CHAPTER 30.0

The Republic transport arrived on Naboo to take Ros, Casper, and the Vhinphyc Sleeper back to Coruscant as scheduled, however it suffered from a broken stabilizer and had to repair, delaying the ship’s departure for a few hours. It seemed to be the perfect opportunity for the Jedi to do something important.

Enothchild’s dilemma was the wedding rings; it was clearly obvious Prophet sent them back with his impressions to irritate her ire, perhaps even upset her enough to act out of anger or vengeance. He did not want that possibility to happen, so while Juna attended to her business with lawyers and a host of others, he met with Ros and Casper down in the detention area. The three formed an irregular triangle with Enothchild holding the rings in his right hand in the middle, palm open and up. Ros put his right hand directly on the rings palm down, and his left hand under Enothchild’s hand. Casper put his hands over Ros and Enothchild’s, and finally Enothchild took his left hand and covered the whole mess. Closing their eyes and tapping the Force, they began to channel their Force impressions through the rings in order to erase Prophet’s impression from them. 

Muriel appeared a few hours later and hesitated at first at the scene. She decided to break the group up. “Hey guys, the transport is fixed and ready to go.”

 The Jedi Knights opened their eyes at the same time, and they seemed to realize she was there for the first time. Enothchild jingled the rings in his hand before tucking them safely in his tunic pocket. Smiling, he said, “That may do it, however I will give it another day or so, and perhaps apply more of the Force on it.” He looked at the two Jedi in front of him. “Thank you.”

“We are here to serve,” said Ros with a little smile, he looked to Muriel and said, “Please express our sympathies and apologies for leaving to Lady Angelleia.”

“I will, and she will understand.” With her good hand she shook both Ros and Casper’s hands. “Thank you for being there, and good luck.”

“Excuse me, Misses Arnes, but there is no such thing as luck,” said Casper as friendly as possible. Ros had to roll his eyes a little; there were times the Padawan had to say things like that at the worst time. However it was signs that he may be pulling out of his funk.

Thankfully, and with a smile of understanding, Muriel just said, “Good luck anyways, Padawan Knightshade. Ros, a pleasure and thank you for tolerating my husband.”

Ros let out a bit of a chuckle. “Well, he is a…complicated Sullustan.”

“That he is.” There was a beep from her belt, from her comlink/remote messenger she wore. Removing it, she looked at the small screen. “It’s Juna. Excuse me. I’ll say your goodbyes to her for you.”

“Thank you,” said Ros. “It’s a shame we didn’t get a chance to properly introduce ourselves and speak to her. I’ve heard here and abroad that she is a very thoughtful and kind young woman.”

“She understands, believe me.” Muriel kind of looked towards Casper, and looked a little disappointingly at him. He had made a small face upon mention Juna’s name, and it rubbed her the wrong way. “Well, excuse me. Juna calls.”

The three watched Muriel disappear, and Enothchild said without looking at the other two, “Is there something wrong, Casper?”

Casper looked at the large Jedi Master and said, “Master Enothchild?”

“Never mind,” said Enothchild. “Let’s take care of business.” He was going to help in the escort process, to make sure the Vhinphyc female behaved herself. She still didn’t give them a name, which to them it was the typical ‘don’t say a word’ tactic any solider would use while imprisoned by the enemy. 

When they approached the cell, they could see her standing up with a very calm demeanor and trained focused eyes. Several Nubian guards stood by the sides of the cell, ready to give them back up and none too happy that she had assaulted the former Queen of Naboo. The Jedi could sense it, and Enothchild ordered, “Back off. No one is going to hurt anyone today.” He looked her dead in her eyes. “Isn’t that right, Madam solider?”

Helle'anglotov'vesil craned her head and said, “[So long as they do not take their eyes off me, they will have no problem.]”

Enothchild still couldn’t believe her contempt; he had all ways imagined what Vhinphyc racist attitudes were like, but this woman was pushing it beyond his imagination. “Whatever.” He motioned for them to lower the field, and she held her hands up and proceeded towards them. “That is not necessary.”

