CHAPTER 79.0

The Mer’de’Noms’Oiado rapidly assumed a geostationary orbital position over Sanctuary some thirty kilometers above the surface, right over the tallest mountain range. Below and ‘down range’, according to the ship’s sensors, was evidence of a primitive civilization, one void of any semblance of technology that was even a small threat towards the Vhinphyc ship. It didn’t matter to the Vhinphyc on board; that only showed the frailty of Ignorance for the Vhinech gave up their weapons and their way of war when they surrendered to the Jedi Savior. 

Helle armed a high impact quantum bomb and locked on the location. She smiled, saying a small prayer for luck as the status light on the device indicated its readiness for launch. “[Tell me,] Cexpoian, [will the Force save them here? I am curious, for you are a Master of the energy field and would like to hear any spiritual insight you have on the matter.]” She pressed her thumb down on the release trigger.

From under the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, retractable doors opened and the quantum bomb was released. The bomb followed a trajectory that would assume a detonation point within five kilometers of the town of Sanctuary. The altitude trigger would detonate the explosives package at 5,000 feet and no matter where exactly it went off the explosion would cover a considerable distance of land.

“The Force is many things, Helle, but ultimately the Force is made by those who live in it. You, I, the Vhinech, and everything all around us, but living beings are what drive it the most. Therefore, if we make the Force, then we make our own luck. And luck is really based on the circumstances in which we put ourselves in before hand that lead us to a favorable or disastrous circumstance.”

Helle half listened to the Basic-spoken conversation as her eyes stayed on the bomb through sensor readings. The strain in Cexpoian’s voice had no merit or explanation until, before her very multi-colored eyes, the lush, green world of Sanctuary faded away and was replaced by crater-littered surface, and the Vhinech civilization that moved about doing their daily chores were replaced by automated mining machines that grazed the surface and crawled in and out of mining shafts. It was then that it all made sense, and like the revelation of their location all was made clear.

The quantum bomb detonated, and with the lack of atmosphere and gravity on the major moon that orbited Naboo the explosion blew out evenly than in a controlled matter gravity would have had it done, and the energy residence caught the slow and too late to escape Mer’de’Noms’Oiado just enough to affect it. The ship’s mighty shields held much of the destruction at bay, but the sensors and most of the circuitry on board were tripped, ripped, or damaged from temporary to uselessness. The vessel spun out of control.

The interface safety measures built into Helle’s flight harness shutdown, and the affects of the stress on the ship were felt on her body. Groining, she fought the gear off her body and leapt out of harness in minor nervous system shock, her body trembled as a symptom of the shock. She forced her body up after a few seconds, but in no way was Helle composed.

Still sitting calmly in his chair as he did since his awakening, a very pale Enothchild Sarch finished his speech. “So therefore One does all they can to learn everything, so when the gambling bet has to be made luck will be on the One’s side.” He shook his head. “You could have had me if you didn’t have so much faith in the Legacy Virus ‘awakening’ me.”

Helle shook her head vehemently to shake the cobwebs and attempt to lose her disbelief. It failed. “Nyeta! Nyeta!! It cannot be this way! You are my contact in the Republic! You must be the Learning Sleeper! The virus, your parents, you: it is all part of the plan!”

Enothchild dabbed at his sweaty head to dry it and let out an exhausted breath; a sigh that betrayed a level of weariness and exhaustion; that the Jedi Master had taken part in some form of extraneous exercise. For a Vhinphyc it would have to be a great physical activity, but clearly for the Jedi it was more a mental one involving the Force. He used the full blunt of his abilities to disguise everything from him uttering the Infinity Code, which was really his Ambassador Code, to image altering the star chart so Helle would go to Naboo instead of Alpha Seti 3, which neither were near Sanctuary; after all, he needed a ride to Naboo, and in the long run after proving to Helle how wrong she was take her incredibly fast ship with Dizzy, Muriel, Ros, and Casper back to Coruscant, round up as many Jedi they could carry, and head for Sanctuary. 

Unfortunately all this occurred AFTER Helle sent out the Legacy Virus. He was still dazed from the blows, and the lack of descent air didn’t clear his head enough to fake her out before hand. Therefore he relied heavily on the same acting abilities he possessed as a child that only made his Mother Anka-Dee Sura proud of him in Clan plays; because of his straightforward truthful nature, even playing someone in a play – a slight misrepresentation of himself – was like lying, and it showed terribly in his performance. Strange, silly, and damn good in his favor, the lousy acting fooled Helle, a Vhinphyc, too easily, which made Enothchild wonder a little, just a little, if her Human-Vhinphyc hybrid mother wasn’t just showing motherly support. 

