CHAPTER 39.0

As Enothchild mulled over the evidence, Ros and Casper left for Alderaan, and Prophet sent his message, Juna Rapier spent a good share of her day, like all the other days prior, trying to distract herself from many things; her thoughts and feelings basically, what Enothchild was doing primarily, and what seemed to be guarding eyes watching her every move from Muriel and Dizzy right down to the Guardians still watching over the mansion. It all concerned her, and at the same time it didn’t and at the same time again she didn’t care; the latter she tried to associate herself more with.

She discovered that it was very difficult to do soon after leaving Enothchild alone to work. Juna could feel the Guardians all around her; one or two disguised as hired help while others maintained a covered presence outside the house and on the grounds. 

After spending time going over proposals for Rapier Technology projects she found Muriel and the two of them worked out a little, going over the Royal self defense techniques she learned and also the Guardian aggressor moves Muriel was instructing Juna on privately over the last few years; they were effective, efficient moves meant to kill or permanently damage someone if used in live combat. She then spent some time with her friend at the shooting range and before long Juna racked up impressive scores.

When done there, the two women strolled down to the docking bay to find Dizzy working hard on repairing some of the damage occurred during the rescue on the Millennium Falcon. Juna changed out of her wears and into her coveralls and helped the Sullustan for a while until they finished the work, all the while Dizzy kept looking at her as if he expected her to say something but she didn’t so he did most of the jabbering.

It lead her to separate herself from the married couple to work on her N-One starfighter, which was delivered to her the day before the funeral with RT-8V flying it home. It was far different looking from her previous venture with it since Bravo Squadron had to strip it of armament alone, but it was the other things that prompted her to go over it with her astromech droid faithfully at her side. 

One of the more symbolical changes to it was the fighter’s hull; gone was the yellow and chrome-like shell and in its place was a very detailed and complicated paint scheme of green, gray, tan and brown hues that came together to give the fighter the appearance that it was actually a flying krayt dragon with ‘wings’ on the wings and a snarling face on the nose. There was Royal Nubian red, and actually registered color, where the krayt dragon didn’t cover up. Just under the canopy on the hull was the same red bordered into a square with Royal Nubian yellow letters and the Royal Seal in the red zone, on both sides, that read:

@@@@ LADY JUNA RAPIER ANGELLEIA I @@@@

THE DRAGON LEADER OF BRAVO SQUADRON

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Show me what Nubian pride and spirit are made of…”
The last part was from the speech she gave Bravo Squadron prior to her leading them into battle and into the Olan System under the Dragon Leader tactical designation against the Mersader Conglomerate and the Vhinech Order to save Nubians taken hostage; so named after the krayt dragon tattoo that was on her back from her trip to Seovenear to prove her worth to the Seovens. The speech was given to not just to bolster their resolve not to fail, but for them to accept her even more than just a pilot since at the time they more or less looked at her still as a little 13 year old girl; a 13 year old who still had an 8 year old body at the time. 

It worked, for she lead them into battle and lead them to victory; she lead them on two other military operations but they weren’t equaled to the grandeur of victory achieved at that Olan System; the word was that even small forces could not defeat even a basic dozen Vhinech flight of Moonhaulers. They did defeat them, destroying all but one and even one Oblivion-class battleship was wiped out by her torpedo attack. All of her kills were during that battle, and they were signified with yellow claw scratches detailed under the name plating.

After going over the hull and finding it satisfactory, Juna placed her hand over the concealed sensor imbedded in the hull, and the canopy unlocked and retracted back, and with trained quickness she was sitting the cockpit in mere seconds. Artee, his loyalty more earned than programmed, crawled over to the N-One’s magnetic droid loader and was sucked up into the droid socket. Jacked in, the starfighter’s standby systems came online and conversation screen came alive with Artee ‘talking’: MY LADY, I ASSUME, SINCE YOU ARE NOT DRESSED FOR FLIGHT, THAT YOU JUST WANT TO RUN AN INTERNAL DIAGNOSTIC?

With the canopy open she didn’t need to speak into a transceiver. “Actually, Artee… I just want to sit here. But you can hang around, though.”

WELL I HAVE NO CHOICE THERE; I CAN’T LEAVE UNLESS YOU HIT THE RELEASES ON THE LATCHES THAT HOLD ME.

