that? Although the answer would seem to be her she was still not so certain.

The rain continued to come down and another thunderclap brought her to her senses. Sighing, Juna walked up to the front doors and inserted her passkey and stepped inside. Once she cleared through the double front doors she entered the main elevator that would take her to Lou’s penthouse. All the while, lost in her wayward thinking gaze, she never considered the fact that she wasn’t stopped by a sentry droid, or that the night watch droid port was completely empty. Two subjects that would have put a more alert person used to the tight security at Nadine Towers on the defensive, motivating them to perhaps leave the premises.

Life is complicated and catastrophic.

Juna exited the elevator and like a mind numb spice addict just flopped her passkey into the slot and entered the large domicile as quietly as possible. The apartment space was dark save for the late evening city lights seeping in through the still exposed windows; the shutters weren’t closed. A few monitors were still alive and a flat sweeper droid was cleaning the floor. The place was tranquil as it could be.

So tranquil, as Juna pattered through the living room to reach her room, that Alouha was sitting in a laid back recliner asleep. She appeared to be waiting up for everyone’s return by the looks of it, waiting for Juna to return to tell the others more than likely. 

Feeling bad about that Juna walked up to her and wanted to wake her up; though Lou looked comfortable in the chair it was not a place to sleep, especially in her own home with a nice warm bed waiting for her. “Alouha, you can wake up and go to bed now. I’m back. Sorry for the inconvenience I put you through.” 

The elder Twi’lek and former dancer didn’t stir so she gave her a little shake. “Lou? Wake up, Lou?” 

When she didn’t even respond after a hard shake, Juna got worried and put her fingers up by Lou’s nose and felt her exhales. Then she felt for her pulse where her front of her lekku met her upper skull plate. She was alive, vitals good, but she wasn’t waking up. “Lou, why won’t you wake up?”

She then heard the heavy footsteps behind her, still a few feet away…

Juna turned quickly to look to see who it was…

“If you use the Force, young one, you may discover what is wrong.”

She let out a sigh of relief; for a moment there, with the heavy footsteps on the wood floor, she thought it was Magus Prophet given the circumstances. She put a hand over her heart and said, “Master Jedi, you startled me. I thought you had left Coruscant?”

With a little head nod, Qualeggoes said, “I’m sorry. That wasn’t my intention. And no, I still had errands here to take care of. The Jedi Temple, however, alerted all Jedi about you being in some sort of danger. I was in the region and so I stopped by.”

Juna smiled a little at the Caamasi and said, “Well I’m glad you’re here anyways. Something is wrong with Lou and Force only knows what it is.”

“Force only knows?” The Caamasi laughed a little and strolled over to the other side of Lou’s chair. “I guess that is a fairly reasonable way to look at the situation.”

His reaction was odd to her, and Juna didn’t know why. She was glad he was here, though and put her fears to rest. Qualeggoes was looking Alouha carefully at first and then he tapped the Force to examine her further. He mused to pass the time, which impressed Juna because he was able to speak while working, “I felt your outburst tonight, clear across the planet.” His violet eyes regarded her from his crouched position. 

“Oh,” she said as she took off her robe. “If you did feel it then I hope you don’t feel wrong of me. I…I just saw something that made me hateful. Filled with rage. I didn’t mean to feel the way I did.” Curiously, Juna felt Qualeggoes was taking too long. It found its way into her voice. “Or acted.”

“Hate,” he said disapprovingly, his large body now rising from his crouched position, “is not the Jedi way of life, young lady.”

Juna suddenly felt a wave of recognition burst out from her being, so puzzled by it she took a few steps back away from Lou. She kept her eyes locked on Qualeggoes and looked at him in detail. His face was suddenly so familiar with hints of similarity between what she knew and how he looked now. His Jedi clothing, the yellow-tan style, was a pattern she seen before too. Unbelievably she knew she had a conversation with this male before. In another time. In another place. 

Circumstantially in some ways it was the same conversation as before, and she responded in kind. “Oh? Really?”

Qualeggoes looked down from her gaze when she said that and whispered, “I knew it. You are a Sith Maiden.”

Juna let out a gasp and put a hand to her mouth with some panic starting to build up; Sith Maiden, a term the dark side entity Faradi had acquainted herself and Juna too, was something Qualeggoes seemed to know too well; just like Enothchild. She took a few more steps back and away from both Lou and Qualeggoes and then held her ground trying to come to terms with the familiarity that was flooding her brain now. In the meantime she looked down at Lou, back at him, and realized with some thought what had happened. “What did you do to Lou?”

“She’s resting, I assure you,” he said calmly, holding his ground. “She’ll wake up in the morning or unless I make it sooner or later. Do not worry. I don’t intend to harm her.”

Gulping, Juna couldn’t believe his insistence as it dawned on her; I don’t intend to harm her he just said! Conveniently he left her out of that statement. “You’re here to hurt me, aren’t you? Oh my god.” It was all coming to her as a rush; without question Qualeggoes was here to do only one thing. “To kill me?”

Qualeggoes stood up a tad straighter and sighed regretfully. “I don’t want to. All I wanted to believe was that the Dark Hope of the Sith was nothing more than a fairy tale, like most of the Jedi Enlightenments are. Alas that isn’t so. You are here. You are her.”

Juna’s panic about blew out the top of her head; a Jedi Master was going to kill her! “Maybe you have the wrong person.”

“Afraid I don’t,” he said somberly and with Jedi calm that was now more frighteningly than anything she was feeling today he slowly moved towards her. When she took a few steps back, Qualeggoes stopped and looked at her sadly. “You look just like your ancestor from a thousand years ago. And your name? Juna, compared to Luna? That is no coincidence; the Force guarantees that such a thing is not. You and I, through our blood lines, have truly come full circle.”

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” retorted Juna, but somewhere inside of her she did know. Somehow she did, the knowledge nothing more than whispers not loud enough to listen. She looked around for a good exit or for something to use in defense of herself in case talking doesn’t solve this situation. If anything she needed to stall in the hopes that her friends were on their way back. She was in danger, and yet the Jedi Master remained loyal to the Force; that alone scared her even more, for it seemed that was he was planning to do to her was right! “I-I-I don’t know what’s going on?”

“It’s a thousand years ago all over again.” Qualeggoes opened his Jedi robe just enough to reveal his lightsaber. “And that, my dear, makes you too dangerous.” He looked off to his right, then his left, using the Force to scan the exterior. At that point Juna quickly moved from the living room in a fast walk, puzzled why the Caamasi didn’t give chase. She about reached the front door, but found the controls pulled out. “The prophecies are coming true. What we believed to be the new Sith threat is actually Magus Prophet and the Vhinech Order using one of the Sith’s forgotten own to advance their agenda.”

Juna turned around to face him, noting now that he was at the edge of the opening to the living room. She said, “I’m not a Sith. I know of them, their history and what they have done, and I hate them.”

“Yet more often than less you find yourself time in and time out relying on the dark side of the Force as your outlet,” said Qualeggoes with a shake of his head. “I can’t help to think why that is so. Instincts, perhaps, or maybe your heritage?”