Putting the thought aside quickly, he focused on the here, the now, on Helle, and the tremendous timetable he was up against. With Helle’s latest Legacy attack, this put a considerable need on obtaining Helle’s ship to get to Prophet, not just to save Juna but also to regain his SON disk before their time was up.

“It only looks that way, Helle, because only you SEE it that way,” he said calmly. “Remember what I told you. Your eyes can deceive you don’t trust them. You know why we Jedi live by such philosophy? Because eyes, like noses and tongues and ears and flesh, don’t process thought; they are just organic tools that gather information for us to use to help us think and ascertain the truth.

“Like you, we also, at times foolishly, believe in hope when there is nothing but darkness before us and no light to help us,” said Enothchild as he slowly got to his feet. “You had hopes that I was, indeed, your contact; like your faith you believed it with undeterred relentlessness and accepted the most circumstantial of evidence as the pure truth. It blinded you from uncovering the facts.”

He took a few steps backward so his back was right up against the wall; to keep himself from being hit by anymore repulsor beam tricks Helle still had up her dazed and confused sleeve. Enothchild had time to burn, before the Nubians arrived to salvage them off the ship. “The first fact is that my parents, my birth parents, loved me and they loved my Jedi mother. They gave me away for many reasons; being Force sensitive, I was facing a death sentence if they returned home with me was the spoken reason. I do believe in my heart that another good reason was that my Father didn’t want me to grow up to be like him. My Father was just as racist and bigoted as you are, Helle, but he was trying to change his ways. But in changing ways sometimes what One is trying to kill and bury rises out of the ground and rears its ugly decomposing corps for all to see. My Father, both my parents, didn’t want me to see that. Not even once.”

“Racists? Bigoted?” Helle took a more aggressive posture. “It is none of those things when what we know of the Ignorant is true. Such criticisms are just fact, and the truth, of course, always hurts.”

“Really?” Enothchild asked. “Then look in a reflective surface, lady, tell the truth to yourself and feel the pain. And don’t say you’re doing it for the greater glory of your religion; my Mother was a firm believer of the Path, and she would be cursing you out for what you think you were doing is by Presence’s Will.

“As I said, my parents loved my Jedi Mother. They loved her so much they married her.” Enothchild watched Helle’s face twist into one of disgust. “That’s right, they just didn’t give me away. Anka-Dee was my Parent’s Second Married Mate.”

Helle wretched, and it wasn’t because of the dizzy spells she was suffering. “That…that is absolutely revolting.”

“It would be if it had no meaning like you think it had before the admission. Like all Vhinphycs they would have never given me up to simple strangers so easily. I may have grown up with others, but I know a great deal about our people. To give up a child, the only child they could ever bare, is sacrilege unless love and compassion were involved and Vhinphycs can’t fake that! No government, no person, not even Presence herself, would ever, EVER, ask Vhinphyc parents to give up their only baby so the baby could commit a loveless act. That’s why the premiere had the Legacy Virus hidden in those files, because such an act is cowardly. And that’s why my Parents gave us the cure, because their only child, me, was not going to be a coward.”

The ship began to slow down in its spin as systems began to come back on line. Enothchild kept his body against the wall, his color returning to normal. Helle seemed too sure on her feet than before, and she kind of smiled at him; she needed more time to recover, and obviously so did he from, her guess, from using the Force to mislead her. “But you knew about me long before we got on board the ship,” she said. “Was it the lawyer?”

Enothchild said, “The lawyer had to be supplied to you by the Trade Federation; such a great lawyer that can move the wheels of justice so swiftly does no work for free, especially with the researched answer he had for my release. You went to Dod, extorted him over the Hyperbole rifles you bought to give to your programmed assassins, probably from him through some fringe element he employs to sell the weapons, and he got you that lawyer double quick. You probably made a deal with him to kill the Vhinech on Sanctuary so there was no war crime culpability on the Trade Federation. When you came in with him, that’s when everything fell into place, including Prophet’s plan.”

“What plan? As I said, I’m not in allegiance with Prophet, that I can most certainly assure you.”

“I believe you there, because like everyone else we were had.”

Helle shook her head and said, “I wasn’t had. Maybe I fell for his little diversion-.”

“You don’t get it, do you Helle,” said Enothchild in disbelief. “Don’t you see, everything Prophet has done, everything that’s happened so far, is to gain something from someone in order to have Juna. He drew me to Uiennar to get my ‘SON’ disk; it wasn’t about possessing Juna at all at that time.” He pointed a finger right at her. “And what you said only a short time ago, what was it, how did he get his version of the Legacy Virus? Simple, Helle, he got from YOU!”

Helle’s smile fell and her heart began to thunder with great anger. “NYETA!”