She snickered a little and he said: I HAVE NOTHING ELSE BETTER TO DO, MY LADY. I WILL REMAIN HERE IF YOU DECIDE TO GO UP.

Juna ran her hand over the heads up counsel, the main readings and tactical board, and then both her hands rested on the flight controls. “Thank you, Artee,” she mumbled, not necessarily speaking directly to him as her mind filled with ramblings and notions she tried to avoid all day.

The droid apparently sensed her distractive sorrow and did his best to lift her spirits. YOU KNOW EVEN THOUGH WE ARE WEAPONLESS EVEN FOR SIMULATION THAT DOES NOT MEAN WE CAN’T JUST BUZZ THE ROOKIEES OVER AT HEDLEY RANGE. LET’S SNEAK IN ON APPROACH, CHASE THEM AROUND AND GIVE THEM A SCARE.

“Artee, that’s silly,” she mused with a brief laugh. The temptation was there, but her sensibilities overrode the thought; she was a Lady of Royalty now not the Queen or some fighter jock with a chip on her shoulder. It was likely she wouldn’t get in so much trouble, but with her disdain with the media she didn’t need anymore unwanted attention directed her way. Juna didn’t want to give anyone unwarranted solidifying evidence that, because she was rich and famous, that she had the attitude that she could get away with anything she wanted. 

A smile still crept up on her face and she said, “Thanks anyways, Artee.” Although the immature thrill of carrying out such a diabolical plot had come and gone, the feelings of flying still lingered on her mind. 

Flying a starfighter, if anything to her, was as close to being a Jedi Knight with a lightsaber in her hand that she was going to get to in her life. Like a Jedi with her weapon in combat she performed acrobatic feats, maneuvered around defensively, and bartered her offense around when no other option was available in the quest for justice and peace.

And most important of all she flew; there was very few things that ever matched or surpassed the feeling. She moved through air with the birds and other flying creatures, and with escape velocity took flight in the voids of space. She could close her eyes during flight sometimes to get the real feel of moving without walking, soaring and diving through the restrictions of and defying the reign of the evil ruler of the universe known as gravity. Alas like any fail rebellion against one so powerful she had to pay cautious heed and eventually, at the end of her flights, surrender and be ruled by it’s iron will again.

Her hands tingled with sensation over it, and her tongue worked over her lips in a one-time motion as the evaporative thoughts of anticipation drained them of moisture. She only needed to make a quick trip to her room, change into her flight gear, run back and when Artee was finished with a speedy diagnostic power up the engines and take it out.

However, the tingling sensation in her hands was also everywhere else; a match of her thoughts and her emotions expressed in the form of living energy. All day it has been there, dogging and begging her to use it. It was there at the funeral, and it made her ill. It was there when she worked out with Muriel and was trying to gain an upper hand and when she was exhausted. It was there to pester her in normal conversation with Dizzy. It was here, now, as she thought of flying. It came up in everything she did.

It was the Force. And whenever she thought of the Force everything she tried to ignore, put aside, and ultimately forget would emerge in her mind. That included the fact that it wasn’t there, while on board the Royal Cruiser. Somewhere deep inside of her a knot of guilt twisted all that held her together like a tightening rope that metaphorically tied her to a post out in public like an ancient Nubian thief, her own thoughts and feelings extending from troubling memories were the hecklers that ridiculed and humiliated her vulnerable conscious. She would struggle with the knots, make the hold tighter, and seemingly she couldn’t escape the pain it caused. 

This was caused by silent voices in her mind that continued to say you had the power to prevent your losses. You choose to not embrace the power within you, and now you have lost everything. It’s your fault that your friends are dead. You are responsible for the death of your mother.
“That’s not true.” Juna said it aloud, and ignored Artee’s questioning warble and message on the screen. “I… I couldn’t fight back. I didn’t know how. He took away my ability to fight back.”

And yet your mother fought back without the Force. She knew how to, and you do also. You can feel it within you, and yet you didn’t even try. Oh, Magus Prophet took away your ability all right; he took away your will. Face it; you are his slave. You cower to him when he confronts you. When he touches you, you submit to him. When he really touches you, you let him. When he kills all that you love, you sit here, in your pretty little stripped down innocent snub fighter and do NOTHING!
“No! That’s not true!” 

