CHAPTER 56.0

Shortly after his arrival at the Supreme Chancellor’s palace, Enothchild was escorted past a figurative encampment of just about every type of politician he could think of from special interest runners to Republic Senators. Even at the late hour it seemed Finnis Valorum had business it much of it had to center around the Vhinech. As he walked through he could feel both recognition and awe and he didn’t have enough time to determine if it was because he was a very big Jedi Master or if it was the first time any of them seen a Vhinphyc before. 

Nearing the Chancellor’s office he could hear shouting and didn’t need the Force to know who it was. Lott Dod’s flustering identified him all too well. In Enothchild’s opinion it looked like the receptionist had her fill of listening to him; her Jacshian tentacles were beginning to turn purple. She saw Enothchild and spoke to him, interrupting Dod’s ranting. “Master Jedi Sarch, the Supreme Chancellor is expecting you. You may enter.”

Enothchild gave her a small, polite bow but came up to see the honorable representative of the Trade Federation now standing in his way. Dod’s eyes regarded him his contempt well hidden due to the fact that he feared Enothchild would spike him into the duracrete floor like a housing stud. He said, “I do suppose you have a minute for a member of the Senate, Master Jedi Sarch.”

“Actually I don’t if you pardon me.” Enothchild stepped to his right but felt Dod’s hand on his chest. He stopped and regarded the Senator eye-to-eye; easy since unlike other creatures he was tall enough to stare into the red orbs of the Neimoidian. 

“Being that I am one of the highest civilian authority I do have your ear,” he said coolly. “I call that being a Senator.”

Enothchild just smirked and went to a Nadja-ism for guidance. Looking down at the offending hand he said quickly before Dod took it away, “Actually you’re a Senator feeling out my chest and I would call that a public official sexually harassing me.” Dod pulled his hand away quickly as the receptionist tried in vain not to laugh. 

“Then again,” he blinked his eyes repeatedly with great affection, letting his voice get a bit high; well, as close as feminine as possible. “I may be wrong about you. You’re not a blowhard; you’re a touchy-feely kind of politician. I like touchy-feely.” 

Dod took steps back with a wide-open mouth and Enothchild shook his head and walked on by. The Senator watched the receptionist and the other clerks laugh and realized he was duped. Enothchild could only smile when Dod said, “You wait, Jedi. I will make you talk. I have the votes to get you to talk.” 

Enothchild opened the door and said over his shoulder, “Oh Senator, I would have settled for flowers, chocolates, and a present to make me talk.” He entered with the sounds of laughter and Dod’s shocked stare behind him and closed the door. 

Inside he was greeted by the Supreme Chancellor Valorum and his the newly appointed majordomo of the Senate Mas Amedda as well as another familiar face from the past Hankoro Lockheart; the Twi’lek female was a slave Nue liberated from Tatooine who returned the favor by joining the ranks of the poorly funded and way under used Republic Intelligence Bureau, making the organization credible and needed again with her deep and long term covert operations inside the Hutt cartels; being a Twi’lek is was too easy. She was now Intelligence Chief, having accepted the position when the Senate originally passed the Sanctuary resolution, and someone Enothchild knew well but at times was at odds with. Still they had a professional understanding and that mattered.

Settling in Finnis asked him how things were and Enothchild honestly told him in great detail about the sleeper Vhinech, but he did leave out that Juna was on Coruscant; that wasn’t anyone’s business. Undoubtedly Juna took precautions when she inserted her political capital into the Senate, probably going through the pages from Nubian Consulate. He continued to speak when they were interrupted the arriving presence of Master Yoda so apparently the Jedi Council was done with Juna’s examination. Whether it was for the night or for good made Enothchild a bit eager to find out, but he knew to wait. 

There was an exchange of pleasantries and Valorum asked, “I’m glad you got my message. I assume you know everything about the sleeper Vhinech Master Enothchild has been telling me about.”

“Read the summary, I have,” he said with that familiar croak and interchanging of words. “Disturbs us all on the Council, it does.”

“And there’s no way we can root out the Vhinech before a Legacy Virus attack?”

“At this time, no,” said Enothchild, answering for Master Yoda. “We are working on it but we need more time.”

“This is beginning to wear on social order,” said Mas Amedda. “I must add that the last time we required all Republic citizens to be screened it took years and expense. Most of all people truly thought it was an intrusion on their inalienable rights. A new test would have them screaming to their Senators even with this crisis unfolding.”

Valorum turned to his majordomo and gestured for him to relax. “I think its safe to say, since there is no test, that the problem you expressed isn’t an issue.” He sat back in his chair and stared at the three individuals in front of him. “Question is do I report it to the Senate, or do I sit on it like I did on the two Vhinech that were captured on Alderaan?”

Enothchild looked towards Hankoro, or Hank has Nadja used to call her affectionately, and the female’s single lekku twitched under her dress head covering; she nearly died after one of her lekku became badly infected and so it had to be amputated hence why she only had the one. She said, “We’re still not sure how that information got out but we’ll find out who leaked it.”

Valorum just shook his head. “Forget it. That’s a dead end.”

“However, thanks to the recovery of that assassin’s rifle we have stronger evidence of Trade Federation involvement.” 

Enothchild gave Yoda a quick look and the Jedi Master seemed equally surprised. Turning back he said, “Just a moment, the assassinations were orchestrated by Magus Prophet and the Legacy Virus. We have clear evidence.”

“Besides the point the Trade Federation and Vhinech are hated enemies,” said Yoda clearly to back up Enothchild’s stated position. “One another they have engaged the most with.”

“That may be so, Master Yoda,” said Hankoro with a slight head nod, “but testing confirms this rifle was manufactured only a year ago, supposedly a weapon that the Trade Federation stopped making hundreds of years ago. Plus we have several leads in the fringe that indicate unnamed persons purchased such weapons from the usual arms dealers.”

