ACT TWO – The Memory Remains

CHAPTER 27.0

About four days before the believed-to-be-dead Naressa Rapier arrived barely alive and not doing so well on Korriban, the pre-dawn landscape of the city of Theed seemed to have an emotion all on its own to express; the rising dew, the wetness produced by the chill of twilight, blanketed the streets and roof tops of the smaller buildings with a thin veil of blue fog as the summer sun was making it’s required attempt to rise and the light bent off the atmosphere above and cast the first light rays of the new day. As always, with certainty, it will achieve that goal as it has done the previous 4 billion years before, and will continue to do so for the next 4 billion.

Stealing a glance out one of the windows on the fifth floor of the Palace of Theed, Enothchild sat on the windowsill and stared through the shaped, clear glass and witnessed the dawning of the new day, a part of him wishing that life through the Force had that certainty. Painfully for Juna and himself it did not.

She was stepping down as Queen, a good idea in his opinion given the circumstances; she couldn’t help her people if she let her anguish guide her. There were moments when he stood guard by her door that he felt hints and actual bursts of anger during her meditations, which more or less worried him because of Force she had used nearly two full days ago to restrain him from leaving her room. She fought the temptations to live and exist in the dark side and took the proper steps to prevent it from dominating her conscious mind. But it was, and will continue to be, a struggle under the circumstances.

Being in politics wasn’t a healthy environment for Juna to begin with since it involved a great deal of emotional turmoil based on the psychology of being a politician. Granted, Juna had core beliefs and principals she never swayed from, but that still did not block the emotions and the impressions that are left on her mind. Undoubtedly what happened recently will affect her decisions in the future; a double edge sword of philosophy that was good and bad.

Juna was unusual strong in the Force, but despite any lack of confidence she had a much stronger will to overcome. She proved that by overcoming the usual criteria that puts a desperately depressed person into the position of non-decisive decision making; unable to make a choice, not necessarily the right or wrong choice, without others making it for her. She took control of herself, put herself first which was required here for a change, and did translated into the right thing to do. He was impressed…

And if Naressa were alive, she would be so proud of you, Juna he thought. Sighing and shaking his head, Enothchild resolved that he would grieve for her soon; he was, but in a very silent way that was alien to him. Was he afraid to show any expression of sorrow around the others now? What was he so afraid of? 

Waving the thought away, he did the best he could to keep Juna in mind. He was proud of her indeed, but she had a long way to go. Li Royale, temporary leader, King Veruna allowed Juna and some of her staff stay at the Palace, with Juna not required to leave at any prescribed time. That was good because Rapier Manor was going to be a house of spirits, filled with memories that Juna may not be able to handle at this time. It seemed like a place inappropriate to take care of certain affairs that occur with death, especially with something like the massively huge Rapier estate; Juna had to meet with family attorneys to go over Naressa’s Will, business representatives and key share holders from Rapier Technologies, and tie up any lose ends later today, sandwiched in between finishing up some odds and ends associated with her retirement from the Throne. One needed a clear head, and going to Rapier Manor now wouldn’t allow such heads. More than likely in a few more days she will leave the Palace for good, to return and live in Rapier Manor, and shortly afterwards have a funeral for her mother.  

Enothchild found himself at the window not far from Juna’s room where he did his best not to be ‘too overly protective’; Juna’s words to him. She really did need him close by, but she was insistent after she had announced to the public that she was retiring that he could be her protection, but only if he got some sleep. He promised, and he did try to lay down for a while. Then there would be some sound, or flash of light that happened to make it’s way into his window, or thoughts and pieces of what had all transpired entering his head, or Naressa, or just about any excuse he could think up that kept his eyes open. He gave up on sleeping, and knowing that Juna was asleep based on the low radiance of her Force signature, he found the windowsill and just looked out it to help him think.

Am I losing her? He remembered Juna saying that yesterday morning, and his response was all too compelling. It was due to the fact the question had entered his mind about the same time she asked it. He didn’t know. He just didn’t know.

The chime came from his comlink, and the Jedi Master answered it. “Enothchild.”