“[I am a prisoner of war] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio, [how am I suppose to behave while in your clutches?”

“Wait,” ordered Enothchild just as she stepped through the door. Eyes squinting, he said, “How do you know my whole name?”

“[I know much about you,]” she said softly. “[Apparently I was mistaken with what I knew.]”

He looked at her suspiciously, and then he shook his head. “You’re right. You don’t know anything about me.” He motioned for her to come out, which at the same time Republic Guardsmen arrived brandishing large fitting restraints. “Excuse me, but what are those for?”

“For the prisoner, she is charge with murder and federal assault,” said the man. He saw Helle'anglotov'vesil looking down at him. “Is that the prisoner?” He was a bit apprehensive as he approached, noting that she was about 6 inches taller than he was, and he was six foot two inches tall. He spoke to her as if she didn’t understand, making motions with the restraints and his arms. “I…Have…To put these on you. Do you…understand?”

“[What… did… you… say,]” repeated Helle’anglotov’vesil in the same matter he spoke to her in her language, dripping with sarcasm. 

“You know what he said.” Enothchild gave her a sideways look, and finally Helle’anglotov’vesil huffed and held up her large arms for the restraints. The restraints themselves were large, thick, metallic affairs designed to encompass the forearms of the prisoner that wore them, be it the in front or behind, and they were linked together with non-bending metal rods at four different places, each one a different length from smallest at the wrist to largest near the elbow.

“There,” said the Human after putting them on. “As big and muscular as you are, you’ll break a nail before you break those babies. Those can hold a ravenous Wookiee.”

Her eyes lit up in surprise. “[Really? How extraordinary.]” With a grunt, she pulled her arms apart in one smooth motion, and one at a time tore off the restraints at the seals. Every guard took a ready stance and put distance between themselves and the Vhinphyc, raising their blasters and taking aim. However the Jedi stood there, did absolutely nothing, for she didn’t give a hint of doing anything after she tore off the restraints.

Ros looked at them annoyed and said, “Put those damn blasters away before someone gets accidentally shot!” The guards did as he ordered.

Helle'anglotov'vesil let the restraints fall to the floor, held up her right hand, and then her left, sighed, and said to the Human male scared stiff in front of her. “[Save the restraints for a ravenous] Walwoka [with a brittle nail problem].”
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Helle’anglotov’vesil calmly went with the group surrounding her with hands clearly displayed to her sides, part of her wishing with short thoughts for her control device that had once been a fixture on her wrist before her apprehension. With it she would have devised some form of an escape plan featuring the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado. She would have had it move from the stand by point she had ordered it to go after she had lowered the protection-ensnarement shield, come to her location and cripple her captor’s ship. Then have her ship link up and transport herself over, perhaps with ‘brio in tow. As it stood, though, she had no universal clue to where her control device was, or if the Jedi had it on them. 

As for ‘brio, it was obvious that he was still in some form of stasis in regards to his loyalties as a Vhinphyc. His contempt for her was as visible as a star going nova, the Ignorant’s way of thinking predominately on his mind and obviously the only mindset he possessed with none of the hints and triggers she gave reaching him. She had to find the proper way to unlock his mind and bring her to her side, before the Vhinech could regroup and launch a counteroffensive that removes her opportunity to strike against them all.

As she thought and they proceeded up the ramp, Helle’anglotov’vesil smelled that unusual smell again, as she passed by her captor’s starship outbound atmospheric fans just inside the ship. ‘brio had stood by the vent as the guards repositioned themselves and the scent was blown towards her, apparently from his clothing. Her face twisted up as she attempted to breathe in more air to place the smell.

“Something wrong,” Enothchild asked her, looking at her face before the guards opened the rear doors to the holding cells.

She looked at him and stood mutely, still trying to process what she was smelling in her mind, dissecting the mixtures of odor that entered her nasal membranes. There was his natural scent, multiplied in potency due to his lack of bathing with stir her primal emotions just a bit; it was a very masculine scent, one he apparently washed off on a regular basis because he did not want to offend his Ignorant friends with what they may perceive as repugnant because she can smell hints of artificial chemical compounds meant to clean him. There was the scent of Human on him, undoubtedly from the hairs that were carbon fused to the ends of his horns; in her opinion the hairs tarnished his impressive rack; was he trying to make himself visually unattractive, or was he trying to ‘blend in’ with the Ignorant?