If you don’t like the truth, then what are you going to do about it? Throw a fit? How does that kill anyone? How does that bring your mother and father back to life? You waste your time wanting to mourn their passing when you could be concentrating on the power within you. Embrace it! It is time to stop being a slave and become everyone’s mistress!
Juna gripped the steering controls with skin bleaching intensity. She knew the N-One starfighter had hot-swap weapons capability so it would take no time at all to arm it and get a targeting array installed. Artee really didn’t need any tactical data uploads either since if she did what she was thinking of doing there wasn’t going to be anyone else with her, and she had full knowledge of the Vhinech’s capabilities. And if there were any changes in the technology it wasn’t going to save their ass.

The thoughts cooled as soon as she felt the touch of death enter her senses, and Juna sat back and released the steering controls. Exasperated, she said quietly, “What am I thinking?” Troubled, she released Artee from the droid socket and climbed out of her starfighter, locking the canopy down. Not wasting time she walked quickly away from the vessel, and then proceeded to run all the way to the Grand Library. By the time she reached Enothchild she was incoherent between breathes.

CHAPTER 39.1

As she and Enothchild sat quietly in the main living room, Juna held onto a glass of water in her hands and feeling somewhat ashamed of herself for dragging him away from matters that were threatening to consume the universe that he was trying hard to stop. It seemed a bit unfair of her to have him so close, perhaps even selfish to have such a strong warrior of Light looking over her. At the same time she appreciated his company, and there was that small part of her that was re-emerging from the doldrums of grief that inspired her to think of him of more than just a great friend and a spiritual advisor of sorts. That, of course, made her more guilty of things and a little flush in the cheeks.

There was also that feeling that he was going to tell her that she should stop coming to him whenever life seemed unattractive to her to handle. Why that was may have something to do with her guilt, or whatever pessimist existed in her. Enothchild though never thought that or expressed it in words or in mannerisms. He just held her as he escorted her to the living room and away from his work, sat her down, got her water, and finally he sat across from in one of the larger chairs as she sat on her legs on the cloned leather couch and just plainly asked, “Do you want to talk about matters?”

Just like that no pretenses or restrictions. Everything else to him at the moment was non-existent. She was like the only star in the sky and he was an astronomer gazing at her and trying to detail everything about her with long patience and singular purpose. His voice carried both the feelings of a man willing to listen and a burden of responsibility to be an astute listener. Enothchild valued everything she had to say.

Juna spoke, and as she spoke she was like changes in the behavior of a river; at one point smooth, coherent, and flowing, and then a rough ride of waves and rapids that tossed her heart around. But he was there for her still, reaching out with a hand from time to time to touch her hands or arm, telling her to relax and expressed understanding through words or motion or emotion.

When he spoke to her it always seemed like he had a tender voice of care that found her heart. She found it gently reassuring and, in her latter years to date, something that stirred more mature, secretive thoughts that only reinforced the feelings of affection for him that she has had since childhood. She knew that when he spoke, he always spoke from the heart.

Juna finally began to come to the end. “…I sat in my fighter, and suddenly without thinking it before hand I felt angry and I got these feelings through the Force practically shoved into my awareness.” He didn’t say anything as he looked at her and she realized why. “I mean… not shoved. They just seemed to happen. Appear. And they were intense.”

She grabbed and tugged a little on her coveralls nervously as she continued. “I wanted to go and punish someone for what happened.”

Enothchild nodded and said with hints and traces of experience in his words, “You wanted to punish yourself.” 

Juna heard that and flinched a little. It made so much sense. He knew her so well. But was it just that? “I want to punish myself?”

“You dwell on your mistakes, and you dwell on those elements perceived as mistakes and assume them as fact. In this case you didn’t confront them early on because you spent so much time trying to grieve for Naressa more than you should.”

“I don’t think I have wept enough for her.” She grabbed her arms and rubbed them for security. “It’s funny, though. I don’t feel that she is gone. In fact I don’t feel anything except what happened today.”

“You felt what you felt today because you have rationally correlated different points of blame towards yourself. It’s called the fail rail system affect.” Enothchild held up his left hand and counted off on his fingers with his right index finger. “You blame yourself for leaving Naboo in the first place. Then you blame yourself for Prophet desiring you and motivating him to act the way he did. Thirdly you blame yourself because you felt you were too weak to do anything. Lastly you blame yourself for the results.”

