CHAPTER 47.0

The next day came soon enough.

When the large blue doors parted, designed so that any sentient being regardless of mass could walk, crawl, or even roll in, Enothchild strolled through the opening and took the standard position all Jedi with business with the Council took by standing at the very center of the room, surrounded by the twelve beings that made up the Jedi Council, bowing before them all in respect. A respect that was received as well as given; although he had trying times as both Initiate and Padawan that all changed when he produced results. Much like any new worker that takes a job he works the hardest to gain favor of his peers and has done so many fold.

He comes here knowing that one, or even a doubtful two maximum, of those he consider an extended part of his family were plotting with Magus Prophet. To think of such a mutual union was unfathomable. The traitor wanted Juna dead, and Prophet was going to use that to obtain Juna for his sick pleasure. Why the Vhinech didn’t take her when he had here was still a debatable theory playing around in his head. What he was going to ask the Council was going to be a push and maybe, just maybe, reveal who it was. 

Before entering the room he cleared his mind of such foreshadowing, but he knew how to leave hidden perceptions open enough to the subject to keep things that stood out in the back of his mind. It was something Naressa pointed out that he could do while he stayed with her at Rapier Manor, her senses picking up some sort of Forceless ‘flutter’ in his brain; a biological mental antechamber designed to store information and the contents of such filing concealed even by direct mind probing, which when he wanted to he could go into a deep trance and recall, or restore, any information gathered. He had never used it up till now; the last few days when he spent time alone in extra meditation were to open a untraceable channel to where the input went directly to the antechamber. Later he will take the responses and combine them with the facts that they do know. But for now he had to focus more at the task at hand. 

Yoda smiled at him and said with no regret in his voice, “Good to see you it is, Master Enothchild. Return your decision a puzzle, but no less welcomed.”

“Thank you, Master,” he said. He then noted Plo Koon and gave him a friendly nod. The Jedi Master, his hands folded on his chest, raised in a finger in return. That was Plo; he could be either a little cankerous or very calm. “My coming here serves quite a few purposes. One of them having to do with the Vhinech situation, which I feel has gotten worse than better.”

“Worse is an understatement,” said Mace Windu. He waved his hand over a gleaming control diode on his chair arm. A holographic image appeared right next to Enothchild so he took a few steps back to take it in. It was Senator Lott Dod and one didn’t need the Force to see how upset he was:

…Why do we stand here and defend those who wish to destroy our people? Not just my people, but also Humans, Bothans, Ithorians, Fallen, and all other species that founded, govern, trade, and exist in this galactic unity that we have all swore to protect. It is not the Jedi’s right to decide what justice is. We are the Senate! The people have elected us, not the Jedi, to create the laws, enforce the laws, and protect them with the laws. 

I ask the Supreme Chancellor boldly when he had forfeited his right to govern over the Republic to the Jedi. When did he become the Jedi’s willing puppet? 

Another holographic image cut in, a graphic appeared above him to represent who he was; Senator Bail Antilles: The Senator from the Trade Federation is wrong in his view. The Supreme Chancellor is not a puppet of the Jedi but a cautious man that takes everything into account, that meaning that there are Vhinech in need of our protection. These Vhinech that attack are not one and the same.
Dod just frowned: Not one and the same! Has the Fool from Alderaan forgot to take his memory medication?
The image of Chancellor Valorum temporarily replaced Senator Antilles: The Honorable representative of the Trade Federation is out of order with his comments. You will refrain from such heavy posturing and focus on the issue at hand.
Dod just hunkered down more: This is my time. If the Fool from Alderaan cuts in, then I will not defer. I submitted the resolution I control the time allotment. It was his people’s failure to recognize the Vhinech on their planet. The Jedi Order shares in the blame, for their foolproof test let not one but two Vhinech leave freely on Alderaan to plot assassination. I ask this body if the Jedi have rounded up all the Vhinech and have imprisoned them on a planet, then where are these Vhinech that are attacking us coming from! 