“I’m not a Sith!” Empathically she walked towards him a few steps in challenge then stopped when she realized what she was doing. Qualeggoes maintained his position, but she was close enough to where in three strides he could reach her. Holding out a hand she took a deep breath and said, “I’m not a Sith. I swear it. Please, don’t kill me.”

Qualeggoes’ shoulders dipped a little and he said, “Do you think that this is easy for me? It is not I assure you. I look at you, and I know what you have accomplished. You are far more compassionate than your father ever was. You opened your arms to the Jedi. You helped and saved so many people’s lives. You were indeed different, Lady Angelleia. Perhaps if you didn’t go to Vhanba then there would have never been anything that would have caused events that would have lead up to this critical point in the Force. The Force grows in imbalance, and you are the root cause.”

He sighed and stepped away from the living room, angling his way to the left to cut off access to the dance studio. “We know who you are, Lady Angelleia. We have known since Vhanba. Honestly I held out as long as I could but after certain things came up…I couldn’t ignore it anymore.”

Juna sidestep carefully to her right, very slowly, not in a hurry. “What sort of things gave you these screwy ideas?”

Qualeggoes made a friendly gesture and Juna jumped in her place thinking he was going to attack her with the Force. Instead he asked, “Do you know what memnii are?”

“I do,” she said apprehensively. “They’re emotional memories that Caamasi obtain and store within themselves. A Trustant collects them and holds them in trust, passing them down to the next Trustant, as a way to learn about the past.”

“You are so right. You have impeccable knowledge of it.” He heaved his chest a bit before he continued. “I had an ancestor on my mother’s side who was a Jedi Master called Obazla.” 

Juna knew that name, and she betrayed it in her reaction. “You do know him from somewhere, don’t you?” He waited for an answer but not too long. “A thousand years ago he was on the Jedi Council. He was there when a young girl, a Sith Maiden like you, was before him to justify her dark existence. She was the first Sith Maiden; a title a Sith Lord named Darth Nefarious gave her after he had fallen from Jedi grace when he demanded that the Republic surrender itself to the will of the Sith.”

Qualeggoes paused for a few moments, and then continued. “Her name was Luna Mystery, a self-proclaimed true Sith. She was indeed a dark side entity. She seduced the Grand Jedi Master at the time Dor-Li Nimh over to the Sith Order and as Nefarious he turned against us. He swore that Luna, now his wife, would bare a child who would in turn bare a child and so on until a Dark Hope of the Sith was born that would avenge the Sith and rule the galaxy with a cold hand.”

“But the Sith are all dead,” said Juna.

“Well that’s not entirely true now is it? Sith sympathies are still out there; the ancestors of the Sith conspirators of the Sith War still live out there in the big, vast universe, still raging terror campaigns against the Republic. It’s too big out there; too vast to be so sure that something is completely gone. Because of that, we on the Council always keep an quiet, careful eye on all situations when we can.” He gestured towards his left just for the look. “Look at the female Vhinphyc. Look at the sleeper Vhinech. Those are so clear examples. Why not the Sith?” 

Qualeggoes pointed at her and continued forward. “Or just the Sith Maidens? Perhaps they double-crossed there Sith brethren. After all they had an unusual belief system that conflicted with the Sith Lords, and since they are possessed by the dark Force their need for power and conquest would be just the same as the Sith Lords. Perhaps they were planning conquest without their brothers, or perhaps they were living in peace as Luna Mystery thumped over and over again. Perceptively its rational, but that would mean the Vhinech Order is truly the new Sith, lead by a dark entity like Prophet.” He gestured towards her again. “Perhaps it will be you and he that will lead a new Sith army. Either way it must be prevented!”

“But I-Am-Not-A-Sith, I swear it!” Juna emphasized every word she spoke to him to make sure he got it through his thick skull. Her heart was racing fast, but her thoughts faster: STALL HIM! “I beg of you, you got to believe me! Please I haven’t done anything wrong!”

“You’re right, you haven’t done anything wrong,” Qualeggoes said thoughtfully, as if he were having second thoughts. In the same tone he continued, “But you will, and I must stop you, before Magus Prophet seduces you into his fold. He has all ready begun, and you have taken the first step.”

Juna about tripped over a chair as she backed up, frantically looking for another way out as he moved towards her. “Okay, then, I’ll go home. I’ll go home and won’t become a Jedi. I promise, I’ll leave right now. I won’t hurt anyone. I’ll never leave my home! I swear it!”

Qualeggoes just continued forward. “Don’t make this harder than it all ready is.”

“For who, you?” She was exasperated to the point of near speechlessness. “I’m the one at the short end of this deal.”

He stopped and bore a pain filled expression. “I promise, you won’t feel a thing.”

“Except maybe my soul leaving my body. No thank you.” She fell back into a seating position on the couch that had, at first, not been there and now was. Juna was so transfixed by her predicament she wasn’t paying attention to the fact that Qualeggoes was using the Force to rearrange the furniture. She got up and saddle hopped the couch to the other side, holding her ground with the couch in front of her. “So, what, you’re making amends with the galaxy for something I may do because you think that an ancestor of mine is conspiring to destroy the galaxy with me?”

Qualeggoes stopped on the other side of the couch and stared at her and again it appeared he was having second thoughts when he let his robe close down. His face was an expression of troubled feelings. He said, “I’m making amends for having sided with evil itself. I have betrayed the Jedi Order in the hopes that Prophet would have killed you at Uiennar to end the debate about you that has consumed both Enothchild and the Jedi Council.”

Juna heard that and suddenly her fear was being replaced by rage. “You told Prophet about the ysalamiri.” Her eyes flickered with controlled anger. “You helped murder my Mother.” Her hands tightened into hard fist as she fought to maintain some calm and order in her mind. Letting out a held breath, she said, “You son of a bitch.”

Qualeggoes’ his eyes narrowed considerably. “You’re strong, Lady Angelleia, without question. However you are still a novice, and it would be unwise to challenge me.”

“Pal,” she said, trying not to smirk but finding it impossible under the circumstances, “that’s my only choice because I don’t lay down for anyone. Not for Prophet, and not for you.”

“If that is your choice, young one,” he said somberly. 

Without warning, the couch suddenly started moving towards Juna, skidding across the floor and trying to box her into the far wall. Inspiration hitting her, Juna leapt up in the air and surprisingly her hang time was enough to where she cleared the couch completely. She landed with feet shoulder width apart and waited for something else, tapping into her mental resources of Enothchild’s Force guidance and Muriel’s illegal training tips and combing the two together. Scared, frightened, and terrified: all of the above. But she was a cornered Nubian and that made her, she had to believe with all her heart and soul because she was weaponless, a very dangerous woman. 

At the same time she found herself needing to prove to Qualeggoes that she wasn’t some Sith; she would do this with a clear conscious. She would not let her emotions get the best of her; she will do this with a clear head. She was angry, but she wasn’t going to directly act of anger. This, as far as she was concern, more about her self preservation than revenge; she couldn’t save her mother anymore, but her mother will know peace with one of her killers brought down.