“Tell them about the economics,” pointed out Mas Amedda. 

“Economics?” Yoda’s ear that that usually perk up of curiosity. 

Hankoro nodded and said, “We have growing proof that the Trade Federation cargo and transport ships that were destroyed in the battle above Uiennar, the ones supposedly filled with contracted goods, were in fact empty. Politically, as you know, the Trade Federation is seeking federal aide in that area. It’s going to fail but they won’t be broke. Several of those contracts had clauses in them which benefit the Trade Federation in the event a ship carrying contracted cargo get destroyed.”

Enothchild understood now and said, “The up front fees are kept regardless, the cargo not on board those destroyed ships are sold on the black market, and in the end the Trade Federation keeps the profits.”

“Exactly, and there’s more. The Trade Federation coincidentally bought shares in Siennar Flight Systems and double their interest in Fondor Ship Yards about 2 weeks in advance, and purchased Macrodancer Forge Works a week before the attack.” She gestured out with her hands. “As it stands M.F.W. is contracted to supply pressed formed hull metal for both Siennar and Fondor. Therefore this attack has made them richer, not poorer.”

Enothchild sat back and thought about it, referencing it to the report he read about the battle that was thrown together by a wide variety of sources. He felt it didn’t seem to plausible to think that the Trade Federation and the MerCon-Vhinech would actually get together to pull the blinders over the Republic’s eyes. The two business unions were heated rivals even before the wartime battles and the addition of the Vhinech added more fuel to the fires of hate. That was clear with the hatred they showed to one another over Uiennar. Besides the point Helle destroyed more of those ships than the Vhinech ever had.

“Link believe I do not,” said Yoda, beating him to the statement. “Coincidence it merely is.”

“Well I’m reminded of the saying you express, Old Friend, about no coincidences in the Force,” said Finnis.

“You are right as well but I feel you are looking at it wrongly.”

Enothchild agreed with that, but of course the answer wasn’t really there, just a lot of speculation. But he could see Hankoro’s points of interest as being acceptable under the circumstances because it does look like there is a grand conspiracy at work. The Trade Federation, if it could, would burn Jawas for firewood if no one raised a stink if it meant they saved money on heating bills. Given Magus Prophet’s growing reputation now, that of a rueful strategist more than a mindless warlord, it was easy for anyone to believe that this is another elaborate plot he had staged, further fueled now by the psychological deterioration of the sleeper Vhinech existence. To a layman that cares, Enothchild assumed, they would view Prophet as the creator of such entities.

“Well that brings us back to your current dilemma in the Senate,” said Enothchild to the Supreme Chancellor. “What exactly will you tell them?”

“I’ve been weighing that since Chief Lockheart told me of the possible Trade Federation involvement before this new problem you brought up,” said Finnis with readable concern on his face. Still relatively young the whole thing situation was making him look old. “It’s a terrible situation, one more than likely the Republic will never recover from win or lose. The sides are straining, the alliances weakening. This Magus Prophet has the means to destroy us, by might and by mind. I too wonder, when I walk by someone I know well, if they are going to attack me. And I wonder why in the hell he hasn’t attacked.”

Finis sighed and said, “If he’s looking to bring the Republic down by fear alone then I would say he’s going to accomplish it without activating these sleepers. And if he does…well, if your estimates are correct Enothchild there isn’t enough personnel under the flag of the Republic that could repeal them.”

Enothchild had a bad feeling brewing. The Chancellor was being to make decisions in his mind based on pressure. “So why did you call me here, Supreme Chancellor?” 

“Before it was to discuss Sanctuary. Now, it’s more.” He hung his head low for a moment, and then he forced himself to look at the Jedi Master. “You’re the only one here that knows where Sanctuary is. I was, foolishly, going to tell you to take a trip to the Unknown Regions on a mapping expedition for me to keep you from being around the dander here.”

“To not reveal it’s location you mean under the Senate’s votes?”

Finis smiled and said, “Not realistic the idea was I suppose. Now I am at a crossroads. With Chief Lockheart’s information she could go to the Senate Intelligence Select Committee tomorrow and get the droid rolling on an investigation linking the Trade Federation’s activities with the rogue Vhinech. It may stall the voting or it may kill the bill all together. However this isn’t just political disingenuous: by and far the Trade Federation boast the largest fleet of ships and weapons in the Republic combined arsenal. If it comes down to it we will need them and political infighting may cripple us.

“Then there is telling the Senate this new information. Without any doubt the Senate will drop every thing else blocking the Trade Federation measure to vote on that measure. Finally there is not telling them and they find out the hard way, either through action or the press. It would cause a great rift in the Senate any way you slice it. Ultimately what I decide will come down to you Enothchild.” 

He stood up to really look into Enothchild’s eyes, letting the sitting Master noting the regret more closely. “I need this Senate unified if Magus Prophet cannot be stopped causing another Sullust. I ask you to consider the union, and reveal the location of Sanctuary before this vote takes place.”

Enothchild turned to look at Master Yoda, and the Grand Master said, “It is the position of the Jedi Order to honor any request the Senate or the Supreme Chancellor makes of us. A order it is, then obey it we shall.”

“It’s not an order. I just need you to understand my position.”

“I do, Chancellor,” said Enothchild sympathetically. “However in good conscious I cannot and will not reveal the location of Sanctuary.”

“Even with trillions of innocent lives at stake?” asked Hankoro within reason. “What would Nadja say?” 

“She would say the only difference between the innocent lives involved is the numbers, Hank,” he said somberly. “Even then that doesn’t justify the need to satisfy wanting killers like the Trade Federation. Those Vhinech on Sanctuary will be dead days after I reveal the location.”