He placed his hands on the little table in front of her and made motions with his fingers, running the tips of his fingers somewhat parallel and purpose moving them about at different points and different rates. “The blames move on their own tracks, like separate independent modes of thought. Your mind is the sensor system that keeps track of them, consciously and subconsciously. Your guilt clouds your sight like an impaired sensor keeper, and therefore you focus on one blame at a time until you loose sight of them all because you have confronted any of it. You refuse to, and eventually,” he brought his large size fingers together, “the blames come together in a rush. It either joins together evenly, or it comes together in a wreck.”

Juna nodded now, understanding why he saved that last part for last. “And I wrecked.”

“No more or less than anyone else who feels they are to blame when they are really not. And you are not to blame for this, not even a little.” Enothchild stood up and actually joined Juna on the couch, sitting by her side and gave her a little smile, but not one that indicated happiness just assurance. “And it’s rooted in the Force. I know, because I haven’t felt you really use it since prior to the funeral. Why did you stop meditating?”

“I… felt betrayed a little,” she said apprehensively, and there was that feeling again in her stomach from the funeral. It wasn’t the stomach, but lower and more personal and private. “I had all this power, and I couldn’t use it to save anyone.”

“I couldn’t use the Force either, Juna.”

“That’s right, and yet you still functioned. You, Ros, Casper, even Muriel, and especially my Mother didn’t stop fighting. Here you all were, with the odds against you as if you were truly Forceless beings going up against Jedi, and here was me running away from it all, unsure what to do, what to say, how to get out of it.” Juna reached for his hand and Enothchild grabbed it, holding it for support. “I have the Force and the most evil creature in the universe takes it away and I don’t fight back like you all did. It’s like the worse nightmare I never even imagined was happening and I was awake the entire time.”

“You mentioned before you thought of yourself while in the fighter as being Prophet’s slave because of it.” She nodded. “You’re not his slave, Juna. He can never own or control you and he knows it.”

“But when I saw him, on that catwalk I froze. I practically waited for him to get close. I let his mere appearance force myself to wait for him to claim me. And when he negated my Force usage with the ysalamiri it just seem to seal my fate.”

“You ran, Juna. You didn’t let him take you.”

“Because it was an act of non-thinking desperation. I rather die than have him have his way with me. Which he did, and I won’t forget it.” She licked her lips, trying to get another feeling on them besides the phantom touch of the memory of Prophet running his thumb across them. “Anyways, after talking to Dace I was a bit suddenly overwhelmed by this Force awful feeling.” 

Suddenly she had to reflexively swallow as her stomach began to churn. Juna felt strong hands find purchase on her both her arms and held her tight as she covered her cramping stomach with her crossing forearms. The subtle warmth of his physical touch drew her towards him a bit for comfort, but she decided not to complete the motion that would have found her body lying against his. This, after all, was a discussion about what was on her mind. 

His breath, though, was still close to cause a brief shimmy of goose bumps on her neck just under her ear. “Are you all right?” She nodded, and then she felt him trying to use the Force to gauge her condition. She let Enothchild in past her defenses, felt his presence just float around her mind without detailed looking. Finally he said, “Describe the feeling. Can you, I mean?”

Juna put her legs together as she thought about it, then she crossed them and said, “It was awful. Like…-,” she squirmed uncontrollably. “Like someone…forcing their whole super large hand… in me,” she illustrated her right hand, moving it up, and then turning it, “rummaging inside and then pulling… things out of me one at a time.”

“Oh man,” he said, sounding like he was in pain just by her description, realizing what she was implying. Juna suddenly found herself being pulled closer to him and his left arm draped over her shoulders. Enothchild gave her head a pat and he said, “I’m sorry…I didn’t mean for you to relive it. I just couldn’t seem to grab the concept in your mind.”

“I forgive you,” she said quietly. “It wasn’t your hand.” 

Enothchild smirked just a little, but he assured her again, “You weren’t the only one that felt something at the funeral. There was a great disturbance in the Force coinciding shortly before you were ill. The wind picked up and the temperature actually dropped for a few moments. Something happened, but it seemed too far away to understand. I never had known the Force to do that.”

Juna wasn’t sure what to make of that, but she could tell he was going to go back to the topic at hand. She stood up to show that she was better, and looked at him to assure him that she appreciated his concern. “Well since then I really stopped meditating because I don’t want to relive the experience again.”