He said, “You see you don’t need to gesture when one is so clear of mind.” Juna felt something coming towards her body and she spun: a large flower planter just missed her. “My intentions are on what I want to do. I feel yours is not.” Juna suddenly did the splits just as a two-tear attack, the flower planter the lead object, a vase a follow up object, was sniffed out. She spun around on her back and posting her arms hand sprang up to her feet again into a ready stance. “Impressive.”

“Yeah and I make a mean mynock omelet too.” Unlike Qualeggoes Juna had to gesture and did so behind the Jedi Master at a vase; an object she promised to replace and them some with her fortune; she knew that fights like these always made a mess. It flew at Qualeggoes woeful slow. Deep inside Juna couldn’t understand why that was so; didn’t she move like thunder in the Temple a few days ago? Didn’t she ten years ago redirect Enothchild’s lightsaber so quickly Prophet couldn’t react to it?

Suddenly there was a blinding whirl of blue light and the vase was destroyed. By the time he turned back to her the lightsaber wasn’t in existence. “Childish; if you think small, then you must be so.”

The couch that was behind her came at her again, but this time Juna flipped backwards, posting her arms and hands into the seat cushion and then completed her rotation by landing on top of the couch in a squat; Qualeggoes’ eyes grew big with that move. Juna then leapt up and let out a grunt both physically and mentally and gave the couch a push. The momentum still going Qualeggoes’ way now had added speed and the Jedi Master had to move out of the way by going to his right.

Juna took her cue and ran to her left to think of another way to attack. She ran and felt his attack again, this time a Force push. Juna rolled to her right and about hit the wall. In fact she realized that this attack was to get her to hit things or make moves to slow herself down. She felt the pulses and moved out of the way, trying to stay in a straight line, but one caught her while she spun, and Juna banged into a opening doorway that lead into the dance studio. Luckily she threw her arms up to absorb the hit against the jam; still she ended up sprawled on the hard wood door.

Qualeggoes was at the door, and Juna spun around to her feet and continued to back up from him. Here, in the dance studio, there was nothing to really use against anyone as a weapon, a good and a bad. He said, “There is no need to resist anymore.”

“Translation: you’re running out of time,” she mused. Juna stopped in the middle of the floor and pointed out. “But if you were in such a hurry, why don’t you go to your greatest advantage to finish me off.” She pointed at his waist. “You have a lightsaber. Take your best shot. Or does the Code forbid you to do it. Oh!” She snapped her fingers and began to back up, noting the other door on the far end. “That’s right, I’m unarmed so the Code does.”

“I cannot say you’re wrong.”

Juna smiled and ran towards the other door. Qualeggoes’ lightsaber blade whipped by her harmless but struck the door controls, erupting it in a shower of sparks. She watched the weapon sail back to his grasp. “The Code says nothing about doors.” 

Suddenly Juna felt herself being grabbed by an invisible hand and pulled towards Qualeggoes. She resisted and pushed with her legs, which this time the Jedi Master held up a hand and pulled a closed fist towards him. Focusing, she shifted her efforts from physical to mental and applied a wedge of energy into the path of the pull. Her arms became free, but she was too far away from any handholds to do any good. She fell to the ground and pumped both her arms and legs to get away, but she just continued to slide across the floor. 

There was a sudden roar, and then Qualeggoes was tackled, carried over across the dance floor, and into the nearby wall. Once the pull was negated, Juna got up and watched the new comer smash the Jedi Master good, but not completely. With a gesture, Qualeggoes sent the attacker backwards a distance and he said, “Your attack was ineffective.”

Getting up, Helle wiped her mouth and just walked towards him in defiance. “Face me like a male, coward! Give me the satisfaction! Do not hide behind your precious Force!”

“You got to be kidding,” said Qualeggoes. “A perfect blow from you will surely kill me. That is, if you can hit me.”

Helle smiled and said, “I comprehend I can manage.” Her multi colored eyes glanced back at Juna and she said, “I advise you to run. Now. Get away.”

Before another word was said, Helle lurched forward under her own power and missed grabbing Qualeggoes. Juna, however, only backed up towards the door, ready to aide her new and very unlikely ally. She was stunned to find the Vhinphyc here, saving her life. There was still the feeling that Helle was still to blame for what happened to Naressa, but Juna had to wonder if she was trying to make amends. If so, should she accept such an amendment? It was something that had to be sorted out in a different time.

Helle swung in a controlled motion for Qualeggoes and missed, tried a left and missed, tried a leg sweep and missed and tried another grab the Jedi let her have, which he just pulled away and Helle only managed to secure his robe. But just as he thought he had a minor victory Helle just straight kicked through the robe and caught Qualeggoes in the chest. The Jedi Master’s surprised look was short lived when the Elite Aggressor slapped him twice first right, then left, and finally she Wookiee flipped him form the wall.

Snapping straight up to allow Qualeggoes to stand up, Helle looked at Juna and said, “Have a purposeful mind, have a unreadable mind. Is that not right, Master Jedi? Effective anticipation defense only works when you know the moves ahead of time.” 

Just as Qualeggoes reached his feet, Helle spun in, grabbed his arm, lifted it up, and in a total reversal of her intentions of either throwing him, punching him, or kicking him, she reverse kicked him in the face. “Now do as you are told, child, and leave. Enothchild is coming.”

“LOOK OUT!” shouted Juna, sensing Qualeggoes’ attack. Too late: Helle flew off her feet and up into the ceiling, struck it hard, and then was let drop. Juna feared the worse…

Instead Helle landed on her feet, charged, leapt into the air using her natural strength, and managed to hit Qualeggoes with three whirlwind kicks with the last one sending him into the mirrored wall, shattering the glass and cutting up his Jedi robe. She brought her hands over her head and locked them into a ready position when Qualeggoes stood up again. “Foolish Ignorant. You think me so feminine I hurt so easily. I am a Vhinphyc. Your little stunts do nothing but stimulate me.”

Qualeggoes rubbed his chin and said, “I cannot deny that fact. I guess you leave me no choice.”

Juna could feel it now and started to run back inside the dance studio. Right behind her came various pieces of furniture. The attacks went after both females with vigor, Helle getting the majority of the attack. Juna ducked and dodged out of the way as long as she could until a large roll carpet plastered her up against the wall tightly, trapping her, and worse smothering her. She could feel Qualeggoes struggling to hold her there as Helle took the punishment…and kept coming at him. 

Focusing, Juna pushed against the rug and shredded it with the Force. She was free for a few seconds until Helle herself hit her and sent both women flying into the wall. Juna hit her head hard and was dazed. While down, she just watched Helle grab a wooden chair and smash it into the wall until all that was left was a stake that could be used as a weapon. Juna tried to stop her, but winced as her head throbbed a little.

Helle stalked towards Qualeggoes and spun the weapon in her hand. He shook his head and said, “This is not your problem. Drop the weapon. Leave now.”

“I will not allow you to murder Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio’s mate, filth,” she retorted back. “Not while I’m alive.”