“Helle, tell me, how did the hell did he ever know about the Legacy Virus in the first place!” Enothchild felt like shouting because the woman just didn’t get it. “Such a well guarded secret like the Vhinech’s creation, it couldn’t have been common knowledge! It’s all simple, Helle, very simple and very logical. When you were busy punching holes in Juna’s ship killing Vhinech, Prophet entered this ship and copied it!”

“Nyeta! You fool! This ship wouldn’t allow him access to the files! He would have to have an Infinity Code!”

“EXACTLY!”

Helle stopped her rant and looked at him, just looked at him, not believing a word he was saying. “What you are saying is impossible. It cannot be!”

“Oh really!” He put his hands on his hips and said, “Doesn’t Cexpoian ring any bells for you at all from ancient Vhanbadian mythology? Doesn’t anything with Prophecna in it just make you a bit curious?” Sensing something from her, Enothchild stepped away from the wall and readied himself. “Perhaps Magus Prophet was supposed to be your contact, and maybe he was your promised mate!”

“NyetaAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!!!” Helle charged at him enraged and began to throw an obscene number of punches at him. To claim she aided Prophet in obtaining the Legacy Virus was a painful truth she could barely tolerate. To claim that Prophet was her true contact, even in speculation, was an insult that went beyond any pardon from ending Enothchild could ask for, not after the monster had personally butchered her parents.

With the Force, Enothchild just slapped the attack away regardless of the angle where they came, concentrating solely on the moment and not on the person throwing such offensive maneuvers. He backpedaled, letting her dictate the pace so she could wear herself out. She threw over the shoulder punches, uppercuts, reverse spinning elbows, backhands, hooks, and chop motion slaps, trying to hit sensitive areas of the Vhinphyc anatomy but her blows couldn’t touch their intended targets.

Towards the end of a hail of fists, Helle sputtered out between her exhaled breathes, “[I AM NOT THAT MONSTER’S ALLY! I AM NOT!! I AM NOT!!!! HE KILLED MY FAMILY!!!!!!]” Wore out from the exchange, she backed away and sucked in breaths. When Enothchild didn’t attack, didn’t take advantage, it just infuriated her more. “[Fight me fairly, you coward!]”

“This coming from a being with no honor, using innocent people to kill innocent people, I ask who’s the real coward here,” he said to insult her. He glared at her and shook his head. “You helped Prophet murder Naressa, helped him murder dozens of people.” He broke just a little from his calm. “You helped him murder my unborn child, you bitch.” The bitterness in his voice and mouth vanished, replaced with a deep, valiant calm associated with him. “I’ll see you rot for it, right along with every one of those soulless Vhinphyc that murdered innocent children. And if I have to, I will drag your ass down to the Bowels of Lore because that’s where you truly belong!”

Helle heard enough and charged in, making her first mistake, the one mistake Enothchild waited for; a kick. This was spinning heel kick, where she left her feet to deliver a blow to his chest. He waited for her to leap, and with his Force enhanced speed he caught her in his arms. In motion he slipped a full nelson on her, spun, and slammed her head face first hard into the wall behind him. Knocked out, he let her fall out of his grasp to the cold, unforgiving deck plating with a loud thud.

Enothchild looked down at her and pitted her for one more second. She was alive, and she was going to answer for her crimes. Indeed she got immunity for her past crimes, but not for what occurred just now; assaulting a Jedi, kidnapping, torture, and for Destruction of Nubian Property worth over 50,000 credits for destroying the droid mining facility and for destroying three processed asteroids he made her believe was Republic battleships guarding ‘Sanctuary’ with the Force. It wasn’t a very easy trick to do either; with Helle’s focused mind for starters, and then doing all he could to mask the different variables as something else and maintain the illusion took quite a bit out of him. A combination of Helle’s overconfidence in buying his so-called awakening, and having to divert her mind towards other matters while in the interface harness to pilot the ship and fire weapons, aided him greatly, allowing him to slip by her lowered mental defenses in which she had to lower in order to communicate with the ship mentally.

Through the ordeal he learned a lot, especially how to handle the ship. Enothchild was quick to the transceiver equipment, dialed in the frequency he knew Dizzy used for all his communications with Muriel, and said, “Dizzy, Muriel, its Enothchild on board Helle’s ship. If you can hear me, tell the Nubians not to overreact. I got the ship under control.”

There was buzz, and Ros’ voice came over the speakers. “Enothchild, are you all right? What just happened?”

“I’ll explain everything after I land the ship and get everyone on board to go to Sanctuary and save Juna,” he said, positioning himself in the piloting harness, adjusting the straps that was going to hold him. “The systems are coming back slowly, but there are indicators that are still red. Dizzy?”

“Yeah, Enothchild,” came the Sullustan’s relieved voice, but Enothchild couldn’t help to hear some emotional turmoil in it; oddly he felt it was over Juna, but not over what was happening. 