It is my intention to have the planet known as Sanctuary revealed so a select committee of Senators can verify if all the Vhinech are accounted for. I do not believe the Jedi to be truthful so we must see for ourselves. If they have nothing to hide, then why are they hiding?

That is the problem with religion; you don’t know what side they are on.

Mace waved his hand over the diode and shut the projectors down. Enothchild stood there and thought over what was said. He turned to the Council and said, “I talked to Ros last night and he told me everything. It makes sense, and yet it doesn’t. I mean the Vhinech in general detest enslavement of their own kind even as a form of short-term punishment. How does Prophet justify this to them?”

“It may have gotten to the point that acts of desperation override conscionable objection,” said Mace. “All we know is that when the Legacy Virus is unleashed on a world, those with untraceable Vhinech heritage change. That is our only working lead.”

“So you see why we are more grateful that you are here now more than ever,” said Ki-Adi-Mundi. 

“I can,” said Enothchild with a head nod. “And come to think of it I can see why Dod said he couldn’t trust religions.” 

“Indeed. Reports have been flowing in regarding anti-Path attacks,” said Even Piell. “Over thirty worlds have banned the Path religion in just the past three days, half of those worlds expelling anyone that has even a Path symbol while other worlds are not allowing those expelled to land. The Senate is also considering a measure to ban it as well, but we expect that to fail.”

“Keeping Sanctuary a secret, I’m afraid, will fail as well,” said Mace, leaning back and putting his hands together and worrisome contemplation. “The Supreme Chancellor and his allies in the Senate have just about exhausted every avenue to keep Senator Dod’s measure from going to vote.”

“In turn gains favor in delay the measure does,” said Yoda, his displeasure over the idea very readable on his face. “The Trade Federation beats the drums of insecurity enough, those who are unsure begin to dance to it.”

Enothchild knew that too well, he has seen it happen so many times before. This is a crisis that is being exploited by all those involved in it and not just Prophet. Dod is not charismatic, but like any paranoid realist the longer he talks the more he makes sense to those who would normally hate him. “It’s a race against time. The more minds we can get on it, the more we can understand.”

“Among other things yes,” said Plo. Enothchild turned slyly towards Qualeggoes and mentioned something of fact. “Of course if you weren’t here, and the bill passes, there could have been a chance to delay the revelation.”

Enothchild watched the silent Qualeggoes…not say anything. The Caamasi had been a stone; quiet, unassuming, and just there do nothing. He just stared at Enothchild, deaf to Plo’s comment and therefore Plo kind of sat back just as confused himself. Apparently there was suppose to be a continuation of an argument, probably over Enothchild coming back to the Temple, and it didn’t happen. For a moment Enothchild wondered if the antechamber in his mind wasn’t as foolproof had Naressa thought.

Then again Naressa was one never to be wrong with the Force. Fashionably late perhaps, but never wrong.

Yoda broke the brief quiet with a head nod and said, “That may be so, Master Plo. However an honorable man Enothchild is. Despite what happens he will continue to shelter the innocent as well as serve the greater mass.” His ears laid back a bit and he mused, “Which is why I assume you brought her Ladyship with you?”

“It’s not the reason, no,” said Enothchild. He glanced at Qualeggoes and the Caamasi began to stir; here it comes. “In fact I came here to not discuss the current situation, which I have ever attention to focus on. As I said we need more minds on this particular manner. Not just a mind but also a spirit, a being that can commit to what is needed to be done to ensure tranquility and protect the innocent. I have such a person in mind. I humbly request that Lady Juna Angelleia be tested to become a Jedi Knight.”

When Qualeggoes spoke up and spoke in banter tones similar to Senator Dod, Enothchild could imagine the preverbal shit hit the rotating blades of a fan. “How did I know this would happen? Of all the things to ask of this Council to consider during this dark time that is one I just don’t approve of, but vehemently despise and find absolutely cold and wrong.” He turned towards Plo and bit out, “I knew this would happen. His judgment is clouded by her power.”