Finis smiled just a little and nodded in understanding. Sitting down again he said, “Then give us the location. We’ll move the military secretly in to pull them off. Hell, there is still a small fleet there and…”

“And you will be thrown out of that chair as Republic ships are ordered back, possibly by the new Supreme Chancellor Lott Dod himself,” said Enothchild. “The military is still under Senate control; the Sanctuary resolution provides that military presence be separate from the chain of command. Unless you are given emergency powers, or they revoke their powers, you can’t move the combined armada anywhere without the Senate knowing about it.” 

Enothchild put up a hand and said, “I made a promise, we all made a promise, to the Sanctuary Vhinech. If we betray them, and they are not slaughtered, they will most certainly join Prophet again and it will escalate the war. Further if we reveal the location it still does not change a thing; Prophet will still have the Legacy Virus.”

“Then I assume when the measure is passed you will stand resolute on your morals.”

Enothchild craned his head to the right a little and caught the look of regret from Valorum again. He looked to Yoda and noted the expression there as his green eyes tracked away. The Vhinphyc stood up to full height and said without sounding accusatory, “If you must side with the Trade Federation, Chancellor, for the sake of Republic unity then you do not need my input. After all you are doing what’s best for the Republic. That’s your job. In the mean time, until the Senate forces the issue, I have an investigation to run to save lives. And that’s my job.” He worked his way around the chair without bowing and headed for the door clearly not happy.

“Enothchild, please wait,” Valorum said and Enothchild came to a stop. He turned to see Valorum coming around the desk, but he also saw Yoda’s face. The Jedi Master didn’t look too happy, showing his slight displeasure even after activating his hover chair to get him moving to join him by his side. The Chancellor stopped halfway between the desk and the first archway and said, “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot. But you do understand my position here.”

“I do,” said Enothchild. “The Republic if faltering because of ill concepts and now it will be saved by even more ill? Undoubtedly this is one of those times when a man’s word must be broken and allow injustice to win.” He opened the door and left it open so Yoda could get out in his hover chair. He couldn’t believe that Valorum was now willing to give up the lives of all those Vhinech that he swore to protect. He knew it wasn’t out of the need to remain in power, it was for the Republic’s unifying fabric, but integrity was built on leadership and leadership sometimes meaning that the leader had to stand by his principals even if it meant his own life.

As he reached the lobby Master Yoda finally caught up with him after piloting through the crowd. “Wait, I say. Too fast you move. Stride greater than your influence it is.”

Enothchild stopped and looked at his good friend with admiration and some regret. “I’m sorry about that, Master.”

“About ignoring me, the Council, or the wishes of the Supreme Chancellor?”

They began moving together and he shook his head. “Maybe all three.” Sighing, he said, “I had a hope he would be different. A man of his word.”

“He still is, Enothchild,” said Yoda gingerly, guiding his hover chair down a flight of stairs that lead to the public streets outside. “To compromise the Republic, he doesn’t. It is his first duty as Chancellor to hold the Republic together. He swore to it. Stand by the Republic, we will, as will he.” He looked at him with a side ways glance. “The Council long ago decided that, before you and I were even born.”

“I know. But sometimes we have to say no, Master, or we will become too compliant to them.”

Yoda gave the younger alien a look of disbelief. “As if we answer their beck and call, make it sound you do.”

Enothchild stopped walking and finally said, “If you were to say that 10 years ago even I would have said not at all. Now, after what happened in there, I’m beginning to see what Nadja had warned me about a long time ago. The infrastructure of a society begins to fold when its leadership starts to compromises its integrity, for integrity is there only spiritual strength.”

“He hasn’t done that yet.”

“Master Yoda, he just did. He looked for us to take the lead; the very idea Senator Dod accused of him doing a few days ago. I have never seen him to do anything like that until now. He wasn’t asking for our opinion. He was begging us to give him an idea.”

The small Master sighed a little and said, “Nonetheless we have swore to hold up the principals our past peers have set before us. What happens will happen, and what we are required to do is what we will do.” He looked at Enothchild with authoritive eyes, basically forcing him to pay attention. “Do not defy the Senate or the Supreme Chancellor. The Council decided it has on this issue. Reveal Sanctuary you will once ordered. No choice, we have.”

“Yes, Master.” Enothchild turned his eyes away in displeasure and didn’t want to talk about it further. He bowed and then took the next tram to Nadine Towers, leaving the Jedi Master by himself to catch a ride going the other way. All and all he had avoided the question but he couldn’t avoid the look Yoda was giving him when he didn’t give him a true affirmative answer.

And he hadn’t.

CHAPTER 56.1

When Enothchild got back to Alouha’s apartment he didn’t expect a party, or something that resembled one; the place was a little more crowded than he had anticipated with the additions of Ros, Casper, and Nue. They were all around a dinner table with food prepared by Alouha’s house staff and when Enothchild saw Juna his mood lighten up considerably. She got up and greeted him by grabbing his hand and squeezing it. She said, “I missed you.”

“I was going to say the same thing,” said Enothchild with a small smile. She lead him to an empty chair next to hers. “You look a little tired.”

“It wasn’t a good day,” Juna said when she sat down. She looked at him with a crane in her neck, no longer worried about herself. “What’s wrong?”

Enothchild just shook his head and said, “Matters. Matters, in which, you shouldn’t be getting involved in.”

Juna kind of blushed, her bad day seemingly disappearing with his finger wag at her. She whispered, “I just made one call.” A server droid set Enothchild’s place. “Now come on and eat you big doof.”