“That was quick. Couldn’t sleep?” 

He smiled a little. “I couldn’t Ros. Try as I may, I…don’t have the will to sleep.”

“Now that’s an interesting philosophical point I never heard of before.”

“Ask an insomniac, they will quote it to you chapter and verse.” There was a brief chuckle between them. “You calling me to just say ‘hey, wake up and go to sleep’?”

Ros giggled again, remembering Nadja doing that joke to people a few times. Clearing his throat, he said, “It’s not a personal call, its business. But if you aren’t up to it, I think it can wait.”

“No, go ahead Ros.”

“Well about an hour ago a messenger rocket crashed in some poor guy’s house about thirty miles to the south here. One of those single use, hyperdrive capable set ups. Nubian Volunteer Army alerted the King, and His Highness said he could let us get first crack at it for security purposes. They’re about 5 minutes away from arriving in the Royal Hanger.” There was a pause. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

Enothchild gripped the comlink hard to where it almost broke. Ros had an idea how demented Magus Prophet was, but Enothchild had a bad feeling that the Vhinech was about to achieve an all time low. “I’m on my way.”

Walking by Juna’s room, he stopped to look at her door. Pulling out his comlink and using some of the authorization the King had granted the Jedi Knights, he was able to rustle up 6 guards to stand watch on Juna’s door. He felt it wasn’t enough when he left, but he didn’t want to wake up the rest of the guard detail still asleep.

CHAPTER 27.1

Arriving on scene, members of the volunteer army unloaded the 2-foot long rocket on a waist-high hovercart and pushed it over to a workstation where Ros stood by. The lift doors opened nearby and the now former Chief of Staff Muriel Arnes stepped out with Dizzy right behind her; with Juna’s retirement, Muriel empathetically said no to continuing her political career under King Veruna’s rule and retired as well. In fact Lady Terese Maltanaw was the only hold over from Juna’s Royal Court, but only to honor her friend’s wishes to finish the work they started with on the Gungan Treaty negotiations. Add the recent announcement of Senator Palpatine leaving the Senate and King Veruna had a piss poor situation to overcome right at the start.

“What are you two doing here,” he asked quizzically. 

“Funny, we were going to ask you the same thing,” noted Muriel with a grin. 

“Not me,” said Dizzy. “I mean she was going to ask you why you were here. I was too busy looking at her appleloaf of a hinny.” He ducked when Muriel went to cuff him across the back of his head. “No, looking at it wakes me up. I mean this is too early in the morning for me and just looking at the beautiful butt of yours is like a ray of sunshine.”

Muriel smiled and said, “Really? That’s sweet.” She went ahead and cuffed him in the back of the head anyways. 

“What was that for?”

“For the next personal thing you say about my butt and I’m not around to hear it.” 

Enothchild smiled a little at the scene; those two were going to have so much fun now that they weren’t tied up with things. He said, “I’m here because a messenger rocket crashed on the planet”

“No surprise there,” said Dizzy with a shrug of his shoulders. “Messenger rockets have lousy guidance systems unless you pay top dollar.”

“We think Prophet may have sent it under the circumstances.”

Muriel skin began to flush with anger. “I see.” She reached out and grabbed Dizzy’s hand for some support. “Well, we’re not here for that. Some friends of mine are bringing us a gift. But I would like to spend some time with this message.”

“So would I,” said Dizzy as the three began moving towards the rocket. “What, the bastard is going to apologize to Juna for what happened to her mother? I say send it back and tell him to shove it.”

They reached the examination area that was sectioned off by large empty crates and away from the bulk of the combat aircraft that surrounded them. Enothchild found the sergeant of the military detail and listen to him give his brief report to Ros. “It’s just a standard messenger rocket. We cleared it for explosives with a sensor sweep, but there is cargo still on board.”

Ros gave Enothchild a nod, and then asked the sergeant, “Forgive me, but what ultimately made you conclude to bring it to our attention?”

“The onboard computerization instructed us when we patched into that it was a message for Lady Juna Angelleia,” he said.