“My judgment is clear, Master Qualeggoes,” said Enothchild loud enough to bring his adversary’s head around. “Because of arrogance, yours may not be so.”

“You dare-.”

“That is out of line,” admonished Yoda sternly at both Qualeggoes and Enothchild. “It is all out of line. I do not agree with the both of you either way.” He looked towards Enothchild and shook his head disapprovingly. “What you ask has no merit. Sensed her we all did. Old she is. Experienced more lifetimes than one life can bare witness to. Dangerous it is to start another.”

“But it does have merit if you here me out,” Enothchild begged of the Jedi Master, and waited for Yoda to sit back; the motion signified both interest and states of acceptance on a philosophical and Jedi Code level; his sitting back was very slow, and that wasn’t an encouraging sign. “I strongly believe based on the evidence…correction I KNOW based on the evidence in our possession that Magus Prophet is conducting this terror campaign in order to secure Lady Angelleia as both his bride and as a weapon.”

There were murmurs of communication between the Councilors vocally; telepathic conversations were annoying and wrong really in a conversation that was just on it’s face a debate and not an interrogation. It confirmed what Enothchild all ready knew; they have been debating the topic of Juna Rapier. Undoubtedly they asked Ros’ impression of her and he knew he probably told them that she was more sensitive than Yoda was. 

In any event he was going to take the initiative before someone, particularly Qualeggoes, did. “I know the Code forbids such training of those who are aged, but-.”

Qualeggoes wasn’t wasting a breath. “Aged? She’s more than too old, Master Enothchild. She is also a politician, a businesswoman, and a combat fighter pilot. All three share ambition, the need of power, and a requirement of having emotions run amok which is hidden behind a cool façade. And that leads up to the most linked point: deception. One may argue that, yes, a Jedi sometimes uses deception as a means to secure a peace. She had grown up in an environment where deception is not a strategy but a way of life.”

Enothchild narrowed his features a bit; he described Naressa more than he described Juna. “Before I was interrupted by a brain fart-,” Qualeggoes’ eyes couldn’t get any bigger than Dizzy’s before the classic Nadja comeback, now the Caamasi proved it was possible for his kind to do it. “I know the Code forbids such training. Under the circumstances, if I were in your position I would agree. In fact this has been an issue I’ve been wrestling over for 10 years.”

Ki-Adi-Mundi peered at Enothchild and asked, “Why the conflict when you know the Code forbids such a practice?”

“Because Nadja came before me and asked me to train her.” There was a brief murmuring among the Council again. “I citied the same reasons you are giving me today. She’s too old. Her background is one of politics and plotting. She comes from a family that has held anti-Jedi views in the past. Why take the risk?” He gestured towards himself and said, “Then I realized not too long ago that when I came here I was a risk.”

“Child you were when brought here,” Yaddle said to make a point.

“There lies the difference, Master Enothchild,” said Yasser Poof, his long neck bending a bit to the side. “You were barely a week old. She is well over that mark and has experienced so much in her life.”

“But I was still a risk. Just about everyone in this Order assumed I would turn out like any other Vhinphyc. Aloof, cold to others, and wishing everyone was dead. And you want to know why? Because they never bothered to know me, and that was their defense mechanism.” Enothchild pointed a finger right at Qualeggoes and asked, “What was your opinion of me when you first saw, not spoke, to me?”

Qualeggoes sat up straighter, and suddenly it appeared as if his tunic was now too small because he shifted around a lot. “I do not see the relevance of this.”