It didn’t take them too long to fill their plates as some of the small talk continued among them. Dizzy and Muriel more or less clung to each other like any flirtatious married couple would do without worrying about anyone’s opinion. Casper looked uncomfortable but no one was sure if that was due to the fact the Arnes’ were being so lovey dovey or because he wasn’t fiddling with a data pad looking over evidence. Nue quietly ate but every once in a while he stole a glance Juna’s way, observing her moves and her actions, committing them to memory so he could log them in when he got the chance. 

Ros, on the other hand, had more problematic matters with Lou fixing his plate. The Twi’lek Jedi’s modesty didn’t even come into play. “I can do that you know.”

“And I think you don’t eat enough,” Alouha said with a shake of the ladle. “It wouldn’t hurt to get more muscle on those muscles.”

“And you never skipped a meal as a dancer.”

She wagged a finger at him. “Never; only a fool starves themselves for a better performance. I won the audience with my grace, grace come from strength, strength comes from working out the moves, and the energy from that comes from food.”

“You know I’ve been a grown man for a while.”

She cocked her good hip a bit more upward. “But you are still my baby boy. Do you have any idea…”

“Why me,” he said grumbling, putting his face in hands. Ros knew what was coming from his mother, and like any mother Alouha Bitter was going to make him feel sorry he was ever born.

Enothchild and Nue began to say along with Alouha, having heard the speech before. They couldn’t help to rub it in on their fellow Headbanger. “How many hours I was in labor? Plenty and plenty means I can still tell you what to do whatever and whenever I want. I feed you, I clothed you for six months, and I even wiped your bottom. So be a good Jedi and take my hospitality since you don’t bother to call or write me and yes you should feel guilty because I am your mother.”

There were a few chuckles as Ros smiled and his entire head and lekku turned a shade of red. Juna looked at the two and could see a bit of a resemblance between the two in the eyes that she didn’t take note of before. Since there was no common last name between the two no one would bother to link the two together. Juna knew from reading ‘A Knight is Born’ that many Jedi are given a new names upon induction for security purposes and also to begin the process of emotional separation; often times a Jedi is named after a Jedi from the Old Basic language, the Abelion, that existed during the time of the creation of the Jedi Order. Obviously Ros didn’t want that separation to be permanent regardless with all the joyful pain that came with it.

Turning her attention back to her plate Juna filled it and began to chow down. Enothchild was all ready cramming in what he had, obviously betraying his hunger. Alouha got done with Ros’ plate and pointed at the two and said, “You see? She’s eating well.”

Casper looked up and looked at Juna and Enothchild. He first heeded the moniker ‘eyes can deceive’ and then he believed him when he noted her plate was filled just as much as Enothchild’s was. He blinked a few times and cleared his throat and said, “My Lady, I’m curious, but where does all that go?”

Juna looked at him as she was cutting into a large bantha steak and joked back, “Sometimes I wonder that myself.”

“Obviously not her hips,” joked Dizzy. “If it goes to her height, then in no time she will be sky high as Enothchild is right now.”

“So much for royal diets,” chuckled Nue, watching her and Enothchild eat with a shake of his head. “No salad for you all the time I take it.”

“Definitely not, Nue,” said Muriel, whom both she and Dizzy were too use to Juna’s eating habits. “She rather eat than graze.”

Juna swallowed down her chewed piece and said, “Darn tooting. Last time I checked the Human race were omnivores. What can I say I have a metabolism of a Vhinphyc.” She bumped Enothchild shoulder to shoulder.

“Did she say ‘tooting’?” asked Ros playfully. “Best not throw that word around too much, your Ladyship, or you’ll be wrongfully accused of something.”

“If that’s true then crack a window,” noted Nue and that got the room laughing.

Except, of course, Alouha. She picked up a dinner roll and pelted the Ithorian with it, which the Jedi let it happen because he deserved it. “Nue Cadabel, you’re too much.” She waggled her finger at her son. “And you, stop listening to Nue.”

“Yeah, you should talk, Nue,” noted Enothchild, pointing his fork at him. “I see you have hogged all the parrie beans. No good can come from that.”

There was chuckles around, and then Juna let loose a deep burp. Dizzy fell out of his chair laughing as the others chuckled or smile. Blushing a bright red she said, “Excuse me.”

Enothchild belched deeply, “You’re excused.” Everyone had a good laugh as it continued on; even Casper seemed to loosen up a bit at the scene.

Nue just shook his head and looked at the two again, seeing that they were really too similar despite the species difference. He found that thought a bit unsettling. He said, “She’s all ready your apprentice.”

Enothchild smiled a little and said, “Oh no. She’s her mother’s daughter.” He put an arm around her shoulders and gave her a small hug. She smiled a little; her cheeks got a little warm and stayed that way when he let go.

Nue smiled too, but the strength of his smile was fueled by his worries. “Indeed. She must be.” He watched Juna then take her napkin to clean up a little slop accident Enothchild had. He turned away, mumbling in thought with no one paying attention. “Indeed she must be.”

They continued to eat and chat and did so through most of the evening and every once in a while they would crack a window.

CHAPTER 56.2

As everyone else retired to the living room for quiet conversation, Juna was preparing to go to bed. She took a long shower first, and then clothed herself in her regular sleeping attire consisting of an Enothchild-size shirt, sweat bottoms and bantha slippers. She sat down in front of the little chest hutch to brush her hair in the mirror, all the while she thought about what she went through today.

The examinations did drain her a lot emotionally today. With more of the same tomorrow and probably different topics of discussion to cover she wanted to have a good natural rest so she could be sharp and prepared; no sense in cheating with the Force since undoubtedly the Council may frown upon it; abuse of the Force was a big no-no, especially when it didn’t require it. Frankly there seemed to be no end to the examinations that Juna could clearly see.