“Was it exactly that introduction?” asked Muriel. 

“Yes, Chief,” he said, still too use to Muriel’s old title.

“And this crashed when?”

“A little over an hour ago.”

“So given when Lady Angelleia gave her retirement announcement and when this crashed, we’re talking about 8 hours of flight time.”

Dizzy looked at the rocket’s single hyperdrive engine. “A TT-SRM. Point 1 past light speed capability, 15 minutes to decelerate...” The Sullustan crunched the numbers in his head. “I say not that far from here, dudes. Probably 5 systems over in all directions, but given its size no one could have tracked it until he just about hit the house.”

“Thank you, sergeant,” said Enothchild. He looked at all the soldiers. “We’ll take it from here. Let the King know about the possibility of Vhinech being in the system based on Captain Arnes’ assessment.” The troops dismissed themselves and began leaving. 

Ros looked it over and found the cargo section. “Okay. How you want to do this?”

Enothchild just pounded his hand through the hatch and yanked it off. 

“Well, so much for being careful,” said Ros. He reached into the opening and felt a metal container; it was long, rectangular, and not very thick. “I got a box. There are no wires leading into it.” He let his Force senses give it a once over, and finally he gave it to Enothchild. “Definitely not a bomb.” 

“Be careful, Knight Ofcheck,” said Muriel, still not comfortable enough to call him by his first name. “After witnessing Naressa’s resourcefulness, the Vhinech could be borrowing a page or two from her about explosives.”

“It’s a bomb, but of the psychological kind I have the feeling.” Enothchild found the aluminum seal and crumpled it open, pulling back on the flimsy metal to get to the contents. Reaching in, he pulled out two very large wedding rings, tied together with a lock of jet-black hair. 

“The Rapier’s wedding rings. Juna’s mother wore them,” noted Muriel when Enothchild handed them to her. Then it occurred to her. “Naressa’s severed arm had the rings on her fingers.” She moved closer towards Dizzy and handed them off to Ros before drawing her husband closer in order to hold her. “It has to be Prophet. He must have picked them up after we left the scene, the sick bastard.”

“I don’t get it,” said Dizzy scratching his head as his left eye began to nervously flutter; a habit of nervousness he picked up as a child. Seeing the rings made him edgy. “I mean seriously, I don’t get it at all.”

Ros observed the hairs closely and mused, “Magus Prophet has black hair.” He let his eyes wonder a moment. “You don’t suppose he has Misses Rapier hostage?”

Dizzy was first to speak about that. “If he does, then I say we all get in the Falcon and hunt down the frak right now!”

Muriel hold on her husband tightened. “I agree with you honey if we knew it was true. But you weren’t there. There was tons of debris.” She stopped squeezing him and going over the scene again with the fear of choking the air out of Dizzy’s lungs. “And where do we begin? Outbound tracking didn’t even detect this. Any gravity anomalies could have altered its inbound trajectory.”

Enothchild didn’t hear the conversation. After the last sentence he stopped listening all together as he continued to read the letter, which he discovered wasn’t too long. Flipping to the remaining pages he came across what appeared to be the first of a series of drawings… “That…cold motherless puckrucker!” 

The others looked at him as he flipped through the other papers and his ire seemed to get even more cankerous. Finally he took the rings from Ros and handed him the letter. “The thing is sick. I’ve thought I’ve seen sick, but this is absolutely the very definition of sick. Hell, it’s a damn dictionary dedicated to the word!”

Ros looked at the first page of the letter and went a little gray. “Oh my god.” 

After he handed Muriel the first page so he could look at the rest of it, she read it and began to grip the letter tightly and her breath came out with ragged anger. “If I see this man…” She almost crumpled the letter up in her hands until she realized what its evidence value was. She handed back the first page of the letter and took the others from Ros.

Dizzy stole a peak over Muriel’s shoulder at one of the drawings, and practically ripped it out of his wife’s hands in disgust over it. There was a part of him that wished she didn’t see it as it relates to Juna. “This is one…sick…smecking…He’s dead. He’s one dead frak when I see him. I don’t know how I’ll do it, but I will kill him.”