“I thought he would turn if he had the chance.” Everyone turned his or her stares towards the speaker. Plo Koon sat up straighter and looked Enothchild right in the eye. “Here I was, a young boy and all day as I matured I kept seeing this horned entity walking around or sitting. I was never afraid of him, but I didn’t like him. I didn’t like him because he was a Vhinphyc and Vhinphyc kill Jedi. Then Nadja Moranna picked him and I thought ‘well, there’s trouble squared’. 

“I wouldn’t see him again until a few years later. I was a Jedi Knight that was still naïve enough to get captured and have my air supply stolen from me. I was breathing fumes when he suddenly appeared. Funny but even near my death I actually thought ‘what in the hell is he doing here’. The importance of the mission took precedent over me that I was on and he was supposed to carry it out. Instead he helped me first. The mission, of course, was a failure but I survived. I was grateful but I still had to ask him why he forfeited success. Well, Enothchild said ‘I rather give up on a mission that saves no one than save a mission that gives up on someone’.”

Plo leaned forward and put his hands together, looking around at everyone. “After that I took a risk. That risk was to get to know Enothchild Sarch.” He sat back and sighed a little. “Found out he wasn’t a bad guy, but sometimes he got himself too attached to things. It didn’t make him a bad person. It just blurred his reasoning a bit.”

Enothchild nodded, appreciative that Plo gave both a historical reason of fact he was looking for and a reason to question his motives at the same time. He didn’t want a clear cut victory here but a spirited debate, one that would bring forth the reasons and bring the others in line to thinking about it and eventually convince them to take a moment to consider. 

Plo helped it along further without him knowing it. “I can’t help to side with Master Yoda on this one, Old Friend.”

“I am curious though,” said Mace out of the blue. “What was your original reason for coming here to ask of us this request? You said you wrestled with it for 10 years. You were compelled to take the risk, but until today did you fully and truly understood it. So something motivated you to originally act. What was it?”

“I can’t lie to you, I saw this as more for a benefit for her than anyone else. Then I realized in that same breath if Magus Prophet had his way he would use her against us.”

Instead of murmuring, there was a very chilling silence. Enothchild knew why; even though in his reports he kept it as speculation, it was clear the Council, when talking about Juna, was referring to her in the same breath as the Dark Hope. He looked at them all, trying to use his training from Nadja in how to read people; not his strongest suite sometimes but he couldn’t use the Force here. 

If anything he just spelled out the traitor’s motivation. Casper’s slip was now amended to the status of great set up for a reaction. His error admission sent a message to the traitor that Enothchild and the rest of the gang knew something. Now he was letting him or her know that they knew more.

“Jurivicious Pern thought Lady Angelleia to be the Dark Hope. I can’t help to think along those lines but I also know a being born is not evil nor is good. Just born. Pern’s motives were clear; kidnap her, turn her, and then unleash her upon the galaxy with the Vhinech to lead. Although Prophet has more personal and sick reasons to want her ask yourself has the old plan really changed if the Lady in question has not?” 

Enothchild turned towards the others behind him. “She is strong in the Force and Prophet knows it. He truly believed his Master and having known her I know why. She’s a quick study, smart, efficient and a humble person despite the fact she is a politician, a businesswoman, and a combat pilot. She has excelled in those areas with perfection and that tells me some things: dedication, flexibility, and the ability to adapt to a totally different life. She has suffered great losses in her life, but it amazes me how she bounces back from them stronger than ever.”

He turned back towards Yoda. “All I ask of this Council is to take the risk and test her. If I weren’t sincere enough with the request then I wouldn’t have come here to ask. I came here because it was the right thing to do. To ask you, and to have you examine her and make your own determinations.” 

Yoda sat there, unblinking in thought. Mace took a more laid back posture, propping his leg on the seat of his chair and hanging a arm over the back of the chair. Plo sat quietly and thought like Yoda. Qualeggoes crossed his arms and craned his head to one side, his head close to Yoda as if attempting to hear the small Jedi Master’s thoughts. Ki-Adi-Mundi stroked his goatee in contemplation. The others more or less kept to themselves.