If she impressed them Juna didn’t see it or feel it before today, and she did get hints of their displeasure when talking about the feelings around her loses. That bothered her a little as she paused in brushing her long, thick mane to consider it. The Jedi Council’s emotions were so controlled and yet they were so relaxed with them. She kept her poise on the outside but deep inside she was all nerves; shaky and uncertain while those 12 beings nodded their heads and squinted their eyes at her. She wondered how they could do it, and if so will she ever learn how to do it, especially if she was not to seek revenge against Prophet.

Did she want that?

No, she wanted Enothchild. When he came home there was this great relief that swept through her, a weight that lifted where Dizzy’s humor, Muriel’s assurances, and Lou’s zingy cider juice didn’t. And when he gave her that little hug…

Juna felt Enothchild suddenly in her mind and she knew he was coming to the door. She said, “Come in.” Then he went ahead and knocked. Blushing a bit she said, “Come in.”

Enothchild entered the room and gave her a friendly smile. “I had hoped you weren’t sleeping quite yet. But need I remind you to keep yourself in control.”

“I know, I didn’t mean to sense you,” she said, setting the brush down and standing up. She couldn’t help to feel, though, that something was on his mind and regardless how much effort she put in it she couldn’t help it. Smirking, she chimed, “Next time I won’t think about you so much.”

His face fell a little and Juna began to blush again; that was a bit of a slip. She fluttered and sputtered out, “I mean…I won’t think so much of your teachings.” The excuse really sucked, worse it sounded as if his teachings were not right. However by the looks of his face he didn’t pay mind to it. She got a little concerned and sat down on her bed, inviting him to sit down beside her by patting the mattress. “What’s wrong?”


“Tell me about your day first.” Enothchild walked over and sat down and Juna practically fell towards him as his weight pushed it down. She smirked and moved away a little, but she couldn’t help to feel suddenly tickled by his presence, with him on her bed. She kept any growing smile off her face as she realized that it was serious and it did have to do with her. 

“No, you better go first,” she said insistently. “Actually, I don’t want to talk about my day if you don’t mind.”

“Very well. Juna, we’re at a quandary in the investigation and worse the situation over the Sanctuary resolution has gotten even grimmer.” Indeed his words brought down both her adolescent feelings and own feelings of doubt, replaced by her professionalism. “The Supreme Chancellor may side with the Trade Federation tomorrow and move for a vote.”

“If he does that, Sanctuary will be destroyed for sure,” she said with concern. “I’ve stole a glance at the bill; it calls for an immediate withdraw of the guarding fleet there.”

“I know. Tonight he asked me for the sake of Republic unity to tell the Senate where Sanctuary was without voting.”

Juna pursed her lips in a tight line. She thought it over and said, “I can understand his point, but he must realize the only unity he is protecting is the Trade Federation’s alliances. Keeping one’s word and keeping unity is one and the same and he should be chanting that over and over again.” 

He let out a long sigh and crossed his arms. “The other matter, the investigation, is where I think will lead the Republic back to common ground. We’ve been trying to get through Helle’s security locks on her controller and so far we have failed. Helle has offered us the codes if…if we have all the charges against her dismissed.”

Juna looked at him with a shaking head. “No. No I know what you are asking. She may have not been directly involved with my mother’s murder, but she created the circumstances. She should be tried and punished!”

“Can you hear me out on it?” asked Enothchild, and his voice and kindness made some of her pain and anger fade away. He was pleading to her rationale and she couldn’t resist that. “I don’t care for the idea either. However I’ve been wrestling with everything on the way back and given what the Chancellor has said and the climate we’re facing from the Senate we’re running out of time. That ship will have Vhinphyc government files in its mainframe that Helle may not know about. If it does, if perhaps there is a cure to the Legacy Virus in there, then we will have something to give to the Chancellor.”

She looked at him a little surprised and she had to ask. “You mean…you will reveal Sanctuary’s location? Go back on your word?”

“I don’t want to do that. With the database on the ship, however, I think we stand a chance finding another anti-virus. If we do it makes overriding the Sanctuary resolution mute.” Enothchild folded his arms together. “I’ll understand if you don’t want me to do it. In fact I won’t pursue it if you say no again.”

Juna looked down a little discouraged by what Enothchild was asking. She mumbled, “You can’t just…pull it out of her with the Force?”

“You know the Code forbids it.”

She looked at him and said, “Then I could do it. I’m not tied to the Jedi Order. I still have diplomatic immunity. Just show me how.”

Enothchild shook his head and said, “I can’t show you how.”

“If it’s a matter of me becoming a Jedi…then…I’ll sacrifice the opportunity.”

“It’s a matter of the dark side, Juna,” he made perfectly clear. “It’s one thing to confuse a mind, it’s an entirely different matter when you force your will onto them and into their mind. A mind like Helle’s can be a steel trap; it will take more effort than you can even begin to imagine.” He put his hand on hers on the bed and gave it a light squeeze. Of course she knew he would never even accidentally hurt her. “You know that from experience, how wrong it is to use the Force to ravage a mind.”

Juna did, and she nodded in understanding. It was wrong and she knew it. Even if Helle was bad it wasn’t their right to just force their way into her mind. She let out a sigh at first, and then realized, “The Trade Federation won’t let her walk.”

“I’m going make a request of the Supreme Chancellor to give her full clemency and I’ll outline my reasons to him. The Trade Federation’s charges will not stand then.” He looked at her with sympathetic eyes. “I wouldn’t ask you if I didn’t think you would think it over. And as I said I won’t move on it without your blessing.”

She closed her eyes and looked into herself; Prophet was more directly responsible for what happened to her mother. Helle, acting foolishly of course and was probably just as evil as Prophet was but she wasn’t the cause of her mother’s death. It occurred to Juna that she may have seen Helle has her only means for revenge, and it suddenly seemed correct. It looked like if she couldn’t burn Prophet, then Helle would take his place.