“Mate?” Qualeggoes looked at Juna…

Helle moved in with purpose, driving the stake downward…

Qualeggoes’ lightsaber came to life…

Juna quickly pulled Helle back towards her with a Force grab. The Jedi Master’s weapon cut only the stake. However in a quick motion Helle was ripped out of Juna’s clutches and without mercy slammed repeatedly up and down, against the ceiling and the floor, with force. The floor splintered and caved in from the impact, while the duracrete ceiling cracked and fell apart. After the fifth set of impacts, Qualeggoes let Helle fall into the hole her practically invincible body made, and then with his lit weapon threw it at the damaged ceiling. The blade struck and a large section fell on the downed Vhinphyc. The pile laid there, unmoving.

Juna was up on her feet and jumping over the furniture that Qualeggoes was once again moving in her way to block her. This time some of it was catching her and making her hit the floor in pain. She did manage to reach the door, and she could feel the Caamasi not that far behind.

Just as she made a break for her room in front of the large bay windows, Juna was forced to jump over a moving table and while in mid air the table lurched up and hit her, causing her to spin end over end and land on her right shoulder, dislocating her shoulder again like she did 10 years ago.

Juna grabbed her arm immediately and let out a bellow, the pain overriding her need to get up. She could reset the injury, but she needed to get up!

Qualeggoes appeared just a few feet from her and said, “Give up. There is no use.”

Wincing, she turned towards him and began to back away by using her feet. He moved towards her and grabbed her foot. She reacted, reaching out to get away but unable to with him pulling her. Qualeggoes put her hand on the back of her neck and she suddenly felt herself going numb. She continued her struggles but the effort was intense. He said, “Don’t resist. Please, you won’t feel a thing. You’ll only fall asleep and then it will be over.”

Juna gritted her teeth and focused again. She pulled herself in more and more and more and more and more until her shoulder rang out with a loud POP to indicate she reset the shoulder back in its socket. From there she augmented her mental defenses and she used the Force to throw Qualeggoes completely off her. She managed to turn and see the Caamasi hit the ceiling with his head and flop down hard onto the floor. She fought her way up and worked the Force through her arm to strength it as Qualeggoes stood back up. 

Frustration was now on his face. “I have underestimated you, Sith Maiden. I’ve learned my lesson.”

“For the last time I am not a Sith!” she retorted back, holding her arm and trying to think what to do next. Something…odd came over her. “Foolish your assertions are. Your undoing they will be.” 

“Deny it all you want! Regardless there is only one way to properly deal with you.” Qualeggoes held up his lightsaber and lit it; the blue blade she would have thought would symbolize justice now indicated her demise.

He spun at that moment and cut a large chunk of duracrete in half that was hurled at him from behind thanks to Helle. With his back turned Juna charged towards him, figuring the only way to get peace was to take Qualeggoes out with a Guardian chokehold. His blade appeared over his shoulder and nearly stabbed her in the head. Juna hit the breaks and began to back up while Qualeggoes followed her in a twirling motion because Helle was chucking small pieces of debris at her. 

Juna backpedaled as much as she could, and then felt possessed by the need to elaborate her retreat because his blade, after blocking the throw debris, was practically getting closer to killing her. She did fully accelerated acrobatic moves she never attempted solo in her life; a handstand back flip, then a cartwheel, then another cartwheel, then a pure back flip, and then continued a long serious of flips until she landed and backed hard right into the wall…

Miraculously, she sprang towards the corner of the room and while in the air she stuck her legs out and caught the corners, holding her up there in a spread eagle and high enough to where she could actually touch the ceiling. Qualeggoes changed his momentum and caught Helle across her left shoulder, then with a flick of his wrist touched her right shoulder, stunning the Vhinphyc with pain and shock, and finally he used a Force push to actually knock her out, the Force hitting her on the chin.

In one motion from that, Qualeggoes threw his lightsaber around at Juna, and for whatever reason he did it with it shut off. At the last moment, she saw the button depress and the blade emitter, coming towards her face, ignited…

Juna pulled her legs in to avoid the blade, but the weapon struck the wall near her and showered her face in sparks. Blinded temporarily and in pain, she hit the floor hard on her knees and fell to her side holding her eyes. She could feel Qualeggoes standing over her now and he said, “It ends now. No longer will the Dark Hope of the Sith be a threat to this galaxy. Not now,” He raised his weapon, “not ever.”

Enothchild could feel the action as he approached Nadine Towers and without hesitation drove his speeder bike towards Lou’s apartment, aiming for the windows and aiming for Qualeggoes; he could feel the Caamasi and he was standing right over Juna. As he approached the windows, he pulled out his lightsaber, ignited it, and adjusted the length of the blade to full quarterstaff length. With the guide rails as a prop, he set his weapon in a crotch and held it down. The lightsaber was now a joust spike that would melt the heavy glass plating to provide a pilot hole for the railing to punch through the glass and the steel shutters. Hitting top speed, combined with his weight, it would either get him inside or it will be one hell of a crash.

He closed his eyes and bared it. 

One moment there was resistants, then a loud crash, and finally the feeling of being sent through a rock crusher because he was pulled every which way by glass tugging at him, opening his eyes when he got through and rolled himself back up to his feet. Lightsaber in hand, he didn’t hesitate to use it against Qualeggoes, locking his blade with his and not giving another thought to asking why the Caamasi was trying to kill Juna. Enothchild forced Qualeggoes away from Juna and pressed him more, pushing with every blow with little effort to give his foe a taste of his natural strength; if Qualeggoes thought Helle was strong he was going to be in a shock.

The Caamasi surprised him, though, showing that he had a subtle offense and defense strategy that was close but not quite similar to the Old Ways of sword fighting. Enothchild employed his own passive aggressive way, using the extended blade length and his awesome strength, reach, and leverage to keep Qualeggoes in front of him and at bay, often times going to a almost quarterstaff handgrip on his blade. This caused upon contact to push Qualeggoes’ blade away and neutralize his wrist action as Enothchild just spun clockwise and counterclockwise with only the need to thrust with his hands instead of swinging with his arms and body to do anything.

Helle got up again and held onto herself, watching Enothchild twirl his white blade against the deep blue weapon held by the Caamasi. She cursed lightsabers; the energy weapons cut through her flesh too easily due to their coherency; another reminder of why her people lost to the lightsaber wielding Vhinech. She wanted to say something to him, but a good warrior doesn’t distract another warrior in the middle of an honor battle. So she looked over a way and saw ‘brio’s Human mate to see how she was doing. 

The very thought that he had anything to do with such a small, tiny, petite, little thing was beyond her. However he cared about her too much, and in order for her to get back into his good graces and close enough to get his attention, Helle needed to play along and show some concern. She had followed the Human girl when she left the Temple because she smelled Enothchild all over her; she wanted to see where Enothchild was staying. When she noted the lack of security and then the commotion when she arrived on the floor she went in and made her move. 

A lot that did for her; she was wounded enough to where her healing abilities had to work. Helle, though, pulled herself towards the Human as ‘brio took the fight outside.

Juna felt a hand pat the back of her head and she blinked a few more times to clear her eyes. She looked and finally saw who it was. “You?”

“Do you not remember, Child? I came to secure your safety.” Helle said with a grunt.

Juna sat up and didn’t know what to say other than, “Where’s Enothchild? I can feel him.”