“Dizzy, I need to land this thing.”

“Oh boy,” came his response. Someone asked a question and with his voice fainting in the static background, Enothchild heard him say to whoever it was, “Enothchild is a starshipidiot.” There were more murmurs. “It’s someone that’s born not meant to fly a ship.” Dizzy’s voice came back loud and clear. “Look, Enothchild, we’re coming up with the Falcon. Hold tight, okay? Don’t touch anything.”

Enothchild raised his hands and said, “Understood.”

The back of his neck felt warm…

Helle lunged forward and missed the Jedi Master with her prayer sword, stabbing it through the harness; she had came to, and with her room the closest room to her she went in and grabbed the weapon. In Enothchild’s slightly weakened state from using the Force so much he almost didn’t detect the attack. He barely escaped harm as the tightened straps tangled him up and offered Helle a second chance. She attacked, missed again, but he fell out of position for any counter.

Helle slashed again, only this time she purposely cut the cables that connected the flight harness to the ship, causing a shower of sparks that kept the combatants separated. There were cries of concern that came from Naboo from the comm system. She promptly silenced them by slamming her fist down hard into the hardware, her incredible strength smashing it. 

Helle brought her left arm up and spoke in her wrist computer quickly, “[Emergency evasive! Intruder lockdown!]”

The Mer’de’Noms’Oiado in response turned upright, facing polar view north relative to Naboo, and jumped into hyperspace. In the process, the ship also dropped all the gravity on board momentarily, causing both Vhinphyc to be claimed by the g-forces, throwing them ‘downward’ caused by the sudden acceleration jolt that took place. A split second later, gravity returned, but based on the position the ship was in; the far aft wall section was now the ground, and the pull of gravity drew both individuals towards it. 

Helle, in great position, fell safely into the harness. Enothchild fell downward in a rush out of the cockpit, hitting the metal chairs and pillars at odd angles and sending him spinning out of control…

He fell, and fell past the bridge…

At the last moment he twisted his body in mid fall and landed on his back hard against the aft wall of the bridge, next to the open corridor that would have lead him straight to the engine room if he continued his fall. Just before he could recover from the fall, Helle had purposely fallen from her perch with her prayer sword aimed right at him; with her added weight, both female and weapon became a very dangerous missile meaning to impale him. 

Enothchild reached out with the Force as Helle came down and attempted to bump her over in her trajectory; a difficult task, given that she was a fast moving object. She was destined, however, to fall past him and down the corridor after he gave a great deal of effort. At the last possible instant, however, the Vhinphyc Elite Aggressor flipped like a Jedi – the affect seemed to slow her down, but it also brought her back towards him – and in completing the turn had her sword coming down low on him…

Enothchild, seeing it, attempted to push himself across the wall to get away…

She impacted the wall with her knees, stabbed down with the rest of the force behind her fall, and planted the sword blade into Enothchild’s lower left leg just below the kneecap; with momentum and strength combined on her side, the sharp blade punched through his leg vertically, piercing the ultra dense bone, and into the wall, painfully pinning Enothchild’s leg to the wall with the hilt of the weapon pressed against his destroyed shin. 

Enothchild bellowed in great agony as he felt the bone split in half internally from the impact. Helle slipped and was dangling over the open corridor, holding on to her weapon’s handle while it was stuck permanently for the time being in her foe’s leg. The weight from the hanging did Enothchild no favors as it caused the blade to warble and bend a bit, thus causing the wedging effect all ready being placed by the blade on the bone to crack-separate the bone further. 

Seeing the pain debilitation of the act, Helle forced her body to warble back and forth to add more pressure to the wedging effect. Enothchild screamed some more and tired to reach down to get Helle off the weapon. 

Helle found some footing just below her, planted her feet on it for balance, and with her arms worked the sword back and forth with more emphasis. With pain receptors firing, Enothchild’s mind was too overloaded now to focus on using the Force to either null his pain or throw Helle off the weapon. He did what anyone would do; frantically react by throwing his fists anywhere near his troubles. A fist smashed Helle’s knuckles good, and she let go, falling an equivalent of one story until she lucked out and grabbed an edge. 

From there, Helle crawled on her new found perch and said in her wrist computer, “[Maintain hyperspace. Restore normal revelation.]” The ship acknowledged by restoring gravity to normal, her body fell to the deck. Quickly she sprinted back towards the open corridor and threw a blind chop meant for an unsuspecting Enothchild’s throat…

Still stuck to the wall thanks to the sword, Enothchild was smartly alert with his eyes about a possible attack. He saw her arm, caught it, and pulled her towards him from her hidden location. In the process she gave the sword handle a small kick that sent waves of pain right up the Jedi Master’s body, causing him to lose focus and let go of her. 