Finally Yoda looked at everyone on the Council, and then looked at Enothchild and said, “Test her, we shall. Bring her before us.”

“I am most thankful in your decision, Masters,” said Enothchild with a bow. “I promise you will not be disappointed.” He waited for them to bob their heads, and he took his leave, walking out with hope heavy on one side for Juna’s chances, and disappointment with no conclusive leads to the traitor on the other.

CHAPTER 47.1

In short order Dizzy and Muriel brought Juna over to the Temple, where Enothchild met them in a secured location hidden away from the public. One of the Jedi guarding the door stopped Muriel with a halting hand. She rolled up her loose lavender dress sleeve, revealing the wrist computer that kept her body armor together among other things, and touched a button that projected a script that gave her permission to carry a concealed weapon anywhere and use it anywhere. Once cleared she and Juna pulled down their covering hoods and the group headed directly for the lift.

“Well, I assume we can’t all go in there,” said Juna as they proceeded upward. The tension and nervousness was there in her voice as she tried not to grab her dress skirting like she normally does during stress.

“That’s why Dizzy and Muriel are being dropped off at the lab levels,” said Enothchild. “Ros will be waiting for them.” 

“I’m curious about these new hinted leads about the Vhinech on the comlink,” said Muriel mischievously and with cool certainty. “Among other things.” Meaning she wanted to know if progress was made on locating the traitor. 

“Same here, Red.” Dizzy threw Juna a smirk and teased her when they came to a stop on their floor. “If all else fails, flash your breasts.”

Juna snickered through her closed mouth and tried not to laugh and tried not to blush. Enothchild just said, “Like that hasn’t been done before.”

The door opened, and Ros was there waiting. Dizzy let out a low whistle at the Twi’lek’s appearance. “Holy shit who beat you with an ugly stick?”

Though somewhat healed Ros jaw still swollen. He said with a little sigh and misinterpreting Dizzy a little, “I wish it was the Ugly Stick of Common Sense I got beat with. Wait until you see Casper.” He saw Juna and paused for a moment. Clearing his throat he bowed a little and said, “Your Ladyship.”

“Hello,” said Juna, not sure why he paused. But it felt a bit creepy for whatever reason. Then again being in the Jedi Temple was giving her the willies. 

“Well all who’s going should get off this ride.” Dizzy hooked an arm around his wife’s waist. He turned quickly and mused, “Remember what I told you.” 

The doors closed as Muriel was going to slap the back of Dizzy’s head and so Juna and Enothchild missed the conclusion of that exchange. The lift continued upward and Enothchild put his hands on Juna’s shoulders. He felt the tension in them and said, “Nervous I take it.”

“I can’t help it.” Juna played with her hands to avoid playing with her dress. “I don’t know what it is but being here is becoming uncomfortable.”

Enothchild bent down to where his mouth was by her ear and she said softly, “Relax. Don’t focus on the intangibles, just at the matter at hand. Be yourself. You can do this, Juna.”

“Be myself,” she repeated with her eyes close, taking a few more cleansing breathes. The Force flowed through her like water, more than ever before for some unexplained reason. There was something different and it had been that way since she went back to meditating. The echoes of the Temple still entered her perceptions and dared her to explore them. Her calming state though pushed them aside. “I can do this.”

Enothchild could feel her relaxing as the floors passed on by and they reached the very top. “I know you can.” 

The doors opened and the two stepped out of the elevator towards the large door that lead to the Council Chambers. Just as they reached the door it opened, a little too soon in Enothchild’s opinion, and was greeted at the opening by Qualeggoes. It appeared as if he was greeting them, but his facial expression and the way the Force radiated off him said otherwise. Something was wrong.

Qualeggoes looked down at Juna, staring at her for a long time, and then finally he moved off to the side and said, “As you were.” 