“All right,” she said quietly. Clearing her throat she said, “You have my blessing. The sooner the better.”

Enothchild gave her a little hug across the shoulders and said, “Thank you. I think you’re mother would be proud of you, too.”

“I seriously doubt that,” she mused a little. “Like my mother I’m a stickler for justice being done. But I know sometimes you got to take a loss.” After today she had to see that point.

“Sometimes you do, because deep down inside you know a creature like Helle is going to face all the wrongs she has done and answer for them.” He got up and said with pride, “I’ll let you be. Good night.”

“Good night,” she said sweetly and watched him leave her room. Sighing she curled down onto her bed for a few moments, thinking what she had done and thinking what she did was the right thing to do. Before long she slipped under the covers and turned off the light. There was the briefest sounds of jubilation; Ros she guessed. It always made Juna feel good when she pleased everyone she knew. The other Jedi were warming up to her and that made her feel less freakish. Some folks just had to know her, and maybe with this she would really gain their respect.

Curious as she heard the faint echoes of conversation taking place, Juna reached inside of her and was going to let her conscious drift towards them. She stopped, realizing that was not rash. “Enothchild would get on me again for abusing the Force if I let my conscious self drift in. Forget it.” To her there was no point in ruining the good vibe.

Then it hit her; vibe, as in vibration, caused by sound. She could hear the murmurs echoing off the walls, ceiling and floor. She could amplify her sense of hearing to collect the noise. It was a silly thing to do really; if she wanted to know something they, Enothchild specifically, would tell her. Then again she was more or less left out in the dark about the investigation and she wanted to help. Now that she did it seemed as if Enothchild still wanted to keep her guessing. Not that it was intentionally done to belittle her he had good reasons. 

Magus Prophet dead, however, was a good reason to override the current one. If the ship’s secrets put an end to him, then she had a right to know. Besides with amplified hearing there was very little in the way the Jedi could detect her since the power would be kept internally from them.

From her laid down position, Juna closed her eyes and pulled her energies in, redirected them…

“…THAT’S GOOD NEWS…”

Juna opened her eyes, covered her ears and fought down the need to yell; she didn’t think about volume control. Very carefully she began to tone the sonic frequency within her ear lobes…

“So we can settle this business about the other female Vhinphyc for sure,” said Nue Cadabel. 

“That and a bunch more loose ends,” said Ros. “If anything that blood on the letter is throwing us off. How much more time do you need on your decipher scans?”

“It will probably get done tomorrow. The hold up is that part of it seems to be fading away at the quantum level. And no, don’t ask me how I can’t even explain it. ”

“Prophet sure knows how to send a letter,” said Dizzy. Juna let her mouth drop open quite a bit; she knew Dizzy and Muriel were involved in the investigation, but what was this business about a letter. 

“The important thing is that we find out and destroy it before Juna finds out about it,” said Muriel. “She doesn’t need to see how Prophet looks at her. I’m surprised the Jedi Council hasn’t brought it up to her attention.”

“That’s because they know she doesn’t know and therefore it isn’t relevant in her examination,” said Enothchild. “When your analysis is finished, Nue, I want you to destroy that letter. I don’t like it just hanging around like that in your lab.”

“As if Lady Angelleia will get in my lab,” said Nue. “She’s too nice of a person to be sneaking around.”

“Nonetheless when you have exhausted all test on it you can get coded digitally and get rid of it.”

“And the other matter? You think it will resolve it?” asked Casper.

“What other matter?” asked Nue. There was a sudden disquiet. Juna was just as curious as Nue was because there had been something lingering in the air around her friends lately. It was something they all shared but weren’t willing to discuss it. “Hey, what’s going on?”
Enothchild let out a long sigh and he said, “I’ll have Dizzy and Muriel explain it to you. Right now I need you here. I’ll go to the Temple. Ros to the Supreme Chancellor and Casper to the lab.”
“Actually my Padawan has lost the privilege of being on his own for a while,” said Ros. “He ran that Legacy Virus infected motherboard through his workstation.”
“Casper,” Enothchild’s exclamation was loud enough to hear, causing Juna to reel it back in. Sitting up she channeled the Force through her ears again and realized she knew where they were, in the dance studio.

“I had to find out if I was a sleeper Vhinech,” said the young Padawan.

Enothchild sighed again and said, “That matter is mute I suppose. Okay, I’ll tend to Helle and the lab. You two will go see the Supreme Chancellor. And Nue, don’t fall asleep.”

“Oh, us old Ithorians can’t keep our eyes open, eh? Don’t worry because I would like to hear some interesting things...”

Their footsteps echoed loudly in her head and Juna pulled her energies back. Sitting up, she kept herself as quiet as possible, thinking about what was said and of course what was held back from her. The wonder and the morbid curiosity found her dinner and kicked her awake with energy. She also found herself a little offended, being dealt out purposely for the sole reason of protecting her. There was protection, and then there was smothering a child from harm. Last time Juna checked she stopped being a child at the age of 8 and when she looked in the mirror on the vanity chest she saw a young woman staring right back at her.

Juna wanted to see this letter that was sent for her by Magus Prophet, she wanted to see what he had to say for himself this time. Would it be like that half assed attempt he made 10 years ago by sending her a holographic message promising to end the war if she came to him? Oh how she wanted to know. The very thought of him sending a litter gave her the creeps, causing her to shiver. 

Like she shivered only a few weeks ago, like a helpless little girl who didn’t rule Naboo, who didn’t know how to fly or fight, or didn’t know how to use the Force. Shivering, unmoving when Magus Prophet stood before her.