“This is…beyond any text book definition of psychological obsession. Worse, he’s literally trying to cause her to fall into darkness,” noted Muriel. “Any sympathy that Prophet expresses in that letter is an out and out lie.”

 Ros couldn’t argue with Misses Arnes with that assessment. Having been around her Ladyship for a few days, he could feel her strength in the Force and like Enothchild he could feel the struggles she was going through with light and darkness. He still was weary of her in regards to the Dark Force signature he felt on the Nubian Royal Cruiser, but what threw him off was her honest attempts to stay away from the dark side; if she was the powerful dark side entity on board the ship, why would she so willing turn her back to her great source of power?  

Carefully, Ros wet his finger and rubbed on the paper, right on top of a word; the ink look more stained in the letter, drier in texture than it should be. The coloring of the ink looked odd to him as well, but it was hard to tell with the old style, grain paper that was used; paper except for artistic drawing was obsolete with write-interface data pads and other means of recording words. The paper was old, very old; in fact in Ros’ opinion it was ancient. There were barely noticeable tears on the tops of the pages, suggesting possible that the pages in his hand were at one time together. 

Looking up from his finger after examination, he said, “Human blood?”

Enothchild ripped Prophet’s tied hairs off the rings. “I believe so, probably from Juna’s mother, or what was left of her. The letter indicated that Prophet believed Naressa to be dead too, so the only source of the blood could only come from the arm if it is Human blood. Better hold off on speculation until testing is done.”

He gripped the rings in his right hand hard, but still careful enough not to crush them. “Juna’s Force sensitivity is such she can read Force impressions by mere touch. Prophet knows that. He tied his hairs to the rings to leave a distinct impression on them.” 

Ros shook his head at the very thought. “He’s playing head games with this poor girl. And it’s obvious it’s for,” he looked back through the letters, “very disturbing reasons. A shrink could have a field day with this crap.”

“As a shrink, I wouldn’t have a field day with this,” said Muriel, pointing a stern finger back at the letter in front of her. “I will tell you right now that this guy is so obsessed with Juna it makes me want to puke.” She shoved the paper unapologetically back into Ros’ hands. It was as if she had a hold of something vile.

Enothchild opened his hand to look at the wedding bands. “I’ve always knew there was an dark underlying element of lust involved with Prophet’s need to have Juna besides his cravings for her power. But this…this goes beyond anything I have ever experienced.” He gripped the rings in contemplation. “I don’t see why he is so attracted to her.”

“Well one can’t explain why most schizophrenic Quarren enjoy licking glass. It’s perhaps one of those mysteries that isn’t meant to be solved,” said Ros, not sure what to make of it, it was so strange to him. “It’s there like it or not and unfortunately Lady Angelleia has to deal with it.”

“Are you outta your fricking mind, Ros,” chimed Dizzy. He pointed his fingers sternly at the letters. “No one should have to put up with this shit at all! Juna is my best friend and I love her like a baby sister, and there is no way in any hell I’m going to have anyone, even you, say she has to deal with it!”

“Dizzy, you misunderstand me.” He held up his hands to show no offense, and Muriel collected herself to put calming hands on her irate husband. “I didn’t mean how that sounded. I was just saying that this was a fact of life that isn’t going to go away until Prophet is dealt with.”

“No.” Enothchild shook his head and grabbed the metal container in which the letter and rings came in. “He’s right. She doesn’t have to deal with it.” He took the letter from Ros and put it back in the container, than give it to his former apprentice. “Hide that, and don’t let anyone else here, especially Juna, see that. Take it back with you to Coruscant and have it analyzed three days to Light Day. Maybe Prophet made some form of mistake. If he did, I want to use it against him.”

Ros eyed Enothchild carefully. “Careful, Enothchild. This is a precarious slope of issues you are dealing with.” He gestured with his hands to show restraint. “Don’t let your emotions dictate your actions here.”

Enothchild sighed wearily and rubbed his tired eyes. Did he sound too personal just now? Well if he was he didn’t give a shit. “You may be right, Ros.”