There was the scent again, and her insides knotted in instinctive, competitive response. “[No. Nothing is wrong.]” Helle’anglotov’vesil finally began to move again, following the guard’s hand signals to direct her towards the holding section. With the unusual smell still a splinter in her mind she began to formulate viable plans in order to snap ‘brio out of his trance. Once on the Ignorant’s capital world of Shar Magus Za Ban, she still thought of it as Shar Magus Za Ban because damn it that was what her people called it, perhaps she could get ‘brio alone and just talk to him Vhinphyc to Vhinphyc. He hadn’t said much to her, worse none of it was what she deemed meaningful conversation.

Enothchild stepped ahead of her to open the cell door, and it was only him and his Jedi brothers now; the guards took positions at the cell block entrance with one guard at a watch duty desk. He gestured towards the small ‘closet’, Helle’anglotov’vesil looked in it briefly and given her size compared to the cell it was a closet to her, and said, “After you.”

“[Cozy,]” she said sarcastically, stepping in and giving it another once over. She heard the buzz of the heavy detention field coming on behind her, and so she brought her confined attention back towards him. “[I presuppose your quarters on this Ignorant’s vessel is not much bigger.]”

“I wouldn’t know I don’t have a room on board.” He ignored her curious look and looked at the ones called Ros and Casper. “Give me a call when you get situated on Coruscant and we’ll begin the process.”

“I will, Enothchild,” said the alien with snake-like noodles coming from his head.

“[Halt one instant]!” Helle’anglotov’vesil got as close as she could to the energy field without touching it’s faint green hue. “[You are not coming with me, ‘brio? You will not represent me and our people in their courts?]”

“That’s right,” he said without crisis of conscious; her mouth dropped open in shock. “My advice to you is to learn to speak Basic really fast.” He was saying that accusingly at her clearly annoyed that she spoke in their native tongue and not buying the fact that she couldn’t speak the Ignorant’s language. “Especially the words ‘lawyer’ and ‘I plead guilty’ and ‘have mercy on me in sentencing’.” He shook his head at her. “You are the very reason why I am ashamed of being a Vhinphyc. You have total disregard for the innocent.”

Helle’anglotov’vesil watched her plans go right straight to Lore. She banged herself against the energy field when he made a motion that he was leaving. Skin stinging from the highly charged energy field, she said, “[No, Brother. Don’t leave me in the hands of the Ignorant! Don’t let their ways damn my soul!]”

Enothchild turned his attention back towards her and said, “Perhaps you need to be damned to find the error of your ways, woman. My brothers and sister at the Jedi Temple may enlighten you.”

“[Jedi Temple?]” Helle’anglotov’vesil had a thought as he bowed to her and turned away to leave. She got near the field again and said before he vanished, “Do not let them take me there! There is a traitor among you! He will contact the Vhinech and tell them I have been apprehended! They may attack because I am out of service! ”

There was a moment to where there was only the two other Jedi in the room as ‘brio vanished down into the corridor in which they had came. The two Jedi looked at her with suspicious eyes, and gave each other a look as to suggest that perhaps they heard her wrong. Heavy footsteps could be heard in the silence the fell upon the holding section, and ‘brio returned with suspicion etched on his features. “Traitor? What traitor?”

“I know of a traitor within the ranks of the Order of the Jedi. I do not know the traitor’s name or race at this time, but the traitor has been in touch with the Vhinech for quite some time.”

‘brio seemingly mulled over it, at least that what she thought he was doing the way he squinted his eyes at here. It was very unusual; for a man who represented the contradiction combination of religious peace monk and warrior extraordinaire he had all the symbolist of a grand inquisitor as well. Perhaps he was using the cursed Force to judge her words of truth.