“Feel him?”

A flash by the window caught their attention and it was not thunder. Outside in the pouring rain the battle raged on, unbelievably, by two Light Side feeling Jedi Masters. 

Enothchild batted Qualeggoes’ blade away and thrust, but the Jedi Master flipped and somersaulted above and landed on the roof. Enothchild leapt up, then at the last moment used the Force to move him away from Qualeggoes well laid trap, slapping the blade away again and taking a piece of his tunic in the process.

Qualeggoes set himself and said, “This sword play is not necessary, Enothchild. I will not destroy you.”

“You’re going to have to, Q-Tip,” he said and engaged Qualeggoes again. It looked like his foe wanted to stop but the Vhinphyc wasn’t having it. Juna was his best friend, more than that, and he wasn’t going to let no one, not a sick twisted frak like Prophet or a holier than thou Qualeggoes take her life away. 

Qualeggoes clicked his blade a few times against Enothchild’s, then flipped back three times, twisted, landed, and shut off his blade. His eyes were wide in shock. “You would kill me? You would kill me than defeat me? I don’t believe it! You are a Jedi, Enothchild!”

“Funny that is considering the source of the commentary.” Enothchild shortened his blade back to normal size. “There is no death; there is only the Force. Did you happen to rewrite that one when I wasn’t looking when you were temporarily the Grand Jedi Master in Yoda’s absences?” He began to walk towards Qualeggoes with purpose, his weapon still ignited. “Yoda and the others know about your transmissions to Prophet, about how you used your one time privileges as Grand Jedi Master to transmit the messages. You violated a sacred trust by doing that! So, make me laugh, were you going to frame Yoda for this?”

“Of course not! He is my Master! Yes, I did use the transmission codes, but only to cover my trail, but never ever to frame my friend! I did it to avoid your suspicions!”

“Your betrayal has lead to the deaths of innocent people, and in the future many more!” Enothchild flicked his white lightsaber around. “For what: the belief that someone may be evil in the future? I don’t call that being a Jedi, I call that being mad!”

Qualeggoes didn’t ignite his weapon as Enothchild got close and said, “Mad? MAD! Look at you! You are ready to strike me down and my weapon is disengaged. She has you under her spell just like Dor-Li Nimh was possessed by Luna Mystery.”

Enothchild came to a stop, but kept his white blade lit. He said, “Because of you people died on that Nubian ship. Juna and her mother both had the power to stop Prophet and because of you giving him the ysalamiri her mother is dead.”

“Under the circumstances I call that good; instead of two Sith Maidens, we, that is real Jedi and not Moranna Knights, will only have to destroy one.” 

Enothchild just swung and a once again a shocked Qualeggoes managed to block the blow that intended to end him. The force of it though sent the Caamasi reeling backwards. Enothchild came at him with more relentlessness and determination one did not expect from such a gentle being. But then again all one had to do was ask Magus Prophet if he though the Jedi was so gentle. Enothchild came in with tight circles from high, low, middle swipe, high, and then gave Qualeggoes a Force shove that about knocked him over the side of the building. He pressed back and the two Jedi Masters started to whip around on top of the indented roof.

Enothchild ducked a high attack and came back from down low and the two locked blades again. With leverage the Vhinphyc she pushed him off and sent Qualeggoes stumbling to regain his footing. He didn’t give him the chance by pressing the attack, abandoning his basic Jedi style and opting for the clutch and grab: Nadja’s style. If he started beating on Qualeggoes the fight will become much shorter.

Qualeggoes, however, didn’t make it easy with his sword style being one of close quarters. Enothchild knew Qualeggoes sparred with Nadja before and back then she beat him pretty good with it. From him the blows would be crippling if not lethal. As far as Enothchild was concern, as he barely managed to move his arm after he failed to punch Qualeggoes in the face, it was exactly what his foe deserved. In his heart he could only see justice being served by ending this traitor’s life.

Enothchild pulled away, then charged in again aggressively, slashing, swinging, lunging, then blocking the counterattack, locked up, and kicked his foot right at Qualeggoes’ leg. The blow caused Qualeggoes to lose balance, but with the Force he held balance and for a moment fought Enothchild on one leg while the charley horse worked itself out. Enothchild swung his blade around to get the leg, but Qualeggoes leap up on it to deliver a kick to his face. The blow made Enothchild backpedaled quite a bit but he found his bearings before Qualeggoes’ blade could connect. 

The Caamasi pressed with his leverage advantage and augmented strength, backing Enothchild against the ledge where the roof portioned off to the docking bay doors and said, “Our fight is not against each other. It is with that Sith Maiden down below. She has poisoned your mind and she has made you a ruthless aggressor!”

The blades got close to Enothchild’s face and he felt that was too close. With a grunt he just benched pressed Qualeggoes away from him. “My mind is clear. It is of focus. It follows the Code.” To prove it he hit Qualeggoes with a Force push and sent him sailing across the docking bay section. The Caamasi showed his skills though by twisting and landing without injury. “I am not her pawn. I am her friend.”

“A friend that has shown her too much!” Qualeggoes raised his weapon again and craned his head in realization. “In fact you are just as responsible for her evil as her mother and father were.”

Enothchild leaped up and towards Qualeggoes to surprise him, and Qualeggoes held his ground and slammed Enothchild to the metal plating with the Force. So, the plan worked; Enothchild, unhurt, thrusts his blade forward and nearly got Qualeggoes in the abdomen; fighting against a Vhinphyc with the assumption that they were frail like other beings was a fool’s assumption. Qualeggoes batted away the attack though, and flipped over the partition between independent docking bays. Enothchild followed but had to block an offense while in mid flight so he landed on one knee, which lead him to block attack from above.

At about that moment, an air cab screeched in on the scene and both Ros and Casper tore out of it, watching what was going on; the cab quickly got the hell out of there, the driver wanting no part of a Jedi rumble. Both Knight and Padawan ignited his lightsabers and showed their interest in jumping in…

Enothchild shouted, “NO! He’s mine!”

“Enothchild, the three of us can wear him down to contain him,” shouted Ros through the raindrops.

“I said…” Enothchild used all the strength in his left arm to hold Qualeggoes at bay to deliver a body punch with is right. The Caamasi folded like a clam shaped luggage case and flew off his feet a considerable distance, hitting and skipping across the hard, wet metal. “No!”

Ros reluctantly shut off his lightsaber but kept his weapon handy. Casper followed suit wearing a look of disbelief at what he was witnessing. To him it wasn’t right; both combatants shined with the goodness of the Force. This was not supposed to be. They were all Jedi. They were brothers of the Force.

Qualeggoes clutched his side and stood up in clear pain, his clothes soaked by the unusual amount of rain that was falling and had collected on the roof, so much so it was beyond the roof’s drainage capability. He said to the other two Jedi, “The dark one is downstairs! I beg of you both if you are truly Jedi of the Order you will go and finish her while I deal with this misguided fool! Or help me here; he is clearly being lead by the nose by the Sith Maiden wench!”