Right at that moment, just as the group appeared to be done, an unmarked, deep dark gray runabout class ship began it’s approach to the hanger bay, and the frown on Muriel’s face seemed to vanish a little. She said, “When all is dark and gloomy, sometimes you catch a ray of sunshine between the clouds.” 

As the ship landed, a group of armed personnel lead by King Veruna emerged from the stairs and proceeded towards the ship in an unalarmed pace. The King, wearing more earthly colors than his predecessor had and with an abbreviated crown that fit snuggly on his head, bore a bit of a scowl on his face as he awaited for whoever was on board to emerge. 

Excusing herself, Muriel proceeded over with Dizzy right by her side. She obviously wanted to see this. The two Jedi watched on, curious to why there was such a commotion. Then when the occupants came out it became very clear, and Enothchild couldn’t help to grin a little despite his fowl mood.

CHAPTER 27.2

“ARGH! You’re breaking my shoulders!” screamed an irate and tied up Pirus Krendel at the top of his lungs as he was dragged out by a shorter, but very well built, curly haired brunette who was making him walk by lifting his bound hands behind him up to add stress to his shoulders and pushing him at the same time. A young man, a little taller than Krendel and built emerged and gave her a hand dragging Krendel down the ramp. “Damn it, I protest this treatment!”

“Blah, blah, blah, don’t you ever shut up,” mused the female, pulling up higher on his arms. “You had your shot, punk. You don’t want anymore of me.”

“Punk? I’m not the one who kidnaps people, and treats them like dirt,” he mouthed off in duress. Finally at the end of the ramp and on the bay floor, she let Krendel back up from his bent position, revealing his closed left eye and cut lip for everyone to see. He looked at her with disdain and said, “I’ll sue you for this treatment.”

“With what money,” she muttered. “Oh, and I will file an attempt of murder charge against you too.” Before he could speak again out of turn, she saw King Veruna and his party. “Your Highness, may I present the resisting federal fugitive, Pirus Krendel.”

Krendel finally realized who was here, and stared long and hard at his son, his son, the King of Naboo. It worked; Magus Prophet’s plan worked! His son was now the leader of the people! He quietly said proudly, “Son.”

Tomas Krendel smiled just a little. “Father.”

Krendel couldn’t understand his son’s attitude until he saw Muriel emerge just to his right with a Sullustan in tow. His face began to color where it wasn’t bruised. “You.” He said that to curse her, and then frantically used his head to point out his captors. “You put them up to this! This was your idea! You sent these…Guardian whores to do the Queen’s dirty work!”

Muriel let a little smile grace her face; eyeing her fellow Order of Guardian allies with appreciation. The two Guardians in matching Saberhide body armor just gave their heads a little bow to her. “Most certainly was. I take full credit for it.” She held up a finger and added, “Oh yeah, they did it for free. But…I thought I said no marks on him?”

The young woman held up a finger and sarcastically said, “But you didn’t say no marks on him even if he takes a shot at you.” She patted his head hard with one of her gauntlets, making him wince. “He practically emptied a whole pack of his Uiennar Colt blaster he had in 5 seconds into my armor when I busted through the glass.”

“Then I think the King will not disapprove in the methods of extraction at all since the Trade Federation, resisting us through out, gave him the means to resist arrest.” 

With that, Veruna didn’t even complain at all.

Krendel looked around at everyone and honestly didn’t see a friendly face, including from his own son. He began to sweat a little with the implications, wondering what they had done to his boy. Thinking quickly, he realized that he had put a lot of stress on Tomas, and perhaps he needed to start making amends. He looked at the male Guardian and demanded, “Undo these bindings so I can hug my Son. Tomas, my Son, please tell them to undo the bonds.”

With a wave of his hand and a shake of his head, King Veruna muttered, “That won’t be necessary. You will need them on until you reach your jail cell.” He gestured towards one of the guards and said in full, loud Regal bluster. “Take him away.”