Helle struck quickly, throwing a good overhand right to his jaw that spun his head. A left followed, but the next right was blocked. In response, she kicked the sword down just a little. Enothchild held on to her right hand, but got a left elbow to the bridge of his nose that made him let go, the pain blinding his eyesight with reactionary tears. 

She attacked again with a sidekick to his left rib cage, and then repeated with the right. With the Force, Enothchild instinctively caught her left leg as she pulled it back. Helle responded by leaping, and driving her right foot into his crotch; a weak blow, but it had the desired affect of making him let go. Quickly she bent down, grab the sword handle again, and did everything she could to get out of the wall and out of his leg. Enothchild was quick to forget about his pounding malehood, reached down with both his hands to grab her by the dreadlocks, and delivered a desperation knee to her face. The blow only found her forehead; he meant to crack her dead center to break her nose. Helle let go, rolled backwards to her feet, and came at him with her head down. Like a ram, her horned head speared him in the gut before he could stop her with his hands. 

Enothchild shoved Helle hard off to his right and she promptly found the hard edge of the corridor to them, spinning her upon impact. He tried to find his breath as he attempted to remove the sword from his leg. Without proper breathing the Force was hard to grasp and it didn’t help that the focus he needed was directed more towards his damaged leg than towards using it to shut down his pain receptors.

Helle just didn’t let up. She got up and kicked him bent over form back up with a hard kick to his face, blood shot out of his mouth from the blow. She then delivered a kick meant to stop his heart…

Enothchild caught the foot with both hands in an accelerated move and twisted the ankle hard enough to where the ankle snapped. Finished, Helle fell back in pain as her foot pointed off in an odd angle; her right foot, in relation to the leg was permanently turned inward towards her left foot at a angle greater than 100 degrees.

Enothchild bent down again and again tried to get the sword out of his leg. Helle, fighting off her own pain, grabbed him by his horns and kicked him at the point of his throat hard with her good foot. Stunning him and holding him, she wrapped her thighs around Enothchild’s massive neck. Instinctively he stood up, realizing the death hold she was going to employ, lifting her body off the floor. She was just a little more daft in her reactions based on the advantage he gave her; when he stood up, it allowed her to lock her left foot around her right leg down his back, and with her knees perfectly at his neck arteries, she squeezed with all her might with her thighs, and add pressure and exertion to the hold Helle straightened out her body to where she hung from his neck upside down.

Enothchild, with his throat bruising all ready from the kick, couldn’t get a descent breath of air before Helle locked the strangulation hold. She didn’t do him any favors by cutting off his oxygen starved blood supply going to his head either; he was all ready getting dizzy from the hold. Frantically, and gambling with his remaining strength reserves, Enothchild leaned forward, and then snapped back up, trapping Helle’s legs between his massive body and the wall. Helle screamed as her damaged leg took on more damage, but she refused to let go. 

He did it again.

A third time.

A forth.

The last time, however, had nothing on it.

Enothchild slowly threw his fists down towards her pelvis, but she caught both hands and held on to them with all her strength. Helle was gambling too, expending great amounts of physical energy against a much stronger male Vhinphyc to kill him. The results seemed to speak for itself as the strength in his hands, as he tried to pull them away, wasn’t really there. Thirty more seconds, or less, Helle would be the last living Vhinphyc in the entire known galaxy.

“[We…could have been…rulers,]” Helle strained out as Enothchild lowered his body. In response, confident that his hands and arms were of no use to him, she posted her arms to handstand herself and prevented him from lowering her to the ground to gain some type of an advantage. “[Now…only I shall slaughter…the lambs.]”

Enothchild was coughing up blood and starting to faint…

Enothchild!
He heard her voice…

Enothchild! Here! Look up!
He looked up in his dazed, in pain, barely alive state, and before him the ghostly image of Nadja Moranna appeared to open his once closing eyes. Hazed in the blue aura of the Light Side of the Force, Nadja pleaded with him with her wizened features, her beautiful face begging, her voice translating. “Don’t you give up. It isn’t your time yet.”

“But…I…can’t,” he forced out.

Helle looked at him with a twisted face of confusion. The lack of air must be getting to him…
“It is not your time yet,” Nadja repeated, only this time it was in a very stern voice, a voice that sounded more real than imaginary. “You will turn this fight around, and you will put a end to her shenanigans.” Her image stormed up towards the locked together group. “Do it! Feel the Force, you bonehead!”

“You’re not helping,” he breathed out, practically his last breath.

Delirium. Helle pushed her thighs together more and more, but soon she needed to readjust herself, let up on the pressure a little to reapply more pressure…

“If you won’t do it for yourself, then do it for the young woman that still loves you,” said Nadja. 