“I’m not a little girl,” she mused quietly. Juna didn’t know what upset her more; the fact she feared Prophet into unreliable stiffness, the fact Prophet again made attempts at trying to be sympathetic to her, the fact Enothchild and the others still treat her like she’s 8 years old, or the fact she was allowing it to happen? Enothchild was genuinely honest with her when he said she didn’t need her mind preoccupied, but he could have still told her about the letter and Force knows what else. She didn’t hate him, but it she wanted to see that letter now and knowing Enothchild he won’t let her see it.

“Then I’ll see for myself.” Juna got up quietly and began to take off her night clothing. As she dug out a clean, dark blue and dark gray dress she began to formulate a plan. She was going unhindered, and she was going to the Jedi Temple alone.

CHAPTER 56.3

“Now wait a turnip roll here,” said Nue loudly after Dizzy and Muriel explained to him what was going on behind the scenes of the Vhinech explanation. The married couple and Alouha Bitter combined to put a finger to their mouths to indicate quite, and the Ithorian realized he let loose with both barrels of his mouths. Waving his hands to emphasize that he would be quiet, he spoke softly out of his right side mouth. “Let me get this straight. There is a traitor, or traitors, amongst us. Within the Jedi Order, and you think it’s YODA?”


Both Nue and Lou were looking squarely at Muriel, for it was her alone that made the accusation. Lou spoke first and said with a slight disbelieving look on her face, “I cannot imagine such a thing at all. I know many on that Council, and a few times I did manage to speak with Master Yoda along with Nadja. This Helle being must be wrong.”

“I wished she was, Lou,” said Muriel sympathetically. “I wish she was, but the Vhinech got a hold of the knowledge about the ysalamiri some how. She monitored transmissions directly from the Jedi Temple, Council encoded transmissions I might add, going out into deep space to parts unknown. Once Enothchild gets in her ship he’ll find out for sure.”

“But Yoda?” asked Nue again with a shake of his head. “I don’t believe it.”

“Anyway you slice it there’s got to be just one, or maybe two, traitors on the Council and after talking to Juna when we got back here it makes the most sense.” Muriel held up her hands before anyone could say anything. “They really drilled her today about her parents. Yoda really picked on her.”

“Enothchild’s trying to insert her into a try and true process that the Jedi machine runs on. May I add that Lady Angelleia has some serious emotional stress baggage that the Council has to consider strongly.”

“Out of curiosity, Nue, what’s your opinion about Juna trying to join the Brown Robe Bunch?” asked Dizzy with a slitting of his eyes. “Everywhere I turn there seems to be a bit of a consensus growing against her.”

Nue sighed and said, “You’re looking at a Jedi Knight that almost got in a throw down with the entire Jedi Council over Siren Gheruit’s status as a Knight with only a Healer and her uncle Sussex as my only backup. If I feel someone deserves any chance they should be given it. So I say I hope she does get approval.” 

Nue leaned forward and sighed. “On the other hand I’ve been there when bad things happen with people. I was fighting along side Jurivicious Pern; never even believing for one second he was capable of doing anything remotely wrong. After Enothchild said Jury was leading the Vhinech I went back through every scrap of gathered intelligence I had on his family history trying to discover a hidden history of psychosis or even if he had a possible Sith heritage that we missed the first time around. Something, anything, to explain why he fell outside what is now known, some contributing factor that didn’t involve him attacking Nadja. I found nothing, and neither did the Council. Sometimes things just happen.” 

Nue shrugged his shoulders. “Sometimes its sad that you have to learn the hard way, and by all accounts the Council has the responsibility to make sure that ‘finding out the hard way’ doesn’t happen.” He looked at Muriel after Dizzy grew quiet and said again, “But Yoda? He’s too lovable of a twerp.”

“Look at the facts, Nue, as I see them,” said Muriel emphatically. She held out her hand and counted off her fingers. “He’s the Late Arriving Gungan 10 years ago when the Vhinech shit hit the fan. He’s in a position of power, meaning he has the Supreme Chancellor’s ear as well as having inside information connections with the Republic’s intelligence network and more importantly he’s doing everything he can to make Juna’s life hell.” 

She paused for affect, and then added, “If that’s not reasons, here is another. He knows something, and if he does, why in the hell is he keeping it to himself?”

Nue sat there with his hand under his facial bridge and he said, “Sometimes the Jedi Council does keep things from the Masters. They do so as a safety measure so there is no exploitation. If a Jedi Master is ready to receive such information either the Council will tell them, or the Jedi Holocron will.” He collapsed his hands together and gave the other three in the room a worried look. “If it is Yoda, then we are in deep bantha shit. I mean if he is the traitor we will have to take him down.”

“The thought has occurred to me too,” said Muriel. She looked at her wondering husband and told him why she felt the way she did. “Yoda stopped whole armies in his hey day. Worse his hey day isn’t even over yet. If he wanted to he could shake us all out of this building.”

Lou lifted her cane up and asked, “What about Qualeggoes? That Caamasi always had a cactus up his ass. Nadja and he butted heads so many times she got knots in her forehead.”

“Q-Tip? That’s even just as bad of a guess as Yoda. That guy is so righteous you would have thought he could turn urine into wine with a wave of his hand.” Nue crossed his arms. “There’s Plo…well…he hasn’t been right since Evramora. He still can’t explain what happened to the Vhinech there. Little details like that always bother him and so when something like Lady Angelleia comes along it bothers him too easily.”

“I wouldn’t call a fried Evramora little,” noted Dizzy. “That battle kicked a lot of ass.”