Dizzy let out a loud whistle as he watched Pirus Krendel turn whiter than his skin color’s namesake; he never seen anyone turn so white in his entire life. He muttered softly, “Wave bye-bye to the bad man.” It caused a large smile on Muriel’s face when he said that.

“No! Tomas, please! Don’t let them fool you, Son! Whatever these allegations are they’re bullshit!” The guards began to drag him away; all the while Krendel dragged his heels trying to stop. “Don’t let that Rapier whore lead you by the nose, Son!” 

Tomas stood there as his father continued to shout out his name as they took him through an access corridor leading downward. When Pirus vanished, he turned back towards the others, and then just silently with a frown stormed away.

Muriel let out some breath and said, “That’s tough.”

“Of course it is. Then again, he is the King of Naboo, and toughness comes with the job.” Muriel turned towards the voice, which to her growing smile it belonged to an middle age-elderly man that had short, snow white hair surrounding the bald spot on top. He wore a deep dark blue uniform that betrayed a few badges of merit and marks of rank, including several gold rope loops dangling from his left shoulder ceremoniously. When he got near the bottom, he smiled and his snow-white beard rose up with it. “Didn’t you remember anything I taught you in the Burdens of Royalty course, Thahada. Even the royals get their just deserts.”

“Oggie!” she let out excitedly. She waited for Oggie to come down before giving the man a warm hug. “You went on the mission, you old sea dog?”

“Indeed I did,” he said with a slight chuckle, pulling away to look at her cast-over broken arm. “Although I was very surprised this stopped you.”

Muriel smirked a little. “I’m had other things on my mind.” She turned and gestured towards Dizzy. “You two haven’t met. Ogwa Newhausen, Grand Master of the Order of Guardians, this is my husband Dizzy Arnes.”

“So you are the Sullustan that stole my girl away from me,” he said as he took Dizzy’s hand, smiling when he did to show he meant it as a joke.

“Guilty as charged, don’t hurt me,” Dizzy joked back as they shook. Releasing hands, the Sullustan gestured towards him good-naturedly. “I heard all about you.”

“All good I hope,” said Oggie. He gave Dizzy a head nod, then excused the other two Guardians to speak to her alone. “Are you all right, Muriel?”

“I am,” she said, but still gestured towards her arm. “The situation just absolutely sucked.” He looked at her a little disapprovingly and Muriel realized she said something he would consider inappropriate from any student of his, past or present; Oggie didn’t teach his Guardians to curse during a report. “I mean…it was a bad situation.”

Oggie just let out a little chuckle and said, “You’re not a Guardian anymore, Muriel. I think ‘sucked’ works for me.”

“Don’t say that too loud,” snickered Dizzy, which Oggie thought about it and knew the Sullustan was kidding.

Muriel didn’t like it, and let Dizzy have it with a good smack to the head. Wrapping an affectionate arm around his shoulders, she looked at Oggie and said. “It was a nasty situation all and all.”

“I would like to hear about it another time,” he said, expressing a thankful-she-was-all-right tone in his voice. “If you ever need us again, we’re happy to oblige.”

“Actually I do need you all again. I need Guardians to sweep Rapier Manor and keep sweeping it until Lady Angelleia returns home.” She thought for a just a second. “Perhaps a covert detail during her mother’s funeral.”

Oggie let out a low whistle. “Rapier Manor will take about 20 to secure it and keep it secure. But the funeral will take more with so much ground to cover.” He smiled after a few more moments. “Of course I have more kids than I can handle all thanks to you getting Lady Angelleia elected, so I can’t see why they couldn’t earn some experience.”

Muriel reached out and grabbed his forearm in appreciation. “Thanks, Oggie. If you need any payment for this I know Juna will oblige.”

“Well we can all work something out. Krendel, though, is still a freebee.”

Muriel raised an eyebrow. “Freebee?”

“Don’t get smart, Thahada…I mean Arnes.”

CHAPTER 27.3

 After Pirus Krendel was hauled off, Enothchild nodded approvingly and said, “At least there is some justice in this universe for Juna.”