Enothchild looked into her dark green eyes when she said that. Helle actually followed his line of sight because it was so peculiar; she never seen a enemy of hers act this way before…

Nadja smiled at him and said, “Let go of your guilt. You can still save Juna. Just let go.”

Enothchild searched inside of him as quickly as he could, and there it was; guilt. The guilt of not being there for Naressa, for his unborn child, and lastly for Juna. Juna, when she needed him, all he could do was say he was sorry. Well saying he was sorry was definitely not enough. He had to do more than that. He had to be there for her, and it was now more than ever. He had to let go.

He had to let go of the idea that Juna could be his Padawan Learner.

He had to let go of the idea that Juna was the daughter he wished he could have.

He had to see her in a different light. The only way he could was to have Juna before him. The only way he could do that, the only way, was to go save her!

Helle released some of the pressure she had on the hold to reapply it with more vigor. In a well-timed flash of movement, Enothchild raised his head and sucked in a gulp of air. When he did, Helle snapped her legs together again and squeezed; she actually had a better position than before with her knee placement.

Enothchild’s body suddenly grew hard, he stood up, and Helle felt the Force enhanced strength being channeled as he crushed her hands. She screamed, but she fought the pain to keep the leg lock around his neck, but it didn’t matter as she had to let go with her hands when he let go. In one smooth motion Enothchild grabbed her waist and pulled her upper body upward, then changed his grip, locking his arms around her muscled midsection to keep her from bending back down and from escaping.

Helle didn’t like the situation at all. Desperately she squeezed and squeezed with her legs, locked her hands around his head to prevent a physical attack. She looked down, and saw his incredibly calm face; it was one that lacked pain, or distressed emotion, as if the sword was not in his leg, the beating he got didn’t happen, and she wasn’t trying kill him. It was a spiritual calm that defied any that she had ever saw.

She panicked when, in one motion that only produced a grunt from his mouth, the Jedi Master kicked out with his badly damaged leg and freed himself of the sword, shattering the blade, and without even swaying a micron maintained perfect, unhindered balance on his good leg; unbelievable even for a Vhinphyc considering that she was doing everything she can to make him loose his balance and it didn’t work. Enothchild was like his name sake; a mountain that will not move.

Helle forgot the leg lock and began punching him with her broken hands. It made no difference as every punch was delivered with less force than the previous and like a mountain Enothchild did not feel the mortal’s attempts of breaking him down. Helle began butting her head against his with all her might, a loud CLACKING erupted as her horns hit his with echoing unnerving sound, the action eventually causing both their foreheads to bleed profusely.

Enothchild changed his grip and grabbed her waist again on either side, and with his Force Strength raised her body off his chest straight up. Helle shook her body in worthless despair, trying to get out of her predicament. It was weak, it was worthless, and she had only a few seconds left to say a prayer…

Enothchild raised her up, and with augmented force power bombed Helle into the metal deck, landing on the back of her head and neck, folding her feminine-muscular body, the force of impact buckling and breaking the grated deck plating, creating a boxy-looking crater. Upon executing the knockout blow, Enothchild collapsed in exhaustion, landing beside the Elite Aggressor as the pain from his severely damaged leg. He laid there, for an undetermined amount of time, to do all he could to breathe with his nearly crushed larynx and heavily bruised neck, and in time when his head began to clear he took a inventory of his injuries with the Force. He winced as the energy touched his leg; the bone was split unevenly for several inches, the splinters cutting into his calf muscles, with internal as well as external bleeding. The worst-case scenario even for him; a Vhinphyc’s bones took a very long time to heal even with the Force.

Closing his eyes, he decided to channel his healing energies to his neck; he needed to breathe better than he was currently, and without air a Jedi was useless. Without air a Jedi, or any being, couldn’t think. The energies worked in a spurt, but the progress grew slow again dealing with the bruising on his throat. The air volume increased enough to bring forth a revelation; the ship was still in hyperspace, traveling to Force knew where, and Juna was still in great trouble.

Enothchild sat up, took one look at the broken up cockpit, and sighed; there was no help there. He saw Helle’s prone form, and reached for her wrist computer…

Helle’s body jumped when he grabbed her, and the Jedi Master was quick to drag himself away. It was a nerve reflex, and upon scanning her Enothchild discovered that Helle was still alive despite the lack of higher brain function activity; the attack had done real damage, but not enough to instantly kill her.

Enothchild closed his eyes and felt just a tad sorry about that; Helle was in a coma. Capturing her, or ending her life quickly because he had no choice were the only two options he wanted to have. But not a coma.

He reached over again, and very carefully unlocked the wrist computer from her forearm. Putting it on, Enothchild cleared his throat and strained out in a deep, raspy voice, “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [this is Ambassador] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio. [All stop.]” Nothing happened. “Mer’de’Noms’Oiado, [this is Ambassador] Enothchild Sarch Sura’brio. [All stop now!]”