“No deal, Q-Tip, you’re going down for treason and attempted murder,” said Ros, who began to circle around the perimeter of the docking bay doors to cut off Qualeggoes’ escape. Casper went the other way. “And if my mother is harmed in anyway you will have more than Enothchild to contend with. I swear it.”

“You Moranna Knights are all the same; too stupid to realize the dangers of believing in your learned convictions!”

“Master, we should arrest him now,” uttered Casper from the other side. “He can’t take us all.” He looked at Qualeggoes and pleaded, “Stand down, Master. Your ribs are broken for sure.”

Enothchild held up a hand towards Casper as he approached Qualeggoes. “You get into this and I swear I will stomp on your ass like I’m putting out a bonfire, Padawan!” He didn’t bother to look at the boy or his former Padawan’s looks as he twirled his blade around into ready position. He stopped a few feet short of his foe. “One of us has to be right. Either it’s you or I. There is only one remedy for this debate.”

Qualeggoes stood up straighter, and suddenly whirled his blade around uninjured; he had healed himself. “I agree.” 

They stuck again, and the two combatants traded blows with one another with vicious vigor. High, low, high, low, dip low attack, spin and high they both went. The Caamasi then unleashed a whirlwind around himself and spun towards Enothchild. 

Enothchild quickly began to back up as the attack moved so incredibly fast; all around Qualeggoes was the illusion of a blue cone of light that was both distracting and lethal. The falling rain and floodwaters actually pulled towards the Caamasi like a cyclone and even the Vhinphyc began to feel the thug of the tidal forces trying to pull him in. 

Pull him closer to Qualeggoes. Pull him closer to the whirlwind blade.

Enothchild called upon the Force to find the Jedi Master’s blade, eyes wide open but guided by the energies within to find the offending blade. This was the measure of why Qualeggoes was strong in the Force and was just has dangerous. A few times Enothchild missed and the offending blade missed him barely to catch metal or whatever was in the way including a few times Enothchild’s robe; the cuts weren’t deep enough to catch his skin. They continued on, determined to end the fight in their favor for it is indeed about who was right. Right about Juna’s undetermined destiny, and really who was right about Nadja Moranna’s teachings. They continued, not wanting to be the one who was wrong.

Downstairs, Juna helped Helle up to her feet and escorted the injured Vhinphyc to lounge chair. At that moment, Muriel rushed in through the ripped open front door that Helle herself had caused and ran directly towards Juna, grabbing her in a hug. “OH my god, are you okay?” She pulled away to look at her. “Are you? Please?”

“I’m fine, Muriel,” said Juna.

“Then why in the frak have you been giving me heart complications all night,” she shouted in the next breath, all sweet motherly worry vanished. “For crisis sakes, Juna! I’ve been trying to get hold of you forever on your comlink! You’re running all over Coruscant, giving us false trails to follow! What’s wrong with you!”

Juna frowned at her and said “Back off! You have nerve! I’m a grown woman and not some baby that needs to be cuddled!” She pointed her finger sternly at Muriel. “You should have told me about the letter.” Then it hit her. “Oh…oh you knew about this.”

“What?”

“Don’t give me what! This, this, this whole mess around me. I can feel it, Muriel, you and everyone else knew someone in the Jedi Order was trying to kill me!” She waved her hands in anger and began walking away. “I don’t want to talk about now!”

“Where are you going?” asked Muriel.

She was going into the dance studio and yelled back, “To go help Enothchild so this is over with and I can yell at him too!” 

Juna went inside the studio and looked up through the opening in the ceiling caused by Qualeggoes’ assault on Helle; she could see the docking bay very clearly through the heavy metal, slotted grating. Squatting and focusing, she vaulted up through the hole with the Force and landed in the space between the grating and the ceiling. She found an access hatch, climbed up, and after examining the interior she gestured towards the controls to open the docking bay doors; Enothchild was close by…

Muriel sighed and turned for the front door. Nue finally arrived and perplexed asked, “Wait, what the hell are you doing? We’re here!”

“There’s injured inside, tend to them,” she muttered back. Muriel entered the elevator and punched for the top most floor, which the top was the docking bay; from there, access to the roof would be through an access ladder. Once the doors closed she armed herself with her Guardian blaster. Tapping her comlink in her ear she said, “Dizzy, come on back. Juna’s safe. Qualeggoes is the traitor, and I’m going to kill him.”

In the Millennium Falcon, Dizzy heard that and nodded in agreement. “Copy, Red. I would take him out too.” 

Looking out straight ahead he could see Nadine Towers looming in the distance. But on the roof there was flashes of light, and soon he began to make out the distinct shapes of lightsabers being moved around. Sensors indicated and Dizzy concluded that it was Enothchild, Ros, Casper, and Qualeggoes on that roof. “If this was another place and no one else was there, Q-Tip, I would have lanced you up with my deuces.”

Just then he got a proximity and a U-42 Roughrider cut him off vehemently, it’s six ion propulsion drives illegally running and blowing Dizzy and the ship with an impulse wake that almost made the Sullustan all control of his ship. Not in the mood for anyone’s bullshit, Dizzy pulled up along side the vessel and gave it a rub against its starboard side; planting a fat donut on it’s red paint job. Turning his hailing frequencies on, Dizzy said, “Take that, asshole.”

The ship then violently slammed back, then over the top it struck the Falcon with a blaster fire, hitting the forward stabilizers. Dizzy’s surprise was followed by shock as the Falcon tumbled downward towards the city streets. He killed the repulsor drive and diverted power to breaking to slow him down and force him to level out. Looking at scanners he could see now that the Roughrider was heading for Nadine Towers, low, and very slow.

As the two combatants fought, the roof they were on that was actually the docking bay doors opened. The standing water quickly drained into the openings and actually tugged at both large entities, threatening to suck them down. Losing balance for a moment Enothchild fought to right himself, which one of Qualeggoes’ spins final scored on his shoulder. Avoiding a follow through attack, Enothchild purposely fell backwards into the docking bay and landed painfully on his back some 30 feet down. The hard metal grating, capable of withstanding the weight of heavy vessels, didn’t give.

Juna saw that and realized her error. She ran towards him in hope and worry, crying out to him. “Enothchild! I’m sorry!” 

Just before she reached him, Qualeggoes landed between Juna and Enothchild. She squeaked and stumbled backwards from him. In instance he stuck his hand out and Juna was hit hard with a Force push that sent her upper body painfully backwards, cracking her head on the floor. He moved quickly towards her with his weapon raised…

Enothchild flipped up onto his feet and charged at Qualeggoes; the Caamasi gave up on his target to defend himself. They connected blades, locked, and Enothchild shut off his blade, grabbed Qualeggoes in a rush, and threw the Caamasi with all his strength towards the far wall. Qualeggoes used the Force as much as possible to cushion the impact but he hit it with an unnerving CRACK coming from his body and he slumped to the floor.

Enothchild kept his weapon lit and kneeled down beside his fallen charge. She moaned a little when he moved her head and felt under it. He came away with drops of blood on his fingers from a small head wound. It was insignificant as far as severity, but all too meaningful to the Vhinphyc as far as Qualeggoes’ intentions were.