Ros looked at his former Master worriedly and said, “I can’t help thinking you are taking things very personally in this matter. Don’t get me wrong, Enothchild, I want Prophet removed from the universe, but I’m not going to do it out of revenge.”

Enothchild looked at Ros, all the while juggling the wedding rings in his right hand. “You say I want revenge?”

“Like I said, I can’t help to think that.” Ros ran his hands under his head covering and let them rub down his lekku real quick. “You are too close to this young woman and I think you should just come back with me and Casper to the Temple. Help us resolve this entire scenario from there.”

He shook his large head and said, “My feelings and my obligations are clear on this, Ros. And if the Council needs a report, I can give it just as effectively over the HoloNet just as if I were there.” Enothchild wasn’t going to debate the subject any further with him; in his opinion it was a mute subject given the overall events unfolding in the galaxy. So he had this point to make to end the discussion. “Given what we just read in that message Prophet had sent, and those drawings he made, it would be wrong to leave her unprotected. He may try to kidnap her again with his new resources to fight the war: the ysalamiri, the Legacy Virus, these Vhinech Sleepers that somehow avoided or fooled the mandatory DNA-blood testing and attacked Sullust. I am taking all that into account in staying here.”

Ros couldn’t counter the excuse; it wasn’t an excuse either, it was nearly fact. He couldn’t deny any of those points based on the circumstances, and the letter Prophet sent to her Ladyship made it too damning. “You do have a point there. Then again, maybe you shouldn’t guard her alone.”

Enothchild cut him off at the pass of Jedi persuasive logic and commons sense again. “I need you and Casper to make sure that Sleeper gets to Coruscant without hurting anyone.” It annoyed him that he didn’t know her name, but then again she hadn’t said one word in any language to anyone since hearing about her run in with the Nubian guards. “From there, undoubtedly the Council will have you continue the investigation into the Vhinech on Sullust. I need you to; I need you and Casper to be my mobile agents. I’m not dropping out of this case, just changing the elements of going about it. Also I will have very vast information and research resources here since Juna does own Rapier Technologies. All I have to do is ask, and she will supply everything we need.”

He let Ros absorb the idea, and then said, “And we’ll need it against the Legacy Virus since Prophet stole my ‘SON’ disk.”

“He did?” Enothchild nodded in agreement. “So there goes our only weapon against it. Without it, we can’t cure any of the computer systems it has secretly affected.”

“Indeed, but Prophet only took our primary defense against it. We still have an advantage here, we just need to find it and trust me when I say that her Ladyship and her resources can be helpful. If there is one thing I have learned with my time around Juna and her mother is that nothing is out of their realm of thinking, especially if it is meant to be for good and help others.”

Ros looked more alert with the idea, assured now that his friend wasn’t devoting his time her to just keep a close eye on her Ladyship for personal reasons. 

He could still sense an undertone of remorse from Enothchild for not being there for Naressa and not have Juna go through the emotions of turmoil she was experiencing. Ros just didn’t want to see his Master and friend go through another period of sadness like he did over Nadja, which lasted 8 years and he had no contact with anyone. All the while why he was on Dagobah with Master Yoda and Casper they would get messages forward to them through the Jedi Temple and various channels, and after learning about Nadja’s death through a news source and not from Enothchild it bothered Ros for a long time. It was further fueled by Enothchild’s long silence. No one knew where he was, and some questioned whether or not he was alive.

“All right,” said Ros with a nod. “We’ll coordinate everything through and through. But on one condition.” Enothchild nodded. “You promised to tell me some things.”

Enothchild let out a little chuckle. “I did, didn’t I? Well, let’s go upstairs. I need to get back to Juna. But what I am going to tell you has to remain in the strictest of confidence for many reasons. One of which deals with the fact that you haven’t accessed the Jedi Holocron.”

Ros stopped and asked, “How do you know I haven’t accessed the Holocron?”

Enothchild smirked. “I didn’t.” He turned and started walking, letting a Ros catch up and let him bump into him, like the two used to do when they were Padawan and Master, showing no hard feelings or no ill effects with disagreeing with one another.  