“How do you know it is a Jedi?” He asked. He believed her! “Tell me.”

Helle’anglotov’vesil felt it was appropriate to dump more bait to lure in the beast. “I have been monitoring all communications within the Repubo Unu, searching for the filth and disease that had consumed our people. These transmissions, and there were many, were directly from the Temple of the Jedi on the planet of its origin, Cor-Us-Ant, using an encryption code my ship’s computer has been working very hard to crack; the code uses a randomizing quantum equation scenario which seems to exist in all Temple of the Jedi non public transmissions.” She leaned in closer. “I truly suspect internal subterfuge against you, my Brother, because of it.” 

The smell reached her nose again, and this time a conclusion came to her. “Against you and your mate.”

‘brio face tightened into a frown. “Excuse me?”

Helle’anglotov’vesil craned her head. “You and your mate.” She noticed some apprehension in his stance, as if caught off guard by her annunciation. “If you do not care about me, at least worry about your mate with this information.”

He still looked confused and mystified. “I don’t have a mate.”

“You do. There is no need to protect her from me. Her scent is all over your clothing, a very strange odor for a female Vhinphyc. I swear on my sword it smells a little Human, and I mean no offense when I say that.” She waved her hands to get clear from that point. “I am Helle'anglotov'vesil Evagan'wiwsk'shavage'anute, Holy Warrior Elite Aggressor, and I swear on my honor in the eyes of Presence that I speak the truth. I have no motive to lie to you. You are my Brother, regardless of how you feel about me, and I in good conscious cannot allow you or your mate to be betrayed by those you consider your brethren.”

With a look of non-acceptance he said, “Well, Helle, I’m inclined to believe you. However, that still doesn’t excuse you of murder.”

“Killing those Vhinech is not murder! The Vhinphyc are at war with them!”

“That is true. The Vhinphyc and the Vhinech are still in a state of war, and if that is your defense in the trail for their murder, you may win that point.” He held up a finger. “However your actions caused the death of Naressa Rapier, as well as several members of the Queen’s Royal Court and members of the Trade Federation. If I were you, I would find a better defense for those deaths than they were ‘in the way of righteous justice’.” This time, he didn’t bow to her and he left with the one called Ros on his heels.

“ ‘brio! You cannot trust them! You cannot trust the Order of the Jedi! They are going to give you to the Vhinech! ‘BRIO!” The newly referred to as Helle slammed a clenched fist against the energy field and got a good shock from it. Furious, she just pounded on it more and more.

CHAPTER 30.2

Enothchild reached the bottom of the ship’s ramp when Ros caught up with him, both standing on the edge and looking a little sour. Ros’ lekku twitched in agitation and he spoke quietly his feelings. “Why do I have this feeling she is telling the truth?”

“That’s the Force smecking with us,” said Enothchild non-humorously. He looked around for a moment, as if looking for the answer to suddenly appear. “I don’t trust her, and yet I find some validity to her argument without input from the Force. Do you still have the equipment found on her?”

Ros opened his robe and showed him his full pockets. “She had a lot of stuff on her.”

Enothchild rubbed his chin in contemplation. “Including that wrist computer?”

“Yeah.”

“Let me have that.” Ros gave it to him, and Enothchild looked at the device carefully. “She may have some sort of way to communicate long range to her ship through this. If she did monitor such transmissions, there will be recordings of those transmissions, or sensor analysis in its data banks. If so, and if I can access the ship with this, I want to know.”

“Enothchild, even though I think she is telling the truth, I still feel it’s a hard pill to digest.” Ros looked around before continuing. “Someone within the Jedi Order working with the Vhinech? With Prophet? Who would do that and why?”

Enothchild all ready had some answers to that, and it did make him a little ill as well. “I don’t know the true motivations behind that as of yet, but it does explain the Vhinech having ysalamiri. Only a Jedi Master with enough experience in the Force is entrusted with that secret. And Nadja left out ysalamiri and Myrkr from her book.”