Juna wasn’t sure what the hell was going on but followed Enothchild’s lead. Enothchild took Juna in but he turned in time to watch Qualeggoes leave when the other members of the Jedi Council were still present. He turned towards the others and took a step ahead of Juna while she remained still. “What’s going on?”

The Jedi in the room looked at Juna with different expressions; none of them negative, but there was something in the way they looked at her. In return she began to blush, wondering why they would stare at her that way. She didn’t want to use the Force to find out why and apparently they weren’t using the Force to figure her out either. 

After that long second of silence, Yoda looked at Enothchild and said regretfully, “Lost a voice, this Council has. Qualeggoes a member of this circle of twelve no more.”

Enothchild really couldn’t hide his disbelief. His mouth fell open a few centimeters and he drew his hands up to his waist, making them into fist and resting them against his hips. “May I ask why?”

“No reason was given,” said Mace a bit taken aback by what occurred. It was no wonder; this was an issue Qualeggoes could have ranted on about and made sense and have everyone possibly agree with him. “He decided that it was his time to leave the Order.”

“Wait a minute. You said he left the Council and now you’re saying he’s leaving the Order. Which is it here?”

Mace rubbed his shaven head and finally said, “It would be the latter, Master Enothchild. Right now he’s leaving is not a concern you should be addressing.” He looked at Juna. “Forgive us for not telling you sooner, your Ladyship, for it was so sudden. At this time we must postpone the examination until further notice. We will contact the both of you immediately once we have full measure.”

Juna understood why that was so; like any symbiotic governing council the Jedi Council cannot run with anything less than its 12 members for something as important as her; not that it was vanity but about how important their decision will be to allow Enothchild to train her. Being herself she gave them all a friendly, closed mouth smile and nodded. “I understand. Take your time. I can wait.”

“In the meantime I will take her to get her blood tested,” said Enothchild. They nodded back, and so Enothchild bowed to them. Juna followed suit and the Vhinphyc Jedi Master lead her out. He looked more disappointed and apprehensive than she was. 

Juna asked, “What’s wrong?” When he didn’t say anything she recalled Qualeggoes’ look. It was a dismissive look that he gave her, one that more or less told her to leave. She looked back at the closed door and then at Enothchild who waited for the elevator to return. Obviously being used by a now ex-Jedi Master. “Is…is it my fault?”

He turned towards her and shook his head. “No. To borrow from Dizzy, Qualeggoes is a complicated Caamasi. He’s a through and true Jedi, and that sometimes makes him a stickler of the Code.” When she didn’t take her eyes off him, the look began to make Enothchild shuffle his feet a little. “Perhaps the notion of you being considered for training may have something to do with it. However I want to stress to you that it may not be the reason why he’s leaving.”

“But Jedi never just quit.”

“You’ll be surprised how many have.” The elevator doors opened and he entered, assuming Juna was right behind him. She stayed put, so Enothchild put himself in the doorway to keep the elevator still. “Look, Qualeggoes had been on the Jedi Council for over 7 decades, been there since he finished training his third Padawan Learner. He’s old, and Old Jedi sometimes don’t die in the line of duty. They leave to pursue other interest. Sometimes they leave because something in the Force tells them to.”

“Like me.”

Enothchild stepped away from the elevator and let it go to go to her. “Don’t assume, Juna. We can’t read his mind.” He put firm hands on her shoulders. “It was his choice. You didn’t force his hand.”

She looked at him in a bit of disbelief, and then she nodded her head apprehensively. Enothchild patted her head that brought a bit of a smile to her face. He escorted her to the elevator and he they waited for it to return. But in the back of his mind Enothchild was fussing over what happened. This made things a little more unpredictable. With Qualeggoes there it served two purposes; one was that he could sometimes infuriate someone to vote a different way with his rhetoric, the second was to use him to measuring against the other Jedi Masters in the room to determine who among them had their hand in helping Prophet.

Now with him gone, matters have possibly gotten worse, not better.