His amber eyes tracked back towards Qualeggoes’ rising form and he showed him his red liquid covered fingers to his foe. Enothchild said with a growing frown, “Now you’ve done it.” He stood up, raised his weapon, and stood ready to fight between his foe and Juna. 

“I haven’t done anything yet, Enothchild,” spat Qualeggoes. He ignited his weapon again and the light glare lit up his features in the shadows. “But I will now.”

“LOOK OUT, ENOTHCHILD!” came Ros’ shout from above, he and Casper standing on the edge looking down, but staying out of the fight.

The room was filled with Force in a hurry, and soon a large metallic cabinet flew off the wall and towards Juna. Enothchild spun around and delivered a kick that sent it away. Qualeggoes attacked again, this time with a utility holding trunk from the ceiling with live power lines being pulled out and going berserk as it fell towards Juna. Enothchild used the Force and pushed it away. The power lines, however, snaked around too dangerously close to his friend and he couldn’t get a hold of them mentally. Shutting off his weapon he ran over and grabbed the live wires, bellowing as the energy crackled over him and around him, the rain and water causing discharge arcs that came close to hitting Juna. The young woman’s body then slid away from all the drama as Ros gestured towards her from above. He wanted to lift her out of there, but Qualeggoes sent a horde of tools from a large tool chest towards the two Jedi above to negate their interference.

Qualeggoes then watched in disbelief as the Vhinphyc pulled the danger away, then dove out of the way as the trunk was thrown at him. 

Rolling, Qualeggoes came up and sent a concussion wave towards metal steam piping that Enothchild was just passing by to get to him. The heavy pipes shattered and hot water boiled out, causing the Vhinphyc to momentarily retreat. But just as Qualeggoes was going to focus back on Juna Enothchild walked through the steam and nearly got him with a hard lightsaber strike to the head; only his reflexes saved Qualeggoes’ life. Enothchild then slashed, slashed and SLASHED so hard each blow made the Caamasi fly off his feet with each impact.

The elevator doors opened, and Muriel came out blasting at Qualeggoes with her line of fire clear. The Jedi Master made two successful blocks of the energy, and tried to redirect the third and forth volleys towards Juna. Enothchild, however, deflected the fifth and sixth volleys back at Qualeggoes just as foe got the range. Sensing his position as not being the best, Qualeggoes used the Force to spin himself upward in a leap on a trajectory that cleared the distance between the ceiling and the floor, which the Jedi Master corrected and righted himself to land back on top of the roof. Lightsaber still in hand, Enothchild was actually a second behind him. 

Muriel checked on Juna quickly as the young woman sat up. Satisfied with her condition she ordered, “Wait here, Juna.” She ran over to the access ladder that lead to the roof and shot out the door. Juna, however, was right behind Muriel and followed her friend’s lead.

Landing Enothchild took the fight inside like Qualeggoes would have loved it. The Vhinphyc, though, made him pay by clashing blades, using his brute strength, and then let him have it with a part of his body. He slashed left, connected with a backhand to his chest, clashed, clashed, clashed, kicked his left leg, kicked his right leg, locked blades, and then punished up the middle with throwing his head up into his face. His horns battered him like heavy fist, first left, then right, and finally up the middle on the chin…

Qualeggoes’ hands came apart when his face was practically shattered by Enothchild’s attack, and in one smooth breathe Enothchild slashed down and took both the front ends of Qualeggoes’ feet, taking his toes completely off and dropping the traitorous Jedi to his knees in pain. That attack was followed by a kick to his elbow from below, dislocating the arm at the joint and dislodging the weapon from his hand.

Enothchild didn’t waste anymore time and reared back to strike Qualeggoes down...

“NO!” Ros didn’t stop Enothchild with his voice, but he did with his blade. The green blade met the white blade as the Vhinphyc was ready to strike his foe down. Both Jedi looked at each other, with Ros having a look of disbelief now. “He’s done, you beat him!”

“His actions may as well guarantee a Vhinech victory with the ysalamiri! He’s helped kill innocent people.” Enothchild flexed his forearms a bit to let Ros know he could just fight through the blade. “He tried to kill Juna. You saw it yourself!”

“Think, Enothchild, we got to know everything this son of a bitch told Prophet!”

Through a bruised jaw, Qualeggoes mumbled out, “Finish him, Ros, do it now!”

“Shut up!”

There was a shot, and suddenly Casper’s blue blade came out of no where to block it away from Qualeggoes’ head. The Padawan held fast and held his weapon up in defense. The others looked to see Muriel Arnes with her blaster still pointing up and at her intended target, faint traces of ozone and evaporated water surrounding the blaster barrel. 

Casper said, “No, Muriel, what you’re doing is wrong! Put your weapon away!”

“MOVE OUT OF MY WAY!” she ordered, and the four Jedi realized she wasn’t just talking to Casper. Her purple eyes didn’t even flinch as she gripped the blaster repeatedly. “I have a license to kill without prejudice. I am authorized to kill anyone that is a threat to my charge regardless of his or her medical condition. As long as that bastard has a heartbeat he can use the Force so he’s a dead man! NOW MOVE! ALL OF YOU MOVE!!!”

“I’m not happy at all with what happened, but he cannot fight back anymore!” shouted Ros. “Crisis, Enothchild, this isn’t the way,”

“The hell it isn’t!” Enothchild barked back with great thunder. “The hell it isn’t!! This man has doomed us all!”

Qualeggoes stopped moaning and started to chuckle. That brought those who were interested around to look at him as he sat up straight, using his legs as a prop to sit on with his rump. Holding his broken arm he shook his head painfully and just chuckled some more, apparently amused by what was transpiring around him. 

While this was happening, Juna had finally managed to get on the roof via the ladder, and then she saw what was transpiring and held her ground. The rain was letting up some, but it had chilled the air enough to where she had to hold herself for warmth. Through the combination of chattering teeth, the noise the rain made striking the metal of the building, the wind, and the distance between herself the group of people she couldn’t hear what was going on very well. Her head still rang so she couldn’t use the Force right away without getting a migraine. She just stood there and bided her time, letting her energies heal the wounds.

Qualeggoes looked past Casper, beyond Muriel, and saw Juna’s huddled form starring back at him. He said, “You see. It’s starting. The infighting. The disagreements. The distrust. All because of her, it is all coming to light.” He stared into Enothchild’s eyes. “You’re attachment of her as lead to your corruption of your sensibilities. You are too blind.”

“I’m not blind.” Enothchild shut off his lightsaber and lowered his arms down. Ros tipped his lightsaber away in relief, but the blade went towards Qualeggoes to prevent any funny business.

“Oh…bullshit, Enothchild,” swore Qualeggoes; probably the first time the Jedi had ever swore in his life. And he meant it. “You are in love with her. That is what is so clear. That is why you fought with so much hate.”

“I didn’t fight you with hate. I fought you as a Jedi. A true Jedi.”

“A true Jedi would not execute a downed opponent that cannot fight back.” Qualeggoes motioned with his head towards her. “You want to kill me because of her. She has you doing her bidding! Otherwise how else do you explain yourself, Master Jedi! Don’t lie! You have been covering up for the Sith Maidens all this time because you have been bewitched by them.” He looked at her again. “By her. Damn you, Enothchild, she will KILL US ALL!!!!!!!”