“They could have discovered the ysalamiri by happenstance. Remember, they are immune to its affects.” Ros was looking for some other answer than the one in his mind, and Enothchild could see that in the way his lekku twitched. However he sighed and said, “You’re right. It is too much of a coincidence. Question is, if there is a traitor, how far and how deep is the conspiracy? There may be more than one.” 

“Motive must be figured out first before he begin to point fingers. To reveal such a weakness like the ysalamiri is counterproductive for the traitor’s own well being, so there has to be a very strong reason for doing so.” Enothchild tucked the miniature computer into his robe folds. “For now this is between you and me. Don’t even bring it back up to Casper’s attention again.”

“He’ll grow curious. He was there after all.”

“Just remind him what your jobs are; to continue the Vhinech investigation. At some point we will need to go through Temple communication records.”

Ros made an ill face. “Do you realize how many transmissions are made everyday from the Temple? Even the missions ones are vast in number whenever warranted.”

“Helle gave us where to look. The Jedi Council are the only ones that use the randomizing quantum equation encryption in transmissions.” Enothchild motioned for him to move closer. He whispered, “Which is why I ask now that whatever I told you about Juna and her mother before don’t repeat it to the Council.”

Ros looked at him strangely. “Based on the facts I wasn’t planning to.”

“I mean it, Ros. Don’t say a word or even have it on your mind when you give them your in person report. Clear your mind of it before hand and you do all the talking. And give your summation without Casper’s input. If he talks, the may come out of the bag and if there is indeed a traitor on the Council they will know we know.” 

Enothchild did tell him about Naressa being a Force user, but didn’t go into the specifics like her being a Sith Maiden. And he kept the whole Dark Hope angle in regards to Juna in a speculative light and not proven fact; given what has happened, he is glad he did it. Not because Ros would betray him, but because he wanted, for now, to keep Juna away from the Jedi Temple if indeed there was a traitor in their midst. The very reason for the traitor, or traitors, for their actions could be due that they know Juna is the Dark Hope; a fact he has been trying to keep from the Jedi Council ever since the end of the Rapier Manor battle so she and Naressa could live without some reprisal. “Please, Ros.”

Ros sighed and said, “Under the circumstances I can’t argue the logic. I will keep it a secret.”

“Thanks, Ros.” Enothchild gave him a pat on the shoulder. “You better get going.”

“I will, but one thing. What was the whole business about a mate? Could she be talking about Nadja?”

Enothchild had that in the back of his mind ever since he noticed her constant sniffing whenever he passed by an air exchanger. He touched the hairs tied on his right horn and mused, “No, she couldn’t mistake Nadja’s scent with that of a Vhinphyc. Her sense of smell is so keen it can tell the difference.” He gestured towards himself. “Besides that I clean my clothes whenever I can. And I get new apparel whenever they get worn so Nadja’s scent can’t be predominately there. These are new, about a month old.”

“I wouldn’t say so.” Ros shook his head and wrinkled his nose. “All I smell is a stinky Jedi that is more than 7 days removed from a hot shower and washed clothes.”

“I’m that bad,” he asked plaintively.

“Enothchild, don’t take it the wrong way, but you are radioactive material; we can sense the danger from afar.”

He shrugged his shoulders and snickered a little and said, “I will correct that as soon as Juna gets home later today.” He let out a bit of sigh. “It’s all very strange.”

“Very strange, mysteries all round. And you know what?” Ros took a couple of steps backwards up the ramp. “I don’t think I’m going to like solving any of them.”

“Same here,” said Enothchild quietly as he watched the ramp close after giving Ros a quick wave, and then took a few steps backward, almost running Muriel and Dizzy over in the process. “Opps! Sorry.”

Dizzy looked down at his feet and said, “All my toes are there so no worries.”

“What was the commotion about on the ramp,” asked Muriel suspiciously. 

Enothchild looked at them and weighed the possibility of having them get involved. This was a precarious situation in development, and they were innocent people. He could tell in Muriel’s eyes and emotional state that she wasn’t going to take no for an answer, and that she had her suspicions about things. 

“Not here,” he said. “Wait until we get to Rapier Manor. I assume you know Juna is going back today.”