[Acknowledged.]

The ship finally dropped out of hyperspace, and Enothchild coughed to clear his throat again. Speaking in his native Vhinphyckian tongue hurt worse than speaking in Basic, but he undoubtedly had no choice; he didn’t have a clue what surprises Helle might have programmed in the ship if she became incapacitated in some way. A part of him then realized that perhaps killing her would have been wrong in another way; she may have had her vital sign readouts hooked up to a self-destruct device on board, separate from her wrist computer transmissions to the ship; if she flat lined, the ship explodes.

The ship suddenly shook violently, and Enothchild cringed, thinking the ship was going up. Instead the ship announced: [ALERT! Reactor Core unstable! Initiating shut down of primary engine systems.]

“Great, the hyperdrive will be inactive,” he said out loud, and the ship’s lights dimmed; all around was just shadows. The readouts on the wrist computer suddenly gave him more bad news; obviously the explosion and the damage Helle caused was more significant than it appeared. The navigation array and the secondary sensors totally went black on the control screen. He tapped a few keys in a rush to scroll down the list of systems failures and resets, and sighed in relief when the communication array was still operative. 

“[Open a channel to the previous transmission sight,]” he ordered. The status screen showed the array powering up, but a warning appeared; he had only a few minutes of communication, or even less due to a software cascade failure reset that was beginning to take place. 

“Dizzy,” he creaked out, coughing from the effort. Finished, he began again. “Muriel? I don’t know if you can hear this, but you will have to go to Sanctuary without me.” Enothchild felt woozy again, and he realized that the Force was encouraging him to fall into a healing coma. He said, “I’m hurt bad. The ship is bad. Just go without me and I’ll catch up.”

Not getting a response, Enothchild held on to the belief that they were hearing him, and said, “Sanctuary is located in the System 45763, in the Unknown Regions. Repeat Sanctuary is located in the System 45763, in the Unknown Regions.” The transceiver status lights began to flicker. “That’s System 45763, Unknown Regions! System 45763! System -.”

Finally the transceiver array failed. Enothchild sighed heavily and let his head drop to the deck. And finally, he let his eyes close and focused on healing, unable to keep himself conscious.

CHAPTER 79.1

On Naboo, everyone had watched the Mer’de’Noms’Oiado enter the system, destroy three asteroids, and then detonated a devastating bomb on one of the planet’s moons, had Enothchild tell them everything was all right, and had the ship wildly turn and vanish in hyperspace. Five minutes of sudden, unneeded drama that occurred over an hour ago to go along with the siege of Guardians and the revelations spelled out by Pirus Krendel was a little more than anyone wanted at the moment. Especially the waiting, wondering what had happened; even Ros had enough with the waiting and took a short stroll out of the King’s room for a few brief moments.

Muriel spent the time patching the comlink frequency through King Veruna’s transceiver equipment, and King Veruna had the tracking stations do everything they could to track and listen for Enothchild. Ric Olie and several others joined the group spread all about the room where small talk was so quiet those having conversations had to ask a person to repeat themselves. 

“Diz-.” Everyone turned their attention to the speaker. The transmission was very faint, full of static, and almost not understandable. It sputtered and cut out too much, but it was Enothchild’s voice. “…Muriel…”

People began to speak, and Ros rushed in closely and said, “QUIET!” He looked at the status light and noted that Naboo’s transceivers could not get a positive lock on the source transmission, and therefore this was only a one-way call. “Everyone shut up!”

Casper strolled over, and both Jedi used the Force to enhance their hearing.

“I don’t…can hear…Sanctuary…without me.”

Dizzy played with the knobs a little and shook his head; it didn’t make much of difference to the transmission reception stream.

“Sanctuary …System 457…known Reg …Repeat! Sanc…45763…Unknown…System 45763! System-.” There was a tremendous squelch, and the transmission ended.

“Damn it!” exclaimed Veruna. The two Jedi jumped and winced when he yelled, and he didn’t really understood why. Nor did he care at the moment. “Don’t we have any idea where he transmitted from or what he was saying?”

“Source was faint, so my guess was that he was very far from the nearest galactic transceiver,” Muriel said in disgust. “That ship is fast, it could be anywhere. But he did say Sanctuary, System 45 something.”

“He was giving us the location of Sanctuary,” said Ros. He walked over to the holographic display system and called up a map of the galaxy for everyone to see. He spoke as he typed in what he thought he heard, getting Casper’s acknowledgment to what he had heard. Dizzy nodded too, for he heard the transmission with his big ears just as clearly as they did. “System 45763, located in the Unknown Regions.”