“Yeah, ours.” Nue chuckled, rubbing his arms in thought. “We should have never won that battle. Plo’s not the only one that feels that way either. Before he died, Glace Culot swore there was absolutely no chance for us. Nothing to take away your achievements, Dizzy, which I must say took a big pair of destroyer nuts to do. But the ground campaign…they outnumbered the forces about 2 to 1. Outnumber us Jedi 50 to 1. If it weren’t for that tiberium detonation, we would probably not being having this conversation.”

Muriel sighed and said, “And Juna wouldn’t be the girl we know.”

Dizzy shook his head and said, “Naressa would still have slaughtered Pern, Prophet, and anyone else before they touched Juna.” Muriel slugged him in the arm. “What?”

“Is there something I’m missing? And believe me this seems to be my week to miss things.” Nue sat up a bit more, waiting for an explanation.

“Well, Naressa Rapier would be what you might say-,” began Muriel.

“A beautiful mother that could get very menstrual if someone looked at Juna oddly,” chimed Dizzy.

Nue just shrugged. “So what else is new? Ajdan Gheruit was the same way with her 8 children. She put a serious hurting on you too because she was a big woman.” He just waved his hands as to clear the memory. “Threatening children is a big time no-no when their mother is around. You do that nowadays and they go nuclear.”

Dizzy blinked a few times and mused, “You haven’t seen nuclear, buddy. Believe me.”

Suddenly Nue stood up and turned his attention away from them. Muriel jumped up and out of the confines of her dress pulled out her Guardian blaster. “What is it?”

“Shhhhhhhh. Listen,” said Nue quietly. Then he opened his robe and said, “I smell something.”

Nue began to walk towards Juna’s room with his lightsaber on his hand with Muriel bringing up the rear. Dizzy and Lou were still trying to ascertain why Nue said what he said: Listen, I smell something? The Twi’lek and the Sullustan looked at one another, mouthed the words to each other silently, and then shrugged their shoulders collectively. 

Lou reached in her pocket and pulled out a small hand held device. Looking at it, she let out a gasp. That brought Nue and Muriel’s attention around and she said, “Juna’s patio door is open. The silent alarm has been tripped.”

Muriel rushed past the slow moving Jedi and slowly opened the door, not waiting for some kind of all clear from Nue but not being too aggressive with her approach. Peering inside, she noted movement on Juna’s bed. “Juna?”

“Yeah,” came the tired response. The blankets stirred and her head moved on the pillow, but she kept her face turned away.

Muriel’s purple eyes looked across the darkened room; the room was actually well lit given the amount of light coming through the large patio windows from the city. Nue peered his head just under Muriel’s arms to look in, his eyes closing as to scan the room.

“Cut it out, would you,” came Juna’s reply from her bed. The blankets shifted again. “I’m trying to sleep.”

Muriel sighed and said, “Did you open the patio door? It tripped the silent alarm.”

“Oh. I’m sorry about that.” The blanket raised in the shape of a person raising an arm. It pointed towards the patio door, and the sliding plane of glass closed. “I just wanted air.”

“That’s okay. We’ll leave you be.” Muriel and Nue pulled out. “Good night, Juna.” She didn’t hear the affirmation as she closed the door. Letting out a sigh she looked at Lou and said, “Sorry.”

“That’s all right.” Lou tapped a few keys on her remote and then tucked it away. “The security droids are standing down now.”

“Hey, let’s take the conversation back to the living room, eh,” said Dizzy and the four beings moved away from Juna’s door. They traveled across the hard wood decking and back to their destination. As they settle down, an air taxi zipped very close to the windows. The fast movement and proximity shook the occupants more than it shook the vibration-proof glass. “WHOA! Damn, you get an asshole behind the wheel of one of those things-.”

“That was insane,” said Lou, her hand up to her chest. “What is a air taxi doing by here at that altitude?”

Nue stiffen and turned his attention back towards the direction of Juna’s room. With wide eyes he began to walk back as fast as he could. Muriel caught his change in direction and ran right by him. Just as she got to the door, Nue opened it with the Force and she ran up to the bed. At first it looked like Juna was still in it. She then waved her hand over the control diode by the bed. The lights came on to reveal an elaborate staging of pillows with Juna’s bantha slippers on the pillow, the blanket pulled up to it.

“Shit!” Muriel ran back out past Nue just as he was arriving at the door. “Dizzy, get the Falcon prepped. Juna’s gone!”

“How?” he asked.

Nue turned around and said, “She used the Force in an old decoy ploy. I haven’t seen it since Yoda used it once. BUT, no fear.” He pulled out his comlink. “I can sense she’s in no danger. I think I know where she is going.” 

Muriel grabbed Dizzy and said, “Get the ship ready anyways. If something goes down, we need it flying.” Dizzy nodded and left his wife’s side after giving her a kiss. Turning back to Nue and waiting for him to finish she said, “You’re thinking the Temple?”

“Why else would she leave? Look, I have the front desk waiting for her.”

“And between here and the Temple she isn’t in danger? Bullshit.” Muriel grabbed her simple flowing dress and with one tug ripped it enough to slip out of it completely, revealing the Saberhide armor she had on. Slapping her Guardian blaster back on her body under her left arm, she pulled out a little disk and put it in her ear. With a tap of it she asked, “Dizzy, you there?”

“I’m at the ship, honey,” came back his reply.

“Okay, stand by.” Muriel went to the door and said, “I’m going to pray she’s taking a direct route to the Temple. You coming, Nue?”

“You’ll need all the help you can get. I’m here to serve.” Nue turned to Lou and said, “You have my tact frequency. If she calls or comes back give me a buzz.” Lou nodded and both Knight and Guardian walked out the door. Lou worried about Juna now, and worried about her a lot. 

The hallway for a while was quiet with almost everyone gone, then the silence and the emptiness was replaced by a large looming shadow going to Lou’s apartment door.