“Yeah, I just talked to her. I have the Guardian Order going up and down Rapier Manor as we speak. And I convinced her to keep them around.”

“It’s a good idea for sure, but I get this feeling Prophet and the Vhinech aren’t coming here any time soon,” said Dizzy. 

“A feeling, Dizzy?” Enothchild gave him a quizzical look.

The Sullustan blew noise out his mouth. “No, I haven’t joined the tea leaf reading bunch. Just that it don’t seem plausible.”

“I agree. There’s much to be discussed,” said Enothchild, leading the two back towards the inner walls of the Palace. “The sooner, the better.” He let his large head take another gander at the view of the opening of the Royal Hanger Bay to see the exhaust glow of the Republic transport. Nothing was what it seemed anymore, and now it was even a bigger mess to clean up.

CHAPTER 30.3

The summer day was far from over with the sun still hovering high over the eastern horizon, but by everyone’s wrist chronos it was more or less evening. The golden rays of light glared across the smooth, polished surface and gave the scene more of a touching sentiment that no artificial lighting glaring from above and the sides could portray, metaphorically welcomed to those who will bare witness to the private ceremony that was about to take place. A special, quickly devised congratulatory send of for the former Queen of Naboo, who wanted the ceremony private and out of the limelight of the media that more or less didn’t want to see her go just as much as the public didn’t want to see her go.

Rows upon rows of Nubian Volunteer Militia and Royal Guards entered the hanger first and formed a ceremonial walking corridor that placed both groups facing each other exactly 12 feet apart were they stood ready, followed by all the members of Bravo Squadron walking up the corridor and then dispersing to take a side as well at the end of the corridor, which ultimately it lead to the ramp of the Millennium Falcon. The civilian leadership, consisting of the former Royal Court and the current Governors of Naboo, walked down to the end of the corridor and took up the left side of the Falcon’s ramp, while the trailing group made up of Dizzy, Enothchild, and Muriel took up the right side. They stood there stoically, waiting for Juna’s escorted arrival.

“Attention on Deck!” yelled the new Captain of Royal Security, and all the military personnel came to attention, standing stiff up and proud. Soon, at the beginning end of the corridor, King Veruna appeared with Lady Juna Rapier Angelleia by his side. 

“Make way for the Queen!” ordered Veruna, respectfully and honorably not calling her anything else: not Lady, not friend, but the Queen of Naboo. He turned to her and gave her a little bow. “May the Oceans of Life be kind to you, Your Highness.”

“May the Force be with you, Your Majesty,” said Juna respectfully back. She gave him a little bow, and with a deep breath, she turned and walked slowly down the middle of the corridor, her royal red, maroon trimmed, golden sealed Final Wear gliding with her moves, hiding her legs with it’s large, trailing skirt. Her face was clean, baring no paint but none was required here. Nor did she have to wear her Royal charm around her neck, but she did anyways. She really did not need to show that she was their leader. In their hearts as well as their minds, they knew, they all ways knew, and for the rest of their lives they will know. 

Juna tried the best she could to look at them all as she passed, committing their faces to memory and taking their feelings to heart. They looked at her with mixed emotions; pride and sadness topping the list, with hints of anger towards those who had made their Queen leave them. Over all, they were honored to have served under her rule, and not one cast an eye away from her shiny-eyed gaze. She kept her Royal pose through out although she was the verge of breaking down in tears.

She reached the end of the corridor, stopped, turned and looked at King Veruna at the end. In her Royal tone, she said loudly and proudly, “These are your people now, Your Highness. Treat them well. Honor them always.”

“Indeed I will,” said Veruna. He watched Juna turn and begin to walk up the ramp. “Long live the Queen!”

All at once, everyone shouted, “LONG LIVE THE QUEEN!”

Juna stopped only two steps on the ramp and began to cry softly for a few seconds. Without looking back, because she could never go back, she proceeded up the ramp, and in everyone’s eyes, in just a matter of a seconds, Queen Angelleia the First was gone. Forever and ever, just a memory and a part of history, and a large part of their hearts. 