The map zoomed in, and before them was the image of stellar nursery, and a red circle around a young star. Casper said, “There it is. Sanctuary.”

“Don’t get happy like you touched your first naked girl, Kid,” uttered Dizzy. He walked over and tapped a few keys. “The Unknown Regions from here, or even Coruscant, is too far away. Where exactly are we talking about? That’s what I want to know.”

The map of the galaxy fell back to wide view, with Sanctuary still clearly marked off. A few people mumbled in despair as the tracking and distance numbers came back, and Dizzy felt Muriel grab his shoulders in a death grip. It was no wonder why Sanctuary was never accidentally discovered, and Enothchild’s plan of keeping the Vhinech safe was now Enothchild’s, and everyone else’s, worst nightmare. 

Sanctuary was located on the furthest tip of Gafga’s Arm.

“Oh man,” muttered Dizzy. “It’s further away than Bakura, and that’s eight to ten days from here and Coruscant, even Corellia and Fondor.”

King Veruna looked at the Jedi and asked, “With the message so cryptic, how do we know for sure that this is the intended location? Perhaps it’s a rally point.”

“Dizzy, can you remember anything about the journey there?” asked Muriel, pleading once again for her husband to try to remember.

“Only that I woke up, we were near Alderaan, and two months had passed since I picked him up off of Naboo,” he said regretfully. He looked at Ros and said, “Can’t you guys pull it out of my head or something?”

“Enothchild did a full memory wipe on you, like he did on the agents he worked with,” Ros pointed out. “Once something like memory is taken from the Force it’s gone. If Juna was here-.”

“But she isn’t,” muttered Muriel, throwing her hands up in frustration. 

“Right, so let’s go with what we got,” said Ros. He thought for a few moments and said, “That is the location. He was emphasizing the system location greatly at the end. That’s where we should go.”

“Then I may suggest we go in a much larger group,” suggested Oggie.

King Veruna looked at his Secretary of Defense and ordered, “Activate the Allied Forces Locator. There may be some Republic ships on patrol close by. Or closer than us at least.”

“I don’t believe so,” said Casper somewhat mournfully. The Defense secretary carried out his King’s wishes, and on the holographic image it showed all 71 Republic combined ships of war, including the Trade Federation. Of course it didn’t include those who illegally turned off their Allied Forces Locator Beckon. The Padawan’s short observation showed true; all the dots were around planets on the other side or near the Core Worlds. “I take it the Senate still has control of the military.”

“Yeah, frak it,” mumbled Dizzy. “And if the Trade Federation is around, they’re going to shoot first and skip the part about questions.”

“Perhaps not,” suggested Veruna. “If I talked to the Viceroy first.”

“Your Majesty, after Uiennar the Trade Federation is hell bent on revenge and they don’t care which Vhinech, or whoever is around them, they kill,” said Oggie.

“And what does that matter?” said Veruna.

There was a deep, disconcerting silence that followed his remarks. What he said was wrong, and yet at the same time for a few people, the ones that knew Juna personally and cared about her, they couldn’t help to feel that misdirected selfishly at the moment.

“Look, even if we do notify the Republic it still won’t matter,” pointed out Muriel. “Either way we come, we’re still days too far away. And Juna’s got a full day on us with that Shadow Ring.”

“Right. Captain Olie!” The King’s order brought the Leader of Bravo Squadron to full attention. In his regal voice, the young man said, “Take every available pilot we got and a carrier to Sanctuary on the double.” Ric left with a head nod and left the room. “Muriel, this Shadow Ring you were talking about earlier. Does Rapier Technologies have another one?”

While waiting the red head brought the young King up to speed on many things. Muriel said, “That was the first thing we checked out; she’s got the only one in existence, and that took Rapier R.D.S. time to make. Anyway we look at it, we’re stuck at a slower speed.”

King Veruna nodded and said, “Then don’t let me keep you all here.”

“Your Majesty, can you assign us Guardians with large ships,” suggested Oggie. “We need them.”

“Done.” Veruna looked at the group as the others began to leave. “Just…help Juna.”

“We will,” said Ros with a bow. Casper followed suit and everyone began to follow the other Guardians out of the room. 

“What about Enothchild?” asked Dizzy as they hit the stairs.

Ros slowed a little as they descended, but then picked up the pace again. “He didn’t want us to waste our time on him or Helle’s ship.”

“But Master, shouldn’t someone go for him?” asked Casper. 

“We’ll relay the idea to the King once we get to our ships,” said Ros, not necessarily agreeing with what he was saying. He didn’t like the idea any more than the next person to leave Enothchild stranded. He stated a fact loud and clear. “We have no time to locate him ourselves. As it stands right now, we’re it.

“And if Dizzy is right, Juna is going to without our help for well over a week.”