Enothchild stared hard at him for a long time, soaking in what the Caamasi was saying along with the rainwater that coated his body. He looked at Juna and thought some more about what he was going to do. Then Naressa’s face entered his mind and he closed his eyes. Shaking his head to clear it, he turned away and took some steps to put distance between he and Qualeggoes. 

Turning back he said, “If she kills us all, it will be because I failed to show her compassion or mercy. It will because the Jedi Council does not give her the benefit of the doubt. It will be because of the people like you who feel the universe can only be saved by choking hands of righteousness; everyone follow the Jedi way or the hell with you; that’s your mantra.” 

Enothchild straightened up and said, “My mantra is to protect the innocent regardless who or what they are and believe in. As for Juna I love her all right, but I love her as Master would an apprentice. As her Master, I will show her the way of my mantra starting right now.”

Enothchild looked at Muriel and said, “Put the blaster down, Muriel. He’s finished. He’s through.”

Muriel held her ground and gripped her blaster again. “No. He helped kill my best friend. He almost killed my best friend tonight. Far as I am concern the justice system will fail Juna in this case if he lives.”

“Fail her or fail you, Muriel,” asked Casper plaintively. “Come on, we have him.”

She kept her blaster raised and pointed in Qualeggoes’ direction, but her expression waned from the look of vengeance she had on it to one of a knoted brow. Her eyes momentarily gazed downward, then lifted back up to sighting and she said, “I won’t kill him. I just have him covered on this end.”

Casper stepped aside, and to his relief she didn’t pull the trigger. He looked at his Master and Ros gave him a nod of ‘job well done’.

“You fools,” Qualeggoes chastised. “You are all blind! This is your opportunity to kill her and save millions of people!”

“Nadja was right, Q-Tip, you never shut the smeck up,” chimed Enothchild with his back still turned towards him. Ros ventured away a little from Qualeggoes and put a hand on his Master’s shoulders. “Hopefully along with a life sentence you get purged of your Jedi knowledge.”

Qualeggoes began to heal himself with the Force and he stared at his one-time allies with insolence. “Purged? You think they will purge me for trying to do the right thing? Not with what I know in regards to the Dark Hope. It may be I who gets a medal.”

“Looks as if someone forgot to take their anti-delusional pills this evening,” Juna said finally through chattering teeth.

Qualeggoes looked at her and spat blood out of his mouth, then looked at Enothchild’s turned back. “What I found out will surely sway them to do what I failed to do tonight. I guarantee it.” His eyes found Juna again briefly, and the young woman couldn’t help to embrace herself more. “They just won’t reject her as a potential Jedi. They will surely follow my clarity of vision.”

“And what do you know,” snide Muriel, holding fast but suddenly noting the presence of a small, red ship rising behind Juna out of the corner of her eye. Juna seemed oblivious to it for some reason and so was everyone else so she assumed it was the cavalry from the Jedi Temple finally showing up…

Qualeggoes looked at the others and said, “I have unmistakable and undocumented evidence that Lady Angelleia’s father-.”

“JUNA RUN!” shouted Muriel, spinning towards the ship. In the open hatchway of the ship was Magus Prophet, and he just fired a shot from a blaster rifle. The blaster bolt found Qualeggoes’ head and shredded it like a melon, ejecting brain matter all over the surrounding Jedi. With the ysalamiri none of the Force sensitive being realized that he was there until now.

Enothchild ran towards Juna while Ros and Casper raised their weapons as Qualeggoes’ dead body slumped to the ground. Prophet took aim at them and fired, rapidly pushing the Jedi back towards the edge of the roof. With the ship’s course adjusting jet controls by the hatch, Prophet forced his ship towards the two Jedi, ready to crush them. Both Ros and Casper jumped over the ledge and found themselves skidding uncontrollable down the 45 degree sloped side wall. Casper flicked his lightsaber into the duracrete, but caught a rut that made him flip up and backwards. Ros caught him with one hand just as the Padawan Learner banged into him. The force of the impact dislodged both Jedi from Ros’ weapon and they continued to slide downward on the slick, wet surface and towards the abyss below…

Three shots put holes into the interior of the entranceway Prophet was sitting in, and so he redirected his attention back towards Muriel for a few shots. The red head was giving him the most grief and he continued to fire at her after her high-powered pistol put considerable scorch dents into the outer hull. Muriel shot at him again, and then just tucked her face into her raised arms, using her forearms as a shield from the Vhinech’s blaster bolts. Once stopped she would keep moving and let loose again, then cover up and let the fire hit her armored covered hands and forearms harmlessly.

Enothchild scooped Juna up in his arms and ran across the roof for safety, away from the action. Prophet saw their movement and decided to add a little drama to the scene by giving chase. He tagged the ground in front of Muriel’s feet and cause the red head to roll to her right. It bought him time from his position to hit a thruster switch by the hatch, for the purposes of aligning the hatch with any connecting umbilical, and the vessel went towards Enothchild and Juna.

Leaping over the divider, Enothchild continued to carry Juna and the woman looked over his shoulder to see Prophet giving chase. The blaster rifle was raised and he was taking aim at Enothchild’s head for sure. Smartly, Juna fought herself out of Enothchild’s grip and actually worked her way around to where her body was fully on his shoulders. It took away Prophet’s clear shot.

Another bolt from Muriel’s blaster struck close to Prophet’s head and he returned fire. Muriel again covered her head up with her arms and took the blows to her Saberhide skin. Losing that battle, Prophet closed the hatch and sealed it. Unbeknownst to them all he mission was accomplished.

The Millennium Falcon suddenly appeared on the other side of the building where Enothchild was running with Juna and popped a few shots at Prophet’s vessel from the dorsal guns. Prophet’s ship pulled up and away and began to haul jets.

Enothchild stopped and put Juna down to look at the ship running away. “That was too close!” He noted the arrival of transports, and scores of Jedi Knights emerged from the openings. “You’re safe now, Juna.”

Juna shook her head and waved at Dizzy; she then ran a complex series of Fondor Ship Yard sign language signs. In response he lowered the Falcon down enough to drop the ramp but still hang in the air ready to fly. She said running for the ramp, “He isn’t getting away! I’m not letting him! No way in hell! I won’t be safe so long as he’s alive!”

“Juna, wait!” Enothchild tried to get on board the ship but it continued to move towards the direction where Prophet escaped. Juna sat down on the ramp as the Falcon approached Muriel’s location and in a daring act she grabbed Muriel, pulling her friend up as the starship began to immediately ascend skyward. In seconds all that stayed on Coruscant could only see the ramp close and ship vanish into the storm clouds above. 

Casper and Ros continued to slide, unable to catch anything to break their fall, and just as they were reaching the edge an opened door Rempell 3-320 transport carrier was there to catch them; the two sailed into the opening and ceremoniously crashed into the wall on the other side.

The Knight and Padawan Learner looked up to see Master Yoda looking at them. Mischievously the short Jedi said, “Long, strange trip that must have been.”

With a sigh, both Jedi just dropped their heads in relief.