Enothchild looked at her and asked plainly, “Which experience?”

Juna suddenly found herself thinking; she was referring to the pain in her insides…

Wasn’t she?

He reached up and grabbed her hand, urging her to sit down again beside him. Enothchild took her other hand and held them out in front of her. “You can’t feel responsible for your mother’s death, Juna.”

“But the choices we make, remember?” Juna was referring to what he has told her some many times in the past. That the choices one makes ultimately determines the when, how, where, why, and what of one’s destiny.

“Yes, I do,” he said. “And Naressa made a choice as well. In that same token, Prophet made a choice. I made a choice. Everyone made a choice that day. We may regret those choices, but sometimes those choices must be, right or wrong, the decisions that lead to our destined outcomes. Remember, even with all these choices we can never see the outcome so clearly.” He gave her hands just a little squeeze. “It’s hard to accept, believe me I know. Force, I don’t quite understand why you, or anyone else has to go through so much to realize it. But like it or not, it is meant to be.”

Enothchild let go of her hands, tucking his into his robe sleeves. “Even I was powerless to stop your mother’s death. Even if I had the Force there was that chance that I couldn’t prevent what occurred. I admit, I’m reluctant to accept the fact, but I feel I must in order to continue existing.”

Juna slouched back a little and said, “But it isn’t fair, or right. I’m strong in the Force I know that for certain. I have all this power I could have saved so many lives before, before, the Vhinech attacked. My mind shouldn’t have been set on going to nab Pirus Krendel, especially after Sullust.”

Finally frustration entered her young mind when she realized that she was rambling on and on over the very thing he was telling her to stop doing: blame. But she couldn’t help it: it was tied to her being, and her being in turn was tied to the Force. “I made the wrong decisions and took no real corrective action. I have all this power in the Force, and you know what? It means nothing if I can’t use it, all of it. Especially against anyone who can take it away from me.”

Juna stood up and strolled away a little from the couch, leaving Enothchild there as they stayed silent. She noted a hint of contemplation from his emotions, and then felt a little taken aback by the fact she used the Force, again. He said to her, “The Force is not just an energy field, it’s something to believe in, Juna. The philosophies you believe in are what it responds to the most. It is a state of mind.”

“No argument from me there. If one’s mind is not on the Force, then obviously it isn’t there, ysalamiri or no ysalamiri.”

“I agree.”

Suddenly, Juna heard a whisper in the Force, someone speaking through the energy, the voice distant and echoing against the metaphoric canyon walls of her mind and then vanishing in the air. She waited for a few moments, and then called upon what Enothchild taught her as a child to feel around the room, then beyond it. Her senses finally found the source.

Enothchild Sarch. He had stood up, not looking at her at all, and strolling around slowly in the room. She could see the etching bends of his face as he looked into himself, where apparently the voice came from. It had to be; there were no other sources within range of her perceptions. 

Juna realized then what it was. It was a memory, a thought that resonated from his mind and originated from his heart and spoken so long ago. It bore significants to cause his face to contort in such deep needed thought. And he was thinking, perhaps thinking more than anything he has thought of previously combined in his life judging the way his body seemed to tense up off and on. She grew curious and asked, “Enothchild, what is it?”

She finally watched his amber eyes track her and he came to a stop. He stared at her, really stared at her, and for just a second it was eerie. Then, for her, it became a little embarrassing with the thought or two that crossed her mind. He looked upon her with respect and importance, and that made her a tad giddy. Juna blushed a little, but held still, waiting for him to say anything.

Enothchild finally said, “I agree with your astute observation. If one does not believe in the Force, or thinks the Force is always with them, then it is never truly there. One must believe in the Force in order to be with them always, and therefore one must have the proper mind for it. Not just some knowing but practiced principal and applied application. I think in your life you need that now more than ever.”

“What…what are trying to say?”

He walked over to her and stood before her with a slight smile. “10 years ago Nadja asked me to take you in as my Padawan Learner. I refused at that time, citing the obvious reasons any Jedi Council member would quoting chapter and verse.” He raised his hands up, resting them on her shoulders. “To borrow what you said earlier, it is time to take corrective action.”

Juna finally understood and stood there with a stunned expression. Back then, on Alderaan, she remembered Enothchild expressing truth and sorrow when he told her that he was going to help her from darkness, but not train her to become a Jedi. It was always her dream, and when he told her no it was crushing. Over the years she understood the decision and the merits behind them, but the dream was still there, and like through flying her starfighter it continued the dream. Now that had all changed in just so few spoken words years of dreaming seemed to focus on becoming reality. “You’re going to train me to become a Jedi?”

“That is my hope, yes,” he said.

Juna felt so excited she nearly fainted. Luckily Enothchild was there because she grabbed on to his arms as his hands still held her. As the energy from the feeling peeked, it also brought her rationale back into her thoughts. “Wait a parsec. Wait a parsec, I don’t understand. I’m thrilled…but what is the reasoning behind it?”

“You said it best yourself, your mind is not on the Force.” Enothchild encouraged her to sit down in the nearby sloth boy chair. He squatted down in front of her and began to explain. “Training to become a Jedi isn’t just about using the Force. It is adopting a mindset, a way of life, to live by. When you hear someone say that we are a religion, that’s because they are right. Religion is a means and a way of belief in which its standards for living are adopted by its followers. We ask beings regardless of their Force sensitivity to believe, and of course we do preach the ways of Light when doing so. Peace and calm resonates from everyone in the Force even if they are not Force sensitive, but to have the mindset, to live and obey it, helps one to find solutions in their darkest times.”

“So it’s more for my piece of mind than it is to protect myself,” she asked.

“It is. I also feel like your mother did, that you have a compassion to help and care for others, and that gift shouldn’t be wasted away just on politics or business. During this bleak and uncertain time the innocent need people like you. As a Jedi, I think you can help them even more.”

Juna smiled a little and said in astonishment. “I’m going to become a Jedi. I don’t believe it.”

Enothchild held up his hand to bring her back down from the cosmos. “I would like to begin training you soon, however I do need approval from the Jedi Council.”

She sensed his tone and mistook it. “You have doubts about me?”

“Not at all. It’s just that without their support it will effect training you.” Enothchild moved in a little closer. “In fact, Juna, if they do approve they may assign you to another Jedi Master. You will more than likely be asked to sacrifice a great deal, and face very difficult questions and challenges. So realize that you shouldn’t say yes immediately to what I have to offer unless you take it all under consideration.”

Juna did think about it, and rationally it did figure into her mind. Enothchild looked into her eyes and then added, “Whatever you decide, I will support it. I wouldn’t have brought this idea up if I didn’t think you were capable of becoming a Jedi. The task of training you will if I am your Master will be extremely challenging, it will be a tough learning process throughout. But I just don’t want it to be about me and you, just about you. I will tell the Council this, and from there, if you do decide to go through with this, we’ll take it step by step.”

She nodded and thought for a few moments, and then said looking down at her lap, “All my life I’ve always wanted to become a Jedi. I had this need for it actually to become one.” Juna smiled at him and said, “I can’t say no. I feel I must do this. In my heart, pass or fail, I must do this.”

Enothchild smiled just a little and said, “That is an honest answer.” He reached up and gave her head a pat. “In order to request training we will have to be there in person, so we should go as soon as possible. I suggest you should make some arrangements.”

Juna looked at him a bit perplexed. “Now?”

“The sooner, the better I feel. Once you make a commitment like this, you should follow through on it at full speed.”

“Then it will be now,” she said happily. She leaned over and wrapped her arms around his neck. “Thank you.”

Enothchild pulled away gently and stood up. “You’re welcome. You should get back into meditating and going over what you know and what I have taught you previously.”

She stood up with him and nodded and watched him walk off as he left her be. She let her hands come up to her heart as the feelings of hope filled the vessel. “I hope I do become your Padawan, Enothchild.” 

In all her giddiness over what she was about to embark on as the rest of her life, Juna suddenly couldn’t help to feel that something more, something long term and promising with Enothchild, was about to reach a second step. She loved him now more than ever, and she understood that some roads to finding one’s soul mate are long, rough, and bumpy. However the journey and the complications is what ultimately makes any relationship, and regardless how long it took Juna was going to find herself loving Enothchild, be in his arms, and commit herself to him mind, body, and Force.

Just like her mother and her father: Soul mates despite any differences, lovers forever despite any disagreements. 

